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    Teaching Him A Lesson: Parts 1-7 
 
    1. Meeting The Teacher 
 
      
 
      
 
    Look, it's not like I'm proud of it. Quite the opposite, in fact. What happened to me is shameful. It's embarrassing just to talk about it. Which is why I've changed the names of everybody involved. Careers are at stake. Lives could be ruined. Although to be honest, sometimes I wonder how much it would really matter. At this point, everyone who matters already knows my darkest secret. Nearly everyone, anyway. And sometimes, you just have to unburden yourself. Sometimes, you just have to tell the truth. Even if only to yourself. Even if all you do is write it down in a cheap notebook from the stationary store and lock it away in a drawer afterwards. Maybe I'll burn it. The thought of this story one day being discovered terrifies me. It keeps me awake at night. But like the story it tells, I can't deny that risk is part of the thrill. If there were no danger, there would be no reward. That's just one of the many things I've learned since this adventure first began. 
 
      
 
    The hallways of the school were buzzing. Not, probably, as loud as they did during the day when they rang with the cries and screams of the kids. But busier than they would normally be at that time of night. The school was trying something new. Last year, at parent-teacher conference night, the teachers had all been set up at small tables in the school gym. But this year, they had decided to have the teachers stay in their classrooms and let the parents come to them. The result was a lot of confused and bored parents milling around in the hallways. Their presence made the school seem even smaller somehow, the scaled-down desks and chairs emphasizing the small stature of the students. As I made my way down the hall, I couldn't help thinking back to my own school experience. It's such a big part of your life until you grow up and leave. And then, you barely think about it at all. At least, I never did. Until you have kids of your own, and suddenly you're pulled back into the world of report cards and grades and the syllabus and all the rest of it. I'm not going to say I wasn't interested. I love my son, and I wanted him to do well. I wanted him to do all the things in life I never got the chance to do, whether it was through lack of ability or laziness or timidity. Still in third grade, Taye was still too young to have any realistic career ambitions. One day he wanted to be an astronaut, the next a YouTuber. But I'm conscious of the fact that one day, he might want to do something that requires education. And so I try to encourage him to do better in school than I did. 
 
    The noticeboard at the school's entrance had told me where to go. The Penguin classroom. I made my way along the hallways, scanning the cute names of each room until I found the one I was looking for. The door was closed. Through the safety glass, I could see a couple sitting in front of a desk, with the occupant just outside of my view. A few chairs had been lined up in the hallway outside. I took a seat and waited, scrolling through my phone to pass the time. 
 
    It was probably only about five minutes before the door opened. The couple I had seen through the glass emerged, smiling over their shoulders as they said their goodbyes. I nodded faintly as they passed. I had met them before, at some kid's birthday party or another. For a moment, I couldn't place whose parents they were. And then, all thought of them vanished from my mind as Taye's teacher turned to me. 
 
    “Hi,” she said as she turned toward me. “I’m Ms. Russo. And you are…?” 
 
    Look, I'm not some blushing kid who never saw a pretty woman before. Back when I was younger, I used to do okay with women. More than okay. But that was back before I became a dad, before fatherhood and the responsibilities it brings slowed me down. After the way things had ended with Sasha, I hadn't really tried to have another meaningful relationship. The whole idea terrified me. And at work, it's nothing but men. I don't have a ton of contact with women, is what I'm trying to say. How would I even meet one if I wanted to? 
 
    But there are women, and there are women. I wouldn't have been so tongue-tied if Ms. Russo didn't look the way she did. But Taye's teacher was absolutely gorgeous. I guessed her to be in her late 20s, probably no older than 30. Her dark hair was cut so that it fell just above her shoulders, framing her heart-shaped face perfectly. Her deep blue eyes glittered between thick dark lashes, her eyebrows carefully shaped and sculpted above them. Her eyes were made all the more striking by the glasses she wore, with large frames that showcased her hypnotic stare. 
 
    And as my eyes traveled downward, I saw that Ms. Russo was not like any teacher I ever had when I was a kid. She wore a dark blue dress that zipped up the front, a color that only serve to enhance the striking eyes. The zipper was pulled up to a fairly modest height, but I couldn't fail to think about how easily that could change. The sleeveless dress bared her arms, and the fabric did nothing to hide the exquisite shape of her body. Ms. Russo had an hourglass figure that I suspected came from disciplined hours at the gym, even with her youth helping her. I couldn't miss that. Nor could I miss the glimpse of her thighs that showed under the hem of the dress that ended above her knees, or the way the black leather of her knee-high boots gripped her calves below. Her boots had laces up the front and a tall square heel that made her legs seem even longer. All in all, it was a daring outfit for a parent-teacher conference. Not exactly inappropriate; you couldn't say that. But I had the feeling that more than a few husbands would be going home that night to a stern talking-to from jealous wives. 
 
    “I — I’m Pete Davis,” I said in a hurry, suddenly worried that I had been staring in silence at her for too long. “Taye’s dad.” 
 
    "Nice to meet you, Mr. Davis," Ms. Russo said as she held out her hand. Her skin was soft and warm as I gripped it, and I was suddenly struck in a visceral way that I hadn't been in a long time by just how long I had been alone for. The gorgeous face and body of this young woman were calling to me, dragging at some old part of myself that I had almost forgotten about. With a dull sensation of something close to panic, I wondered how I was even going to get through this meeting without embarrassing myself. Because all at once and unexpectedly, nothing seemed as important to me than that this woman think well of me. Rusty old instincts flared back into life. I felt as though something was moving deep inside me, some monstrous gears clanking back into life after a long cold sleep. 
 
    “Call me Pete,” I managed to mumble, my lips suddenly clumsy as though I was some inexperienced kid instead of a grown man. And Ms. Russo’s quick smile only made me feel more clumsy, more off-balance, more uncertain of myself as she looked into my eyes. 
 
    “Okay, Pete,” she laughed. “And you can call me Ms. Russo.” 
 
    "Okay," I mumbled thoughtlessly, and a bright peal of her laughter echoed through the corridor of the school. 
 
    “I’m just kidding,” she laughed, her eyes shining with amusement. “God, can you imagine? You can call me Alicia. But you get top marks for playing along.” 
 
    I smiled faintly as she turned and led me into the classroom. No doubt she was used to getting this kind of reaction from men. Most probably she had been getting all her life. I wondered if she even noticed anymore, or whether it had just become a fact of her existence. Beautiful women like her live in a different world from guys like me. It's a world we can visit, but will never really understand, just as they will never understand how heartless and cruel the world can be to a guy who doesn't have much to offer it. Hoping she wasn't as aware of my instant attraction to her as I feared she was, I followed Ms. Russo into the classroom. 
 
    She sat down behind her desk, adjusting her dress as she crossed her legs. I sat in one of the chairs arranged in front of the desk, feeling like some clumsy giant amongst the small furnishings of a child's classroom. Her bright eyes flickered for the briefest moment to the empty chair beside me. 
 
    "Mrs. Davis couldn't make it?" she asked when she realized I had followed her gaze. 
 
    "There is no Mrs. Davis," I said "Taye's mom and me split up years ago." 
 
    "I'm sorry to hear that," Alicia said. The words were perfunctory, professional. I could imagine her having similar conversations with single parents all night long. 
 
    "No big deal," I said. "It's all good. She usually comes to these things, but she couldn't make it tonight. But she saw his report card, and I'll talk to her about it all soon." 
 
    "Wonderful," Alicia murmured. "It's so important for parents to stay on good terms, if only for the kids." 
 
    "Of course," I said. "You have any kids of your own?" I don't know why I asked her. My racing brain was screaming at me to say something, anything, to keep the conversation going. Trying not to betray my nervousness, I had asked a question that I quickly realized could be an uncomfortable one. But Ms. Russo simply smiled as she replied. 
 
    "None of my own, yet," she said. "The kids here keep me busy enough." 
 
    “I bet.” 
 
    "Which brings us to Taye," Alicia added. Slightly adjusting her dress again, she shifted in her chair. Her hair hung down over one side of her face as she shuffled through the papers in front of her. Finding Taye's report card, she held it up in front of her, her eyes moving back-and-forth as she scanned it. I saw a faint and ghostly reflection of myself in her glasses, and made myself sit up straighter. 
 
    "It hasn't been a bad semester for Taye," she said. Was it just me, or had her voice shifted to a new, more professional register? It didn't matter, I told myself. I was here to talk about my son's education, not to flirt with some insanely sexy teacher. I tried to focus on the words that were coming out of those full red lips as Ms. Russo spoke. But I found my attention wandering. Taye wasn't doing badly in school, but he was no more a natural scholar than I was. Strong on math, he was weaker when it came to language skills. I listened to Ms. Russo explaining my son's strengths and weaknesses and tried not to think about how soft the skin of her bare arms must be, how warm her lips might feel, how delightful it might be to peel that dress off her. 
 
    "Pete?" It was only when she called my name that I realized how far my attention had wandered. A wave of guilt washed over me. Of course I cared about my son's education, of course I did. I had got the gist of what she was saying. But some very un-parental thoughts had been drifting through my mind as I sat across the desk from this beautiful teacher. And now, I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment as Ms. Russo caught me in the act. 
 
    "Yeah," I said quickly. "I agree. He needs to focus more on his English and his…" 
 
     "Verbal reasoning," Ms. Russo prompted with a wide smile.  
 
    "Verbal reasoning. That's it," I said. Ms. Russo paused for a moment, still smiling as her eyes moved over my face. Then, she set Taye's report down on her desk. 
 
    "You know, it always fascinates me when I finally meet the parents of my students," she said. "Sometimes, it helps me see why the kids are the way they are. They say the apple doesn't fall far from the tree, but sometimes, I have to disagree. Some parents come in here, and I can hardly believe they are even related to the kids. Not you, though. I can see plenty of you in Taye." 
 
    "Me too," I said. "Unfortunately. I hoped he would take more after Sasha when it came to school and stuff." 
 
    "Were you a bad student, Pete?" 
 
    "Yeah," I admitted with a smile. "School wasn't my thing. I kind of wish I'd stuck it more than I did, looking back. That's why I want Taye to do well." 
 
    "Well, I'm not saying it's a bad thing," Alicia went on. "Taye loses focus sometimes, just like you did there. He's a daydreamer. But sometimes, that can mean a person is very creative. It's just a question of making sure their energy goes in the right directions." 
 
    “Oh, I totally agree,” I nodded. “I just don’t want him to make the same mistakes I did.” And even in that moment, I struggled to retain focus on what I was saying. Alicia was leaning forward, her folded arms on the desk in front of her, and the zipper at the front of her dress dangled and swayed, catching the light like a polished gem in front of me. 
 
    "I bet you gave your teachers hell in your time," she said with a smile that I easily returned. 
 
    "Pretty much," I said. "I was way worse than Taye. Count yourself lucky you didn't have to teach me." 
 
    "Oh, I'm sure I would've found a way to bring you in line," Ms. Russo said. Her eyes glittered as she spoke. I could almost feel the air in the room suddenly changing. All at once, I practically forgot that this was my son's teacher I was talking to. All at once, this was just some beautiful young woman in front of me, smiling at me, her words and her expression hinting at what I hoped was more than wishful thinking on my part. "I know exactly how to deal with naughty boys." And there it was. There was no mistaking it now. It wasn't just her words, but the way she spoke them, letting them drip like honey off her tongue. My son's gorgeous teacher was flirting with me. And all my old habits came roaring back to me at once. 
 
    "I don't know about that," I smirked. "You don't look so tough." Alicia threw back her head and laughed, and I blinked away a vision of myself pressing my lips to her neck. 
 
    "Maybe not," she said as she turned her smile back on me. "But didn't anyone ever teach you not to judge a book by its cover? I think you'd be surprised what I'm capable of." 
 
    I laughed right along with her, the way that you do in situations like that. But internally, my mind was racing. Now I knew I had just imagined it, a fantasy born out of loneliness and desire for a woman who, quite frankly, was out of my league. Alicia was flirting with me, and my mind raced as I wondered how you go about asking your son's teacher on a date. 
 
    Little did I know then, as I know perfectly well now, that Alicia was already 12 steps ahead of me. 
 
    I watched her rise from her seat behind the desk. I sat back in my own chair, my heart rising with her as I watched uncertainly. With a faint wiggle of her hips, she tugged her dress down from where it had slid up her legs while she was sitting. The sexy boots thumped loudly on the polished floor as she crossed the classroom. I don't know what I was expecting, or what I was hoping for. I barely had time to think about it. In a matter of seconds, she had crossed the room toward a supply closet in the far wall. Opening the door, she stepped inside. The blood was roaring in my ears when she emerged a moment later and stood in the open doorway of the closet with a long cane in her hands. The polished wood bent slightly between her hands as she gripped it, a sly smile on her pretty face as I gazed at her in astonishment. 
 
    "What the fuck is that?" I blurted out. 
 
    "Just a little reminder," Alicia shrugged. "I come from a long line of teachers, you know. When I first started teaching, my grandmother gave me this. It's what they used to use to keep naughty boys in line." The cane swished through the air as Alicia stepped forward. She walked slowly, swinging the implement with every step, lazily carving the air in front of her as she approached. She looked spectacular. My mouth was dry as I watch her get nearer and nearer. It was hard to believe this was even real, that any of this was happening. It was like something out of some wild sexual fantasy. Or not even that. The fantasies I conjured myself where never this intriguing. Never this outrageous. 
 
    “Of course, I would never lay a hand on a child,” she said. By now, she stood beside her desk, leaning one hip against it. The tip of the cane tapped against the side of one boot as she smiled at me. “It’s barbaric,” she said. “But between consenting adults? That’s a different matter.” 
 
    "Oh really?" I didn't know what else to say. This was a situation I was completely unprepared for, and I had been on the back foot since the moment I saw Ms. Russo and her dark good looks. But wherever this was leading, I was intrigued. 
 
    "Really," Alicia echoed with a smile. "Sometimes, that's all a naughty boy like you needs. A little discipline." I almost jumped in my seat as the cane cracked suddenly against the heel of Alicia's boot. She laughed out loud, a wild laugh that only served to fuel the wildness in myself as I heard it. "Have you ever had a woman put you in your place before?" 
 
    “Not like that,” I said. 
 
    “No? I had you pegged for that kind of guy as soon as I saw you. There are ways to tell, usually.” 
 
    “What kind of guy?” 
 
    "The kind of guy that needs a woman to take him in hand," Alicia said. "The kind of guy who needs some feminine discipline. The kind of guy who secretly yearns for a woman to tell him what to do." 
 
    “You think you could be that woman?” 
 
    "I think there's only one way to find out." Alicia's cane swung through the air again, and I almost winced at the sound of it. But she wasn't trying to hit me with it. Instead, she stepped forward. Her dress slid along her toned thigh as she raised one foot and placed it on the edge of the chair I sat in. The rounded toe of her boot pressed lightly against me through the thin dress pants I wore. If I had harbored any illusions that Ms. Russo hadn't noticed the burgeoning erection they concealed, those were shattered now. And she went on smiling as she tapped the tip of the cane she held against that raised foot, worryingly close to my most sensitive organs. 
 
    "Seems like you're a little excited," Alicia giggled. She wasn't wrong about that. Beneath her boot, my cock surged. But from the catch in her voice, I suspected I wasn't the only one. The way Alicia's eyes flashed told me she was having plenty of wicked ideas of her own. 
 
    "I am," I admitted. "You want to do something about it?" Not the greatest line ever, I'll admit. But you try doing better in the situation I was in. All the blood in my body seemed to have rushed to my swollen cock, leaving next to nothing for witty comebacks. It was all I could do to remember to breathe while I spoke. 
 
    "Well, that depends," Alicia said. "That sounds to me like a reward. And only good behavior gets rewarded. Bad behavior gets punished." Before I could react, she raised the cane and brought it down with a sudden snap. It cracked against the toe of her boot, bouncing harmlessly off the hard sole but making a noise I knew would haunt my dreams from that point on. A tremor raced through my body, and Alicia laughed wildly. 
 
    "If you're going to be a good boy, I can help you out," she said. A soft groan escaped my lips as she used the tip of the cane to trace the shape of my erection through the pants I wore. The fabric seemed ready to burst, unable to contain the monstrous arousal I felt. I had practically forgotten where we were and who this woman was. I was completely absorbed in my desire for her. But when I remembered exactly what was going on, it only added to the deviant desire I felt. 
 
    "And what would it mean for me to be a good boy?" I asked, trying to brush aside the inward cringe I felt at the time. But Alicia noticed. Alicia notices everything. 
 
    "Why, doing what you're told, of course," Alicia said. A faint frown appeared on her face as she spoke, as though the answer was almost too obvious for words. But it soon changed back into that playful smile that had my heart racing as I gazed up her. 
 
    "By you? And what would you tell me to do?" I was trying to act casual, but I had the feeling the young teacher could see right through my performance. Her free hand reached up, and I watched her fingers moving above the zipper of her dress. Slowly, basking in my full attention, she pulled it down, letting the teeth part just a couple of inches, revealing cleavage calculated to attract my attention as she smiled down at me. 
 
    "Well, you could start by showing me the proper respect," Alicia grinned. "Kiss my boot." Once again, the cane tapped on her toe for emphasis. 
 
    "What?" I asked, although I had heard perfectly well. "Are you crazy?"  
 
    "No," Alicia said, her smile never wavering for a moment. "I'm just a woman who knows exactly what she wants. I'm not interested in compromising. So if you want me, like I know you do, you have to play by my rules. That means humiliating yourself. Quick, before anybody sees." The cane tapped once more on her boot. My mind was racing. Alicia spoke as though it was a foregone conclusion that I would do as she said. As though there was no other rational option. Even though I knew it was crazy, I kind of felt the same way. Her body above me seemed to call to me, tormenting me with the possibilities it represented. The darkness under her dress captured me completely. She was stunning, and I was lucky even to be a room with such a goddess. Would a little kinkyness really be so bad? When the potential reward was so great, why was I fighting her? 
 
      
 
    Almost unable to believe myself what was happening, I bent forward. Alicia howled with laughter as I did what she said. The leather of her boot was smooth under my hands as I ran my fingers along her leg. My chair slid back as I pushed, leaning over her foot. Triumphantly, my son's teacher watched as I tentatively kissed her foot. 
 
    "See? I knew you could be a good boy with the right guidance," Alicia grinned. Lifting her foot from my hand, she turned. The heel of her boot thumped on the floor, making me jump. I could feel my cheeks burning with humiliation as she walked briskly across the classroom, heading back to the supply closet. Reaching its open door, she turned to look at me, the cane bending as she gripped it with both hands again. 
 
    “Come on, naughty boy,” she said. “We can’t do anything fun over there where people can see. Come over here where we can take this further.” 
 
    I didn't need to be told twice. Alicia laughed as I sprang once to my feet. I crossed the classroom in a couple of steps, my cock raging in the front of my pants as I hurried toward her. Laughing, Alicia stepped aside, and I stepped into the supply closet. I could smell the faint scent of her perfume as, grinning, she followed me inside. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    2. Naughty Boy 
 
      
 
    I had never liked these moments. It was always the worst part of being a part-time dad.  
 
    Like any kid, Taye can be exhausting to be around. He was at that age where it seemed everything had to be a struggle; every instruction I gave him had to be challenged. But I missed him terribly when he wasn't there. And when my son wasn't around, the structure of my days simply sagged and collapsed. On the weekends I didn't have him, I didn't know what to do with myself. I don't really have any hobbies. I'm too old to be going out to bars, even if all my friends weren't married and fathers themselves. Besides, that kind of fun long ago lost all enjoyment for me. I hadn't managed to develop other interests. To be honest, nothing really appealed to me besides hanging out with my kid. And so I always hated handing custody back to Sasha, even though I knew it was the right thing to do. 
 
      
 
    "So how did it go?" She stood in the kitchen of her apartment, her arms folded as she leaned back against the countertop. We tried to be civil to one another. We had to cooperate on raising our son. Besides, it had been years since we went our separate ways. Taye didn't even remember a time when his mom and dad were together. He was barely more than a toddler when we split up. But I could never see Sasha without feeling a faint stab of something. Guilt, perhaps. Regret. Remorse. The truth was, I had behaved badly. I hadn't treated her as well as she deserved. And she had been right to leave. Even though it felt at the time like it was breaking my heart. In my own stumbling way, I know that I broke hers, too. 
 
    "It was pretty good," I said evasively. "More or less what it said on his report card. Good at math. Not so good with the verbal stuff." 
 
    “So what did his teacher say he should do to improve?” 
 
    "Oh, she said he needs to come out of his shell a little bit," I said. Sasha blinked. 
 
    "That's it? That's all she said?" 
 
    "More or less." I tried not to squirm as I spoke. Right there in Sasha's kitchen, the events of the night of the parent-teacher conference were replaying themselves in my mind. And that was the last thing I needed. While Taye watched TV in the living room and my ex-wife stood in front of me, her hair tied back in a practical ponytail while the dishwasher rumbled quietly in its corner, the last thing I wanted was to relive the wildest night of my life. But it seemed like it was going to happen anyway, whether I wanted it or not. 
 
    "More or less? Give me the more version," Sasha said. 
 
    “Jesus, Sasha. That’s what she said. He needs to be more confident and talk more. That’s it.” 
 
    “What does that even mean?” 
 
    "I don't know. I'm not the one who said it." And yet I knew that all my impatience and anger was being focused in the wrong place. I had no reason to feel guilty as I stood in front of my ex-wife. She had been my ex now for longer than we had been married. What I did with other women was no more her business than her love life was any of mine. But it still hurt to think about her. And my guilt was only fueled by the sense that I had failed Taye in some way. I should have been paying more attention to what his teacher was saying instead of looking at her body. All that guilt and remorse boiled up inside me into a toxic cocktail of misplaced rage. 
 
    “I should’ve gone myself,” Sasha said, shaking her head. 
 
    "Yeah, you know what, Sasha? You should. You should have been there. But you weren't. I was. And whose fault is that?" 
 
    “Oh, fuck you, Pete,” Sasha said, her voice a whisper of controlled fury to keep our son from hearing. “One time I couldn’t make it! One time! Don’t you dare throw that my face.” 
 
    “Jesus. I don’t need this shit right now.” 
 
    "Oh, go on. Storm off then. Throw a fit and —" 
 
    I forced a smile onto my face, choking down my anger as I rounded the corner from the kitchen to the living room. Taye was lying on his stomach on the floor, his head propped up on his arms as he stared at the TV screen. 
 
    "I'm gonna head home now, buddy," I said to him. "I'll catch up with you next time, okay?" Taye simply nodded, not even taking his eyes off the program playing out in front of him. Turning, I walked quickly past the kitchen where Sasha was still fuming and stepped gratefully out of the apartment. Riding the elevator down to my car, I tried to push away the guilt that threatened to choke me. I had more pleasant things to think about than my multiple failures as a husband and a father. And as I climbed behind the wheel of my car and started the engine, the whole crazy scene began to play behind my eyes again. 
 
      
 
    Alicia stood with her back to the open door of the supply closet. The only light in there came from the classroom behind her. In the dimness, her eyes glittered and sparkled like shattered jewels as she smiled at me. I could see the white shapes of her teeth against her bottom lip as she stood close to me. 
 
    "Get your cock out," she said in a low voice. "Let me see if you're even worth my time." Her mocking tone stung. But I was too wrapped up in lust to care. While she watched, I reached for the front of my pants. My belt rattled as I unfastened it. My zipper followed, and in no time at all, my cock swelled in the darkness of the supply closet. 
 
    Alicia looked it up and down. The cane tapped idly against her boot again as she studied it. 
 
    "Not bad," she said grudgingly. "I think I can work with that." Reaching forward with her free hand, she wrapped her fingers around my shaft. I groaned as she slowly started to stroke. All the while, she smiled at me, her eyes shining between the curtains of her black hair as she savored her power over me. I stepped close to her, and she chuckled under her breath as she felt my hands on her hips, pulling her closer toward me. I reached for the zipper of her dress, pulling it down to expose her breasts in a black bra that threatened to spill out of the widening gap. As I slid the fabric off her shoulders, she reached for my shirt and quickly unfastened the buttons. My shirt fluttered to the floor, and I pulled her dress down, letting it drop until it pooled around her ankles. Alicia stepped out of it, and I kicked off my shoes as she pulled down my pants. Stepping closer to her, I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close against me. My mouth moved over her skin, over her neck, over her chest, tracing the warmth of her blood through her body as I moved toward her breasts. Alicia sighed as I took the soft orbs of flesh in my hands, kneading and squeezing them through the padded cups of the bra she wore. Her nipples felt like two pebbles underneath the lace as I kissed her boobs. Reaching around behind her back, my blind fingers found the clasp of her bra and unfastened it. As the black fabric slid down her arms, I pulled it out of the way and took one of her nipples into my mouth. Alicia groaned as she felt me sucking on it, my hand teasing her other nipple until she was squirming with delight as she pressed her body against me. Meanwhile, my other hand crept lower. In the darkness, I found the soft fabric of her panties and felt the shape of her swollen lips underneath them. I rubbed her rhythmically through the fabric until her groans of pleasure took on a new rhythm. Slipping my hand under the waistband, I curled my fingers up inside her. 
 
    Alicia gasped. I could feel the ready wetness of her pussy, the silken walls already eager for what was happening. And my own body was no less hungry. Once again, she took my cock in her hand, and I felt it surge as she squeezed it, mimicking the way her pussyclenched on my fingers. Gripping the back of my neck, holding my head against her chest, Alicia sank to the floor of the supply closet. I went with her. She lay down on the floor, and I lay down on top of her, feeling the supple leather of her boots against my sides as she bent her knees. I positioned myself between her legs, my raging cock pointing at the entrance to her dripping pussy. She cried out as I leaned forward, plunging my hard cock deep inside. I groaned, swept away in a pleasure whose intensity I had virtually forgotten over all the long years of loneliness I had endured. 
 
    Alicia moaned on the floor underneath me. I bent my body over hers, my face now buried in her hair, smelling the scent of her shampoo and her perfume as I rocked my hips back-and-forth. Her boots crossed behind my back, her legs locking around me and pulling me even deeper as I fucked her. Lost in ecstasy, the tiny space of the supply closet filled with our moans and shrieks of passion, I didn't hear the sudden whistle of the cane she still held. I didn't know what had happened until I felt a sudden bright burning pain across my bare ass. 
 
    “Ow!” I yelped. “Jesus Christ!” 
 
    "Shut up," Alicia snarled in a voice that dripped with unignorable pleasure. "Shut up and fuck me, naughty boy." The cane cracked against my ass again, leaving a bright bar of burning pain just above the first. In the darkness, I gritted my teeth. It hurt, and I had never seen the appeal of pain in the bedroom. But I had never been in a situation like this. Alicia's pussy was spasming around me, her juices pouring all over my cock as I pumped it in and out of her beautiful body. I never wanted this wild moment to end. And if that took allowing her to beat me as I fucked her, it was a price I was willing to pay.  
 
    The cane struck again, and this time I cried out with pain. Alicia laughed, a cruel laugh that soon turned into a sob of pleasure as I plunged my cock deep inside her. The more she hurt me, the less gentle I was with her. And clearly, she was enjoying that fact. She was writhing beneath me as I pounded her, the edges of her square boot heels scratching my back to add to the pain she had already inflicted, but the raw excitement of the situation overcame everything else. Again, she lashed out with the cane, and again I cried out in pain as she struck my ass. Again I lunged forward, driving her into the floor of the supply closet, and again she howled in utter ecstasy. 
 
      
 
    Pleasure was boiling away inside the pit of my stomach, a deep and deviant pleasure unlike any I had ever felt before. My orgasm was coming, charging toward me like some monstrous marauder while I continued pumping away at Alicia’s beautiful body. But I wanted to hold back. I wanted to make sure she came first, and when she did, she left me in no doubt about it. 
 
    The supply closet echoed with her wild screams of pleasure. Her heels scored deep lines in my skin. Her pussy clenched around my cock, almost painfully tight, gripping my manhood like a fist. And while she sobbed in pleasure, an astonishing flood of her hot juices flowed over my cock and balls and thighs, quickly forming a puddle underneath us as she squirted her fragrant juices all over me. 
 
    I had never felt anything quite like it. And even as pain burned in my ass, I felt myself passing over the edge of bliss. With a loud shout, I buried my orgasm inside her, my raging cock firing a hot load of my cum deep inside her ready pussy while she moaned and groaned in pleasure underneath me. 
 
    It was incredible. And as unbelievable pleasure swelled inside me, I collapsed on top of her. Her pussy was still twitching spasmodically around my manhood as I lay on top of her, both of us trying to regain our breath in the small space we hid in. It was only as the fog of passion slowly faded that I found myself wondering what exactly I had done. I had fucked my son's teacher in her classroom, and now that my blood was cooling, I had time to reflect on my ill-thought-out decision. This night, I realized with a sinking feeling of dread, could have consequences far beyond anything I intended. But how could I resist? I didn't have a lot of recent experience to compare it to. But there was no doubt in my mind that the encounter in the supply closet was some of the best sex I had ever had. 
 
    In the tight space, I finally moved. Carefully, I rolled off Alicia, and she shifted to one side to make room for me. We both groaned in a faint echo of our earlier bliss as my cock slid easily out of her well-lubricated pussy. The smell of sex was heavy in the air as we lay beside each other. 
 
    I felt awkward. What do you say after fucking your son’s teacher when you’re supposed to be discussing his grades? I had no idea. And even if Alicia had been the instigator of everything that happened, at least in my mind, that didn’t do much to assuage the feelings of guilt I was already having. But if Ms. Russo felt in any way guilty, she gave no sign of it. Instead, she rolled over on top of me. Her hands were warm on my chest, rising and falling with my breathing as she grinned down at me. Her dark hair hung around her face, masking her features, only her pretty eyes still catching what faint light there was as she straddled me. 
 
    “I hope you learned your lesson, naughty boy,” she said. In the darkness, I smiled. So she was still feeling playful. That was better than regret. 
 
    "I'm not sure I did, honestly," I smiled back up at her. "If that's what being naughty gets me, I think I should do it more often." 
 
    "Oh really? Still defiant? Well, I know how to fix that." Alicia leaned forward. Dangling from her chest, her boobs engulfed my face. Happily, I kissed them, burying my face in the soft warm flesh. I was still feeling the afterglow of a powerful orgasm, but underneath her lovely young body, I felt my soft cock already beginning to twitch. If this goddess wanted more, I was happy to accommodate. I would just need a few minutes to recover. 
 
    Lying underneath her with her soft body on top of mine, I didn't immediately notice what was happening. By the time I heard the rasp of a roll of tape, it was too late. Reaching above my head, Alicia had pressed my hands back against the wooden shelves of the closet. Quickly, she wrapped the tape around my wrists, binding my hands to the upright support that kept the shelves in place. Just like that, I was trapped. And while I wasn't exactly immune to the sexual possibilities of being tied up by this beautiful woman, I was a little alarmed at being bound by a stranger. But underneath her, my cock was already starting to swell. 
 
    Alicia wrapped the tape around my wrists again and again. When she was finally satisfied I couldn't escape, she sat back. Her breasts swelled on her chest she breathed steadily, smiling down at me happily as she surveyed her handiwork. Meanwhile, I gazed up in hopeful expectation, waiting to see what this wild woman had in store for me next. 
 
    But I didn't expect what happened. 
 
    Slowly, Alicia rose to her feet. Placing her hands on her knees, she pushed herself upwards until she was standing above me. Bending down, she picked up the cane where she had left it on the floor. Slowly, teasingly, she drew it along my thigh. Finally, grinning, she tapped it against my rapidly hardening cock. 
 
    "I have lots of other parents to see tonight," Alicia explained. "But since you haven't learned your lesson, I guess I'm going to need to keep you here until you do. So you can stay here and wait for me. It's going to get me so wet thinking about you lying in here helpless, just waiting to be used by me. And when I do come back to play with you again, this cock had better be nice and hard for me." 
 
    “What?” I gasped. “You don’t seriously expect me to stay in here all night?” 
 
    "It doesn't look to me like you have much choice in the matter," Alicia giggled. "Now, be quiet while I clean myself up. You don't want me to have to teach you another lesson." She raised the cane, and I cringed as I braced myself for the blow. This time, the thin wood slashed across my thigh, and I cried out at the burning sensation it raised from my skin. Alicia laughed sadistically, drunk with her own sense of power. 
 
    "That's what bad boys get," she said. Bending, she scooped up her dress and underwear from the floor where it lay beside me. I watched her step out of the supply closet, wearing nothing but her tall boots with her clothes bundled up under her arm. Just around the corner from the supply closet's open door, there was a small sink. I heard the water running into the basin as Alicia cleaned herself up as much as she could. I could barely believe that she actually intended to go through with this, that she planned to continue meeting with parents after the wild sex we had just had. But there was no reason for me to believe she was anything other than completely serious. 
 
    When she was finally as prepared as she was going to get, Alicia stepped back into view in the door of the supply closet. She was wearing her dress again, demurely zipped up to cover her chest. As sexy as her outfit undeniably was, she looked again like the pretty schoolteacher she had been earlier. If I didn't know what I knew about her, I wondered, would I have suspected there was anything unusual about her? Maybe only from the faint flush in her smooth cheeks. Maybe only from the wild gleam in her pretty blue eyes. 
 
    "Alicia, you can't leave me here," I said. "I mean, this was really fun. I really want to see you again. But this is crazy. I can't just lie in here all night." 
 
    "Of course you can," Alicia scoffed. "And you will, if you know what's good for you. Think of it like a timeout. I want you to lie here and think about all the ways you've been bad, and all the ways you can improve. And I definitely don't want to hear a peep out of you until I'm ready to deal with you again." Smiling that maddening smile, Alicia leaned against the doorway of the supply closet. I watched as she raised one foot and reached up under her dress. With a strange sense of fear mixed with arousal, I watched her pull down the panties she had only just put back on. Stepping back into the closet, she stood over me and bent down. Her hand reached toward my face. I turned my head to one side, but I couldn't escape her. Alicia gripped my chin in her hand and pressed her damp panties to my lips. Slowly, laughing, she forced them into my mouth. Then, snatching up the role of tape again, she used it to tape my mouth shut with her panties inside acting as a gag. 
 
    "There," she laughed as she mockingly patted my cheek." Now you can't cry for help. No one will know you're here except me. Once I'm done with the rest of the parents, I'm probably going to be very horny. You're going to need to make me happy. So think about that while you wait for me to come back." With another giggle, Alicia lay her cane down on my chest. Then she turned and stepped over my body, making her way toward the door. She swung the door to the supply closet shut, and I was plunged into darkness. 
 
    I listened to her boot heels echoing on the floor. I listened as she made her way to the classroom door and opened it. I heard voices. The hair on the back of my neck bristled as I heard her welcoming a new set of parents inside. As though nothing out of the ordinary had happened. As though this were just a regular parent-teacher meeting. As though she didn't have the father of one of her students tied up naked in her supply closet, waiting for her to return. 
 
    And in the darkness that still smelled of our pleasure, all I could do was wait. I breathed through my nose. The taste of Alicia's pussy hung in my mouth, her panties saturated with her juices. I could feel my cock swelling by the second. In no time at all, I was fully erect again, my manhood throbbing in the darkness, still coated with Ms. Russo's copious juices. 
 
    On the other side of the door, I heard Alicia's voice and the voice of the parents she was meeting with. I couldn't imagine how she could possibly carry on a normal conversation. Not after what had happened. But clearly, she could. I only caught a few of the words that were spoken, and in any case, they were of no particular interest to me. The only thing I wanted to think about, the only thing I was capable of thinking about, was Alicia and her wild ideas. I struggled against the tape, but it held fast. Not that it mattered. Even if I could get free, what would I do then? Emerge from the supply closet while she was in a meeting with other parents and have to explain what I was doing in there? No, the only practical course of action was to wait for her to come back and free me. No matter how long it took. 
 
    So I waited. And I waited. One after another, the parents of Taye's classmates came and went. In the darkness of the supply closet, I had no way of knowing how much time it passed. But it felt like forever. Especially because I was on edge, my body tense with desire, haunted by the memory of what just happened and the taste of Alicia's sex. But the stream of visitors seemed never-ending, and the night wore on while I waited. 
 
    Finally, I heard the door of the classroom close. Alicia let out a long sigh. Straining to hear everything I could, I caught the sound of her footsteps coming toward me. The door to the supply closet swung quickly open, and I blinked rapidly in the sunlight, temporarily blinded. Alicia stood in the doorway, a black silhouette against the light, her hands on her hips and her feet apart as she stared at me. As my eyes slowly adjusted to the new light, the features of her pretty face emerged from the uniform blackness that had shrouded them. Once again, she was smiling. As well she might, I thought to myself. 
 
    "Well, that's finally done with," she said. "Everyone's gone home." She stepped forward. Stooping, she picked up the cane where it lay across my chest. Her eyes dropped, and I grunted into her wet panties as she lightly tapped the tip of the cane against the shaft of my cock. 
 
    "So you can follow instructions, then," she said with a smirk. She was right. Just as she had requested, my cock was rock hard, ready for her to play with. Not that I had much choice in that. It was an uncontrollable reaction to the way I felt about my son's sexy teacher. 
 
    Alicia stepped further into the closet. I grunted again as she raised one foot and gently but firmly pressed my cock back against my stomach, trapping it under her foot. The cane bounced against my leg over and over as she idly tapped it against my skin. It seemed as though she was deciding what to do with me next. And it couldn't have been clearer to me that I had next to no choice in the matter. Now, I was nothing more than Alicia's sex toy. And the idea turned me on more than I would ever have believed possible. 
 
      
 
    Streetlights streaked over the hood of my car as I drove home from Sasha's place. My heart was racing in my chest as I relived everything that had passed between Ms. Russo and me. Inside my jeans, my cock was throbbing desperately, just as it had that night in the supply closet as they waited to see what Alicia would decide next. I drove on autopilot, turning into my street while barely realizing it, my head full of hope and nervousness and desperate desire. I knew only one thing for sure in the swirling void of confusion that engulfed me. If this was how it felt to be a naughty boy, I never wanted to be anything else. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    3. Their Little Secret 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The night was more or less perfect. It was one of those late summer evenings that are common in September, reminding you of everything you're about to lose. A hot day had given way to a warm and clear-skied evening, and I barely needed a jacket. Alicia walked along beside me, arms and shoulders bared by her pretty red dress, her dark hair seeming to melt into the darkness all around us as we walked along the shore of the lake. 
 
    After our strange encounter at the parent-teacher conference, I hadn't quite known what to say. When Alicia returned to the supply closet where she held me prisoner, she had teased me a little bit more. Then she had climbed on top of me and ridden me to another climax. Only once she was completely satisfied did she untie me and allow me to put my clothes back on. And honestly, it was wonderful. I had never been treated like that by a woman before. I had never imagined it would feel so good to be used, to be overpowered, to be forced to be nothing more than an object for somebody else's pleasure. It was absolutely amazing. I had cum so hard I barely felt capable of rational thought. I had lost myself so completely in pleasure that it was difficult to believe it was real. But as I slowly recovered, slowly regained my senses, Alicia had given me her number. And in the days that followed, I was grateful. It soon dawned on me that this was a woman I needed to see again. That what we had shared, kinky and deviant as it was, was something I needed to experience again. A single encounter was never going to be enough. And so when I had called and asked her out, my heart had been hammering somewhere in the back of my throat as I waited for a response. When she agreed to see me again, I had felt a leap of joy in my chest that I hadn't felt for a very long time. 
 
    I'll be the first to admit I don't have a ton of experience with dating. And what experience I do have is long in the past. I barely remember what it was like going on dates before I met Sasha. Besides, that was a different time. The world moves fast these days, and even though the number of years between then and now doesn't seem so great, things are very different from the way they used to be. Definitely, it felt strange dating someone I had already had sex with. Backward, somehow. Ordinarily, in my experience, the dates came first. The tentative and slightly awkward phase of getting to know each other, of asking those questions you ask someone you don't know very well but very much want to sleep with. Where are you from? Do you have any siblings? What do you do for fun? Those kind of conversations are never easy, especially when you've been out of the game for a long time. They are even harder when you can't stop remembering seeing the person you're talking to naked. When you can't stop thinking about how they humiliated you, controlled you, used you. When you can't forget how much you loved it. 
 
    But I think I handled myself okay. As it turned out, Alicia was more than just a pretty face. She was actually a charming and engaging dinner companion, which was a relief. Neither of us could deny the sexual chemistry between us, the wild attraction we both felt that had made us act the way we did that first night. But sometimes, that's all there is. A purely physical connection that doesn't reach the brain, let alone the heart. This wasn't that. Talking to Alicia was actually enjoyable. Though admittedly, not nearly as enjoyable as the other things I wanted to do with her. 
 
    And after dinner, we took a walk through the park along the shores of the lake. If her high-heeled shoes bothered her, she gave no sign of it. She kept up with me just fine, walking on her tall heels as though they were a natural part of her. She looked fantastic. I had expected nothing less, but seeing her again brought it all home. Hard to believe a woman who looked like her was interested in me. Hard to believe a woman as sweet and fun and charming as her had this wild dominant side to her nature. All through dinner, I had been struck by the contrast between the way she was now and the way she had been on our first meeting. On our date, she seemed more or less like any other girl. Sweet and funny and interesting, but not at all commanding or wild. If I didn't know what I already knew, I would never have guessed it. 
 
    “So you’ve never dated a student’s parent before?” 
 
    "No," Alicia shook her head. "We're not supposed to do that. For obvious reasons. I mean, if we started dating, there'd be a temptation to give Taye better marks than he deserves. It's super inappropriate." 
 
    “I would never ask you to do that, though,” I said. “Taye needs to succeed on his own merits. That’s what I want him to learn.” 
 
    “I know,” Alicia smiled. “But you have to consider the optics. It’s not so much about what you and I might do, but how it would appear to the other parents. It’s not a good idea.” 
 
    “But you’re here.” It wasn’t really a question. But Alicia clearly understood the thought process behind it. 
 
    "Yeah," she sighed. "I really shouldn't be. That's why I was glad you suggested this place. Not much chance of running into anyone I know here. But even this was a big risk. Really, we shouldn't be out in public at all." 
 
    "So like a secret affair? I think I could handle that," I grinned. Alicia smiled back. But she seemed preoccupied, her mind wandering even as she walked beside me. When she slipped her arm through mine, I almost jumped in surprise. 
 
    "Makes it more exciting, doesn't it?" she said. In the glow of the streetlights set along the gravel path at the water's edge, her eyes glittered. I smiled back, feeling again that leap in my heart. She really was beautiful. And everything she said made sense. I could see exactly why it was a bad idea for us to date. There was more to it than just the other parents, too. If things got serious between us - and at the time, I remember mentally telling myself to slow down, that I was thinking too far ahead — how could I introduce her to Taye? How could I explain that i was dating his teacher? He was too young to be able to deal with that kind of complexity. No, it was a bad idea all around. And the sensible thing to do was to walk away. Call it a fun experience, a crazy adventure, and leave it at that. The two of us could move on with our lives. By next summer, Taye wouldn't be in her class anymore, and maybe then things might be different. But until then, what we were doing made no sense. 
 
    You can tell yourself all the right things and still never really believe them. I certainly didn't. I knew what the sensible thing to do was. I knew what we were doing was dangerous, for Alicia and for my son. But I couldn't help it. The sex we had had was just too good to give up on. And as mind-blowing as it been, it wasn't enough. It would never be enough. I was always going to want more, like an addict longing for that next hit. Already, Alicia was a drug that swam in my bloodstream, keeping me up at night, never allowing me a moment's peace. I couldn't forget it. And seeing her again, looking incredible in her bright red dress, had only rekindled the fire that had never gone out. 
 
    "We definitely shouldn't be doing this," Alicia said. But she didn't unhook her arm from mine. On the contrary, her hand gripped my arm even tighter as she squeezed. "We definitely shouldn't be out in public. How far is it to your place from here?" 
 
    My heart beat steadily in my chest. There was no missing the implication in Alicia's words, especially when coupled with the sly smile she sent in my direction as she spoke. Tay was at Sasha's place. I had my house to myself. 
 
    “Not far,” I said, not bothering to hide a smile of my own that told her I had received her message loud and clear. “You want to get out of here?” 
 
    Alicia nodded. She didn't say a word. She didn't have to. The gravel of the path crunched underneath our feet as we turned and headed back to the restaurant, back to where my car waited. When we reached it, I held the door open for her like a true gentleman, and she smiled in acknowledgment as she climbed inside. All those little niceties we somehow remember on our first few dates, and quickly forget afterward. As I closed her door and circled around the car to climb into the driver's side, hope seemed to climb higher inside me with every step I took. Alicia was nothing if not forward. I knew there was no way a woman like her had suggested going back to my place just for coffee. 
 
    As I drove home, Alicia watched the night pass by through the window of the car. For a while, neither of us said anything. The air was tense between us, taut with the promise of what the night held. I kept my eyes on the road, watching the streetlights streak past and trying to contain my excitement. An excitement that only grew stronger when Alicia leaned over and placed one hand on my thigh. 
 
    "Tay's not home, is he?" she asked. 
 
    "No. He's at his mom's." 
 
    "Good." Alicia squeezed my thigh gently as she spoke. "Because the things I'm planning to do to you are definitely not child-appropriate." 
 
    "Oh really?" It was what I had been hoping to hear. And as Alicia's hand slid slowly up my thigh, I could feel my cock rapidly hardening inside my pants. Her hand crept higher and higher, and I heard a faint exhalation of her breath, a slight chuckle of acknowledgment as she felt my erection through the fabric. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “I was having some pretty naughty ideas over dinner.” 
 
    “Oh yeah? Like what?” 
 
    “You’ll just have to wait and see, naughty boy,” Alicia smiled. “That’s part of the fun.” 
 
    "Fuck," I swore under my breath, and Alicia laughed. 
 
    "That's one of the things I like about you," she giggled. "You're always so horny." 
 
    “Around you I am,” I said. “You’re so fucking sexy.” 
 
    "Thanks," Alicia giggled again. And her hand never stopped its dance between my legs, tracing the shape of my cock through my pants and bringing me pleasure with every move she made. The car's engine roared as I pushed down on the gas pedal, desperate to get home as soon as possible. My car swept along empty streets, hurtling toward my house, never fast enough for my liking. Alicia cackled with delight as I swung into the driveway, the car's weight shifting with my speed before I jammed on the brake. I wasn't trying to hide my eagerness, my desperate desire. If that was what she liked about me, she could have it. 
 
    We both climbed out of the car. I took her by the hand, remembering all over again the crazy softness of her skin against mine, the alluring warmth of her young body as she followed me into the house. Opening the front door, I all but pulled her inside and swung it shut again. Turning, I pressed her against the back of the door, my lips seeking hers, my cock pressing against her hip as I wrapped my arms around her. And Alicia chuckled deep in her throat she kissed me back, savoring my obvious desire for her, my desperate need. When my hands began to explore her body, feeling the soft weight of her breasts through her dress, she gently but firmly pushed them away. 
 
    "Wait," Alicia said as she pulled her mouth back from mine. "Just hold on a minute." 
 
    "Why?" I protested. And Alicia's smile sent a tremor of excitement through me as her blue eyes stared deep into mine. 
 
    "Because I said so," she grinned. "You ought to know by now that the only way this works is if you let me take the lead. You're here to do what I say. Understand?" 
 
    "You've got to be kidding," I said. But I was smiling as I said it. Honestly, I was hardly surprised. Alicia had been this way from the moment we met. It was what had made our sex so hot. And frankly, this was what I had been hoping for. It just wasn't so easy to admit that to her, or to myself. 
 
    "Nope," Alicia said. Reaching down, she took hold of my cock through the front of my pants once again. This time, she squeezed it, getting my full attention as she stared into my face. "I'm not. Those are the rules. I have plenty more where that came from. But it's pretty clear to me that you want to fuck me. So you need to prove to me that you're worthy." 
 
    “And how exactly do I do that?” I smiled. 
 
    “Well, you can start by taking your clothes off. All of them. Then I want you to kneel down on the floor at my feet.” 
 
    “You’re fucking crazy,” I said. But I was still smiling. Because I knew she was right. I knew that things were far more thrilling when she took charge. And even as one part of my brain resisted the idea, another had to acknowledge that this is exactly how I dreamed she would be. 
 
    Alicia’s slender shoulders rose and fell as she shrugged. 
 
    "Maybe," she said. "All my exes seem to think so. But I'm not into wasting time. I know what I want. And either you're going to give it to me, or we call this whole thing off right now." 
 
    "Well, there's no need to do anything rash," I said. It was a strange verbal dance we were performing, and one I knew was futile. But I wasn't ready to give in just yet. Even though what Alicia was offering me was exactly what I wanted, or at least what I thought I wanted. I understand myself more now than I did back then. What I needed was to be coaxed. To be seduced. To feel somehow that this was all her idea, that it was something she made me do. In many ways, it was. But the real truth is that I always had a choice. It was the choices I made all along the way that got me to where I am now. After all, refusing to choose is also a choice of its own. 
 
    "So what's he going to be?" Alicia said, her dark eyebrows rising on her smooth brow as she coolly questioned me. Her confidence was unshakable. For such a young woman, she had an incredible amount of self-possession. For another moment, I hesitated. There was still a part of my brain that had its doubts, that told me to take the safer option. To refuse to get drawn into this wild game, and let his beautiful teacher walk out of my life forever. But the rational part of my brain never stood a chance. Especially with Alicia's hand still on my cock, still teasing me through the fabric of my pants. 
 
    I stepped back. Alicia's slow smile was utterly intoxicating as she watched me reach for the buttons of my shirt. I opened them one by one, feeling incredibly self-conscious as I stripped in front of her. Tossing my shirt over the back of the couch near the door, I kicked off my shoes and reached for my belt. Unashamedly, Alicia's eyes dropped. Leaning back against the door, she folded her arms, a satisfied smile on her face telling me she was more than happy with the way things were going. The pink tip of her tongue showed between her red lips. I unfastened my pants, and my cock surged out, rock hard now as I blushed with embarrassment. No woman had ever watched me undress like this before. Up until that point, it had always been a mutual thing. But the distorted power imbalance between us only served to fuel my desire as I dropped my pants to the floor and hurriedly pulled off my socks. Now I was naked, obviously turned on, and standing in front of a woman still fully clothed in her pretty dress and high heels. And I knew what came next. Alicia's smile only grew wider as I slowly sank to the floor of my own house, kneeling at her feet. From that angle, she looked even more beautiful than ever. She towered over me, seeming to suck in all the light, making me feel small and unworthy as she straightened up. 
 
    "That's better," Alicia smirked. "There's nothing I love more than to see a horny man on his knees. You should get used to that position, because you'll be in it a lot." 
 
    "Is that so?" I smiled. Let me tell you, it's not easy to maintain any kind of cockiness when you're naked on your knees in front of a woman you so desperately desire. But I was trying. Even though I knew Alicia could see right through me. 
 
    "When you're not in other, even more compromising positions," Alicia said. She stepped forward. I felt her soft hand on my shoulder. I peered down the front of her dress, getting a glimpse of her boobs as she bent slightly over me. She lifted one foot from the floor, and I groaned as she ran the toe of her shoe along the underside of my shaft. My cock bobbed and surged in response to her touch, desperately longing for her. While I shivered with uncontrollable lust, Alicia chuckled to herself. 
 
    "You don't seem to realize what's going on here," she said. "So let me explain. You're obviously a needy, horny, naughty boy. And you want to fuck me so bad. That's what I'm going to use to make you serve me. I'm going to turn you into my little slave boy. You're going to thank me for it. You're going to beg me to do the most outrageous things to you. Trust me; the more you resist, the more fun it is for me to break you down." 
 
    "Really? You think you're going to make me your slave?" But I didn't really feel the disbelief I tried to project. In fact, as she spoke, I felt a tremor of nervousness pass through me. Given the position I was in, it was tough to believe that Alicia wasn't capable of doing everything she said. Pretending I thought otherwise was a bluff. And as I gazed up at her smiling face, I got the feeling Alicia knew that very well. 
 
    "Well, we'll see, won't we? But before we do anything else, you have to greet me properly. Kiss my foot." The final three words were spoken in a sudden bark, Alicia's soft voice changing to a tone of command. Releasing her grip on my shoulder, she straightened up again, letting her foot hit the floor with a sharp crack. She stood above me now with her hands on her hips, the smile vanished from her pretty face. She wasn't joking. 
 
    "What?" I said. I had heard her just fine. I was stalling. Because I didn't want to do what she said, didn't want to humiliate myself like that. Ever since our first encounter, I had been haunted by the memory of kissing her foot in the classroom that night. But the truth was, the hornier she got me, the more sense it seemed to make. It wasn't a high price to pay for the mind blowing sex I had had with her. I was trying to have both, to enjoy her body and still keep my dignity. But I already knew that wasn't what Alicia wanted. 
 
    "You heard me," Alicia said, not a trace of a smile showing on her face now. "I want you to show me you're capable of following orders and that you know your place. Which is on your knees, groveling at my feet. Worshiping me like a goddess. That's what I want. If you don't give it to me, I'll find someone who will." 
 
    I stared up at her open-mouthed. Alicia simply tilted her head to one side, her eyebrows rising again in expectation. Her foot tapped on the floor. 
 
    "Ten," she said. "Nine. Eight." The blood roared in my ears. I saw at once what she was doing. In a matter of seconds, this whole adventure could be over. She would turn and walk out of the door. And maybe I would have blown my chance with the hottest, sexiest, kinkiest woman I had ever been with. 
 
    "Seven." I leaned forward. At least my blushes were momentarily hidden from her as I turned my face to the floor. The hardwood was cool under my hands, and the skin of Alicia's foot was warm. Above me, I heard her chuckle as I pressed my lips to her foot, tenderly kissing it and feeling a great wave of embarrassment and humiliation washing over me. 
 
    "There. That wasn't so hard, was it?" Alicia said above me. As I straightened up again, sitting back on my heels, I gazed up at her. It was hard to meet her eyes now, hard to endure that bright and joyful stare as she grinned down at me. 
 
    “It wasn’t easy,” I answered. 
 
    "Well, get used to it," Alicia said. "If you're going to be my slave, this is how you'll be expected to greet your mistress." 
 
    "Who said I want to be your slave?" 
 
    "Are you saying you don't?" Alicia waited for an answer. But I couldn't give her one. I barely knew the truth myself. There were two ideas at war in my brain, two different parts of myself. The one that urged caution, that said this was insane, that screamed at me not to do what this virtual stranger said. And the other part that remembered how good it felt to let her take control. How incredibly hot it had been to no longer have a choice. 
 
    “Where is your bedroom?” 
 
    “Around the corner,” I answered. “First door on the left.” 
 
    "Well, stand up then," Alicia ordered. "Let's go." And my shame of a moment before was all but forgotten as I sprang at once to my feet. Hope burned once again inside my heart, and Alicia reached forward to take my cock in her hand. Still holding it, she stepped past me, tugging gently on my manhood. I followed behind her as she led me naked through my own house, my most intimate organ like a leash she used to steer me along. 
 
    We stepped into the bedroom. She found and turned on the light. Standing beside the bed, she turned to face me. My cock still in her hand, she used her other hand grip the back of my neck and pulled my face toward her. We kissed again, my shaft surging and throbbing in her fist. This time, I didn't try to touch her. Even though I wanted nothing more. Even though her beautiful body called to me through the fabric of her vibrant red dress. Already, I was learning the rules to this game. 
 
    “I’m guessing this is the part of the night where you would expect to have sex with me, wouldn’t you?” Alicia asked. 
 
    “Well, I would hope so,” I replied. 
 
    "Yeah, well. As you probably guessed, I'm not like other girls you've dated. Down, slave. Down on your knees again for me." Releasing her grip on my cock, Alicia placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed down. Reluctantly, I dropped to my knees again. But my reluctance and hesitation quickly evaporated as I saw her pluck at the skirt of her dress. Slowly, she raised it like a veil in front of me, revealing more and more of her shapely legs as I watched hungrily. Soon, her dress was up around her hips, her tiny black panties revealed as a dark triangle between her thighs. And my cock throbbed more urgently than ever as she pulled them down, revealing her pussy. Alicia dropped her panties to the floor and stepped out of them carefully, standing in front of me with her feet apart, her sex brazenly on display. I could see faint droplets of moisture gleaming on her swollen lips, her arousal almost as obvious as mine as I kneeled at her feet. Holding her dress up with one hand, Alicia placed the other hand on my head. 
 
    "There's another rule for you, slave," Alicia said. "Your mistress always comes first. Now, get to work. If you want to fuck me, you need to take care of my needs first." 
 
    I didn't even hesitate. Alicia laughed at my compliance as I lunged forward, pressing my mouth to her wet slit. Reaching around her body, I felt the firm muscle of her ass under my hands as I squeezed it, and the taste of her filled my mouth as I hungrily licked and kissed. The idea of being anybody's slave terrified me. But if this was what it felt like, I could think of far worse things to be. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    4. Alicia’s Slave 
 
      
 
      
 
    Alicia moaned up above me. Moment by moment, I could feel her passion growing. I could taste it. She was already wet when I first started to go down on her, but with every movement of my tongue, her pleasure evidently grew. Soon, she was moaning steadily as I licked, my tongue sliding easily between the wet folds of her pussy as I serviced her. It had been a while, but I like to think it's a skill you don't forget. And I like to think it's a skill I was pretty good at. I had never been one of those guys who dislikes eating pussy. And Alicia had me so excited that I was ready to do anything. Besides, the taste of her arousal was frankly delicious. Her wetness only served to excite me more as I licked and kissed between her legs. Soon, her thighs were trembling on either side of my face, her body overcome with pleasure. And all the while, my cock throbbed and surged, almost painfully hard as I kneeled at her feet. I wanted her so badly, wanted her more than I had ever wanted anything. But the rules of this game were clear. It was all about what Alicia wanted. And if I pushed things, I knew, she was capable of walking out on me right there and then. That was exactly what I hoped to avoid. 
 
    "Oh my God," Alicia panted. Knowing that I was pleasing her, that the rhythmic motions of my tongue and lips were getting to her, kept my excitement at boiling point. And as she suddenly pushed my head away, hope bloomed again in the cavern of my chest. 
 
    "Get on the bed," Alicia growled. It wasn't a request. It was a command. But it was one I was more than happy to obey. I sprang to my feet, my rigid cock bouncing with my movements as I climbed onto the bed. Sitting on the mattress, I watched as Alicia struggled out of her dress and dropped it carelessly to the floor. She kicked off her shoes and deftly unhooked her bra, her breasts bouncing slightly but remaining firm and perky as she freed them. Abruptly, she turned toward my closet. She moved through my room as though it were hers, as though it was she who lived here and me who was visiting for the first time. But as she rifled through my clothes, I didn't complain. I didn't say a word. I wondered what she was up to, but all I could really think about was my desire to have her come to bed with me. And in a moment, Alicia turned. I gulped as I saw she had one of my leather belts in her hands. 
 
    "Hold out your arms," she ordered as she stepped toward the bed. Despite my misgivings, I did as I was told. I held out my arms, my wrists together, and Alicia quickly formed an intricate pattern with the belt before slipping it over my wrists. She pulled on the free end of the belt, and I felt it tighten around my wrists, binding them together. Briefly, I wondered how many times she had done this. Clearly, she was experienced at the task. But I didn't have much time to think about anything as the sexy teacher climbed on top of me. My cock ached for her as I felt the softness of her body against mine, and I squirmed on the mattress beneath her as Alicia pushed my arms above my head. Reaching over me, she tied the long end of the belt around one of the slats of my headboard. Once again, she had me pinned. Once again, I was at her mercy. Just that quickly, just that easily, this gorgeous woman robbed me of any agency, any control over what was about to happen. And I loved it. As Alicia sat back, straddling me, my cock raged. Her weight was on my stomach, and my erection pressed against the firm flesh of her ass as she sat with her hands on her hips, grinning down at me. She looked endlessly pleased with herself, delighted with her own ingenuity. Drunk with her own power. And why shouldn't she be? There was no doubt that she was completely in control. 
 
    “That’s better,” she said. “Now you’re going to be my little fuck toy. Understand?” 
 
    "Yes," I breathed, and Alicia smiled. It was all a game, of course. She knew as well as I did that ythis was exactly what I wanted. She could feel, I knew, the hardness of my cock pressing against her ass. I would have done anything to please her. And she certainly didn't need my repurposed belt to keep me in bed with her. Nothing could've dragged me away. But the idea of it all, the pretense that I had no choice, that this wild woman was going to do with me whatever she wanted, was a deep thrill unlike any I had experienced before. 
 
    And clearly, I wasn't the only one enjoying my predicament. I watched as Alicia's hands moved over her body. One hand cupped her breast, the fingers sliding over the swollen bud of her nipple and making her shiver with delight. The other hand drifted slowly downward over the toned flat firmness of her stomach, reaching teasingly lower with agonizing slowness. Finally, I watched her fingers moving in small circles over her clitoris. Then, I saw her eyelids flutter as she slid two fingers inside her dripping pussy. 
 
    "Mmmm, that feels so good," Alicia said in a voice that dripped with pleasure. She closed her eyes for a moment, tipping her head back, her teeth shining in her open mouth while her dark hair trailed over her shoulders. She was an absolute picture of sexual pleasure, a goddess absorbed in her own wild beauty. And all I could do was watch. "You want this pussy so bad, don't you?" 
 
    “Yes,” I croaked. 
 
    "Naughty boy. That's just too bad. Because you can't have it. Not until I say so. And naughty boys like you need to earn pussy like this. You can start by addressing me properly. I want you to call me Miss Alicia. Short for Mistress." 
 
    “Okay.” Her eyes snapped open suddenly. 
 
    “Say it,” she demanded. 
 
    "Yes… Miss Alicia." As I said the words, I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment. That this pretty young woman could so easily demand the most outrageous things for me and make me do them as a source of enduring shame. A special kind of shame that seemed to pour gasoline on the flames of my desire. It was a new experience for me, the masochistic pleasure I was taking in being embarrassed. But if any of this was in any way new to Alicia, she gave no sign of it. She took it all as her due. I saw her teeth shining as she smiled down at me, eyes half-open again, shining under her dark lashes. Her knuckles moved in a steady rhythm as she fingered herself, and I could feel her spreading wetness on my stomach as her thighs gripped my sides. 
 
    "That wasn't so hard, was it?" she said mockingly. "Say it again." 
 
    “Miss Alicia.” 
 
    “Again. Keep saying it.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia. Miss Alicia. Miss Alicia.” 
 
    Her name was like a mantra as I repeated it over and over again, the title that represented her sexual superiority over me. The title that soon, though I didn't know at the time, would come to haunt my dreams and my waking hours alike. The title that before long, I would start to think of her as, more than a regular name. From that point on, in one way or another, she was always Miss Alicia to me. And up above me, she groaned in barely controllable pleasure as I did what she wanted. A hot stream of her juices ran over my skin as she continued to finger herself on top of me. 
 
    "Beg me," Alicia said, her eyes closing again, her voice hoarse with pleasure. "Beg me for this pussy. Beg me to ride your cock until I claim you as mine." 
 
    "Please, Miss Alicia." I didn't even hesitate. And Alicia let out a bark of laughter that turned into a sob of pleasure as I gave her what she wanted. "Please fuck me, Miss Alicia. Please. You're so beautiful. You're so sexy. Please, I need to cum. Please fuck me. Please claim me. I'm yours, Miss Alicia. Please." 
 
    "Oh fuck!" Alicia howled as a fresh wave of ecstasy swept over her. Her knees pressed against my ribs as her legs tightened around my body. I watched her spine stiffen, her breasts rising on her chest as she drew a deep and ragged breath and held it. For a single moment, she stayed like that, locked in position like some gorgeous marble statue, a wild and beautiful expression of female sexual pleasure that was endlessly desirable and infinitely unattainable to me.  
 
    And then, she came back to life. A loud roar of bliss poured out of her, accompanied by a dramatic flood of wetness on my stomach. She leaned forward, one hand on my chest for balance, the other still buried between her shaking thighs as she tried to recover. Her dark hair hung around her face, hiding it momentarily from my view. Her breasts shook and shuddered as she panted. I could feel the juices running over my skin, soaking into the sheet underneath me, warm and fragrant and almost unbearably inviting as I lay helpless beneath her. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, Alicia withdrew her hand from between her legs. Reaching forward, she rubbed it over my chest, smearing her juices on my skin. She raised her shining blue eyes to me, grinning wickedly, her face flushed with selfish pleasure. 
 
    “There,” she smirked. “Claimed. You’re mine now.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Her smile grew wider at that. Lying there underneath her, desperately craving her beautiful body, it no longer seemed so strange to be addressing her that way. What started off as a game now seemed very real. And from where I was, it was hard not to feel inferior to her. Hard not to be caught up in her pure beauty and sexual power, to see her as the goddess she was. Her hand dipped back between her thighs and came up dripping, and this time she held it out toward my face. Eagerly, I raised my head from the pillow and licked her fingers, tasting again the flavor of her pussy in my mouth. Alicia giggled as she watched, sliding her fingers between my lips. 
 
    “Suck them,” she ordered. “Suck them like you wish I was sucking your cock.” 
 
    Pushing down my own rising sense of shame, I did what she wanted. I tightened my lips around her fingers and began to suck on them, and Alicia laughed as she started to slide her hand back and forth. 
 
    "You look ridiculous right now," she chuckled. "Like a little slut. That's what you are, isn't it? My own personal little slut." As she spoke, she pulled her fingers out of my mouth, the digits shining with my saliva, leaving the taste of her orgasm hovering in my mouth. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I panted, feeling again the lash of shame but unable to resist giving her what she wanted. 
 
    “Say it,” Alicia demanded, with what I was quickly learning was her special gift for humiliating me. “Tell me what you are.” 
 
    “I’m… I’m your little slut, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Alicia giggled. “This is too easy. I could make you say just about anything right now, couldn’t I?” 
 
    “Probably, Miss Alicia,” I admitted. It was no more than the truth. I wanted this woman desperately, and no matter how humiliating it was, I was ready to tell her whatever she needed to hear in order to get what I wanted. The fact that she knew that made a faint thrill of fear raced through my body as I lay beneath her. 
 
    Alicia reached again between her legs to scoop up more of her copious juices. This time, she leaned back, reaching behind herself. I moaned as I felt her take my cock in her hand, her orgasmic juices acting as lubricant as she stroked it. She tightened her hand around my manhood, twisting slightly as she moved it up and down, and in no time at all, I was gasping and panting with runaway pleasure. I tried to hold out. For all the pleasure I was feeling, I didn't want to cum in her hand. I wanted more than that. But it soon became apparent to me that I had very little say. I had less control than Alicia did even over my own body. And my new mistress watched me carefully, smiling happily as she rhythmically stroked my cock behind her back. 
 
    Abruptly, she stopped. And I moaned again, not sure myself if it was with disappointment or relief, as she took her hand away. 
 
    "We don't want you getting too excited and making a mess, do we?" she smiled condescendingly at me. "At least, not yet. There's plenty of other things I still want to do with you." 
 
    Alicia moved on top of me. Lifting one leg, she swung it over my body as she climbed off me. I felt the bed move underneath her as she lay down beside me, her feet toward my head. Placing one elbow on the mattress, she propped up her head on one hand. The other moved idly over me, sliding over the wet patch she had made on my stomach. Straightening one leg, she held her foot above my face. 
 
    "Kiss," she ordered. And again she laughed as I didn't hesitate. I raised my head from the pillow and kissed her foot, and she lowered it down onto my mouth, her toes against my lips as I kissed her over and over. 
 
    "See? You're a lot more enthusiastic now. All I needed to do was give you a little taste of my pussy, and you're ready to be my slave. Aren't you? Go on, say it. Tell your mistress what you are." 
 
    "I'm — I'm your slave, Miss Alicia." 
 
    “Fuck yeah you are,” Alicia growled. “Did I say you could stop kissing? When you’re lucky enough to have my gorgeous feet in front of you, you better be worshiping them.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I renewed my kisses with passion, and Alicia sighed happily. While I kissed her toes, her wet hand crept lower, and once again, I felt it sliding over my cock. This time, she didn't wrap her hand around it. This time, she simply traced the shape of my surging veins with her dripping fingertips, toying with my manhood almost absentmindedly and driving me wild with frustrated lust. 
 
    “God, I love putting a man in his place,” Alicia said, almost as though she were talking to herself. “Just think. A couple of hours ago, there we were in a restaurant, dressed up all nice. And now you’re worshiping me like the goddess I am and agreeing to be my little slave boy. It’s amazing what the right motivation can do. I told you I knew how to handle naughty boys.” 
 
    'Yes, Miss Alicia," I agreed. I wasn't sure how naughty I had been. But it hardly mattered. She was absolutely right that I was putty in her hands. Completely unable to resist her wild charms. The part of my brain that urged caution was completely overwhelmed by my wild desire for her, and I couldn't resist. No matter what she wanted me to do, I knew I would do it for the promise of sex. The promise that Alicia seemed in no particular hurry to fulfill. Why should she, when she was clearly having so much fun teasing me? 
 
    Lifting her foot away from my face, Alicia moved again. She rose up on her knees and straddled me again, facing toward my feet this time. Smiling at me over her shoulder, she backed up. Her gorgeous round ass filled my view, and her knees dented the mattress on either side of my head. Between her parted legs, I could see her pussy up close, the lips fat and swollen with pleasure, shining with the moisture of her recent orgasm. I breathed in her pleasure with every breath, my body responding to hers as it hovered above me, close enough to touch but painfully out of reach. 
 
    "Kiss my ass, slave," she ordered. She leaned back as she spoke, on her knees and elbows now, her dangling hair tickling my skin as she crouched above me. Again, I didn't hesitate. I felt the warm skin of her body against my lips as I kissed her again and again. Alicia left as I showered her backside with kisses, moving my head to cover every inch of her buttocks. She stayed there for a long while, savoring my act of devotion, of total submission. Then, she moved again. 
 
    Alicia leaned forward. I watched her from behind, studying her dripping pussy. I felt her hand on my body once again, and I winced as she took hold of my scrotum. 
 
    “Look at that,” she chuckled. “I literally have you by the balls, don’t I?”  
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." My voice was tight as I spoke, and I hardly dared to breathe as Alicia gently squeezed my testicles. I felt her fingernails digging into the sensitive skin, and I gritted my teeth fearfully as she tormented me. 
 
    "Men are so funny,"Alicia said. "You act all tough, but then all it takes to get you in line is playing with these little things down here. This cock is like a lever I can use to make you into my pathetic little slave. It's just too easy not to take advantage of it." I said nothing as Alicia wrapped her other hand around my shaft, stroking it while she continued to squeeze my balls. It was all I could do not to come there and then as she toyed with me. My breath was coming in rapid shallow gasps; my head was spinning with the promise of pleasure. 
 
    "I could make you cum so hard right now," she went on. "Just with my hands. You're so turned on, aren't you? Just the slightest little touch would be enough." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I groaned. "Please, Miss Alicia. Please let me cum, please!" My head thrashed from side to side on the pillow as I begged her, all semblance of pride and self-restraint completely vanished. I trembled as Alicia ran her thumb over the head of my cock, pressing against the sensitive flesh as she continued to mercilessly tease me. 
 
    "That's my favorite sound," she said. "A man begging me to cum. And you know what I like even more?" 
 
    “No, Miss Alicia.” But I had no doubt that I was about to find out. 
 
    "Denying him. No orgasm for you. Not yet. Instead, you're going to give me one." I almost sobbed with frustration as Alicia stopped stroking. Still holding my balls, she moved her knees beside me, backing her ass up toward me again. She lay down on top of me, her legs straddling my head again, her pussy right above me. She sank down on top of me, sprawling on my face, pressing her wet pussy against my mouth. 
 
    "Lick, slave," I heard her demand. "Make your mistress cum again." 
 
    And I did. While my cock thrashed and throbbed in empty air, while my balls ached in her grip, I ran my tongue once again over her silky skin. Alicia sighed in pleasure as she felt my tongue on her sex again. And right away, her juices started to flow. I could feel the hot fluid trickling into my mouth as I licked and kissed, using everything I knew about female pleasure to make her happy. The angle was awkward, my nose buried in her ass as she ground her body against me. But Alicia didn't care. That much was clear. Just as she said, I was a toy for her pleasure, nothing more. And while I slid my tongue between the tight walls of her pussy, she howled in pleasure and squeezed my balls, making me jump. I jumped again as a new, far more pleasant sensation swept over me. Something warm and wet. While I ate her out, Alicia was licking my cock. Licking her own juices off my throbbing shaft while I moaned in pleasure beneath her. 
 
    And soon, Alicia was flailing on top of me. As my tongue slid deeper inside her, scooping up more and more of her juices, pleasure took over her once again. My bedroom rang to her screams of pleasure, her gasps of delight, and her wetness poured all over my face, streaming out of her faster than I could swallow it. I felt her knees tighten against my bound arms, pressing them against the side of my head. I felt her tremble and shake above me, her body spasming wildly with sexual pleasure. I heard her scream and felt her pussy spasm, clenching around my invading tongue as a hot flood of fresh cum poured out of her body. Alicia sprawled on top of me as her orgasms swept through her, and I did my best to lick up every trace of her pleasure, drinking it down like it was the sweetest nectar. 
 
    Slowly, Alicia climbed off me. Her movements were more awkward now, her body clumsy after the successive waves of pleasure that had rolled over it. But she was in no hurry. On her knees, she turned beside me. I saw the red flush on her cheeks as she looked down at me, climbing on top of me and facing me again. I could feel the heat from between her legs against my skin, the wetness and fatigue in her trembling thighs as she sat on top of me. She reached forward, and I felt her hand tightened around my throat. Not enough to cut off the air, but enough to demonstrate that she could if she wanted to. Alicia had my full attention. 
 
    "That's better," she said. "You're not a bad little pussy licker, I have to say. Though there's always room for improvement. Don't worry. I'll train you to please me just the way I like. And as my slave, you'll be getting plenty of practice." As she spoke, Alicia ran her free hand over my face until her fingers shone with her own juices once again. 
 
    “How does my pussy taste, slave?”  
 
    "Delicious, Miss Alicia," I panted. She smiled at me, her eyes shining as she loomed above me, her dark hair casting shadows on her pretty face. 
 
    "Good answer," she said. "But whether it does or not, you're going to be tasting it a lot. That's going to be your main job as my slave. Eating my pussy and making me cum. I don't know how often I'll let you fuck me. I usually have better orgasms from a guy's mouth anyway." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I didn't feel there was anything else to say. What she said terrified me, but I didn't have much doubt that she could make me do whatever she wanted to. And frankly, as much as I wanted her, the thought of being an oral slave to this goddess wasn't exactly unappealing. 
 
    "But I don't want you thinking that there are no rewards at all," Alicia went on, still gripping my throat. "I can be hard on slaves. I'm going to push you. I'm going to make you do things you don't want to do. But it's not like there's nothing in it for you." I watched her wet fingers circle her erect nipples as she spoke, leaving a shining trail of moisture on each one. Then, smiling indulgently, she lowered her breasts to my face. Taking the hint, I ran my tongue over first one nipple, then the other as she presented them to me. Alicia sighed happily as I licked and sucked her nipples, sending another faint wave of pleasure through her body. 
 
    "If you do as you're told, every now and then, you just might get what you want," Alicia said. With that, she released her grip on my throat. Shuffling on her knees, she moved down my body, rising up over my hips. I groaned in desire as she reached underneath herself and took hold of my cock. I groaned even louder as she settled down on top of it, carefully guiding my erect shaft at last between the wet walls of her pussy. It was tight and wet and warm around me, well-lubricated by her multiple orgasms. Alicia sighed as she sat down on top of me, my cock slowly parting the tight walls of her sex as it filled her up. 
 
    "You better not cum until I tell you to," Alicia warned. "I know this pussy is amazing, but I want one more orgasm from you before I let you cum. And when I do, that's it. There'll be no going back. Once you come inside me, you'll be my slave forever. Got it?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I didn't care. I was ready to give up everything, to hand over my freedom, my dignity, my self-respect. Whatever it took. The tight walls of Alicia's wet pussy convulsed around me, and she moaned happily as she began to ride up and down on top of my cock. The feeling of pleasure was incredible as it tore through my body, making me cry out in ecstasy. I remembered what she had said. And while Alicia's cries of bliss filled my bedroom, louder than ever, I did my best to hold myself back from orgasm until I had her permission. The last thing I wanted to do was anger my new and sexy mistress. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    5. Alicia Trains Her Slave 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up to an immediate sensation of pleasure. Foggy with sleep, it took me a good few moments to figure out what was going on. As I clawed my way back to consciousness, my dreams evaporated. But I knew that they had been highly erotic. And the events of the night before had been as wild as any dreams I had ever had. If I had woken up to discover that none of it was real, that everything that had passed between Alicia and me had been nothing more than some wild fantasies, I wouldn't have been all that surprised. 
 
    But as my pleasure steadily grew, I realized the truth. I open my eyes, blinking rapidly. Not only was my son’s beautiful teacher lying in the bed beside me, her presence confirming everything that had happened the night before. But she was already playing with me. Underneath the blanket, her hand was wrapped around my cock, steadily stroking as she took advantage of my morning erection. I groaned, my manhood surging in her hand as I understood what was going on. The woman was not only beautiful. She was seemingly sexually insatiable. And almost my first thought of the day was to wonder how I had gotten so lucky to end up with someone like her. 
 
    "Good morning, slave," Alicia giggled as she peered at me. Her dark hair sat in an artful tangle around her pretty face, her eyes shining as they stared deep into mine. Her words sent a tremor of lust racing through me. After all, that had been the deal the night before. My mind still balked at being called a slave, hers or anyone's. But it was hard to deny the truth. Alicia had taken control of my body and my mind so quickly and so easily it was impossible to deny the power she had over me. 
 
    And it was happening again. As she touched and rubbed and squeezed me under the blanket, I was falling once more under her spell. 
 
    With a sudden movement, Alicia threw the blanket side. Laughing with delight, she climbed on top of me. I was blown away by her forcefulness, her lack of inhibition. Alicia just didn't care. Sasha was never like this. Sure, she had had her ways of letting me know she was in the mood. But the dynamic between us always worked a certain way. I was always the one doing the chasing, always the one to initiate. She simply had to choose yes or no. I wasn't prepared for this kind of forwardness from Alicia. But I was thoroughly enjoying it. 
 
    Alicia's eyes were shining as she climbed on top of me. Even white teeth showed between her parted lips as she smiled. There was something wild and predatory in her stare that I couldn't turn my eyes away from. Something that made me want to be devoured by her. And as she reached down between her legs to take my cock in her hand, guiding it inside her body as she settled down on top of me, we both moaned in mutual pleasure.  
 
    The warmth and softness of her body called out to me, plucking at my desire and igniting my lust for her. And knowing that she felt the same way was an unbelievable thrill. There was a hunger to her movements, a frantic desire that made everything so much hotter. Her thighs gripped my flanks she straddled me, her hands on my chest as she rode up and down on my cock. Her fingernails made ten tiny dents in the skin of my chest as she gave in to pleasure. I held her hips in my hands, feeling the movements of her beautiful young body on top of mine. I could feel her pussy clenching and pulsating, growing even tighter around my manhood as her pleasure swelled. In a delightful echo of the wild sensations of the night before, I felt passion erupting inside me. And every movement she made, every groan that escaped from her beautiful lips, only served to further excite both of us. 
 
      
 
    Alicia cried out as joy overcame her. She threw back her head, a throbbing vein showing in her long neck as her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders. Again, a cry of passion split the air of my bedroom. Blinded by desire, I gazed up at her almost in disbelief, barely able to comprehend what was happening. A woman who looked this beautiful, who had this wild imagination and this incredible body, could get such pleasure from having sex with me. I'm not a man who is riddled with self-doubt and inadequacy. But somehow, it barely seemed possible.  
 
    Looking up at Alicia that morning, watching her breasts bounce as she rode up and down on top of me, I knew that she was far out of my league. I could barely believe the strange twist of fate that had brought us together, that had made her my son's teacher, that had made her want anything to do with me. Once again, as a potent cocktail of hormones surged and swirled in my brain, I knew that the most important thing to me was making sure that this continued. It didn't matter what I had to do. Just like the night before, all my inhibitions vanished in the white-hot glare of sexual pleasure. I would do what she said. I would be her slave, if that was what she wanted. Anything, absolutely anything, to share a bed with her. To see her cum again. To feel her orgasm exploding out of her, the hot flood of her juices coating my skin, her legs trembling on either side of me while her pussy tightly gripped my cock. It was worth any price I had to pay. 
 
      
 
    And with that thought, I gave in to my own passion. Involuntarily, I closed my eyes, gripping Alicia's hips even tighter as I arched my back. My cock exploded inside her, pumping a hot river of my cum into her, and Alicia moaned happily as she felt that explosion inside her, the undeniable proof of the way I felt about her. 
 
    Slowly, the same spasm passed through us both. Alicia rolled off me with a groan, as though reluctant to bring the fun to an end. She flopped onto the mattress beside me, her pretty face partially obscured by a few clinginging strands of her dark hair. Her breathing was as heavy as mine was, and for a while, we just lay there in silence, slowly recovering, basking in the glorious afterglow of physical bliss. 
 
    Then she got up. Leaning over me, Alicia gave me a quick kiss. I watched her turn and walk out of the bedroom, totally naked, infinitely desirable. Even satiated as I was, I couldn't keep my eyes off her. I watched her body sway with every step she took, her bare ass blooming hypnotically below her narrow waist, her perfect legs long and straight as she walked with a dancer's grace out of my bedroom. 
 
    My house isn't large. She didn't need to ask where the bathroom was. She quickly found it, and I heard water running. While she cleaned herself up, I lay back on the pillow, slowly shaking my head in disbelief at what had happened, at what was still happening. It was beyond belief. And now that my passion had cooled, the full import of it all came crashing down upon me again. This woman had talked about making me her slave. It had been her first words to me that very morning, as though to remind me that it wasn't just a joke. It wasn't just some dirty talk said in the heat of the moment to spice things up, easily forgotten the next day. She wanted me to remember. She wanted me to think about it. And how could I think about anything else? 
 
    Alicia was in the bathroom for a while. I didn't mind. It gave me a chance to collect my thoughts, or at least try. But it seemed impossible to get to grips with the swirling mass of emotions and experiences in my head. I was nervous. These were uncharted waters. I knew already that Alicia was kinkier than any woman I had ever been with. And the fact that she was my son's schoolteacher made what we were doing that much more taboo. But as Alicia had pointed out herself, it also made things more exciting. That whole thing about forbidden fruit. We weren't supposed to be doing this. Dates were dangerous. The safest thing to do was stay indoors, away from prying eyes, and indulge our deviant sides in privacy. Fine by me. 
 
    Finally, Alicia emerged from the bathroom. She smiled as she made her way back toward the bed. I watched her climb onto the mattress, her breasts hanging from her chest as she crawled like a panther over the bedsheets. Again, she flopped down onto the mattress beside me, sprawling next to me, one leg draped over my waist. She didn't seem to have the slightest trace of self-consciousness about being naked in front of me. Nor should she. She looked incredible. 
 
    "Not a bad way to wake up, huh?" she said in a quiet voice. As she spoke, I felt her take my earlobe between her teeth, tugging playfully at it. 
 
    “Not bad at all,” I agreed. Alicia laughed, a deep and sultry sound that came from the back of her throat. 
 
    "You see? It's not all bad being my slave. But I don't want you to get the wrong idea. It's not always going to be this much fun. For you, anyway. It's always going to be fun for me." She laughed outright at that, a bright burst of amusement filling the bedroom air. Beside her on the bed, I squirmed. 
 
    “So you were serious about that?” The smile slid instantly from Alicia’s face. She sat up beside me, supporting herself on her elbow as her pretty eyes danced over my face. 
 
    “Of course,” she said, as though it were the most obvious thing in the world. “Weren’t you?” 
 
    “I - I don’t know,” I said truthfully. “Last night was great. And this morning. It was so fucking hot. But I don’t know anything about this kinky stuff. I’ve never done this before.” 
 
    “That’s what makes it so exciting,’ Alicia said. I felt a slight lightening of my heart to see that the smile was back on her face. Maybe I was scared of the new, scared of the inarguable power this woman already held over me. But what scared me the most was the thought that she might leave. “Besides, I like virgins like you.” 
 
    “I’m not a virgin,” I protested. Alicia laughed that intoxicating giggle of hers. 
 
    "You know what I mean," she said. "I like to break in a new slave. I like a guy who doesn't know what he's doing. That way, I can mold him to my own preferences. Plus, I like a guy who's a little conflicted about it. I've played with real subs before, guys who were deep into the lifestyle. That's not for me. After a while, it just starts to feel like everything is for them. Like you're just playing a role so that they can work out some of their own issues through you. I don't like feeling used. I like to be the one doing the using." 
 
    Her hand crept over my chest as she spoke. Lower, sinking ever lower, it traveled over my body, her fingernails lightly grazing my skin and seeming to draw sparks wherever she touched me. Already, I could feel my breathing getting faster. Already, I could feel myself losing whatever tiny bit of control I might once have had. Already, I could feel my cock beginning to swell again, unbelievable but inarguable. That was the effect Alicia had on me. Just being around her was enough to keep me in a state of constant and almost obsessive desire. She didn't even have to do much. Just a smile. Just a naughty word. And I was ready to abandon everything all over again just to be with her. 
 
    That was exactly what scared me about all this. 
 
    “So you’ve done this before?” Alicia’s expression changed. 
 
    "Oh, come on," she said. "You're not the jealous type, are you? Don't get possessive. We both have a past. I mean, you have a son, and you don't hear me questioning you about everything you've done before we met, do you?" 
 
    “I didn’t mean it like that,” I said. “I was just curious.” 
 
    “Yeah. That’s what they all say.” Alicia’s eyes were downcast for a moment. My heart contracted as I wondered if I had hurt her. At least she didn’t pull away. Her hand still hovered above my lower stomach, her fingertips still grazing my skin with maddening lightness. But she had stopped going lower. And even as my cock swelled visibly in front of her, rising into the air in time with my frantic heartbeats, she ignored it. 
 
    "Yes, I've done this before," she finally said. "This is what I like. And since you're not in the scene, maybe you don't know this. But that makes me a fucking unicorn. Young, single, and naturally dominant. You have no idea how rare that is. How many submissive guys would throw themselves at me for the chance to be in your position." 
 
    “I bet,” I said. The corners of Alicia’s mouth lifted just slightly in the very first faint beginnings of a smile. 
 
    "But I don't want that," she said. "I don't want to be someone's fantasy mistress. This is part of who I am, and any guy that's with me is going to have to deal with my dark side. But I'm not interested in turning sex into a performance. Not unless I feel like it, anyway. That's why I like you. I think you have a submissive side buried in there somewhere. After a while, you get an eye for these things. But it doesn't define who you are. I'm not sure you even know about it yourself." 
 
    "I don't," I said, and finally Alicia laughed. "I've never done stuff like this before. I never even thought about it. I mean, I'm not naïve. I know it's out there. Some of the outfits and stuff, I can get into. But I never really understood all that mistress and slave stuff. Those guys always seemed kind of pathetic to me." 
 
    “And now?” Alicia’s gorgeous eyes peered deep into mine as she spoke. Her hand was on the move again. Blindly, it slid down my body, following the dark trail of hair that led to my manhood. I sighed as Alicia wrapped her hand possessively around my cock again. 
 
    “They still do,” I admitted. “But I guess I understand it little better.” 
 
    Alicia nodded thoughtfully. But all the while, her hand kept moving. Stroking my cock, drawing my arousal back out of whatever dark den it hid in. 
 
    "That's what I'm talking about," Alicia said. "You're conflicted about it. I like that. I like the psychological aspect of it. Some of the subs I've known would be kneeling on the floor right now, begging to worship the ground I walk on. That's fun for a while. It's definitely a big ego boost. But what makes all of this even hotter to me is making you do it. Making you submit. Even when you don't always want to. I like the idea that I can make you do things you don't want to do, just because you want me so badly." 
 
    “I do,” I sighed. “I really do.” 
 
    "I know," Alicia smiled. "That's what I like about you." A wild moan of regret rose from my lips as Alicia suddenly snatched her hand away. She giggled again, reveling in the sound of my disappointment. Placing her hand on my chest, she leaned forward and kissed me again. Lightly, quickly. Then she sat up. 
 
    “I don’t want you getting the impression this is all about you and your insignificant cock,” Alicia smirked at me. “I think you’ve had enough pleasure for the time being. Now, it’s time for you to remember your place. It’s time to please your mistress. Get down on your knees and eat my pussy. Then you can take me home.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said. The words seem to rise from my chest of their own accord, surprising even me. Alicia's eyes went wide and round in delighted surprise. Laughter bubbled out of her. But if last night had taught me anything, it was that there was no point resisting. We might be having a heartfelt conversation that morning, but that didn't change the power imbalance between us. Alicia was right. I wanted her more than I felt I had ever wanted anything in my life. I was ready to do just about anything. If that meant ignoring my own desires, pushing aside my monstrous lust to do what this pretty young woman told me, I would do it. 
 
    My cock swayed ludicrously from side to side as I climbed out of the bed. Up above me, Alicia watched, her eyes shining with that wild delight I was coming to know so well. Once again, I sank to the floor of my bedroom, kneeling at her feet. As I moved toward her, Alicia raised one foot and pressed it against my forehead, keeping me at bay, her pussy showing invitingly between her legs, just out of reach. I looked up at her in confusion and met her cool stare, the beautiful face of my beautiful mistress shining with happiness as I debased myself in front of her. 
 
    “Not so fast, slave boy,” she said, drawing out the words as though savoring the taste. “You have to beg for it first.” 
 
    "Please, Miss Alicia," I said without hesitation. "Please let me kiss your beautiful pussy, please!" 
 
    "That's a good boy," Alicia grinned. Lifting her foot from my head, she spread her legs, leaning back on the bed and propping herself up on her elbows. "Get to work," she ordered. 
 
      
 
    Alicia's house was unassuming. But then, what else should I expect? Teachers aren't known for their high salaries, and she was young enough to just be beginning her career. As we pulled up outside, Alicia turned her head to look up and down the quiet street. Until that moment, it hadn't really occurred to me that the only thing she had to wear was the dress from our date night before. As pretty as it was, it was hardly a daytime look. And anyone seeing her wearing it at that time of day would be sure to draw the inevitable conclusion that she had been out all night. Again, I was reminded of the need for secrecy. Alicia had a reputation to maintain, and inside my pants, my cock throbbed just a little at the thought of our secret affair. 
 
    "Okay, let's go," Alicia said. Reaching into her purse, she retrieved her house keys. She opened the car door and stepped out, and I followed. Her footsteps were brisk on the concrete driveway, her high heels clicking like the ticking of some clock as she hurried toward the front door. She pushed it open, and I followed her inside, into a house no more impressive than mine was. A short hallway led to a modest living room, with a kitchen on the other side of a kind of breakfast bar. The bedrooms, I assumed, were further toward the back of the single-story house. And that's where Alicia was heading, her high heels drumming on the laminate floor as she walked. 
 
    "Take a seat. Make yourself comfortable," she said carelessly over her shoulder as she headed deeper into the house. "I'm just going to get changed. Shouldn't be too long." 
 
    "Okay," I said as I made my way toward the sofa. I tried to ignore the faint stab of disappointment I felt. I had been hoping to be invited to her bedroom. We had been having sex all morning, but still I wanted more. Partly, it was that wild intoxication that comes the first flush of a new relationship. The deep and irresistible sexual attraction that makes it impossible to keep your hands off one another. But there was more at work than just that. I had never felt this way about anyone before. I'd never wanted anyone this much. Being with Alicia felt like I was breathing air for the first time in my life, and being without her felt like suffocating. My desire for her was like hot wires threaded through my hollow bones, something I could never ignore and could never be free of. The more things we did together, the more I wanted to do. And any time I spent doing anything other than pleasing her seem like a complete waste. 
 
    But I sat down on the sofa and resigned myself to waiting. I didn't know what Alicia had in mind. Given her position as my son's school teacher, we had already decided it wasn't safe to risk being out together in public any more that we had to. Why get changed at all, I wondered. If I had my way, neither of us would've bothered wearing clothes the whole day. But this relationship wasn't about what I wanted. I knew that much already. 
 
    Alicia's concept of something not taking too long was clearly different from mine. Then again, I knew enough about women to expect that. The time passed slowly as I waited for her to emerge from the bedroom, waited to see what kind of day she expected this to be. I supposed there was nothing wrong with the two of us hanging out and getting to know each other a little better. Even if it was hard to focus on anything other than how badly I wanted her. 
 
    But finally, my lustful thoughts were interrupted by the sound of Alicia's footsteps coming toward me. I turned on the sofa to look as she appeared in the door to the living room. I always thought that when people said something took their breath away, it was a figure of speech. But I learned the truth of that old cliche when I saw her. For a moment, I was speechless. For a moment, I genuinely felt as though I couldn't breathe. 
 
    Alicia stood in the doorway, smiling that wicked smile of hers as she looked at me. It was a smile of total self-confidence. She knew what she looked like. Her dark hair hung loosely around her face, her eyes sparkling under a fresh coat of makeup. Her shoulders were bear, her torso encased in a tight black corset that gripped her already narrow waist and made it even more shapely. Her breasts swelled over the top of the corset, the soft flesh threatening to spill out of the tight confines of the garment with every breath she took. My cock surged as I looked at her, and I longed to bury my face between those delicious orbs of flesh. Alicia knew that. 
 
    My eyes traveled down her body. She was wearing black pants that clung to her hips and legs as though painted on. They shone as they reflected the light, and as I looked at them, I saw that they were made of some high-gloss material. Not leather; they were too shiny and clinging for that. The way they stretched tightly around her body made me think of rubber. Latex, I realized. Shiny black latex that was more than skintight around her beautiful limbs. And below her knees, the pants disappeared into a pair of equally shiny patent leather black boots. Laces zigzagged up the front, and shining silver buckles ran down the sides. The slender heels were like daggers, made even longer by the platform sole of her boots that made Alicia seem to tower in the doorway like the dominant goddess she was. Like the beautiful dominatrix of the dreams I never knew I had. 
 
    "Oh my God," I gasped, and Alicia's smile grew as I spoke. "You look — wow." 
 
    "I know," Alicia giggled. "You said you like the outfits. Most guys do. I haven't had the chance to dress up in a while. I'm glad you like it. But I think you know what this means." 
 
    I blinked in confusion. I had no idea what Alicia was talking about. And honestly, it was hard to keep a sensible thought in my head with her looking the way she did. Her boots thumped on the floor as she walked toward me, her achingly tight pants straining around her legs with every step she took. My cock was at full mast as she circled around the sofa, her boobs jiggling provocatively with every swaying step she took. 
 
    "Take your clothes off," Alicia said in a quiet voice that nevertheless seemed to echo in some deep cavern of my brain. Her sculpted eyebrows rose slightly as she spoke, her blue eyes peering into mine as she leaned forward little, exposing even more of her mouthwatering cleavage in the top of her corset. "Take your clothes off and kneel at my feet," she went on, her teeth shining between painted lips as she smiled. "It's time for you to worship me like the goddess I am." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    6. Submitting To A Goddess 
 
      
 
    "That's right. Get that cock out for me." 
 
    Alicia spoke with a sneer as she watched me undress. My heart was racing. Alicia was never anything less than incredibly sexy, but in this dominatrix outfit, she was irresistible. I was completely smitten. In some strange way, my undeniable attraction worked away at my willpower like acid, corroding it so that in a matter of minutes, it shattered completely. Even if I had wanted to resist her, I suspected I wouldn't have been able to. But why would I want to? I didn't know what Alicia had in mind, but I knew what I was hoping for.  
 
    Dominating me turned her on. I knew that much. That was all I needed to know as I hurriedly shed my clothes in her living room, tossing aside my T-shirt and my pants, kicking off my shoes, quickly stripping down until I was naked in front of her. A faint smile showed on Alicia's lips as she looked down at my cock, seeing it already rock hard and erect for her. 
 
      
 
    “Down, slave,” she snarled. “Down on your knees in the presence of your goddess.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I didn't hesitate. I dropped to my knees at once, feeling the cool surface of her laminate floor against my skin. My cock was throbbing and surging as I stared up at her, looking more regal and powerful than ever as she towered over me. She really did look like a goddess. It was impossible to deny. Kneeling at her feet only enhanced the impression of unassailable power that she projected. 
 
    "You know what to do," Alicia said, smirking now as she looked down at me. The toe of one of her shiny boots tapped on the floor in front of me. "Don't tell me you've forgotten?" 
 
    But I hadn't forgotten. I know exactly what she wanted. And while my cock throbbed at this new humiliation, I placed my hands on the floor and lowered my head. In the rounded toe of her high-gloss boot, I could see my own reflection coming closer. My lips met their own reflection in the patent leather of her boot, and I felt the slickness of the material against my skin as I kissed. Alicia shifted her weight, and I knew what she wanted. Humbly, I kissed her other foot, debasing myself in front of her while she towered above me. 
 
    "Good boy," she said. "But if you want me to touch your cock again, you're going to have to do a lot more than that." Her boot heel scraped on the laminate floor as she stepped back. The skintight latex of her pants creaked and groaned around her as she suddenly sat down on the sofa I had just vacated, crossing her legs. One boot bobbed up and down idly, the sharp heel flashing like a drawn weapon as I gazed up at her. 
 
    “Make yourself useful,” Alicia ordered. “Go get me a Coke from the fridge.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I tried to choke down my disappointment as I rose to my feet. I wanted Alicia to order me around. I needed it, in fact. But I wanted her to order me to do the things I wanted to do. To lick her pussy. To fuck her. Being sent to fetch and carry wasn't what I was looking for. But I knew I had no choice. I felt Alicia's glittering eyes on me as I walked across the living room fully naked, my cock bobbing and swaying with every step. She was clearly enjoying the show, relaxing back onto the couch cushions while she watched me. 
 
    I had never been in Alicia's kitchen before, but it didn't take me long to find the fridge. I felt the cool air against my skin as I swung open the door. A few cans of soda were clustered on one shelf, and I retrieved one. Alicia's eyes followed me as I closed the fridge and carried the can back toward her. When I held it out to her, she simply looked at it as though she had never seen anything like it before. Her eyebrows rose, and she looked me up and down before speaking. 
 
    "You expect me to drink out the can? What do you take me for?" 
 
    “Sorry, Miss Alicia.” As soon as the word left my lips, I cringed in embarrassment. But Alicia flashed a dazzling smile. She was loving the way I was submitting to her. Loving the effect her unbearable beauty was having on me. It was making me feel awkward and clumsy and inferior. An impression only enhanced by the way she was treating me. 
 
    Still holding the cold can, I went back to the kitchen and opened cabinet doors until I found her glasses. Carefully, I poured soda into one of them. Seized by a moment of inspiration, I went to the freezer and put some ice in the glass too. Then I carried the clinking glass back into the living room to present it to my mistress. Without a word of thanks, she took the glass from my hand and took a careful sip. 
 
    "Come here," she said. Without waiting for a response from me, Alicia leaned forward, her boobs straining against the top of her tight corset as she reached out toward me with her free hand. I grunted as she took my cock and balls in her hands and pulled me toward her. And I winced as she pressed the cold glass against my manhood. 
 
    "Is that cold?" she giggled, her eyes blazing with amusement as she looked up at me. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Good. Maybe it will help you to remember to serve me better and not bring me cans without glasses." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia. Sorry, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Damn right you are. Or you will be. Now, get down on the floor where you belong. On your hands and knees. Don't bother me while I'm enjoying this." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I dropped to the floor as instructed. Above me, Alicia sighed gratefully as she raised her feet and laid them across my back. I could feel the warm leather of her boots against my skin as she used me like a footstool, quietly sipping her drink while I cringed at her feet. It was the most excruciatingly embarrassing experience of my life. And it had all been so easy for her. She barely even had to try to make me serve her like the slave she claimed I was. Maybe her natural dominance had brought up some latent submissive side of myself that I had never known existed. Or maybe I just wanted her so badly that I was willing to put up with being treated like an object for her amusement. Whatever it was, it was some powerful magic. And while I crouched beneath her and waited for her to decide what to do next, I felt an unparalleled sense of arousal and desire. 
 
    Alicia took her time. Even through the fog of lust that I was experiencing, I understood what she was doing. She didn't need to hurry. She was completely in control. And this game would last just as long as she wanted it to. Idly, she pressed the heel of one boot into the skin of my back, and I winced in pain as I tried not to move. The feel of her heel sliding over my skin, scratching me, was at once painful and endlessly erotic. Up until that point, I had never understood the appeal of pain as part of sex. But certainly, under Alicia's heels, all kinds of dark mysteries were becoming clear to me. 
 
    "Do you like my boots, slave?" she asked. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    “Good. I thought you might. Did you enjoy kissing them?” 
 
    "I — it was very humiliating, Miss Alicia." Alicia laughed at that. 
 
    "That's the idea," she chuckled. "Humiliating slave boys like you turns me on. Besides, you could use taking down a peg or two. The male ego is something I won't tolerate in this house." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." With a final scrape over my back, Alicia lifted her feet off me. The soles of her boots thumped on the floor. 
 
    “Lick them,” Alicia said in a commanding tone. “Show me you know where you belong by licking my boots clean. I want them shining. Don’t stop until I tell you to.” 
 
    I raise my head to look at her. God, she was beautiful. Even in the short time I had been looking down at the floor, it was as though I had forgotten just how incredible she looked. As though I lacked the mental capacity to keep it in my mind in all her sexy glory. But as I stared up at her, my lust battled with my sense of shame. As though paralyzed, I stayed where I was, rooted to the spot. I felt a strange thrill of fear as Alicia raised her eyebrows again. 
 
    "Are you disobeying me, slave?" 
 
    "No, Miss Alicia," I stammered. "It's just…" 
 
    "It's just that you're a naughty boy who needs to be trained to serve his mistress properly," Alicia said. "You're lucky I like projects. Some mistresses wouldn't put up with this kind of disobedience. But I like a challenge. Especially because we both know I'm going to win. We both know you're going to end up licking my boots and thanking me for the privilege." 
 
    “Is that so?” I didn’t know where the sudden burst of defiance came from. But Alicia didn’t get mad. Instead, she just smiled. 
 
    "Of course," she said. "Looking like this, I can make you do anything. Licking my boots is the least of it. If you want me to let you cum, you'll do a lot worse than that." As she spoke, Alicia raised one foot from the floor. Carefully, she ran the top of her boot along the underside of my shaft. I groaned, my body shaking at the sensation while she gleefully watched. I reached out and took hold of her leg, feeling the muscle of her calf through the tight patent leather of the boot. She kept smiling down at me, and her foot moved up and down my cock, teasing me to the point of madness while I kneeled at her feet. 
 
    "You know you're going to give in,' Alicia said in a voice that didn't have a trace of doubt. "I already know you can't resist me. Be a good boy now and lick your mistress's boots, and you'll get a nice little reward." I didn't fail to notice the patronizing tone she had adopted. But it didn't matter. Just that, the touch of her foot against my member, was enough to make my resolve crumble. Releasing her leg, I leaned forward over her feet, placing my hands on the floor again. Above me, Alicia laughed loudly, clapping her hands with glee as she watched. Slowly, I ran my tongue over her boot, starting at her foot and slowly rising up her leg. The wet organ slid easily over the glossy leather. 
 
    "Stop," Alicia said as my head reached her knee. "Don't come any higher than that. Just my boots, remember. Keep going." Choking back my disappointment again, I lowered my head to the floor and continued licking my way up the boot. She watched me from above, her hands gripping her thighs, and I noticed that her breathing had quickened. Staring up at her, I saw her breasts rising and swelling against the tight corset with every breath she took. My cock ached for release as I worshiped her. 
 
    "Now the other one," Alicia said when she was finally satisfied that I had licked every inch of her boot. As I move my head to her other foot, I felt the heel of the boot I had just cleaned dig into my shoulder. 
 
    "What do you say, slave?" she asked. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I tried. But she shook her head, a challenging smile on her pretty face as she stared me down. 
 
    "No," she said firmly. "What did I say you were going to do? Or has that little boner of yours made you forgetful?" In a flash, it came back to me. My cheeks burned with shame as I stared up at her. But I didn't dare to fight her. The promise of an orgasm was dangling in front of me, and I didn't want to do anything to jeopardize it. 
 
    "Thank you, Miss Alicia," I sighed. 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    "For… allowing me the privilege of licking your beautiful boots, miss Alicia." 
 
    “Yes,” Alicia hissed, growling deep in her throat as she stared down at me. “That’s right. It is a privilege. And you’re a very lucky slave boy, aren’t you?” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I spoke between licks, well aware that she hadn't told me to stop. There was no doubt about it. This display of humiliation was turning her on. And honestly, it was turning me on too. She never looked sexier than when she was sneering down at me like that, chipping away at my ability to resist her and making me debase myself for her own sadistic pleasure. That was how I wanted her, always. Dominant and aggressive and selfish and cruel. Gradually, steadily, my licks became more and more enthusiastic. Shameful as it undeniably was, in some strange way it felt right to be doing what I was doing. To be groveling at the feet of this incredible woman. If that was what it took to make her happy, my throbbing cock seemed to scream at me, it was a small price to pay. 
 
    "How badly do you want to cum right now?" 
 
    "So bad, Miss Alicia." Alicia frowned slightly as I spoke. 
 
    “That’s funny,” she said, feigning puzzlement as she stared down at me. “Because I don’t hear any begging. Usually, when slaves want something, they beg for it.” 
 
    "Please, Miss Alicia," I began at once to a bright peal of laughter from my excited mistress. "Please let me cum, please! I'll do whatever you say, Miss Alicia. I'll worship you like a goddess. Please!" 
 
    "That's more like it," Alicia grinned. "That's how I like my men. Naked and horny and begging. But I already let you cum today, slave. You really think you deserve another reward so soon?" 
 
    "I — I don't know, Miss Alicia." I could sense a trap. The last thing I wanted to do was talk against my own interests. But Alicia's power scared me. The only way to get what I wanted was to keep her happy by saying and doing whatever she wanted me to. 
 
    "Well, you certainly don't deserve to fuck me," Alicia laughed. "But maybe I'll let you have something. In return, though, you need to be a very good boy for me. None of this copping attitude once you've had your little spurt. If I let you cum right now, you had better be a very obedient boy for me afterward and do as you're told. Deal?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia. Thank you, Miss Alicia." I was almost babbling as I spoke. Desire was burning away inside me in a way I couldn't ignore, and I didn't care what this wild woman might have in mind for afterward. Nothing seemed to matter except that I be able to release the pent-up sexual frustration inside me. 
 
    Alicia sat back on the couch, crossing her legs again. 
 
    "Okay," she smirked. "Since you're such a needy slave, I'll let you cum. Look at me. You can jerk your pathetic cock and cum on my beautiful boots. That's all you deserve." 
 
    "Miss Alicia…" I began. But a single raised eyebrow from the young mistress silenced me at once. 
 
    "You're not seriously about to complain, are you?" she said. "For your sake, I really hope not. If your mistress is generous enough to let you have some pathetic pleasure of your own, you should accept it gratefully. You're such a spoiled brat. Maybe I've been too soft on you so far. Maybe I've let you cum too much. Maybe you need to learn how it feels to be really frustrated." 
 
    "No, Miss Alicia," I barked. "I won't complain. Thank you, Miss Alicia. Thank you." I could hardly believe what I was saying. That I was thanking this sexy schoolteacher for such a degrading opportunity. But in some dark cavern of my heart, I was genuinely grateful. Once again, my desire proved stronger than my sense of shame. 
 
    Rising up on my knees, I took my cock in my hand. Alicia watched, smiling now. Her skintight outfit creaked as she settled herself back on the sofa, ready to enjoy the show. My cock throbbed in my hand as I began to stroke. 
 
    "That's it," Alicia smirked. "Look at me. I want you to be looking at your mistress when you cum. From now on, all your orgasms belong to me. I want you thinking of me every time you touch yourself when I'm not around." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I panted. That wasn't going to be a problem. We weren't even having sex in the truest sense, and yet this wild game was the sexiest experience of my life. Even as I kneeled at her feet and stroked myself on command, I knew I was never going to forget the way it felt to serve her. To be controlled by her. Alicia looked so incredibly sexy as I gazed up at her, so infinitely in control. In no time at all, I felt my cock surging in my hand and my balls tightening between my legs. My orgasm had arrived. Alicia shrieked with laughter as I groaned, my hot cum spurting from the tip of my leaping cock to splash against her glossy boots. My whole body trembled as I kneeled on the floor beneath her, emptying myself out, a great roaring wave of shame and embarrassment crashing over me as my pleasure peaked and subsided. Streaks of white cum shone on the black material of her boots. The last remnants of my orgasm dripped sadly from the tip of my cock. Alicia was still watching me. Now, my face burning with shame, I could barely meet her eyes. It was one more tightening of the screw, one more display of the power she had over me. One more humiliating spectacle neither of us would ever be able to forget whenever we saw each other from that point on. 
 
    “What do you say?” 
 
    "Thank you, Miss Alicia." My voice was hollow as I spoke. I didn't feel grateful. Now that my desire had dimmed, I felt more embarrassed than ever. More unsure why I was doing this, why I was allowing her to treat me this way. But Alicia didn't care. If anything, she enjoyed my confusion. 
 
    "I've never had a cum polish before," Alicia said as she raised one foot from the floor. I watched as she turned it this way and that in the light, looking at the streaks of my semen that anointed the leather. "But I quite like it. I think I could get used to having you polish my boots this way. Would you like that?" 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” Alicia laughed again. 
 
    “It doesn’t sound like you would enjoy it,” she said. “I know you would much rather be doing something else with that cock of yours. But naughty boys don’t deserve rewards like that. Only very, very obedient slaves get to touch me. Are you ready to serve your mistress properly?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "I hope so. Stand up." As ordered, I rose to my feet. Alicia stood too. In her tall boots, she was almost the same height I was. But somehow, I felt much smaller than her. I grunted as she reached out and once again wrapped her hand around both my cock and balls, squeezing and tugging at my manhood. 
 
    "Look at that," she said. "You got all soft on me. There's nothing more useless than a soft cock. This thing should always be hard in my presence. I don't care whether you've just cum or not." 
 
    “It will be in a moment, Miss Alicia.” In spite of her stern demeanor, I saw the faint trace of a smile on Alicia’s face as I spoke. 
 
    "Not good enough," she said. "This is my toy now, not yours. You need to keep it the way I want it. Come on. Come with me." Alicia turned. The creaking of her corset and tight latex pants was enough to drive me to distraction as she started walking across the room, pulling me behind her with her grip on my genitals. The light shone on the curve of her ass with every step she took, and I longed to reach out and take her incredible body in my arms. I wondered what she would do if I did. But somehow, I didn't dare. Intimidated by her beauty and her wild imagination, I hurried along behind her as she led me through the house toward the bathroom. 
 
    "Stay there," she said sternly as she released her grip on my manhood. Without waiting for my response, she left the bathroom and crossed the hall to what I took to be her bedroom. In just a moment, she returned with something in her hand. A pair of heavy steel handcuffs. 
 
    "Give me your arms," she said. Nervousness roared inside me. It was one thing to let her boss me around and make me do degrading things while I was free. But once my arms were tied, I knew I would be even more helpless. I barely knew this woman. All I really knew was that she was beautiful and that she had a taste for making men suffer. But my fear was no match for my excitement. Reluctantly, I let Alicia pull my arms behind my back and cuff my wrists together. She was smiling when she stepped back in front of me. She knew the power she held. 
 
    "I don't like all this hair," Alicia said. Reaching down, she tugged sharply on my pubic hair. I winced in pain. "So it's all coming off," she went on. "I'll do it this time. But going forward, I expect you to stay groomed for me the way I like. Understand?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Smiling, Alicia went to the bathroom cabinet and produced a razor and some foam. She squirted the foam over my crotch and rubbed it into the hair. By the time she was done, my cock was surging back toward hardness again, rising erect out of the dense foam around it. I held my breath as she sat on the edge of the tub, her clothing creaking again as she moved, and lifted the razor in her hand. I tried to stay still, terrified as she carefully shaved my most vulnerable area. But from where I was standing, I could easily see down the front of her corset, and the mouthwatering vision of her breasts made me tremble where I stood. 
 
    Alicia took her time, doing a thorough job. She cradled my balls in her hand as she carefully removed all the hair. When she was finally done, she set the razor aside and stood. Running a cloth under the faucet, she wiped away the remaining foam. I looked down to see my genitals as I had never seen them before, shaved smooth and hairless for my mistress's amusement. Chuckling into her breath, Alicia ran her hand teasingly up and down my shaft. 
 
    "See?" she grinned. "That's much better. That's what mistress likes." She pressed her body against mine, and her free hand gripped the back of my neck. She pressed her lips to mine and kissed me, and I kissed her back, pressing my body against hers, feeling the smooth latex of her pants and the softness of her hand as I pressed my cock urgently against her. 
 
    "This is my cock now," Alicia said in a soft voice as she pulled her lips from mine. "Say it." 
 
    “This is your cock now, Miss Alicia,” I echoed. 
 
    "Fuck, that's so hot," Alicia growled. "But you know what? I don't feel like playing with it right now. I think it's had enough fun for one day. My pussy, on the other hand…" I looked down as Alicia rubbed her free hand over the front of her shining pants, pressing against her mound through the thin rubber fabric. "Your mistress hasn't had nearly enough orgasms yet today," she went on. "And I didn't get dressed up like this because it's comfortable. You need to take care of my needs now." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." For once, I knew exactly what was on her mind. And Alicia cackled with glee as I dropped at once to my knees on the bathroom floor. Her latex pants were smooth and warm against my lips and tongue as I urgently kissed her through the fabric, showering her thighs and her crotch with kisses, using my tongue to trace the shape of her lips through the fabric. Delighted by my hunger, Alicia hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her pants and drew them slowly down, revealing her sex to me. Already, I could see how wet she was, how excited she had become by my ready submission. And as I leaned forward, running my tongue over her silken folds and tasting again the delicious taste of my mistress's arousal, Alicia placed her hand on the top of my head and sighed with pleasure. It was all going according to her plan. And for all the shame and embarrassment and nervousness I was feeling, I had to admit to myself that I was having one of the greatest experiences of my life. 
 
    But all good things come to an end. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    7. Losing A Mistress 
 
      
 
    "That's it! Don't stop!" 
 
    As if I had any intention of doing that. As if my senses weren't alive with the wild exhilaration of what was going on. Alicia lay sprawled on her bed, a vision of undeniable sex appeal, a goddess of desire. And I lay on the bed too, my throbbing cock trapped underneath me, my own body trembling almost as much as hers was. Though for different reasons. 
 
    Alicia was wearing the black corset I had first seen her in the previous day. She wore the same boots too, the high-gloss patent leather footwear that gripped her legs, shining with metal buckles and adorned with high heels that looked like weapons. Only the latex pants were missing. I wasn't complaining about that. Between corset and boots, she was naked, her pussy brazenly on display beneath its narrow strip of pubic hair. Another reminder of my own hairless state, I realized, with a faint flush of shame. I was too caught up in lust to feel the full impact of my disgrace. I wanted pleasure too badly to focus on anything else. And that, of course, was what gave her all that power. 
 
    "Oh my God," she groaned. Her eyes rolled in her head, her cheeks flushed with excitement. Her breasts swelled tormentingly in the top of the corset, calling to me as I gazed up at her. But I didn't dare approach. Even though all I wanted was to plunge my face into the warm space between her boobs and feel her pillowy flesh surrounding me. Even though all I could think about was climbing on top of her and thrusting my straining cock deep inside her, forcing apart the wet walls of her streaming pussy and feeling it clench and spasm around me. That was off the menu. Alicia had made that clear. My cruel and beautiful mistress had other ways to get what she wanted. 
 
    "Keep licking," Alicia growled between gasps and moans of pleasure. But I hadn't stopped. Ignoring the growing ache in my tongue, I carried on licking her boots. All I wanted was contact with her, to feel her skin against mine. I was happy to lick any part of her that she allowed, but her boots would not have been my first choice. That, of course, was the whole point. It wasn't up to me. None of it was up to me. The moment I met my son's sexy schoolteacher, all my agency had evaporated. As Alicia never failed to remind me, none of this was about me. My pleasure was immaterial. Hers was my only goal. 
 
    And she was certainly having plenty of that. Raising my eyes from her feet, I looked up to see her vibrator buzzing between her legs. 
 
    I had never in my life been more jealous of a piece of plastic. Alicia was howling and moaning, her legs trembling visibly as the vibrator buzzed between them. She held it pressed against her pussy, the whirring head sending powerful sensations through her sex. Her inner thighs were shining with moisture, the bed beneath her soaked. She had already had one orgasm. But for my greedy mistress, that could never be enough. And as I lay sprawled on my stomach on the bed in front of her, my hands cuffed again behind my back to render me even more helpless than her wild beauty and sex appeal already did, I could see that another one was coming. The vibrator was doing its job. Doing the job I longed to do of bringing Miss Alicia pleasure. Knowing that that was the whole point, that teasing and tormenting me with my own inadequacy was only adding to my mistress's joy, did nothing to dampen those feelings. In fact, it enhanced them. The secret of Alicia's wild sex appeal, the sexiest woman I had ever met in my life, was more than just her body and her face. It was her cruelty. Her wildness. The fact she simply didn't seem to give a fuck, as long as she got what she wanted. In a hidden space inside my heart, I wondered if that was actually true. Our relationship was still newborn, and as these things so often are, almost entirely about sex. For now, that was all it needed to be. But every now and then, whenever I got a moment to think, I wondered if there was more to it met the eye. Certainly, my feelings for her were conflicted. I thought about Alicia constantly, whenever I wasn't around her. And in amongst the endless replays of scenes like this, every now and then, more tender thoughts would creep in. Generally, I brushed them away. I reminded myself that I barely knew this woman. But just because you ignore something doesn't mean you don't feel it. And in that same spot in my heart, I was wondering if Alicia felt it too. 
 
    But none of that mattered as I lay on her bed, licking her boots in a cringing display of submission while she got herself off. And that was the gift she gave me. The incredible ability to forget about everything else, to leave the world completely behind whenever I was with her. All the fears and doubts of the everyday melted away, and my purpose in life became clear. To please my mistress. Keeping a demanding dominatrix like Alicia happy was never going to be easy, but it was refreshingly simple. All I had to do with exactly what she said. 
 
    "Oh fuck!" Alicia screamed. "Oh fuck, that feels so good! Don't stop! Don't you dare stop, you little whore! Oh my - !" Alicia's words were lost in a rising tide of pleasure. The vibrator's buzz was lost in a wild howl as she threw back her head and thrashed on the bed above me. My cock surged, and for a moment, I wondered if I was going to cum myself just from watching her in the throes of pleasure. With Alicia, just about anything seemed possible. 
 
    But somehow, I stayed just this side of ecstasy. Which is more than I could say for my mistress. I groaned myself, a quiet moan of frustration that was lost in her howling as I watched her pussy erupt. A hot flood of her juices poured over the bedsheet, and I could smell her pleasure in the air around me. Driving me wild, just as she wanted it to. I was intoxicated with her, infatuated with her. And I knew that Alicia knew that. But sometimes, I wondered if she was even capable of fully comprehending how powerful my feelings for her were. She knew I wanted her, obviously. That was the dark magic that made these games work, that made me obey her no matter how wild her requests. But I wasn't sure she could ever truly understand just how desperate I was for her. I doubted she had ever wanted anything in her life as much as I wanted her. I knew for a fact that I never had. 
 
    But for the moment, I couldn't have her. For now, that was the game my mistress wanted to play. Breathing heavily, her breasts quivering and shaking in her tight corset, she slowly descended from her powerful climax. And I went on groveling as I watched, still licking her shiny leather boot, painfully conscious that I had not been given permission to stop. 
 
    Alicia's eyes opened, and I caught the blue gleam of her iris under her half-closed lids. A wicked smile spread across her flushed face. She loved to see me there, debasing myself. It thrilled her to know how defenseless I was against her. It thrilled me too. 
 
    "Fuck, that was good," Alicia panted. I watched her breasts swelling as she breathed. "Much better than anything your worthless cock could have given me, I bet. With this around, I really don't need you at all." As she spoke, Alicia waved her vibrator in the air, turning it off as she set it aside. The words stung the way they were supposed to. Even if I knew it was all part of the act. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I said between licks. Alicia laughed softly. 
 
    "That's why you need to find other ways to please me," she teased. "You can't fuck me the way I deserve. But you can keep me happy by being my little bitch boy. By keeping my boots clean and kissing my feet and worshiping me every single day. Isn't that lucky for you, slave boy?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." She laughed again at my compliance. But in some strange way, I felt the truth of what she was saying. Part of me rebelled against it, insisting that she had no right to treat me this way, that as pretty as she might be, she was fundamentally no better than me. Part of me truly believed that. But another part could only see her as the goddess she claimed to be. Another part reveled in her total superiority, her sexual power. Part of me, an alarmingly large part of me, wanted deeply for what she said to be absolutely true.  Every time I walked through Alicia's door, or she came to my place, it felt like entering another world. A darker and stranger one, for sure. But a far more thrilling one than the everyday reality I normally lived in. And every minute I spent in Alicia's sexy universe made my regular life seem less and less preferable. The thought of living like this all the time, as nothing more than a pathetic slave to a demanding mistress, was absolutely terrifying. But I found my thoughts returning to it again and again. 
 
    "How badly do you want to cum right now?" Alicia spoke softly. She knew she had my full attention. 
 
    “So bad, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "So badly," she corrected as a faint frown bloomed on her pretty face. I felt another wild throb in my cock as I remembered that she was, after all, a schoolteacher. And that taboo nature of what we were doing together was part of the wild thrill it gave me. 
 
    "So badly, Miss Alicia," I repeated. 
 
    "As well as how to please a woman, I feel like I need to teach you basic grammar, too," Alicia said. Finally, she pulled her feet away from me, drawing them toward her body. I watched her rise from the mattress, her movements clumsy with pleasure and fatigue. Every movement she made gave me a new view of her unignorable beauty, a new angle on the body that haunted my dreams. Still lying on my stomach on her mattress, I watched as my mistress swung her feet down to the floor and climbed out of the bed. 
 
    "Let's see," she said as she stood beside the bed, looming over me in her tall boots. "That's four orgasms for me so far, and none for you. Do you think that's an acceptable ratio? You think I'm only four times more worthy than you of experiencing pleasure?" 
 
    I knew a trap when I saw one. That didn’t mean I knew how to escape. 
 
    “No, Miss Alicia,” I said slowly. 
 
    "No. So how superior am I to you? What do you think is an acceptable number of orgasms I should get before you deserve one?"  
 
    "I - I don't know, Miss Alicia." 
 
      
 
    "You must have some idea," Alicia said, her eyes sparkling dangerously as she spoke. Her hands were on her hips now, her feet apart, and she seemed to grow taller by the second as she towered over me. “Tell me. I want to hear it.” She stepped forward, and without any warning, swung her hand through the air. It slept loudly against my bare ass as she spanked me. 
 
    "Ten, Miss Alicia," I blurted out. I already knew it was a mistake. But there didn't seem any way for me to win this particular game. 
 
    "Ten?" Alicia said. "Just ten? You think that ten of you would be worth one of me?" 
 
    “No, Miss Alicia,” I stammered. 
 
    "But that's what you just said," she said. "If you think giving me ten orgasms entitles you to one, that implies you think your pleasure is one tenth as important as mine." Alicia's corset creaked as she moved. Balancing carefully, she raised one foot high in the air. I grunted as I felt her sharp heel pressing into my back, pressing me down further onto the mattress with my cock trapped underneath my body. 
 
    "No, Miss Alicia," I grunted. "Your pleasure is much more important than mine. One hundred times more important. A thousand times more." 
 
    "That's better," Alicia said. She leaned forward, and I winced as she put more weight on her foot, crossing her arms over her knee as she leaned on it. "That's what I think too. You're worried that if you admit that, I'll decide that you need to give me a thousand orgasms before I let you have one. Isn't that right?" 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Well, I could," Alicia mused. "I can make that the rule. You'd have to go along with it. I mean, look at me. You should be thanking your lucky stars that I even let you watch me masturbate. If I tell you I want a thousand orgasms, you should see that as a privilege. You should say, thank you, Miss Alicia, and devote yourself completely to pleasing me without even thinking of your own sad orgasms. That's what a real slave would do." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia. Thank you, Miss Alicia." Fear boiled inside me as I spoke. Because after all, she was right. If Alicia wanted to make me give her a thousand orgasms, we both knew she was capable of it. We both knew I wouldn't be able to stop her. I wouldn't even try. And she was right that I would thank her for it, even as despair burned inside my heart. That was the power she had over me. A woman I had barely known for more than a couple of weeks, and already she could make me give up any hope of sexual pleasure just to feed her ego. Even as I lay there panting on her bed, her boot heel digging into my back, I could barely believe what was happening. But Alicia's dominant beauty had the dark gravity of a collapsing star. No matter what the cost, I knew I could never escape her. We were both about to find out just how true that was. 
 
    "Well, lucky for you, I'm not that mean," Alicia said. "I know some mistresses who practically never let their slaves cum. There are some men out there who want that. There are men out there who long for a beautiful woman to castrate them, to completely remove their ability to feel sexual pleasure. I can be mean, but I'm not that mean. I like you intact. I like you horny. I like you hopeful, doing outrageous things in the hope that maybe this time, I'll give you what you want. But not right now. Right now, I'm going to go clean myself up. And then, we're going to see what else you can do to help me cum again." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I moaned into the mattress. There was nothing else I could say. Giggling, Alicia lifted her boot off my back. I turned my head to watch her walk away, her gorgeous ass swaying provocatively from side to side with every step she took. The hourglass shape of her haunted me as I watched her disappear through the open door of the bedroom. Underneath me, my cock was still raging. The things this woman had me say and do were beyond belief. But the crueler she was, the more desperately attracted I became. And as I listened to her shut the bathroom door and turn on the faucet, I lay in her bed and waited. 
 
    The weight of my body pressed down on my cock. It occurred to me that with a couple of thrusts into the mattress, I could probably get myself off. And for a moment, I considered it. After all, the desire I was feeling was unignorable. It was almost painful in its intensity. A desperate longing for release that felt more pressing than the need to breathe, more important than anything in my life had been up to that point. 
 
    But the thought of Alicia held me back. The thought of what she might do if she came back to find my cock soft and my cum spurted all over her mattress without her permission. So far, I hadn't had to undergo too much punishment at her hands. But I still remember the feel of the cane on my ass as she beat me in the supply closet of her classroom. I had an idea of what the woman was capable of. Besides, the real torture was not being allowed to fuck her. And if I allowed my discipline to slip the moment her back was turned, I knew that my mistress would make me pay with a long period of denial. That was what scared me the most. 
 
    So instead, I waited, sprawled on my mistress's bed with the smell of her pleasure making my head spin, waiting to see what she would have me do next. Reduced to nothing more than a toy for her amusement, not even daring to get myself off while she allowed herself the most outrageous pleasures. It was insane. But it was incredible. 
 
    Finally, Alicia returned. My heart seemed to beat in time with her booted footsteps as she reentered the bedroom. I turned my head to watch her circling the bed, moving toward the nightstand and picking up her phone. 
 
    "You haven't moved," she giggled. "Come on, roll over. Let me see how hard that cock is for me." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” With some difficulty, I moved on the bed, rolling over onto my side as my erection sprang out from underneath me. 
 
    "You look so cute squirming around like that," Alicia giggled. "Smile for the camera, slave." My heart spasmed as she held up her phone. The things Alicia made me do were humiliating enough. The last thing I needed was for there to be documentary evidence of them. And my nervousness once again warred with the desire to simply give her what she wanted.  
 
    But as Alicia raised her phone, a frown appeared on her face as she stared at the screen. Like a cloud passing by on a sunny day, her smile dropped. While I waited uncertainly, her eyes moved over the screen in front of her. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” she said in a voice that made me afraid. 
 
    "What is it, Miss Alicia?" Her eyes rose from the screen to me, her parted lips moving around silent words. For the first time since I had met her, Alicia seemed suddenly afraid. 
 
    “Oh my God,” she said again. Still holding her phone, she sat down on the edge of the bed, as though her legs were suddenly unsteady. “Someone found out about us.” 
 
    “What?” The same fear that gripped her now raced along my spine. 
 
    "It's all over social media," Alicia said, her eyes on her phone screen again. "Someone saw us when we were out last week. Now they're all gossiping about it." 
 
    "Who saw us?" 
 
    "I don't know," Alicia said with a rising note of despair in her voice. "It doesn't matter. There's a photo and everything. Oh God, what if I lose my job over this?" 
 
    "You won't," I said reassuringly. But I don't know how much it helped. Alicia knew as well as I did that I had no idea what the fallout might be. From my point of view, the one consolation was that no one knew the true nature of our relationship. At least, I desperately hoped not. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” Alicia said. And now the dominant goddess had vanished entirely. Now, she was replaced by a scared young woman. 
 
    "Just deny it," I said. "We'll say that we were both out at the same restaurant with other people. I saw you there, and came over to talk to you. That doesn't mean anything. People are allowed to talk." 
 
    “You think that will work?” My heart almost melted as Alicia turned her uncertain eyes on me. 
 
    “Of course it’ll work,” I said with a confidence that I didn’t feel in the slightest. “It’ll all be fine. You’ll see. We just have to be more careful.” 
 
    For a moment, Alicia sat there on the edge of the bed. Her face was turned down, her eyes away from me. I watched her dark hair brush her bare shoulders as she slowly shook her head. 
 
    “We can’t do this anymore,” she said without looking at me. 
 
    “What? You can’t be serious.” 
 
    “We have to stop.” Finally, she raised her head to look at me. Her big eyes brimmed with regret, but her mouth was set in a firm line that told me she had made up her mind. “It’s too risky,” she said. 
 
    "Alicia, please," I said. There was a catch in my voice as I spoke. It was hardly the first time I had begged this gorgeous woman for something. But this was different. This was real. Because as reluctant as I was to do the embarrassing things she made me do, to kiss her feet and lick her boots and acknowledge that she owned my cock, none of it scared me like the idea that I might lose her. That I might lose this wild release the two of us had found, this dark enchantment that had become without question one of the biggest thrills of my life. Every cell of my body screamed at me that I needed this, that I couldn't give it up. 
 
    But Alicia had other ideas. 
 
    I watched her rise from the bed and move toward the closet. She pulled out a robe and wrapped it around her, robbing me of the sight of her dressed up as my beautiful mistress. Bending, holding her robe close around her now as though I hadn't seen her naked many times already, she unzipped her tall boots and kicked them off. Now she was just Alicia Russo, a pretty young schoolteacher instead of the snarling dominatrix I was falling for. I watched as she retrieved a key from a drawer and sat on the bed behind me, unlocking the cuffs that held my arms behind my back. The moment I was free, I reached toward her, wrapping my arms around her. I tried to kiss her, but she turned her face away. 
 
    "Please, Miss Alicia," I said again. 
 
    "Don't," she said. "Don't call me that. You're just making it harder. You know I'm right. What about my career? What about Taye? If this gets out, what's he going to think? What if some other kid says something?" 
 
    I hadn't thought of that. As I sat beside her on the bed, my desire shriveling as my fear grew, I saw that she was right. I had been selfishly thinking only of what I wanted, what I needed. But there was more at stake than just us. 
 
    "I — I don't want this to be over," I said, my voice thick with emotion. "I want to see you again." 
 
    "We can't," Alicia said, shaking her head again. "Not now. People will be watching me even more closely. If your son wasn't in my class, it wouldn't matter. You know what parents are like. We can't do this. Not now. Maybe some other time, once Taye moves up a grade." 
 
    "That's almost a year away," I protested. "You want me to wait a year before I can see you again?" Alicia turned toward me. Gently, she placed her hand on my cheek. Her skin was warm and soft against the bristle of my facial hair as she smiled sadly at me. 
 
    "It's not what I want," she said. "It's what we need to do. This was a mistake. We both just got swept up in this thing and didn't think of the consequences. We have to be serious. We have to do what's best for Taye." 
 
    "I know that," I scowled. It was my son she was talking about, not hers. I only ever had his best interests at heart. But I was more annoyed at myself than at her. After all, maybe she was right. Maybe I had forgotten the risk I was exposing him to in pursuing my own deviant desires. 
 
    "Can you go, please?" Alicia said, her own voice trembling now. "I want to be alone." For a moment, I hesitated. All kinds of ideas raced through my desperate mind. If I could just talk to her, just kiss her, just show her how much all this meant to me. Maybe she would change her mind. But even as I thought about it, I realized the truth. Alicia was right. It wasn't up to her. For the sake of my son, I had to stop seeing her. For Taye's sake, I had to walk away from the brightest joy and the most beautiful woman I had ever known. 
 
    Silently, I rose from the bed. As I searched for my clothes, Alicia got up too. Once again, she hurried toward the bathroom, unable to watch me walk out of her life. And I scowled as I dressed myself, cursing the cruelty of a world that had shown me such exquisite beauty, only to take it away again. So soon. 
 
    Once I was dressed, I made my way toward the bathroom. The door was closed. I tapped lightly on it with one knuckle, and heard a quiet sniff. 
 
    "Goodbye, then, Alicia," I said sadly. 
 
    “Bye,” she said through the door. There was no doubt about it now. I could tell that she was crying. 
 
    I let myself out of her house. My car was waiting on the driveway, and I climbed inside. A roaring hollowness echoed inside me, a feeling of desolation making the whole world seem gray and stale as I glared at it from the windows of my car. My eyes traveled over Alicia's house, drinking in every detail as though trying to memorize it for the long and lonely nights that I knew lay ahead. Starting the engine, I put the car in reverse and backed out of her driveway for the last time. Our affair had been brief, but intense. Walking away from her was one of the hardest things I had ever had to do. 
 
    


 
   
  
 
        
            
                
            
        

    
   
    Teaching Him A Lesson: Parts 8-14 
 
    8. The Stand-In 
 
        
 
      
 
    "Is that really necessary?" 
 
    “Yes. You’re here to submit to me. That means wearing my collar to remind you of your place. Now, don’t talk back.” 
 
    The woman’s eyes flashed as she spoke. They were green, with asymmetrical spots of hazel deep in the iris. She stood close to me, her perfume faint but noticeable as it swelled around me in a narcotic cloud. Her hair was red, but not naturally so. A bright and vibrant red that only comes from a box of dye. She was beautiful. That much was undeniable. And she looked even better in the outfit she wore. A black corset that made her breasts bounce with every movement she made. Tight black latex pants that clung to her long legs, made even longer by her tall patent leather boots. Before our session began, she had asked me for my clothing preferences. I had felt embarrassed to tell her. But then again, wasn’t that the whole point? 
 
    I breathed slowly as I felt her wrap a leather collar around my neck. It wasn't tight, but it was a sensation I wasn't used to. I rarely even wear button-down shirts. But I tried to relax, tried to get into the right headspace that I knew I would need to be in if this was going to work. 
 
    “There,” the dominatrix said as she closed the buckle on the collar around my neck. “That’s better. Now, get down on your knees.” 
 
    Slowly, I did what she said. I felt incredibly self-conscious as she watched me kneel. In her boots, she was taller than me even when I was standing. When I kneeled, she loomed over me. And that was all part of it too, I knew. Part of the delicious head game we were playing. But somehow, I couldn't escape the ridiculousness of it all. 
 
    "You're my slave now," the woman said. Mistress Victoria. Of course, that wasn't her real name. To be honest, I wouldn't have given her my real name either if it wasn't for the fact that she needed a credit card. Besides, I reflected, she probably needed to know who I was for her own safety. And again, the absurdity of the situation struck me. The stranger was bossing me around, and in the outfit I had chosen for her, she certainly looked the part. But it was false. It was a transaction. Mistress Victoria had no interest in me as a person. She was doing it for the money. And I was having a hard time pretending otherwise. 
 
      
 
    I’ve had breakups before. After all, I was married once. Separating from the mother of my child was agony, compounded by the fact that I knew it was all my fault. But being dumped by Alicia was a pain I was unprepared for. The kind of pain that separates you from reality, that makes you feel lost in your own life as though it belongs to a stranger. As though without her, I barely knew who I was anymore. 
 
    In my saner moments, I told myself I was being ridiculous. I barely knew the woman. If I added up all the time I had ever spent with Alicia from start to finish, it amounted to very little. And the time we had spent together wasn't devoted to conversation, to getting to know each other. It had been all about sex. That's all our relationship was, I told myself. It was just a fling. Purely sexual. Yes, our chemistry was off the charts. Yes, she had introduced me to a whole side of my own sexuality I had never known about. But in the end, it was just about sex.  
 
    But anyone who's had the kind of sex I had with Alicia knows that that doesn't mean anything. Our relationship was brief but intense. It felt as though I lived lifetimes in the hours I spent with her. As though I was becoming a different person, a happier person. What I was mourning in the dark days of Alicia's absence was not so much what I had had, but the future I had thought was waiting for me. 
 
    Because without her, there was nothing. I went through the motions. I went to work and did my job and collected my paycheck. It had already been the case that the only joy I had in my life was the weekends I got to spend with Taye. Now, I was reminded just how empty the rest of my life was. No love. No sex. No companionship. I had no close friends. My family lived far away. I moved to the city because of Sasha and her career, trying to get a new start that didn't work out. Now I was stuck, unable to leave. I couldn't walk out on my son. He was all I had. 
 
    And the emptiness of my life had never felt as empty as it did now that I had seen an alternative. I couldn't get Alicia out of my thoughts. All day long, she was in the classroom with my son while I was at work, thinking about her. At night, I thought about her more. Visions of her kept me awake into the early hours of the morning. Memories and fantasies collided and merged, haunting me with the dark thrill of humiliation and loss. Even if I had had the opportunity to meet other women, I wasn't interested. Nothing appealed to me. I couldn't even watch pornography anymore. Other than Alicia, nothing seemed real. 
 
    I know enough to know that the way out of these things is to just get through them. Time heals all wounds - or at least makes them hurt less. I tried to tell myself that I just needed to wait it out. But weeks turned into months, and still the pain never faded. I realized that I hadn't seen Alicia for as long as our relationship lasted. Then twice as long. Then four times as long. And yet I couldn't stop thinking about it. My mind raced, trying to find ways around what I knew to be true. Seeing her was too dangerous. I had to move on. But I couldn't.  
 
    And that's when a crude idea bloomed in my mind. Maybe I could shake off the ghost of our relationship through a reenactment. I had to exorcise the memory of her somehow, and maybe I could do it with professional help. A quick Internet search turned up the kind of woman I was looking for. Choosing the prettiest one, I wrote an email, then deleted it. Then I wrote another. 
 
    I went through four or five drafts, sitting in front of my computer for over an hour, my trembling hand hovering over the mouse. I was still ashamed of my desires, still embarrassed to admit what I wanted, even to a stranger. Even to a specialist who probably heard far wilder things every day of her life. 
 
    But the absence I felt wasn’t going anywhere. If anything, it was growing stronger every day. 
 
    I sent an email, and a day later got a response. And that’s how I found myself in the dungeon of Misstress Victoria. 
 
      
 
    "Kiss my foot. Show me the proper respect." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Victoria.” 
 
    “Mistress Victoria,” the dominatrix barked, stamping her foot on the floor in front of me with a crack that echoed through her dungeon. “You’d better get my name right.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Victoria,” I said. “Can I — can I call you Miss Victoria though?” 
 
    "No you may not," she sneered. "You will address me correctly, or you will be punished, worm. Now, kiss." 
 
    Placing my hands on the cool floor, I leaned forward as I lowered my face to the ground. Victoria's boots were almost the same as the ones Alicia had worn. Almost, but not quite. The toe was more pointed, the heel and platform sole even higher than Alicia's had been. The glossy patent leather felt cooler against my lips than I remembered. I trembled as I kissed the feet of a complete stranger. It was humiliating; there was no question about that. But somehow, it didn't feel humiliating in quite the right way. I couldn't find better words for what I was experiencing than that. Instead of feeling sexy, it felt silly. 
 
    “More enthusiasm,” Mistress Victoria barked above me. “You’re kissing the feet of a goddess. You better show some gratitude.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Victoria. Thank you, Mistress Victoria." I pressed my lips more firmly against the leather as I spoke. My natural instinct was to resist, to ask this woman who the hell she thought she was. But I reminded myself that I was paying hundreds of dollars for this session. The money would be completely wasted if I didn't at least try to let myself go. I closed my eyes and pretended it wasn't Mistress Victoria's feet I was worshiping. In my mind, it was Alicia who towered above me, receiving my adoration like the queen she was. 
 
    "Enough," Mistress Victoria finally said. I wondered if the disappointment I could hear in her voice was genuine, or whether it was all part of the act. Her heel scraped on the floor as she stepped away from me, turning. I raised my head to watch her walk away from me across the dungeon. She was undeniably sexy. The latex pants clung to her ass beautifully, shining with every step she took. And she had the walk down. She practically glided on her impossibly tall heels, her body swaying from side to side exactly the way I liked. Whatever the reason for my inability to get into the scene I had paid for, it wasn't because of Mistress Victoria's looks. But even as my cock swelled inside my pants, it felt almost mechanical. As though my body were predictably attracted to the particular ratio of her curves without it ever reaching my heart. I wanted her in a perfunctory way, the way that a man wants a woman with a decent body automatically. But there was no emotion behind the feeling of cool desire. 
 
    Links of slender chain swung between her hands as she walked back across the room toward me. I watched her approach, trying to somehow superimpose Alicia's face over that of the professional dominatrix. Trying to ignore the small mole on her right breast that Alicia didn't have. Her face was stern as she walked over to stand in front of me, the chain swaying even after she stopped moving. 
 
    "Take your clothes off," she said, her admittedly beautiful eyes flickering up and down my body for a second as she spoke. "All of them." 
 
    I did what I was told. Without a word, I quickly shed my clothes. Of course it felt strange stripping in front of a woman I barely knew. But I ignored it as I undressed. Soon, my clothes lay in a heap on the floor at my feet. I felt another stab of embarrassment as she looked down at my cock, not bothering to hide her gaze. It was hard, more or less. Not the way Alicia used to get it, when I felt almost as though my member would explode from the pressure of the desire I felt. But it wasn't soft. 
 
    Mistress Victoria stepped closer. Raising one end of the chain she held, she clicked it onto the collar. I had never worn a leash before. And my cock twitched as she stepped back, holding the other end in her hand. It was hot; I had to give her that. Another encounter with the humiliation I craved. 
 
    "Don't mess up my dungeon," Mistress Victoria said. "Pick up your clothes and put them on the bench over there." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Victoria." My cock swayed between my legs as I crouched to gather up my garments. The metal leash swayed between us as I carried my clothes over to the bench against the wall and put them down. She watched me carefully, one hand on her hip while the other held the end of the leash. 
 
    “What did you just call me?” It took me a moment to realize my mistake. When I did, another faint thrill swept over me. 
 
    “Mistress Victoria,” I corrected. But it was too late. 
 
    "That's not what you said," she snarled, her gorgeous eyes flashing again as she loomed over me. "I told you how to address me, and you disobeyed me. I don't tolerate defiance. I know what to do with naughty boys like you." Mistress Victoria turned on her heels. As she began to walk across the dungeon, the leash tightened between us, and I hurried after her. She didn't see the way my cock surged at her words, responding to the faint echo of my true Mistress. I hurried along after Victoria, feeling more silly than ever as she led me toward a padded leather bench. 
 
    "Bend over, slave." She slapped the padded leather with her hand as she spoke. The woman knew her business, that was for sure. She gave orders as though she thoroughly expected them to be obeyed, as though there were nothing more normal than strangers doing what she told them. I suppose in her line of work, that was true. I couldn't shake the mischievous impulse to test her, to see what she would do if I disobeyed. But I shoved it aside. There was no point doing this if I wasn't going to at least try to take it seriously. So I bent over the bench as instructed, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. 
 
    Dropping her end of the leash, Mistress Victoria quickly busied herself around the bench. Her movements were efficient and practiced, and I tried not to think about how many times she had done this with other men. How many lonely guys had paid her to treat them like this. It was better not to think about it. And I let Mistress Victoria strap my arms and my legs down on either side of her bench, immobilizing me with a few quick movements. Then she stood and made her way to the other end of the dungeon again. When she came back, I saw that she was holding a cane in her hand. Just as I had requested. 
 
    "Naughty boys need to be punished,' she said. "After each stroke, I want you to thank me. And make sure you say my name correctly. I'm going to give you ten strokes, but if you mess up, we start again at zero. Understand?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Victoria,” I said carefully. The faint shadow of a smile flickered across her red lips. 
 
    "Good," she said. Walking around to stand behind me, I heard her position herself, her boots clicking on the floor as she set her feet. I braced myself as the cane whistled through the air. It made a loud crack in the small space of the dungeon as she whipped my ass. A split-second later, the red pain bloomed across my skin. I gasped as my cock surged. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Victoria,” I said. 
 
    “You’re very welcome, slave.” There was a note of triumph in her voice as she spoke, and I wondered if it were real or part of the act. But then the cane whistled again, and the bright burst of pain it brought me swept all of the thoughts out of my head. The blow landed just below the first, igniting a whole new area of my ass as I moaned and strained against the restraints that held me. 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress Victoria," I said through gritted teeth. This time, the dominatrix said nothing. Instead, she swung the cane again, targeting another part of my ass. She knew what she was doing. My cock leaped as my mind traveled back that first night with Alicia, the wild experience that had changed my life forever. The way the sexy schoolteacher had simply taken control of me as though she had every right to do so, as though nothing in the world was more natural than that I submit to her cruel whims. Finally, I felt the powerful surge of a true erection, the kind Alicia used to give me. My cock throbbed in the empty air, feeling ready to explode as the dominatrix whipped me again. 
 
    “Thank you, Miss —Mistress Victoria,” I said. 
 
    “Careful,” she warned behind me. “You know what happens if you get my name wrong.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Victoria. But — please, Mistress. Please, can I call you — may I please call you Miss Alicia?" 
 
    "Miss Alicia?" I jumped as I felt the tip of the cane tapping against my balls. Not hard enough to hurt, the movement nevertheless reminded me just how exposed I was in front of this stranger. "So that's what this is about. I wonder who Alicia is? An ex-girlfriend? A girl from work? What do you think Alicia would think if she could see you right now? If she could see how pathetic you are?" 
 
    "She already knows, Mistress Victoria." Victoria laughed out loud at that. My cock leaped again at the first genuine reaction I had heard from her all night. 
 
    “I see,” she said knowingly. Out of nowhere, the cane whistled through the air again, and I had almost no time to prepare myself as fresh pain swelled through my body. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Victoria,” I croaked. 
 
    "Did Miss Alicia dominate you?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Victoria.” 
 
    "Did you enjoy it?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Victoria." Are all dominant women mind readers? That was the question in my mind as I trembled on the bench below the dominatrix. Having to admit my darkest secrets to a woman I barely knew was almost as painful as the lashing of the cane. And Mistress Victoria, seasoned professional that she was, seemed to understand that. 
 
    “Is she still your mistress?”  
 
    “No, Mistress Victoria.” 
 
    "I don't know any Alicia in the scene," Mistress Victoria mused. She reappeared in my line of sight as she walked slowly around the bench to stand in front of me. The cane tapped thoughtfully on the palm of her free hand as she looked down at me. Perhaps my punishment had been forgotten for the time being. Or maybe she found this interrogation a more interesting game to play. Either way, she was starting to look even more beautiful as I gazed up at her, overcome with twisted l 
 
    ust. 
 
    "Was she a professional like me?" 
 
    “No, Mistress Victoria. She’s a schoolteacher.” 
 
    "Oh really? That explains this." The cane flexed between her fists. "Did Miss Alicia give you a caning?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Victoria.” 
 
    “And yet you’re still such a naughty boy. Maybe she didn’t do it often enough. Did she hit you as hard as me?”  
 
    “No, Mistress Victoria.” 
 
    “Was she your girlfriend?”  
 
    "Yes, Mistress Victoria." The words were accompanied by a stab of pain as I spoke them. That horrible past tense, the unwelcome admission that that part of my life was over. 
 
    “And you messed it up. You know how rare it is to find a natural female dominant? She probably had guys lining up to lick her boots. And she chose you. You must’ve really fucked up.” 
 
    “It wasn’t my fault, Mistress Victoria.” 
 
    "Of course it was," she said with a dismissive shrug. "It's always the fault of naughty boys like you." Striding forward, she stepped behind me again, and I yelped in pain as the cane cracked against my ass. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Victoria!” 
 
    "Everything is your fault, naughty boy," she said. "A dominant Mistress can do no wrong. If Miss Alicia doesn't want to play with you anymore, you must've done something wrong. Apologize." 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Victoria,” I cried as the cane struck again. “I’m sorry, Miss Alicia!” 
 
    "Again." 
 
    “Thank you Mistress Victoria! I’m sorry, Miss Alicia!” 
 
    "Again!" 
 
    The dominatrix finished my beating like that, making me thank her and apologize to Miss Alicia after every stroke. By the time she was done, I was a complete wreck. It wasn't so much the pain, considerable as that was. My whole ass felt like it was on fire. Mistress Victoria had taken care to make sure she whipped every part of my buttocks until the whole mass glowed with fire. Before the session began, I had confessed to her that she could leave marks. After all, there was no one in my life who might see them. 
 
    But the physical pain paled in comparison to the turbulent storm of emotions swirling in my heart. I knew the truth. What had happened between Alicia and me was in no way my fault. We were both the victims of busybodies, of circumstances beyond our control. But Mistress Victoria had put an idea into my head that was hard to shake. Was there anything I could've done? Some words I could have said or some action I could've performed that would have made Alicia change her mind? I had tried to tell myself that it was over forever, that the only way to heal and move on was to accept that. But now, Mistress Victoria had reopened the old wound that had never fully healed. Now, my mind was racing with strange ideas.  
 
    "You want to take a break?" Victoria's voice was suddenly soft. Raising my head from the bench, I nodded. I felt unable to speak. Setting aside the cane, Mistress Victoria crouched and quickly undid the restraints that held me to the bench. Standing, she placed an arm around my shoulders and guided me toward the more ordinary bench that sat against the wall. I sat down, and she sat down next to me. I was still naked and hard, and she was still in the provocative outfit that mimicked Alicia's best look. But the change in her demeanor showed in the movements of her body. Suddenly, the stern woman was unexpectedly nurturing. 
 
    "We can talk about it if you want?" Victoria said. "But you don't have to. You don't have to say anything if you don't want." 
 
    "I — I just really miss her," I said. 
 
    "Awww," Victoria cooed. Her corset creaked as she wrapped her arms around me, and I felt her breasts pressing against my chest as she hugged me. "I understand," she said. "Breakups are tough. Especially when you have a connection with someone. When you play with someone like this, the emotions can be really intense. It's hard enough when you do it professionally like this. But at least there's some separation. In your personal life, it's even more dangerous. These games can rip you apart if things go wrong." 
 
    "Yeah," I said. "I know I should just let it go. It was a long time ago now. And I know I just have to move on. But I can't stop thinking about her. I thought coming here would help me get over it. But now look at me." My ass ached beneath me as I sat on the bench. Victoria patted my arm with her hand. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she murmured. “That’s what I do here. I’m like a therapist. But instead of a couch, I have a whipping bench.” She smiled as she spoke, and I laughed hollowly. I suppose what she was saying was true, as far as it went. I wasn’t sure what to expect from this paid session of dominance and submission, but I hadn’t expected this. I hadn’t expected to be sitting naked and pouring my heart out to a woman I was paying by the hour. But in that sense, it was exactly like therapy. 
 
    "We had to stop seeing each other because of her work," I said, looking at the floor as I spoke. Just inside my field of vision, the toe of Mistress Victoria's boot shone. "She can't date a parent of one of the kids in her class." 
 
    "I see," Mistress Victoria said. "But kids graduate, don't they? It's spring. The school year is over in a couple of months." 
 
    “I know. I thought of that. But I’ve tried to message her. I begged her to see me again. She didn’t answer.” 
 
    “Can I give you some advice?” Victoria’s corset creaked again as she turned on the bench to face me. 
 
    “Please,” I nodded. 
 
    "I don't really know you,' she said. "And I certainly don't know Alicia. But sometimes, a woman just needs to know how serious you are. Look, guys fall in love with me a lot. Or at least they think they do. It's an occupational hazard. But what they're in love with is all this." A sweep of her arm indicated the dungeon we sat in and the dizzying array of toys on display. "It's not about me. They're just using me as a stand-in. Just like you are, for Alicia. That's okay. That's my job. But no woman wants a guy who only wants her to fulfill his fetishes. Even a dominatrix wants to be loved for who she is." 
 
    “That’s, uh - that’s pretty deep,” I said. Victoria smiled again. 
 
    “Yeah, well,” she shrugged. ‘One thing this job will teach you is about people. Now, if you want, we can pick up the scene where we left off. Or we can call it now.” 
 
    “I think I’ve had enough.” 
 
    Victoria nodded. She reached for the collar around my neck and unbuckled it. 
 
    “Okay, you can get dressed now,” she smiled. “I won’t charge you for the full hour. I hope everything works out between you and Alicia.” She stayed sitting on the bench while I put my clothes on. Once I was dressed, she stood and walked towards me, her arms spread. I hugged her, and she hugged me back. Suddenly, it didn’t seem quite so silly anymore. 
 
    “Thanks,” I murmured into her dyed red hair. “For everything. I mean it. Thank you, Mistress Victoria.” 
 
    “You got my name right,” she said. “Maybe you’re not such a naughty boy after all.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    9. The Offering 
 
      
 
    I took my time. 
 
    The year I had taught me how to do that. It was an exercise in patience, not a virtue I had been naturally blessed with. But I was learning. They say good things come to those who wait, and I found myself desperately hoping that they were right about that. Because I had waited and waited and waited some more. But now, it was finally time to take action. 
 
    I was nervous, even there in my own bathroom. And there was more to my nervousness than the alarming presence of a razor blade so close to the most vulnerable part of my anatomy. But I took my time. My movements were slow and careful as I shaved my pubic hair completely away. For her. Always for her.  
 
    And as I removed the hair from my genitals stroke by careful stroke, my cock rose and throbbed in front of me. Because I couldn't perform this act of service without remembering who I was doing it for. I couldn't think of Alicia, even after all the time that passed, without getting turned on. The memories of the things we had done together had become hardened and polished in my mind, constantly recalled as part of the fantasies that made my nights into the most blissful torture imaginable. The best part of a year had passed since I was last with Alicia. But I haven't forgotten a second of the things we did together. There hadn't been anyone else. Unless, that is, you included Mistress Victoria. But I didn't. That was therapy, not sex. And it was that strange and unexpected encounter that had hardened my resolve to try what I was about to attempt. I had no way of knowing if it would work. And the more timid parts of my heart told me that it wouldn't. That I had no chance, that I shouldn't even try. That all I was about to do was embarrass myself. 
 
    But those parts of my mind never stood a chance. Not when they had to compete with the monstrous lust that burned inside me every time I so much as thought about Alicia. There was no way around it. I had to try to get her back. And if I failed, I didn't know what I would do. But I knew that if I didn't try, I would spend the rest of my life cursing myself for my cowardice. 
 
    Finally, I was smooth and hairless. Just the way Alicia liked. My cock was raging, standing up tall from my body as I climbed into the shower to wash away the remnants of shaving foam and the few hairs that stuck to it. The warm water cascaded over my body, and I thought again of her. I thought of her face, of her eyes. Of her smile. Sex might've been what brought us together, the dark magic that kept my heart prisoner, locked in orbit around her. But there was more to it than that. More than mere attraction. I have been attracted to women before, though perhaps never as powerfully as this. But Alicia's body wasn't the first thing I thought of when I thought of her. It was her face, her smile, her laughter. 
 
    Then again, her body was never far away from my thoughts. And as I took my freshly shaved cock in my hand under the streaming water of the shower, it was Alicia's body my thoughts turned to next. The unbelievable curves of her body, provocatively displayed in her dominatrix outfit. The way her heavy breasts bounced as she rode on top of me, her trembling thighs gripping my flanks, her face a picture of sexual ecstasy as she moaned and gasped in overwhelming pleasure. 
 
    I moaned and gasped too. In the shower, I felt my stomach tighten. Dizzy and breathless, I leaned against the wall as my cock surged in my hand, spurting my cum in orgasm for it to disappear into the rushing water as it poured down the drain. As my climax came and went, I drew a deep breath, sighing with sudden fatigue. Since Alicia had walked out of my life, these kinds of solitary pleasures were all I had. But there was always something hollow in the brief release they gave me. It was almost perfunctory, a humiliating necessity that had very little relation to what I really wanted. An inevitable consequence of thinking about her, following as naturally as night follows day. But soon, I reflected, that would be over. Or so I hoped. 
 
    Drying off quickly, I walked naked to the bedroom. I had long ago gotten used to having the house to myself. Whenever Taye wasn’t around, there wasn’t much point in me getting dressed. So often, I didn’t. 
 
    And in the bedroom, something waited for me. Something that scared me as much as it excited me. Something that made me feel an echo of what Alicia had made me experience. It was time. Time to risk it all and attempt to get back what I now knew I desperately needed. 
 
      
 
    It was quiet at the school. Summer was coming on strong, and the kids had left. I had only the briefest window of time, a day or two when the teachers would still be working before they, too, went home for the summer. That, I knew, was my only chance. Alicia wouldn't answer my phone calls. And I knew that I should take that as a sign. I had been ready to do that until Mistress Victoria had given me hope. Now, I was ready to try one last thing. And if Alicia could look me in the eyes and say she didn't want to see me ever again, that would be that. But I wanted to hear. In my infatuation, I needed to hear her say no instead of just her cruel silence. 
 
    My heart beat faster when I saw her car in the parking lot. But it wasn't the only one. I parked way in the back of the lot, hoping the shade of a tree would hide me behind reflective glass. And I waited. It was close to the end of the day, but the sun burned as though it had no intention of going down. I cracked the windows to let in the early summer air, and every second felt like a lifetime as I waited and waited and waited. 
 
    And finally, Alicia appeared. I saw her even before I saw her, if that makes sense. As soon as I detected movement, an indistinct figure stepping out of the door of the school, I knew it was her. I don't know how. Just that my body seemed to respond, my heart lurching in recognition even before my eyes told me it was her. 
 
    She had changed a bit. The same dark hair, the same gorgeous eyes. She was wearing a tan skirt and a pair of comfortable sneakers — hardly a look to incite desire. But it didn't matter. She could wear a shapeless sack and still be impossibly attractive to me.  
 
    As I watched her through the windshield of my car, I felt my mouth turn instantly dry, my heart racing in my chest. This was it. It was now or never. I felt like everything was on the line as I reached for the handle of my car door. What if she said no? What if she told me to get lost? The possibilities were very real, and they terrified me. But I ignored the temptation to chicken out, to remain hidden in my car and let her leave my life one final time. I had to know. I had to push it. And I knew I couldn't afford to give myself any time to think, to talk myself out of what I was doing. As Alicia entered the parking lot, I threw open the door of my car and climbed out. 
 
      
 
    Alicia squinted against the light as I walked slowly toward her. When she saw it was me, her eyes became suddenly round and wide with surprise. For an awful moment, I worried I had scared her. There I was, showing up at her work like some kind of stalker. It was everything I didn't want to be. My fears screamed at me that this was all wrong, that I was making a fool of myself and scaring this woman that I had such strong feelings for. It was the last thing I wanted. 
 
    “Alicia,” I began. 
 
    “What you doing here?” Her question was direct, her voice firm. Just that, hearing her voice again after all the long months of absence when I had had to try to replicate its sound inside my head, was enough to make me breathless. 
 
    “I wanted to see you,” I said. 
 
    "So you came here?" Alicia's eyebrows climbed her forehead as she spoke. She was right, of course. She had broken off our relationship because she didn't want people to know that she was seeing the father of one of her students. And now I had come right to her place of work. 
 
    "You wouldn't answer my calls," I said. "Look, if you don't want to see me again, that's fine. Tell me to get lost, and you'll never hear from me again. But I want to hear you say it. That's all. Tell me it's over. Tell me you don't feel even a tiny part of what I feel for you, and I'll go." 
 
    My little speech over with, I waited. I hoped the agony I was feeling didn’t show in my face. I tried to remain calm, as though the answer was merely academic to me, as though everything didn’t depend entirely on what Alicia said next. 
 
    And for a while, she didn't say anything. Her lips parted, and my heart rose in my chest, but she closed them again without saying a word. Her dark hair swayed around her face as she slowly shook her head, her eyes dropping to the concrete of the parking lot as though she couldn't possibly find the words to express what she was feeling. But hope burned inside my chest like a glowing coal. She hadn't said no. She hadn't told me to leave her alone. That was all I needed to keep pressing on. 
 
    "We couldn't see each other while you were teaching Taye," I said. "I get that. I do. But you're not his teacher anymore. He's in fourth grade now. Now no one can accuse you of any favoritism." 
 
    "School just ended this week," Alicia said, her brow furrowing as her eyebrows drew together in a slight frown. "Have you been waiting this whole time?" 
 
    "For you? Yes," I said. "I'm sorry if that freaks you out. I know everyone likes to play cool these days. But I'm not cool. Not about you. Alicia, I thought of you every day since I last saw you. I can't get you out of my head. And if it's over, then it's over. I'll have to accept that. But if there's any way I can see you again, if there's any way we can carry on doing what we were doing, I have to try." 
 
    Alicia watched as I stepped forward, her bright eyes following the movement of my hand as I reached into my pocket. Retrieving what I was after, I opened my hand and held it out to her. She frowned again as she looked at the small silver key I offered her. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “A key.” 
 
    "I can see that. What's it to? It's not the key to your house, is it?" 
 
    "No. It's to something more important than that. At least to me." My heart was hammering in my chest as Alicia looked at me, a puzzled expression on her face. Better, I supposed, that she be confused than repulsed. But I could hardly believe myself what I was offering her. I could hardly bring myself to tell her what the key signified. 
 
    “You know, for a minute there, I was worried you were going to propose to me,” Alicia said. The ghost of a smile flashed across her face, and I grinned back at her. 
 
    “No,” I said. “I might be crazy, but I’m not that crazy.” 
 
    “What would be so crazy about marrying me?” I had missed that challenging note in her voice, the way her eyes flashed as she put me on the spot. 
 
    "Nothing," I answered. "But it's a little bit early for that, even for me." Alicia smiled, and I smiled too, grateful for a little humor to break the tension of the moment between us. I could almost see her relax just a little, her shoulders sinking and her body relaxing as she stopped seeing me as a potential threat. 
 
    "We still shouldn't be talking here," Alicia said. "Come on. Let's go somewhere we won't be seen and figure this out." Reaching into her purse, she pulled out her car keys and began to walk toward her vehicle. Slipping the key I held back into my pocket, I followed her. She climbed into the driver's seat, and I got into the car beside her. Without saying another word, Alicia put the car in reverse and backed out of her space, then drove out of the parking lot altogether. For a while, we drove in silence, away from the school, past rows of houses in suburban neighborhoods. My stomach was fluttering as though I'd swallowed a whole flock of butterflies. 
 
    "So, are you going to tell me what that key is for?" she finally asked. Her eyes stayed on the road ahead as she spoke, her hands resting gently on the wheel. I couldn't stop looking at her. After all the times I had spent dreaming of her, fantasizing about her, it seemed as though she were almost unreal. As though some beautiful creature from my imagination had come to life and was sitting in the car beside me. 
 
    “I’d rather show you,” I said. “Can we pull over somewhere? Somewhere quiet?”  
 
    “God, you’re bad at this,” Alicia giggled. “You realize that’s exactly what a serial killer would say?” 
 
    "No," I said, "I didn't think of that. Maybe because I'm not a serial killer. But now you've got me wondering about you. It was your idea to go somewhere private. Maybe you're the psychopath." 
 
    "Maybe," Alicia laughed. God, it felt good to hear that laugh again. It felt good to make her smile, better than I would've thought even in my wildest loneliness. Beyond the desperate desire for sex with her, what I most wanted was to make Alicia happy. And clearly, I could still do that, even with my clothes on. 
 
    Alicia turned a corner, followed by another. At the end of a quiet road, there was the entrance to a park. She drove her car over a bump and toward the parking lot. The place was deserted. There were only two other cars parked in the parking lot, and no one in sight. Alicia backed her car into a parking space beneath the tree, just as I had done at the school. Setting the brake, she shut off the engine and turned to me, her eyes glowing now as she smiled. 
 
    "Okay then," she said, shifting slightly in her seat. "Show me what's so important to you." 
 
    I didn't say anything. In fact, I felt momentarily incapable of speech. Instead, I reached into my pocket and pulled out the key again. I held it out to her, and this time, she tentatively took it in her hand. She didn't say anything either. The moment seemed strangely solemn as I left her holding the key and reached for the front of my pants. Alicia opened her mouth to say something, perhaps to stop me, but I was too fast for her. I unzipped my pants and pulled them open so that she could see the contraption that encased my cock. And as she stared down at it, I felt all over again the pain I had been feeling more than a day now as my manhood tried to harden inside the device. 
 
    "Oh my God!" Alicia gasped. "I can't believe you did that!" 
 
    "I remember what you said," I said, certainly awkward and embarrassed but doing my best to push through and say my peace. "I remember you said once that you owned my cock. And you do. Ever since we first got together, you have. I can't think about anyone else. I don't want anyone else. I want you. I wanted to prove that to you. I thought maybe this would show you how I felt." 
 
    "And you shaved for me too," Alicia grinned. She was still staring down into my lap, and as she turned in her seat, her hand strayed toward me. "How long have you been wearing this?" 
 
    “I put it on yesterday,” I said. 
 
    "You wore it all night?" 
 
    "Yeah," I said. 
 
    “I bet you’re really horny now, aren’t you?” she grinned. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    "But you didn't break last night? You didn't unlock yourself and jerk off while you thought about me and all the nasty things I used to do to you?" If I had had any doubt, it was eliminated now. Alicia was clearly enjoying this. The power I was ready to hand over to her was exciting her, just as I had hoped it would. In her own way, she was as addicted to these games as I was. Our inclinations might be different, but the way we felt about them was ultimately the same. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “I bet that was hard.” 
 
    “You have no idea,” I said, and Alicia laughed. 
 
    "Does it hurt?" I sighed as she reached out and ran her fingers along the device. The clear plastic that encased my cock showed every detail of my erection pressing painfully against the walls of its prison. Alicia giggled girlishly as my cock jumped slightly at her touch. Already, I was having second thoughts. I knew what I was planning would be difficult. But having her touch me and yet not being able to really feel it was already driving me crazy. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “When I get turned on.” 
 
    "That's what I thought," Alicia said. "And so a really cruel mistress could hurt you just by teasing you and not letting you out.' 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    For a moment, Alicia said nothing. One hand still rested on my caged cock, and the other held the key to my release. It flashed as she bounced it in her hand. 
 
    "You want me to hold your key?" Alicia raised her eyebrows as she spoke. She was right, of course. I was putting myself in an outrageously vulnerable position. But that was the whole point. That was what I wanted. To be controlled by her. To be owned by her. To have no choice in whatever she decided to make me do. I had done my research on these devices and what happened to the men who wore them.  
 
    At first, it had shocked me. But there was something there, something I couldn't ignore. Something that made me unable to forget about male chastity once I had seen it online. The idea of handing a woman that kind of power was insane. But it was utterly thrilling, in the exact same way it was thrilling to submit to Alicia. And over the long dark nights of my loneliness, the idea had bloomed until I couldn't shake it. It hardly seemed real as I put it into practice now. But again, I couldn't help noticing that Alicia had not said no. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “That’s a big commitment,” Alicia said. “I’ve heard about these things, but I’ve never been anybody’s keyholder before. If we do this, I’m not sure you realize how much power you will be giving me. You already know what I’m like. But I can be crueler than you ever imagined. And if you give me this loaded gun, I’m going to use it. Not always in ways that you like, either.” 
 
    "I don't care," I breathed. "I can't stop thinking about it. About you. I want this. I want you to own me, Alicia. You already do. I can't handle being without you. You can have my cock, you can have my body.  I don't care. I need this." 
 
    "Wow," Alicia grinned. "What a needy little bitch. We only had sex a couple of times, and look at you. Ready to give me everything." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said. And the smile that lit up Alicia's pretty face was intoxicating. 
 
    "God, I've missed hearing that," she said. Raising her hand from my trapped cock, she wrapped it around the back of my neck and pulled me closer to her. We kissed, and I felt as though lightning was running through my veins as her lips moved on top of mine, my breath growing shorter by the second as we made out in her car. As the kiss broke, I watched Alicia reach into her shirt and slip the key inside her bra. Smiling, her other hand still gripping the back of my neck, she forced my head down. And I shifted on the seat, letting her push my head down as she wiggled her hips from side to side, hiking up her skirt. 
 
    "Kiss it," she growled above me, her grip on my neck keeping my head down below the steering wheel. "Kiss the pussy you've been dreaming about all this time." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Nothing felt more natural than addressing her the way I had been taught, and obeying her the way she wanted. My head between her thighs, I pressed my lips against her mound through the light blue panties she wore, my cock aching inside the chastity device as I kissed her. Releasing her grip on my neck, Alicia reached up and pulled down her panties. And there was her pussy, shining in front of me, the familiar smell of her arousal filling my nostrils and driving me to new heights of desire. As her panties dropped to the floor of the car, I reflected that this encounter had gone just about as well as I could possibly hope. Alicia was as excited by my submission to her as I was. 
 
    "Lick,"  Alicia ordered. "You've got a lot of lost time to make up for. I want to make sure you haven't gotten rusty. Show me you remember how to please me, and I'll consider taking you on as my slave again." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia. Thank you, Miss Alicia." 
 
    "Oh my God," Miss Alicia groaned above me. The scene was getting to her, just as it was getting to me. Inside the clear plastic tube, my cock ached for release. But I tried to ignore it. I tried instead to focus on her pleasure, just as I had told myself I would. I ran my tongue over the pink lips of her pussy, and as the taste of her pleasure filled my mouth, I felt as though I had come home. 
 
    "That's it," Alicia growled above me. "Stay down there until you've made me cum. My God, this is so naughty. You're still such a naughty boy." Between her thighs, I grunted in recognition. And Alicia reached over my body to smack my ass with her hand. It didn't hurt, but it was a very visceral reminder of my status in her life. 
 
    And that was exactly what I wanted. I licked and kissed her delicious pussy and slurped down the juices of her arousal as though my life depended on it. The familiar taste took me right back to where we had left off. Back to that happy period when I had been hers, before she walked out of my life and left me longing for something I had never realized I needed. Now it was back. All the embarrassment, all the humiliation that came with submitting to her was back, more powerfully than ever. I felt lightheaded as I continued servicing her with my mouth, my cock aching desperately in the prison to which she now held the key. The thought of the power she now had over me was intoxicating, and it only fueled my desire for her, which in turn granted her even more power over me. It was the self-perpetuating loop of desire and control that would define my relationship with this woman from that point on. It was the same formula that had made her so attractive to me from the very first night we met. 
 
    Up above me, Alicia groaned. Her voice rose in pleasure as she abandoned herself, her breathing grew shorter and shorter, and she sprawled back against the driver's seat of her car, one hand on the back of my head as she kept me pressed down between her legs. As her arousal grew, she cared less and less about the possibility of anybody coming by. All she cared about was pleasure. Her own pleasure, not mine. 
 
    And as I licked her streaming pussy, sliding my tongue inside the wet folds, I listened to her howling in the maddening music of female orgasm. The sudden flood of her juices coated my face as she writhed in her seat, swept up in a pleasure that made the small space of the car ring with noise. Humiliated and frustrated beyond belief, I nevertheless had to admit that I was exactly where I wanted to be. 
 
    

  

 
   
    10. Reunited 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "So, what's going on with you?" 
 
    "Nothing much." 
 
    I stood in Sasha's kitchen in front of my ex. As usual, Taye had gone straight to the TV the moment I dropped him off. These moments were always a little sad for me. Spending time with my son was still the highlight of my life. But lately, it wasn't the only thing I had to look forward to. At least now, dropping Taye off with his mom meant that I had the house to myself. And instead of signifying a sad descent into watching TV and eating bad food, that now meant something far more exciting. 
 
    Sasha had her blonde highlighted hair pulled back in a ponytail. Her hazel eyes glowed like amber as she looked at me. She couldn't have been dressed more casually, in a baggy T-shirt and a pair of yoga pants. But somehow, she looked better to me than she had in a long while. It wasn't hard to remember why I had fallen for this woman, all those years ago. I still regretted the way things had ended between us. It was all my fault. And though I knew that except for that of Taye's parents, our relationship was over, I was remembering the good times again as I looked at Sasha. It wasn't like I wanted her back. Not anymore. Now that Alicia was back in my life, I didn't want anyone else. But Sasha was looking good. 
 
    And then the blooming pain between my legs remind me why. I was horny. Hornier than I had been in a long time. And the fact that under my clothes I was wearing a chastity device, my cock locked away so I couldn't access it while my ex-wife chatted to me, oblivious of what was going on, only made the situation even more erotic. I hoped she didn't notice the sudden bright rush of hot blood rose to my cheeks as I stood in front of her. 
 
    "No? You seem more cheerful lately." 
 
    "Do I?" 
 
    “Yeah,” Sasha said slowly. “There’s a bit of a spring in your step.” 
 
    "I can't think why," I said. "Nothing's changed." 
 
    Sasha took a sip of the coffee she had poured for herself, and I did the same with the cup she had offered me. Sasha had no idea. And even if I told her, I doubted she would understand. I barely understood myself. All I knew was that what I was experiencing was one of the greatest joys of my life. I could never tell Sasha, of course. Maybe one day I would be ready to tell her I was dating. But I could never tell her the true nature of the relationship between me and Alicia. The thought of anyone discovering that terrified me. 
 
    “Okay,” Sasha shrugged with a faint smile. “Keep your secrets.” 
 
      
 
    “Take your clothes off and get in the backseat.” 
 
    Alicia wasn't messing around. She didn't request. She demanded. My heart beat faster as I wondered what she had in mind. Still, it hardly mattered. We both knew I would do what she said. I always did. And now that she held the key to my chastity device tucked into her bra, she had more leverage over me than she could possibly need. 
 
    Alicia watched as I sat up and quickly pulled my clothes off in the confined space of her car. A quick glance around the parking lot showed me it was still empty of anyone who might see us. I left my clothes in a heap on the floor in front of the passenger seat and crawled into the back, squeezing between the two front seats. Alicia laughed as she watched me go, delivering a quick stinging slap to my exposed backside as I awkwardly clambered into the back. 
 
    Then, she followed. She pulled her skirt back down to cover herself, but her discarded panties stayed on the floor of the driver's seat. In the backseat with me, she climbed on top of me. Her hands were on my chest, pressing me down into the seat. Then, she gripped my throat. Lifting her skirt again, she positioned herself on top of me, straddling my hips. The sneer of command on her pretty face as she looked down on me was breathtaking. 
 
    “I guess this isn’t too bad,” Alicia grinned. “Being your keyholder could have its benefits.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia,"' I gasped. Her hand on my throat wasn't tight enough to cut off my air. But it was certainly tight enough to reinforce her control over me. 
 
    "How badly do you want to fuck me right now?" Alicia rocked her hips back and forth as she spoke, and I tried not to groan in frustration as I felt her wet pussy rubbing against the hard plastic my cock was locked in. 
 
    “So badly, Miss Alicia,” I  moaned. I still remembered how she had corrected my grammar all those months ago, and I knew I was never going to forget that particular usage thanks to her. Alicia smiled, and I wondered if she was remembering the same thing I was. Or maybe it was just the sheer joy of the situation we were in that made her smile. 
 
    “Too bad,” she grinned as she stared down at me. “I own this cock now, and I decide when it gets used. Right?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Then say it." Her hand tightened around my throat as she spoke. 
 
    “You own this cock, Miss Alicia,” I panted. “You decide when it gets used.” 
 
    “And that’s not going to be very often,” Alicia cackled. “I have toys. I have your mouth. I have plenty of ways to have an orgasm. Unfortunately for you, you just have the one. And now it belongs to me.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I was telling her what she wanted to hear. But it was no more than the truth. I had hoped for this, hoped that Alicia would respond to my insane act of submission with her own dominance. But now that I was seeing it firsthand, it kind of terrified me. Of course, since I had first met Alicia, I had learned that fear and desire are by no means mutually exclusive. Alicia scared me. But I wanted her more than had I ever wanted anything in my life. I was like a moth drawn to a candle, hungry for its own annihilation. My cock ached as it pressed remorselessly against the tight confines of the plastic chastity device, and I didn't care. The pain was more than the price I was willing to pay to be with her. It was part and parcel of the whole experience, part of the delight I took in being her slave. I had always resisted that word. But it was hard to deny its truth as I lay there in the back seat of her car, pinned down underneath her while she teased and mocked me. 
 
    "I'm going to make you earn every single orgasm you ever have again," Alicia said. Her words were ragged, her voice torn and tattered by moans and squeals of pleasure. Her pussy was sliding back-and-forth over my locked cock more vigorously now, and she was grinding herself against it, using my unfeeling manhood as a toy for her pleasure. "You're going to have to do everything I say, no matter how degrading. No matter how humiliating. I own you now. You're nothing more than a toy for me to play with." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    “This is what you wanted? To be my property? To be my pathetic fuck toy?” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." 
 
    “God, you’re pathetic. You’re lucky I like submissive boys like you.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia. Thank you, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Oh my God!" Alicia threw back her head and howled. The tight confines of her small car rang with the sound of her pleasure, and the air was thick with the smell of her arousal. If anyone had been in the car park, I had no doubt they would hear us, even through the windows of the car. But pinned underneath her body, I couldn't see outside. All I could do was hope there was no one around to witness this display of dominance and submission. And yet, I hardly cared. All I could think about was her. Her incredible beauty, her snarling dominance, her devious mind. It all drew me in until she filled my world completely, leaving no room for anything else. That was part of what I had missed in the long lonely months I had spent without her. Submitting to Alicia took me out of myself. It allowed me to abandon my old patterns of thought, the creeping absence that sometimes filled me in the lonely hours I spent in my house with no one else around. She took all of that away. By reducing me to nothing more than an object for her pleasure, she freed me. It was the paradox of submission that I had been completely unaware of until she came into my life. But now, it was the only thing I wanted. 
 
    Alicia's thighs trembled on either side of me. I felt her knees pressing into my sides as her body spasmed. I knew she was having another orgasm. And as her cries rang out in the car even louder than before, I felt the hot flood of her juices against my skin. Her dripping pussy coated my caged cock in the moisture of her arousal, and I growled between gritted teeth as I felt her erupt. It was hard to believe that this had been my idea. Hard to believe that this was what I wanted. Desire for Alicia filled me, crowding everything else out of my mind. But just as she said, my orgasms were now hers to award or withhold as she saw fit. 
 
    Slowly relaxing from her latest orgasm, Alicia opened her eyes and smiled at me. She sat back in the wet mess of her pleasure, my imprisoned cock still trapped underneath her. Her cheeks were glowing with pleasure, her eyes shining with delight as she grinned. She looked endlessly satisfied, and why shouldn't she? I had given her everything I had to give. If she had ever had any doubts about how much she meant to me, I had proved it in the most dramatic fashion possible. Now Alicia was visibly basking in her own beauty, her own undeniable sexiness. 
 
    "Fuck, this is hot," she said in a voice that dripped with pleasure. "You shouldn't count on this happening too often. But since it's been so long since we were together, I guess I can allow it." Slowly, Alicia unbuttoned her shirt. I almost whimpered at the sight of her boobs straining against the bra she wore underneath. Tossing the shirt aside, Alicia reached into one of the cups. I trembled as I watched her produce the key I had just given to her. Teasingly, she held it out and ran the thin piece of metal down over my chest, over my stomach, sinking inexorably lower.  
 
    I wasn't tied up. If I wanted to, I knew I could snatch the key off her and free myself from the device I had locked on the day before. But that would defeat the whole purpose.  
 
    I had spent so long dreaming of this moment, and strange as it was to admit to myself, this was exactly how I had hoped things would go. Alicia had warmed to the new power I gave her as though there were nothing more natural in the world. Her natural dominance delighted me, only making her more infinitely desirable to me as she slowly reached down between her thighs. Shifting back slightly, she took my cage caught in her free hand and slid the key into the lock that held the chastity device on my body. 
 
      
 
    "Beg for it, slave," Miss Alicia demanded. And I didn't even hesitate. 
 
    "Please, Miss Alicia!" I howled. "Please unlock me! Please fuck me! You own me, you own my cock. Please use me, please!" 
 
    "Oh my God, you're such a slut," Alicia giggled. Her dark hair swayed from side to side as she shook her head. But to my unending delight, she twisted the key between her fingers. The lock of the chastity device clicked, and my cock swelled urgently as she dismantled it. Alicia seemed to know exactly what she was doing. She drew the plastic tube off my shaft and chuckled to herself as she set it aside, watching my cock bloom in the air between us, rock hard and pulsing with wild energy as I stared up at her. 
 
    Alicia took my cock in her hand, and I groaned at the feel of her skin against mine. She squeezed slightly, and my eyes rolled in my head as pleasure washed over me. 
 
    "You're probably going to cum really quickly, aren't you?" 
 
    “Probably, Miss Alicia,” I admitted. “I’ll try not to.” 
 
    "Silly boy," Alicia grinned. "I guess that's the downside of having a slave in chastity. But that just means you're going to have to get even better at pleasing me in other ways." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I panted. Rising up above me, Alicia used her grip on my cock to guide it and steer it between her swollen and dripping lips. She laughed as I cried out in pleasure, my desperate cock sliding easily inside her body, lubricated by the orgasms she had already had. The feeling of being inside her was absolutely incredible. No memory or fantasy could possibly do justice to the joy that swelled inside me as she impaled herself on top of me and began to ride. The wet sound of our sex soon filled the car, and Alicia's vehicle rocked back and forth on its suspension as she bounced up and down on top of me. Her breasts bounced erotically in her bra, and her face shone with pleasure as she fucked me. 
 
    I tried my best. I closed my eyes so that I wouldn't see her. I tried to imagine I was somewhere else, somewhere impossibly dull, waiting for an oil change or in line at the post office. But the physical sensations were too much. I couldn't ignore them. And though I had only been in chastity for a day, it felt like forever since my last orgasm. It was, if I only counted the ones I had with her. I had been waiting for this since fall, and I had despaired of it ever actually happening. It was still hard to believe that this was real. 
 
    With a loud cry, I let go. My cock surged as I pumped my cum deep into Alicia's body, filling her streaming pussy with my seed while I moaned and groaned underneath her. Alicia sighed at the feeling of my hot juices inside her, slowing her motions above me as I emptied myself. 
 
    Breathless, I lay underneath her as my body slowly recovered. Alicia said nothing, simply smiling down at me from where she sat. Then, with another sigh, she lifted herself off me. The cramped confines of the back seat of her car made things difficult, but Alicia swung her leg off me and crouched on the edge of the seat where I lay. I watched her reach down into the footwell of the car and pick up my discarded chastity device. 
 
    "Time for this to go back on before you get too excited again," she said with a sadistic smile. For a moment, I thought of resisting her. I could have fought her, could've maintained my freedom. But this was my idea. Even though it scared me, I wanted this. And Alicia's smile shone down on me like a beautiful sun as she slipped my now soft cock into the hard plastic tube of the chastity device. The lock snapped shut, and just like that, I was a prisoner once again. I watched Alicia slip the key back into one of the cups of her bra, the shape of the metal showing through the padded fabric. 
 
    "This was a great idea," she said to me. "I should've done this to you myself. Imagine if all those months you were pining for me, you hadn't been able to touch yourself. God, that would've been torture, wouldn't it?" 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” I sat up in the backseat to make more room for her, and she sat on the seat beside me. I watched her pull her skirt back down and begin to put her shirt back on. I didn’t get dressed myself. My clothes were all in the front seat. Besides, she hadn’t told me to do it. 
 
    “That’s what I should’ve done,” Alicia giggled. “Naughty boys like you don’t deserve orgasm. Oh well. Now everything’s as it should be. I own your cock, and now you exist to serve me. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." My mistress liked a lot of this kind of talk. And as I sat naked beside her, now fully dressed, I felt already the first stirrings of my cock inside the device. But somehow, I got the feeling that Alicia's generosity wouldn't extend to another session like the one we had just had. When she said she intended to make me earn my orgasms from now on, I had no doubt that she meant it. 
 
    I watched as Alicia leaned forward and reached over the front seat. Her tan skirt strained over her ass, over her hips, right in front of me as she stretched. Getting what she wanted from the front seat, she flopped back onto the seat beside me. I watched as she twisted her pale blue panties between her hands. 
 
    "Turn around," Alicia said. "Put your hands behind your back." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I knew what was coming. And I wanted it. Turning in the seat, I did it she said. I placed my hands behind my back and felt Alicia slip the panties over one wrist, then the other. She twisted the elastic fabric so that it gripped my wrists tightly, then grunted as she forced another loop of the underwear over both my hands. Once again, I had the opportunity to wonder just how experienced in these tricks my mistress was as she turned her underwear into an effective restraint. With my hands tied behind my back, I turned to face her again. She was smiling that smile that never failed to light my heart on fire. 
 
    "I think we should go back to my place," Alicia said. "It's fun playing in public like this, risking being discovered. But even though I don't teach your son anymore, it's probably better that we keep this on the downlow for a while. Better behind closed doors." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Personally, I didn't care where we went. As long as we kept playing like this, I was willing to do it anywhere Alicia wanted to. But I also knew that Alicia had a stockpile of outfits and toys at her home that I was extremely eager to see again. The plastic tube of the chastity device was growing tighter by the second as my cock kept on swelling, as though I wasn’t still wet from the orgasm she had allowed me. 
 
    “Good. You don’t get to ride up here with me. Get in the trunk.” 
 
    “What?” Always a dangerous question to ask my mistress. But her idea shocked me. Of course I knew she was kinky and dominant and capable of cruelty. But I could never anticipate what she would do next. 
 
    “You heard me,” Alicia smiled. “You’re my property now. Property goes in the trunk. People sit up front.” As she spoke, she trailed one hand over my chastity device again. It was all I could do not to moan in frustration, unable to feel her soft hand through the cruel plastic of the device. 
 
    “It’s going to get me so hot, knowing your back there,” she said. She knew how to press my buttons. And even though I knew she was playing me, it hardly mattered. It was working. It would always work. 
 
    “But what if someone sees?” I protested weakly. Alicia’s dark hair swayed from side to side as she quickly looked around the empty parking lot. 
 
    "That's why you need to be quick about it," she said. "There's no one around right now. Come on. Be quick and get in there before anyone sees you." Reaching forward again, Alicia picked up her car keys. Opening her door, she stepped out of the vehicle. After only a moment's hesitation, I quickly followed her. After all, she was right, in a way. There was no one around. Better to get it over with. 
 
    Walking around the back of the car, Alicia lifted the trunk. With one final glance around the parking lot, I awkwardly climbed inside. My tied hands made it difficult, but I lifted one leg into the trunk and rolled inside. Alicia helped, pushing my shoulders and head down as I curled up inside. Once I was fully inside the trunk, she smiled down at me, a pretty schoolteacher in regular clothes with a naked and bound man in her car. 
 
    "Good," she said as she reached for the trunk. "I hope you're not claustrophobic. You just lie in there nice and quiet until I'm ready to use you again.' 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said. But the trunk was already closing. It slammed shut, and I was plunged into complete darkness. I listened to Alicia's footsteps walking away from me. The car bounced as she climbed inside. The engine started, and suddenly, we were in motion. 
 
    Alicia didn't live far from the school. But the journey felt like a long one as I lay uncomfortably in the cramped space of the trunk. I dreaded an accident, dreaded her being pulled over for some reason and my helpless plight discovered.  
 
    But finally, the car slowed and stopped. The engine died. I listened to Alicia get out of the car. Panic rose in sight merely had her walking away. Lying there in the darkness, abandoned, I wondered what to do. Surely my mistress couldn't have forgotten about me? Tied up as I was, how could I escape if she had? 
 
      
 
    But soon, I had her footsteps outside again. I blinked in the sudden light as the trunk opened. Alicia stood above me, holding a blanket in her hands. 
 
    "Get out," she ordered. "Quickly, before anyone sees." Awkwardly, I swung my legs out of the trunk. Alicia grabbed my arm and helped me stand, then wrapped the blanket around me. We were at her house, back in the suburban neighborhood I had been to only once. Arms around my shoulders, Alicia guided me up the driveway and through the front door of her house. Closing the door behind me, she snatched the blanket away again. There I was, found naked in her front hallway, completely at her mercy once again. 
 
    "Come on," Alicia said. Taking hold of my caged cock, she turned and began walking. I had no choice but to hurry along behind her as she led me through the house, my heart beating faster as I saw that we were headed for the bedroom. Inside, she pushed me down onto the bed, and I flopped helplessly on the mattress, my chastity device swaying from side to side. Slowly, Alicia undressed again, letting me watch as she shed her clothes one by one. Removing the key to my chastity from her bra, she set it down on a side table. Her bra dropped to the floor. Soon, she was naked. Climbing on top of me, she straddled me once again. I could feel the wet warmth of her pussy against my skin as she sat on my stomach. 
 
    "You really missed me, didn't you, slave boy?" she teased. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I croaked. 
 
    “Did you sleep with anyone else since we were last together?”  
 
    “No, Miss Alicia.” Alicia’s eyebrows raised at that. Her eyes moved over my face as a single finger traced the shape of my lips. 
 
    “No? It’s been almost a year. You must be really, really horny then,” she said.  
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    “I bet. I don’t think I could go that long without sex. But then, I don’t have to.” 
 
    “You — you saw other people, Miss Alicia?” 
 
    "Of course," Alicia shrugged. "You don't expect a woman like me to go without orgasms, do you?" 
 
    "I suppose not, Miss Alicia." 
 
    "Awww, are you jealous of those other guys who got to fuck me?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I answered truthfully. Alicia laughed loudly, a bright sound that rang back from the walls of her bedroom. 
 
    "Well, you should probably get used to that," Alicia smirked down at me. "You're just my slave. Just my toy to use whenever I feel like it. I don't expect my microwave to get jealous of my oven, and you don't get to be jealous of the guys who get to fuck me. After all, you're locked in chastity. I might need guys to take care of me sometimes." 
 
    "Are you serious, Miss Alicia?" My head was spinning at what she said. Even as I researched male chastity before making my offering to her, I had never considered that side of it. And the thought of her with anyone else tormented me. Even though I knew we had split up, that I had no right to make any claim on her. The strength of my feelings was such that I couldn't help it. 
 
    Without answering, Alicia crept forward on the bed. Slowly, she crawled up my body. As she straddled my head, her pussy hovered above my mouth. I breathed in the intoxicating scent of her arousal with every breath. 
 
    "Kiss it," Miss Alicia ordered. "Kiss the pussy other men fucked while you were all alone and pining for me." 
 
    What choice did I have? Raising my head from the pillow, I pressed my lips against Alicia's pussy and kissed it tenderly. Up above me, my cruel mistress laughed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    11. Teased By Alicia 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I woke up, it took me a moment to piece everything together again. Opening my eyes in a room that wasn't mine, it took me a second or two to reconstruct the events of the day before. But as I did, my heart surged with joy. It had worked. Somehow, the wildest plan I had ever concocted in my life had worked just the way I wanted it to. It was hard to believe, even as I lay there in Alicia's bed. But it was true. We were back together. And I owed it all to the plastic device locked around my cock. 
 
    Mornings were bad. That's what I was discovering. Every morning without fail, my cock would try to harden, and I would wake up to the discomfort of the device that didn't allow me to become erect. But early as it was, I saw that Alicia was already up. The bed beside me was empty, the sheets and blankets still retaining a trace of the shape of her body and the movements she had made during the night. Rolling over onto my side, I inhaled the smell of her hair from her pillow, and it only made the ache in my cock worse. It was a strange feeling, a mingling of delight and despair, to know that no matter how turned on I was, there was nothing I could do about it. It was no longer up to me. I had given Alicia incredible power. And if that was what had got us back together, it was worth it. But that didn't mean I wasn't nervous. 
 
    I heard Alicia's footsteps on the floor and raised my head toward the bedroom's open door. She appeared in front of me, wearing nothing but an oversized T-shirt that ended high on her thighs. Her dark hair was a mess, long strands sprouting haphazardly from her scalp, disordered by sleep. She wore no makeup, and yet she was incredibly beautiful. I was learning that there were several different facets to this woman, and I would struggle to say which was my favorite. Alicia looked incredible as the demanding dominatrix that haunted my dreams, of course. And that was the version of her that my thoughts returned to most often in the long loneliness of our separation. But now, standing in front of me and smiling mischievously at me from the bedroom door, she also looked incredible in a completely different way. She looked —and I hesitate to use the word — normal. Unusually beautiful, of course, but normal. And somehow, that made the kinkiness of the situation even more apparent. It was one thing to kneel and grovel before a dominatrix in the full flow of her power. It was another to know that a smiling young woman in a baggy T-shirt and no makeup had complete control of your body. 
 
    “Good morning,” Alicia smiled. 
 
    “Good morning, Miss Alicia,” I said. Her smile grew wider. She raised one hand toward her face, chewing coquettishly at her thumbnail. 
 
    “You don’t need to call me that right now,” she said. “We’re not in a scene.” 
 
    "We're not in a scene? You could've fooled me." To emphasize my point, I pulled back the blanket that covered me. Alicia laughed out loud as she saw my caged cock, the plastic tube that contained it twitching slightly as my manhood struggled to harden inside. 
 
    "Good point. I guess there's always that," Alicia said. As she spoke, she stepped out of the doorway and walked across the bedroom toward me. I felt her slight weight on the mattress beside me as she sat on the bed. She reached out her hand, and the tight pain in my cock only grew as she ran her fingers over the plastic tube. It occurred to me that I had no idea where the key was. 
 
    "I don't suppose there's any chance of a quick release right now?" I said, smiling to conceal the butterflies that floated in my stomach. Ridiculous that I felt nervous about asking her for sex. But I did. In fact, I only felt the courage to do it since she wasn't acting like my dominant mistress for once. 
 
    "No, I don't think so," Alicia grinned at me. "You're so sweet when you're locked up. I don't really see any need to unlock you right now." I sighed as she affectionately patted the chastity device, as though my manhood were a well-trained pet. 
 
    "Fuck," I sighed, while Alicia laughed again. "I never should have given you that key." 
 
    "Yeah, but you did," she smiled. "Because deep down, you love it. You love being bossed around by me. And I love doing it when I'm in the mood. But I'm not some 24/7 ballbusting bitch. So let's try to act normal for now. As normal as we can with your little cock all locked away, anyway." Her laughter rippled through me like icy water poured down my spine. How on earth could I act normal under these circumstances? I doubted Alicia would be able to act normal, knowing the power she had over me. And I knew I wouldn't. I couldn't forget the situation I was in, not for a second. The constant pressure on my straining cock was always there to remind me. Besides, who were we acting for? There was no one in the house but us. 
 
    "So what do you want to do today?" Alicia asked. Her hand moved over my body, away from my captive cock, and as she took my hand in hers, I felt a strange flutter in my chest. We never discussed what this relationship was. We never really had time. It didn't last long enough to put a label on it. And with the incredible sexual chemistry we shared, that was enough. But now, everything had changed. Now she had taken me back, and she was no longer my son's teacher. Now, it dawned on me, we could actually have a proper relationship. If that was what she wanted. And I remembered what the professional dominatrix had said to me in the bizarre session I had paid good money for in Alicia's absence. No woman, no matter how dominant, wants to be treated as a fetish. As a tool for a man's pleasure. Which was ironic, I reflected to myself. Because that was exactly the way I liked Alicia to treat me. 
 
    “You know what I want to do,” I growled, and Alicia laughed again. “But if that’s off the table…” 
 
    "It is. For now," Alicia said, patting my hand affectionately while her shining eyes smiled at me. 
 
    “Then I don’t know,” I said. 
 
    "Want to go for breakfast?" I blinked at the suggestion. 
 
    “I thought you didn’t want us to be seen in public together?” I asked. 
 
    "Well, I've been thinking about that," Alicia said. "And you're right. I'm not Taye's teacher anymore. Why shouldn't I get to have a life outside work? Everybody else meets people through work, but because I'm a teacher, I'm not allowed to do that? That's not fair. And honestly, at this point, anyone who has a problem with it can go fuck themselves." 
 
    “Wow. That’s quite a turnaround.” 
 
    "Well, it's different now. They can't fire me for dating the father of someone I used to teach. It was different when he was still in my class. But the union would never allow it. So let them complain. I don't care anymore." 
 
    I smiled back at Alicia as she smiled at me. I couldn't really say why, but the thought of having a more normal relationship with her, one I didn't have to hide, pleased me. It shouldn't have mattered if this was just about sex. I would've thought I would be happy to have a relationship we had to hide, all of our time together spent behind closed doors. But as I was very quickly realizing, this was about more than sex. Already. And as much as I might try to keep a lid on my feelings, I already knew it was hopeless. I felt the way I felt. And even if I wasn't ready to admit those feelings to Alicia, that didn't mean I didn't feel them. 
 
    “Okay,” I shrugged. 
 
    “I need to shower and get ready first,” Alicia said. 
 
    "Okay," I said again. For a moment, silence reigned in the quiet space of her bedroom. Alicia was looking at me expectantly. I had no idea what she wanted. And while my brain churned over the possibilities, trying to guess what she was getting at, my cock continued to surge and ache inside its plastic prison. 
 
    “Do you want to help me shower?” Alicia said at last. 
 
    “Oh. Oh! Yeah, sure. Let’s go.” 
 
    Alicia laughed as I swung my legs out of bed and stood up. She stood too, tugging at the hem of the T-shirt she wore. I wondered if she wore anything underneath it, and the knowledge that I was about to find out made another stab of pain swell between my legs. Taking my hand, Alicia turned and led me toward the bedroom door, out into the hallway, toward the bathroom. 
 
    "I thought this wasn't a scene?" I said as the two of us stood in front of her bathroom mirror. 
 
    "Well, I guess you're right," Alicia said. I watched transfixed as she reached for the bottom of her T-shirt and pulled it over her head. Underneath, she was completely naked. Tossing the T-shirt carelessly to the floor, she turned toward her shower, pulled back the curtain, and turned on the water. I listen to water drumming against the sides of the tub, barely audible above the wild hammering of my heart. "As long as I have your cock under lock and key, I guess everything is kind of a scene," Alicia said. And taking my offered hand, she stepped over the edge of her tub and into the shower. 
 
    Her skin shone under the streaming water. In seconds, her dark hair lay flat against her scalp, and she pushed it back from her face. I watched the water shine as it slid over her boobs, dripping from hard nipples, pouring in thin rivers over her toned stomach as it raced toward her crotch. The carefully manicured strip of her dark pubic hair shone with droplets of water as I stared at it. She looked incredible. She knew it as well as I did. And as I watched her bend her body to pick up a bottle of soap and hand it to me, I felt again the dull ache deep inside my guts as I longed for her. I was right. This was a scene, just as much as it was when she dressed up in a corset and made me lick her boots. It was just a different kind of scene. More domestic. More intimate, in a way. But the power imbalance between us had not gone away, not even for a moment. And Alicia was absolutely right, too. As long as I was locked up in this device and she held the key, it never would. 
 
    Soap bloomed on the sponge I held, and the synthetic scent of flowers filled the air as I created a lather in my hands. It had been a long, long time since I showered with a woman. It had never been like this. 
 
    And as I ran the sponge over Alicia's body, she sighed with pleasure. She was practically purring as I sponged her down. Under the cascading water, my hands were trembling. It felt as though there was a tight steel cable inside me that was being pulled tighter and tighter, testing the tensile strength. If it snapped, I had no idea what would happen. Realistically, there wasn't much I could do. I might be bigger and stronger than Alicia. But I couldn't get the chastity device off. I had tested it before I gave her the key. I had read reviews online. For a moment, a sense of panic flared up inside me. It was too much. I had given her too much power. I wanted to be owned, and now that I was, it was far harder than I had anticipated. But I pushed the panic away. This was what I had wanted. And maybe it looked different to the way I imagined it would. But that was the whole point. If I wanted everything to be predictable, I could have stayed alone with my fantasies where I controlled everything. The whole point was to lose control. To let her take the reins. I could hardly complain when she did exactly that. Especially when I had known exactly who she was before I handed her the key. 
 
    And so I tried to focus on what I was doing. But the shining curves of her body called to me. And I could feel Alicia watching me, her eyes shining brightly as she enjoyed the twin sensations of the warm water and my hands caressing her. She knew how badly I wanted her. She could see it in every twisted line of my face, in every tremor of my naked body, and it seemed to please her almost as much as sex did. Soon, she was practically cooing, almost moaning with pleasure as I massaged her body. 
 
    "I thought you'd want to pay some extra attention there," Alicia smiled at me. She was right. Soap bubbles slid invitingly over have boobs, her swollen nipples poking through the water that washed them away. And I couldn't stop touching her, feeling the welcome weight of her perfect breasts, a tempting combination of firmness and softness in my hands as I caressed them. My cock raged inside its tiny prison, and there was no doubt that if it had been free, I would've been fully erect. But instead, my manhood was contained in a plastic tube that wouldn't let it harden, rendered useless and unwanted while I admired every inch of my mistress's perfect body. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful,” I said under my breath. 
 
    "Thank you," Alicia giggled. "But it's going to take more than flattery to get you unlocked. Keep cleaning. I know somewhere else you're going to want to pay some extra attention." Alicia took hold of my wrist, and I let her guide the hand that held the sponge further down her body. She steered it between her legs, smiling at me all the while, and I ran the sponge over the lips of her pussy, watching her eyelids flutter as she closed her eyes and leaned back against the shining wall of the shower. I rubbed again, a little harder this time, and was rewarded with a deep moan that seemed to come from the back of Alicia's throat. She raised her hands above her head, and I drank in the sight of her body glistening under the water as though hoping to memorize her. As though I hadn't already.  
 
    Warily, I moved the sponge to my other hand. Alicia's moans grew louder as I touched her with my fingers now, caressing her wet lips and gently running my hand over her pussy. Without opening her eyes, she reached down and gripped my arm, I took it as a sign to go on. My fingers slid easily inside her, and Alicia moaned louder than ever as I curled the digits up toward her G spot. She shuddered and moaned as I fingered her, savoring her selfish pleasure while I watched.  
 
    Getting her turned on, I knew, was the best hope I had of being released. But it was more than that, too. There was the simple desire to see her in the throes of pleasure, because it was the most beautiful thing I knew. I wanted to make Alicia cum; I always did. I might hope that it would make my own release more likely, but whether it did or not, this was what I wanted to do. Our relationship was without doubt transactional. But it wasn't just that. 
 
      
 
    Alicia's pussy tightened around my hand. Her brow furrowed, and she looked almost angry as her open mouth emitted a series of loud moans. She was about to cum. That was obvious. I kept on doing what I was doing, maintaining the rhythm that was pushing her over the brink of ecstasy while she moaned and yelled. Alicia cried out, her body suddenly stiffening, the wet tunnel of her pussy tightening around my fingers as though to push them out. Or draw them deeper inside. My cock ached for hopeless release as I felt her cum around my hand, sobbing and gasping in ecstasy while her climax came and went. 
 
    Slowly, I withdrew my hand. Alicia opened her eyes to look at me, a giddy smile crept across her face, and I couldn't help but smile back. 
 
    "Good job," Alicia grinned. "I should have you help me shower every day from now on. Nice morning orgasms for me, and nothing for you. Can you shower with that thing on?" I didn't need to ask her what she was talking about as her eyes flickered briefly down toward my cock. 
 
    “It’s supposed to be waterproof,” I said. 
 
    "Good," Alicia smiled. "Otherwise, I would've had to watch you to make sure you didn't jerk off in my shower." Stepping out from under the stream of water, Alicia raised one long leg over the side of the tub and reached for a towel that hung from a rack. She dried herself off while I watched, rubbing the towel over the beautiful body I desperately longed for. 
 
    "Clean yourself up," she ordered as she wrapped the towel around her body. "You'll have to wear yesterday's clothes. I'll finish getting ready while you shower." 
 
    Yes, Miss Alicia, I almost said. But as Alicia had said, we weren't in that kind of scene. What the difference was, I struggled to understand. She could still order me around, and I didn't argue. It was just a less formal arrangement of our kinky power dynamic. 
 
    I climbed into the shower and began to clean myself, with far less enthusiasm than I had cleaned her. On the other side of the curtain, Alicia was still in the bathroom. I heard her wiping the steam off the mirror, and a drawer opened as she began to make herself up. While I washed myself, I listened to the mysterious sounds of her preparations. Before I finished showering, Alicia left the bathroom and headed for the bedroom. Finishing my task, I stepped out of the shower and reached for a towel to dry myself off. With that done, I followed her back to the bedroom. 
 
    “What you think of this outfit?” Alicia asked, turning to face me as I stepped through the door. 
 
    "Holy shit," I said. 
 
    I had never seen Alicia dress like that before. Then again, I had only really seen her either dressed for work as a schoolteacher or dressed as a conquering dominatrix. Now, I was seeing yet another side of this beautiful woman. She stood in front of me in a pleated skirt with a pattern of black and yellow plaid. It barely came down to her mid-thigh, the flared garment showing off what looked like miles of her toned legs. Above it, she wore a tight white shirt buttoned up the front, the low neckline exposing a deep cleavage that bounced and jiggled with every movement she made. I could only imagine what kind of bra she was wearing underneath to give her boobs that kind of bounce, but it was working. My eyes were drawn helplessly to her chest as she stepped toward me, smiling happily. 
 
    "You look amazing," I said. Standing in front of me, she draped her arms over my shoulders, her breasts rising even higher in the front of her shirt. I wrapped my arms around her tiny waist, pulling her against me, inwardly cursing again the chastity device that kept my cock locked away and unable to touch her. 
 
    “Thank you,” Alicia giggled, and she kissed me. “You don’t think it’s too slutty?”  
 
    "It's — provocative," I admitted. "It's sexy. It's certainly going to get attention if you go out like that." 
 
    “Well, it’s got your attention, hasn’t it?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    "Then it's done its job." Alicia smiled as I pressed my head against her, kissing her neck, feeling the heat of her skin against my lips. I moved my head down, smelling the soap and perfume rising from her skin, my mouth moving inexorably toward her chest. She allowed it. She sighed happily, her arm still wrapped around my shoulders as I began to kiss her boobs, burying my face in her soft warm cleavage while my cock ached with frustrated desire. I couldn't help it. I knew that what I was doing was only making my predicament worse, but I was powerless to resist. 
 
    "The real question is, should I wear panties when we go out? With a skirt this short, it's risky. But it would be exciting, wouldn't it?" 
 
    "Oh my God," I breathed. Chuckling, Alicia placed one hand on the top of my head. She pushed downwards, and I knew exactly what she wanted. Without a word, I dropped to my knees in front of her. My hands trembled as I lifted her tiny skirt out of the way. Alicia stood above me with her feet apart, her hands on her hips, her breasts swelling out from her chest in the magical push-up bra she was wearing as she grinned down at me. She wasn't joking. As tiny as her skirt was, she wore nothing underneath it. 
 
    "What do you think?" she asked as I gazed in adoration between her legs. "Should I wear panties out there, or not?" 
 
    “No,” I mumbled, my tongue feeling suddenly clumsy, my brain barely able to form coherent words. 
 
    "You like that? You like the idea of me flashing other guys out there like a slut? Does that turn you on?" 
 
    “Yes,” I admitted. Alicia chuckled. 
 
    'It's going to drive you crazy, isn't it?" she teased. "Going out for breakfast and knowing that there's nothing between you and this pussy except my tiny little skirt. Your little cock's going to really be aching inside that cage, isn't it?" 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I said, before I could stop myself. Alicia simply laughed. 
 
    “Careful,” she warned. “ If you keep calling me that, I might make you address me that way outside. Wouldn’t that be embarrassing for you?” 
 
    "Yes," I croaked. Her words seemed to echo inside my skull, mingling with the silent roar of lust that I felt as I kneeled in front of her, still holding up her skirt in my trembling hands. 
 
    “Well, if you want me to go out without any panties on, you need to convince me,” Alicia went on, smug satisfaction dripping from every word as she spoke. “You’ll need to make it worth my while. You’ll need to take me shopping after breakfast and be a very good boy. I feel like I could use some new outfits to tease you with. And you’re going to pay for them. Deal?” 
 
    "Deal," I panted. So close to her pussy, my head was spinning. It was as though all her dominant power emanated out from that beautiful slit between her legs, and I was intoxicated just by being so close to it. 
 
    “You need to buy me a necklace too,” Alicia went on. “To keep your key on. I want to wear it.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Good boy. I tell you what. If you'll do all that and make me cum with your mouth right now, I'll go without any panties on. Sounds good?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia. Thank you, Miss Alicia." Alicia laughed out loud as I darted forward. Without a moment's hesitation, I ran my tongue over the swollen lips of her pussy, tasting a mixture of soap and the increasingly familiar taste of her sex. Her laughter turned to moans of pleasure as she rested one hand on the top of my head, thrusting her hips toward me, letting me worship at the temple of her womanhood. Wrapping my arms around her, I squeezed her firm buttocks under my hands as I licked and kissed, losing myself in servitude and trying to ignore the desperate ache of my cock trapped in the chastity tube. 
 
    "You're right, slave," Alicia sneered above me. "I guess now that I own your cock, everything we do together is a scene. But that's okay. It's a lot of work for me, but you'll make sure to make it worth my while, won't you? That's it. Don't stop. Keep licking your mistress's pussy until I cum all over your pathetic face."  
 
    Her words were torn by gasps of pleasure as she trembled above me. And I did exactly as I was told. There was no command Alicia could possibly give me that I was more happy to obey. 
 
    

  

 
   
    12. Alicia Goes Shopping 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "I feel like everybody in here is looking at us." 
 
    "They're looking at you." Alicia smiled at my answer. She knew it was true. She sat at the table with her legs crossed, her tiny skirt sliding even higher on her thighs. Between her toned legs and her breasts that swelled in a push-up bra, straining against the thin fabric of the white shirt she wore, it was a wonder anyone could keep their eyes to themselves. There wasn't a man in the restaurant, I felt sure, that didn't want her. And not a woman that didn't envy the way she looked, her perfect body, her complete confidence. It was dramatic turnaround from a woman who hadn't wanted to be seen in public with me to now being the center of attention. But Alicia was positively glowing as she sat across the table from me, our breakfast finished. She was in her element.  
 
    I had never suspected this exhibitionist streak in her. Then again, I shouldn't have been surprised. Alicia was by far the kinkiest woman I had ever met. Sex for her was something that happened primarily in the mind, and there was seemingly no end to the things she would try. It was all I could do just to keep up. I was completely overwhelmed, not only by her beauty but by her imagination. I had the distinct feeling that for as long as I was with her, she would be forever testing me. And I hoped to be with her for a good long time. Now that she was back in my life, I couldn't contemplate being without her. No matter what the cost. 
 
      
 
    "If only they knew," Alicia said in a low voice. She leaned forward, and her breasts swelled even more in her shirt, drawing my eye irresistibly toward them. "If only they knew that I'm naked under this skirt, and your cock is all locked away. If only they knew that you don't even get to fuck me. All you get to do is buy me things and make me cum and keep me happy in the hope that one day, I'll release you." 
 
    Alicia smiled as she finished her little speech. It was all I could do not to gasp out loud. Every word she was saying was true, and they would have thrilled me even if she had said them in the bedroom. But to hear it here, out in the world, in a busy restaurant surrounded by the clatter of plates and the chatter of other people's conversations, made it all so much more intoxicating. I've always been a private person. But as I sat trembling across the table from her, I had to admit that this had been a stroke of genius on her part. It was humiliating enough serving her in private. But out here, that sense of humiliation expanded. That, and the fear of not knowing what she might do next. What she might make me do. 
 
    A waitress appeared by the side of our table. She was young, and probably pretty. I hadn’t even noticed. Around Alicia, I had eyes for no one else. I barely even noticed any other women. All my attention was bent on her, clinging to her as though it never wanted to let go. 
 
    "Can I get you guys anything else?" the waitress asked. 
 
    “No,” Alicia said, turning to smiled warmly up at the other woman. “You can just bring him the bill, thanks.” 
 
    As the waitress walked away to total up our order, Alicia smiled at me. She sat back in her chair now, her breasts bouncing again as she carefully tugged at the tight shirt that clung to her body. I wondered how she felt in her provocative outfit. How it felt to know everyone was looking at you, either in desire or in envy. Judging by the glow in her eyes, the faint pink flush on her cheeks, I had to guess it felt pretty good. I had to imagine it was exciting her. And that thought only added to the tight pain between my legs as my cock tried stubbornly to harden inside the plastic device that would never allow it. 
 
    The waitress appeared with the bill and handed it to me. I felt Alicia smile at me as I handed over my credit card and paid. That was the deal we had made. And money was nothing compared to the real price I was paying to be with her. The burning frustration inside me eclipsed any amount of hesitation I might have felt about paying for everything. It was only money. Like everything else between us, the money was a symbol of something else. A symbol of the power imbalance between us. Just being in her presence, I was expected to believe, was a reward. I had to earn my place at her side. She simply had to exist. 
 
     "Any big plans for the day?" The waitress asked her she handed me a receiptt  
 
    "Yeah," Alicia smiled, her blue eyes flickering toward me for a moment as she spoke to the waitress. " He's taking me to the jewelry store next." 
 
    “Oooo, good for you,” the waitress smiled. 
 
    "It's really the least he could do," Alicia replied, and the waitress laughed. As she walked away from the table, Alicia turned to me. 
 
    "Come on, let's go," she said. Pushing back her chair, she stood. The flared plaid skirt seemed to float around her thighs, almost exposing her as she moved, making my cock throb painfully inside the chastity device. "Keep that credit card handy," she grinned as she reached for her purse. I stood and followed her out of the restaurant, watching the maddening sway of her hips under that tiny skirt that barely covered her ass, that barely concealed her slutty secret underneath it as she walked. 
 
    Outside, she climbed into the passenger seat of her own car, and I made my way to the driver's side. As I turned on the engine, Alicia turned toward me. She rubbed both her arms around my right arm, squeezing it as she pressed herself against me. Whenever she sat down, the tiny skirt rose up so high it almost exposed her. In the car, she didn't cross her legs. 
 
    "This is so much fun already," Alicia giggled. "I never realized what it would be like having a man in chastity. You're right. It makes everything part of sex. Even having breakfast. It was such a good idea locking up your cock and giving me the key." 
 
    “For you, maybe,” I said, softening my words with a smile. Alicia laughed out loud. 
 
    “Oh please,” she said, rolling her eyes theatrically. “Like you’re hating this. Watching me dressed up like a slut, knowing I’m not wearing any panties under this tiny skirt. Yeah, this must be terrible for you.” 
 
    "Kind of," I said. "I mean, you do look sexy as hell. But it's frustrating me like crazy." 
 
    "Of course it is," Alicia smiled. That's the whole point. Show me. Take it out. I want to see my cock all locked up." 
 
    With a sigh, I reached for the front of my pants. Alicia watched, her wild smile spreading over her pretty face as I unfastened my pants and produced my plastic-encased cock. 
 
    "Leave it out," she ordered. "Drive to the jewelry store like that. I like looking at it. Here, give me your hand." Sitting back in her seat, Alicia took my right hand and guided it between her legs. Under her skirt, I felt the wet warmth of her pussy against my fingers. My cock twitched in my lap as it pressed hard against the clear plastic that encased it. 
 
    "Now drive," Alicia said. "Be careful. You don't want to get pulled over looking like that. Imagine having to explain this whole situation to a cop. Then again, in this outfit, I could probably get us out of a ticket." 
 
    "No doubt," I said, and Alicia left again. Her car was an automatic, and I kept my right hand between her legs as I put it in gear with my left and drove out to the restaurant parking lot. Alicia's hand was around my wrist, her thighs squeezing my hand as I cupped her pussy. Her hips moved faintly in the seat as she rubbed herself against me. Not fast. Not frantic, the way I would have been. Just slowly and teasingly. It wasn't just me she was teasing. Alicia was teasing herself, to. And as we drove slowly through the streets, the sexual tension between us was off the charts. The air in her car seemed to crackle with it, our mutual lust rolling over us like a great wave. I marveled at her self-control. For myself, I had no choice. But if I had been her, I would have gotten myself off right there and then. 
 
    "Here we are," Alicia said in a voice that showed only the faintest trace of breathlessness. "Park over there." I pulled into the spot she indicated, and Alicia sighed as she slowly pushed my hand away from between her legs. Her eyes shone as she looked at me. 
 
    "Taste it," she ordered. "I want you to buy me jewelry with my pussy on your breath." 
 
    “Okay,” I grinned. Without hesitation, I raised my hand to my mouth. A faint trace of her juices shone on my palm, and as I licked it, I could smell her arousal. Inside the chastity device, my cock ached again. 
 
    "Good boy," Alicia said. She leaned over toward me, her breasts  threatening to spill out over the low cut neck of her tight white shirt as she reached for my cock. Giggling to herself, she stuffed it back into my pants and zipped me up. "Let's go," she said. 
 
    The car doors opened, and we both climbed out. I followed her across the parking lot, watching her skirt sway with every step she took. Smiling, she reached back and took my hand in hers. Her high heels echoed on the parking lot. She looked incredible. In her tiny plaid skirt, the sexy schoolteacher looked more like a sexy schoolgirl. But the curves of her body were undeniably those of a woman in the full bloom of her beauty. Alicia was unbelievable. And even as my cock ached inside the chastity device that contained it, I found myself wondering how I had ended up with a woman like her. 
 
    The door of the jewelry store beeped as we stepped inside. Glass cases lined the room in a U-shape facing the door. A middle-aged man smiled at Alicia as she stepped inside, and I couldn't help but notice the quick little dance his eyes did over her body and her provocative outfit as she walked toward him. Jealousy flared inside my heart, even though I knew I wouldn't have done any better in his position. Alicia was a goddess. Any man with a pulse couldn't fail to notice that. 
 
    "How can I help you guys today?" the man asked. 
 
    "I'm looking for a necklace," Alicia said confidently. "Silver. Nice, but not too fancy." As she spoke, she leaned on the glass case in front of the man, despite the signs everywhere telling her not to. He didn't say anything. She arched her back, thrusting her chest toward him, sticking her ass out toward me in a way that made her skirt rise even higher on her body. She was teasing us both. Alicia seemed positively drunk with her own sexual power, and she welcomed every bit of attention she could get. 
 
    "Sure," the man said. "Our chains are over here." He stepped toward a glass case, and Alicia followed. Chains glittered between the man's fingers as he unlocked the case and removed them, holding them out in front of her. Their bright shine was reflected in Alicia's eyes as she looked them over. 
 
    "Let me try that one," she said. A silver chain shone between the man's hands as he held it out toward her. Alicia took it and gave it to me, then lifted her hair out of the way. Stepping up behind her, I placed the chain around her neck and closed the tiny clasp with some difficulty. 
 
    “What do you think?” Alicia asked she turned to me. 
 
    "It's nice," I said. As though I hadn't spoken at all, she turned back to the salesman. 
 
    "I think I need something longer," she said. Raising her hand to her chest, she pulled at the chain with one finger. "I want it to hang a bit lower. Right next to my boobs." The salesman laughed nervously, and once again, his eyes dropped towards Alicia's chest before rising back to her face. 
 
    "They'll hang lower if they have some weight on them," he said. "Are you in the market for a charm or a locket?"  
 
    "No," Alicia smiled. "I already have one of those." Reaching behind her neck, she unfastened the chain she wore and gave it back to the salesman. He handed her another. Once again, Alicia gave it to me, and I put it on her. 
 
      
 
    "That's better," Alicia said, admiring herself in the small mirror the salesman offered her. "That looks like a good length." 
 
    “It looks great on you,” the salesman said, with a nervous glance in my direction. 
 
    "Thank you," Alicia smiled. "Pay the man, Pete." Without a word, I did as I was told. The necklace wasn't particularly expensive, at least. The salesman gave me a box, but Alicia elected to wear the necklace out of the store. Again, I followed her to the car. 
 
    While I started the engine, Alicia reached into the back seat. She had brought a tiny purse on our trip, though I wasn't sure why. She clearly had no intention of paying for anything. My heart beat faster as I watched her dig around inside the purse and produce a key. The key. The key I had handed her the day before, along with the last remnants of my pride and my dignity and my self-respect. Alicia grinned wickedly as she held it up in front of me. 
 
    "Now we're going to the mall," she said. "I'm going to hold onto this. I can't trust you with it. If I let you hold it, I'd probably find you unlocked in the bathrooms, jerking yourself senseless." 
 
    "Probably," I admitted. My honesty got a laugh from Alicia. 
 
    “Well, take it out and start driving,” she said briskly. “You know the rules.” 
 
    I did. Producing my constrained cock, I started the engine and began driving. This time, to my regret, Alicia didn’t put my hand between her legs. She just sat beside me, smiling to herself, delighted with how things were going. 
 
    Once we reach the mall, Alicia climbed out of the car. Putting my cock away, I hurried after her. She led me toward the doors, one hand in mine, the other closed around the key. She seemed to know exactly where to go. As we entered the cavernous building, Alicia made her way to a small key-cutting stall. Instructing me to wait, she handed the key over to the man in the stall and gave him some quick instructions. He nodded, and she turned back to me. 
 
    “Are you copying it?” I asked. 
 
    "Wouldn't you like to know?" Alicia smiled at me, all but bouncing on her toes with the excitement she was feeling. "But don't worry about what I'm doing. Let's do some shopping." With that, she turned again, and I had no choice but to follow her into the brightly-lit depths of the mall.  
 
    Heads turned wherever she went. She walked ahead of me with her swaying stride, her flared skirt twirling around her thighs, her breasts bouncing in her shirt, her body totally on display to tantalize every man who looked in her direction. And especially to tantalize me. She knew she could get anything she wanted from me looking the way she did. And even while the shame of my predicament burned my cheeks, I hurried along behind her, letting her lead me from one clothing store to another. 
 
      
 
    Tirelessly, Alicia picked out one outfit after another. Occasionally, she asked my opinion. Every now and then, I caught the devious smile she gave me when I expressed my feelings about the clothes she chose. Predictably, I like the more provocative outfits. Before long, my credit card was getting a workout. As she led me from store to store, the number of bags I carried for her grew. Alicia herself, of course, didn't carry anything. It was my place to hurry along behind her with her new purchases. And yet I wasn't sure anyone even noticed. Being with Alicia dressed as she was, I was learning, was almost like having a cloak of invisibility. Virtually nobody noticed I even existed when they had her to look at. 
 
    Following along behind her, I realize we were back at the entrance to the mall and the key-cutting stall. Alicia retrieved the key and told me to pay the couple of dollars that the bill came to. Setting down the bags I carried for a moment, I paid. As we stepped away from the stall, Alicia turned her back on me and lifted her hair out of the way again. 
 
    "Take my necklace off," she said. I did as I was told, the feel of her soft skin against my fingers inspiring a new wave of hopeless desire inside me. Alicia took the necklace from my hands, and I watched her thread the key onto the chain. She held it up in front of me, pointing at the key. 
 
    “Look,” she chuckled. “I had him engrave your name on it.” She was right. There on the head of the otherwise uninteresting key, my name had been carved. As usual, I had no idea what Alicia was up to. As usual, she didn’t leave me in doubt for long. 
 
    "Trust me, it's for the best," she said. I watched her wrap the chain around her neck and fasten it herself this time, her breasts rising high in her shirt as she raised her arms. "You don't want me forgetting which key is yours. I mean, I'm having so much fun with you today. I'm starting to think maybe I could take on a few more chastity boys like you." 
 
    I gasped. But Alicia was already turning away from me. The key to my cock hung from the chain around her neck, flashing in the light as it dangled at the top of her mouthwatering cleavage. It wasn't like I was ever going to forget the power she had. But now, it was brazenly on display. And her words echoed in my mind, causing a new wave of shame and fear to sweep over me. 
 
    "What?" I asked as I hurried after her, pausing only to grab the bags I had put on the floor. "Alicia, are you serious?" 
 
     Alicia stopped. Surrounded by the surging crowd of shoppers, she turned to me. Her breasts jiggled as she sighed. 
 
    "Maybe," she shrugged. "I'm not sure. I never had a man in chastity before. But I love it. And you know what will be even hotter than keeping your cock all locked away?" Lowering her voice, she leaned toward me. I felt her hand grip my shoulder, her lips brush against my ear. Her breath was hot against my skin, and her words sent a shudder through me as she spoke. "Keeping lots of cocks locked away," she purred, pouring her words like honey into my ear. "But don't worry. You'll always be the first. The man who showed me how much fun it could be to own his penis. Really, you only have yourself to blame. Now, apologize for questioning your mistress." 
 
    Releasing her grip on my shoulder, Alicia stepped back. She crossed her arms, her boobs swelling even more invitingly above them as she waited. 
 
    “I’m sorry… Miss Alicia,” I said. A smile of triumph sent desire roaring through me again as I addressed her by her title right there in the crowded shopping mall. 
 
    "Good," Alicia said. "You'll make that up to me later. Now, come on. I want some new shoes." Alicia turned and began leading me through the mall again. Inwardly, I sighed in a faint sense of relief. For a moment, I had thought she might demand more of me. For moment, I had half-dreaded that she might make a public spectacle. And if she had? I knew I would've done it. If she had ordered me to kneel and beg her forgiveness right there in a crowded shopping mall, I wouldn't have been able to resist. Not with that key hanging around her neck, the symbol of her complete power over me. 
 
    Alicia made a beeline for a shoe store across the mall. As soon as we stepped through the door, I could tell it wasn't an ordinary store. Upfront, the shoes are all relatively normal. But as she led me deep into the store, I saw more and more outrageous women's footwear. The heels became higher, the designs more elaborate. I saw quickly that this was a store that served a very specific clientele. 
 
    "Can I help you?" The store's sole employee asked. She was a woman with her blonde hair tied back behind her head in a ponytail and a nose ring shining on her face. Colorful tattoos crawled all over one of her arms. At least it wasn't another man for my mistress to flirt with. 
 
    "I like these," Alicia said, pointing to pair of tall boots on a shelf. "Do you have them in a size eight?"  
 
    "Probably," the saleswoman said. "Let me go see." She disappeared behind the curtain that separated the back room from the rest of the store. Alicia beamed at me as we waited. 
 
      
 
    "I need some new boots," Alicia said. "And you'll have to look after them the way you do with my others. If you're a really good boy, I might even let you polish them with some of your special polish." Alicia laughed as my cheeks burned with shame. I knew exactly what she was talking about. I was never going to forget the way she'd make me jerk off on her boots all those months ago. 
 
    The store worker reappeared with a box under her arm. She directed Alicia to a bench, and my mistress sat down, her legs together as her skirt rode higher on her thighs. The saleswoman opened the box, but Alicia grinned at me with that smile that I knew meant she had a new idea. 
 
    "He can help me with them," she said. The saleswoman smiled knowingly as she handed me the box. Judging by the items she sold, I had a feeling she was no stranger to alternative lifestyles. That didn't help my sense of shame much as I lifted the boots out of the box and knelt at Alicia's feet. Carefully, I slid her high heels off her feet. The saleswoman stood close by, watching the whole scene. My cock ached inside the chastity device as I reflected that only the tiniest scrap of Alicia's skirt hid her pussy from me. And slowly, I slid the glossy boots onto her feet. They were like the ones I had seen her in before, black patent leather with a wicked high heel. Combined with the outfit she was wearing, the boots gave a dark edge to her look. If she had looked like a slutty schoolgirl before, now she looked like an incredibly dominant one. And Alicia watched as I tied the laces of her boots, drawing the patent leather even tighter around her feet and calves. 
 
    "There's a riding crop built-in to the right boot," the saleswoman said. 
 
    "Oh my God, there is!" Alicia squealed in delight. Reaching for the top of the boot, she gripped the handle that protruded slightly and drew the riding crop out of the holster that ran down the side of the boot. Her eyes flashed as she smiled down at me, whip in hand. I gazed up at her, barely able to believe what I was seeing. Alicia always looked like an absolute goddess. But this was another level. The key to my chastity hanging around her neck, just above where her boobs swelled out of her tight shirt. Her tiny skirt up around her hips, almost exposing her pussy between her gorgeous thighs. The menacing black boots shining on her feet, displaying to the world the dominant mistress she really was. And a whip in her hands, the flexible shaft bending slightly as she stared down at me. It was too much. If the cruel hard plastic of my chastity device hadn't made erection impossible, I felt as though I might have cum right there and then, just from looking at her. I had never seen anything more thrilling, more terrifying, more sexually arousing in my life. Kneeling at the feet of this woman seemed like exactly the right place for me to be. 
 
    “Sold,” Alicia smirked, pointing the riding crop menacingly at me. “I’ll wear them out, too. Pete, pay the woman. I can’t wait to put these to good use.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    13. A Slave’s New Task 
 
      
 
    "Go on then. Beg for it." 
 
    "Please, Miss Alicia! Please, please, please let me fuck you." 
 
    Alicia laughed out loud. As well she might. I knew I had to keep her happy, but the obvious note of desperation in my voice as I pleaded with her was anything but fake. I really did want her that badly. And even though it still stung my pride to beg so pathetically for sex, I was willing to do it. The whole ordeal in the shopping mall got me worked up to a fever pitch of desire. And while it was pretty much always the way I felt around Alicia, there were different levels to my torment. This was one of the highest. 
 
    She just looked so beautiful. Sitting there with her legs demurely crossed on her living room sofa, about the only thing about her that was demure. A tiny plaid skirt fell back to expose what looked like acres of her thighs, and I knew that underneath the skirt, she wore nothing at all. Her pussy was just out of my sight, just out of my reach, the object of my fierce longing and the source of her outrageous power. Her cleavage swelled in the low neck of her tight white top with every breath she took. Just above it, the key to my chastity device showed, taunting me with my own helplessness. I couldn't even look at it without contemplating making a grab for it, tearing it away from her and using it to unlock myself and give myself a release from the torment of sexual frustration.  
 
    But I knew I wouldn't do it. Because it wouldn't be the same. It wouldn't be the point. A release like that, I knew, would only be a pale imitation of what Alicia could give me. What I really wanted. That was the bind I was caught in, and Alicia knew it. Her bright eyes shone as she stared at me, and I could practically see the ideas turning over and over in her beautiful head. 
 
      
 
    "Take your clothes off," she ordered with a smile. And no sooner had she given her command that I fulfilled it. I shed the clothes I had worn at the mall in seconds, flinging them down on the floor of her living room until I stood before her completely naked. Well, apart from the chastity device, obviously. My cock stayed locked away behind hard unyielding plastic, and my mistress could see it through the clear device that encased it, the tender flesh pressing against the insides of the device in recognition of her outrageous beauty. It always made her smile to see it. As though she could never really believe my consuming desire unless she saw the evidence. Looking at me, there was no way to escape the truth. I needed her like I needed oxygen. And because I needed her so badly, I was hers to do with as she wished. 
 
    “On the floor,” Alicia commanded, emphasizing her words by pointing her finger down at the ground. I knew better than to question her. I dropped to my knees at once, a position I was more than familiar with when I was in her presence. From there, she looked even more beautiful, even more commanding as she looked down on me with that satisfied smile on her face. 
 
    Alicia leaned forward. I tried to catch my breath as I stared down the front of her shirt, her cleavage even deeper and more inviting for a moment as she bent at the waist. She reached for the top of her boot, one of the new boots she had bought in the mall, and the riding crop whispered menacingly as she drew it out of its holster. A thrill of fear raced through me as she held the weapon in her hands, its flexible shaft bending in a gentle arc as she peered at me over the top of it. Alicia didn't need a weapon like that to make me do what she wanted. But I knew that didn't mean she wouldn't use it. Just because she could. 
 
    "You knew when you bought me these boots you were going to have to worship them, didn't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." There wasn't much point denying it. Groveling at her feet, kissing and licking her shoes, was becoming an increasingly regular part of my submission to her. And yes, it was endlessly humiliating. But I had to admit it pretty much encapsulated the relationship between us. The truth was, the woman was like a goddess. No one had ever made me feel desire for them like she did. Her beauty and her dominance made her the most desirable woman I had ever met. Worshiping her like a goddess might be humiliating, but it didn't exactly feel unwarranted. 
 
    “You’re lucky I didn’t make you do it in the store,” Alicia said. “Imagine how humiliating that would’ve been?” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I all but shuddered at the thought. In fact, in the store as I had kneeled at her feet in front of the saleswoman and laced up those same sexy boots, I had wondered if something like that might happen. And I didn't need to wonder what my response would be. Sure, I could fantasize about resisting. But if I was going to defy Alicia, I probably would've done so already. She had already pushed me away beyond anything I would have thought I would be capable of. This dominant schoolteacher still seemed keen to explore the limits of her power over me, but as far as I was concerned, there weren't any. It only added to the cringing feeling of shame inside me to know that if she had ordered me to lick her boots right there in the store, I would've done it. 
 
    "Maybe next time," Alicia grinned. "I have to say, it was really fun going shopping with you. But maybe next time, I should make it even more humiliating. Maybe next time, I should lead you along behind me on a leash like a little puppy. Would you like that?" 
 
    "No, Miss Alicia." Another tremble raced through me as she spoke. What she was proposing was outrageous, and I hoped she wasn't serious. And yet, there was a predictable and embarrassing throb of my cock inside the chastity device to tell me how much the idea excited me. To tell me how much it thrilled me to think of Alicia tormenting me like that. Who knew who might see? We both lived in this town. Alicia had her professional reputation as a teacher to think of, and that was the only thing that gave me hope that she might rein in her wild desires. Then again, maybe not. Everything was different now. 
 
    And as I pictured the arousing scene, I had to wonder how much I wanted it. I remembered the tightness of the leather collar of Mistress Victoria wrapped around my neck, and how it felt to be led like a dog by a beautiful woman in no doubt about the power she held. 
 
    "Don't lie, slave boy," Alicia giggled. "You know you'd secretly love it." Somehow, she could always see right through to the heart of me. It wasn't just her beauty that gave her this outrageous power over me. It was the fact that I could seemingly hide nothing from her, that she understood the strange submissive desires of mine better even than I did. 
 
    "Maybe, Miss Alicia," I admitted. When we were in a scene like this, it didn't seem like the time or place to rigorously unpack the conflicted feelings her words had on me. In her service, I had had time to realize that desire and fear are by no means exclusive. I felt them both in abundance any time we played together. But there's a time and a place for conversations like that. And when Alicia was feeling frisky and dominant as she clearly was, I lost interest in talking out my feelings with her. When you're this badly outgunned, you learn to pick your battles. 
 
    "You're such a little perv," Alicia said, and her breasts bounced again in his shirt as she shook her head and giggled. "Get down, all the way down. On your belly. Grovel at my feet like the worm you are. Lick these boots clean for me." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I could feel her glowing eyes on me as she watched me obey her command. I sank to the floor, my imprisoned cock pressing against my thigh as I prostrated myself before her. I crawled forward and felt the slickness of her patent leather boot under my tongue. Just hours before, these boots had been mere objects on a shelf in a store. But now that they touched her body, now they added to her outrageous sexiness, they seemed suddenly worthy of worship. And I trembled as I ran my tongue over her feet, her ankles, along her calves, making the leather boots shine even more with the trail of saliva I left behind. Alternating my licks with occasional kisses to show her how badly I wanted her, I lost myself in my humbling task. I was getting good at worshiping Alicia's boots. And the faint sense of pride I got from that thought was accompanied by another wave of total shame. The woman had me so badly in thrall to her that I was starting to feel proud about the pathetic way I served her. 
 
    "Keep licking," Alicia ordered. "I want these boots nice and shiny. Show me how well you can polish them with your tongue, and I might let you give them a special cum polish, too." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia! Thank you, Miss Alicia!" Up above me, Alicia laughed, and I probably would have laughed too in her position. It was so pathetic, the way I mumbled my thanks against her boots, so grateful for so little. But that was how it was. I would take anything this incredible woman would give me, and I would thank her for the privilege. Any orgasm she allowed me, no matter how it came, would be a welcome relief from the agonizing frustration I was feeling. 
 
    "That's it, naughty boy," Alicia said above me, and the faint breathiness I heard in her voice only excited me more as I licked and kissed. "Worship me as your goddess." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I mumbled against the top of her boots, the laces rough against my lips as I spoke. She didn't seem to hear me or pay any attention to my words. But she certainly noticed the sudden yelp of pain I gave as her riding crop slashed through the air and cracked loudly against my exposed backside. Alicia howled with laughter as I jumped on the floor, the pain burning on my beaten ass as I writhed at her feet. 
 
    "I love these new boots," Alicia said. "Don't you just love my new boots, slave boy? You're certainly kissing them like you love them." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I agreed. But that didn't stop her from swinging the riding crop again, smacking my ass and making me howl in pain yet again. My hands clenched into fists on either side of her feet, but I didn't dare raise my head. After all, Alicia hadn't told me to. 
 
    "Keep licking," Alicia said. "I want you worshiping my feet while I beat your ass. That's what good slaves do." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I humbly said as I pressed my lips to her toes again. And the whip cracked again, sending another shiver of pain through my body and making Alicia giggle with sadistic glee. I kept licking her shoes while she beat me, not daring to stop as she cracked the whip again and again. Soon, my ass was one giant red throb of pain, and my tongue ached from licking her leather footwear. 
 
    "Okay, that's enough," Alicia said at last, and I almost sighed with relief as the riding crop stopped singing through the air. Raising one foot from the floor, she roughly pushed my head away from her feet. "Up on your knees," she ordered. I did as I was told, rising stiffly to my knees and sitting back on my heels, trying unsuccessfully to ignore the bright burning pain rising from my ass. It wasn't like I needed a reminder of what Alicia could do to me if I displeased her. But I had been given one anyway. And even though my mind rebelled, knowing it was exactly what she wanted, I couldn't help but feel a renewed desire to do as she said to avoid more pain from her new favorite toy. 
 
    "Yeah, these boots are hot," Alicia said, looking down at her feet as she turned them this way and that. "But you know what would make them look even hotter? A nice little worship puddle from my slave boy." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia! Thank you, Miss Alicia!" Once again, Alicia laughed at my pathetic submission. But I didn't care. It might not be the orgasm I wanted, but I would take what I could get. My cock was aching desperately inside the chastity device, and my desire had become almost painful as I worshiped the commanding goddess in front of me. 
 
    "Not so fast," Alicia grinned, and her eyes sparkled in that way that always made me nervous. My wicked mistress could always be counted on for a new outrageous idea. "You have to earn that pleasure. If I let you cum on my boots, what will you give me in return?" 
 
    "Anything you want, Miss Alicia." The response came easily to my lips, but I was puzzled. What could she mean? Anything Alicia wanted from me, she could simply take. She had to know that by now. Then again, maybe she liked this transactional bargaining. It was one thing to force me to bend to her will. It was another, I suppose, to make me go along with it. To make me agree to something I would never normally have contemplated. And as it turned out, that was exactly what Alicia wanted to do. 
 
    "Well, I'll tell you what I want, slave boy," Alicia grinned. As she spoke, the tip of her riding crop slid slowly up my thigh. When it tapped lightly on my caged cock in its hard plastic prison, it was all I could do not to groan in desire. "I want the best cum polish you've ever given," she went on. "I want you to christen these beautiful boots with your pathetic slime. Then I want you to clean it off. With your mouth." 
 
    I actually gasped. Alicia's smiling face stared right at me, and I gazed up at her open-mouthed. I shouldn't have been surprised at her cruelty, her sadistic desire to humiliate me. That was the engine of our relationship. But I didn't have Alicia's imagination, and so I could never predict what outrageous demand she would make of me next. Each one shocked me anew. This one especially. 
 
    And while I trembled before her, overcome by her beauty and cruelty, Alicia simply waited. She knew the power of silence. She seemed to know, in some intuitive way I never really understood, when to push me and when to wait. She presented her wild idea and then let me sit with it, letting my own brain work against me the way it reliably did in these situations. A familiar battle raged between my dwindling self-respect and my desperate lust. A battle that, in all the time I had spent with Alicia up to that point, had only had one result. And even though the thought of what she proposed disgusted me, even though I knew I would never be able to forget such a pathetic capitulation, I also knew how little choice I had in the matter. The reality was, Alicia could make me do it if she wanted to. Between the key around her neck and the riding crop in her hand, she had more leverage than she needed. 
 
    Besides, as I looked up at her, the battle was already lost. Sitting there on the sofa with a mischievous smile on her pretty face, she had already won. Her outfit made her look like a sexy schoolgirl instead of the schoolteacher she actually was, but the boots and the riding crop in her hand gave it a dominant edge that suggested a schoolgirl with some very adult ideas. She looked absolutely stunning, and I could barely believe I was in a relationship with a woman as beautiful as her, no matter what the nature of that relationship might be.  
 
    Alicia smiled at me as though she had no doubt I would do what she said. She was just waiting for me to give in. It was a foregone conclusion that I would. 
 
      
 
    "Okay, Miss Alicia," I sighed. And Alicia's eyes went wide, her mouth opening in a perfect round O as she stared at me in obvious delight. It occurred to me that she hadn't been sure I would agree. As humiliatingly submissive to her as I was, even she had an inkling that this request might push me too far. And when I agreed, it was one more confirmation of just how easily she could get me to do what she wanted. 
 
    "Oh my God," Alicia cackled, squirming in her seat above me with the pure pleasure of what she had made me say. "You're going to lick up all your jizz from my boots? That's so fucking pathetic. Oh my God, this is so hot. Wait there. I'll be right back." 
 
    Alicia all but bounced out of her seat. My stomach churning with fear, I watched her go, her tiny skirt swaying around her thighs and almost exposing her with every step she took. The tall heels of her boots thumped on the floor, and her riding crop swished through the air as she hurried toward the bedroom. After just a moment, she came back, and I saw a pair of cuffs in her hand. It didn't take a genius to guess what they were for. Alicia crouched behind me, and I didn't resist as she pulled my arms behind my back and locked my wrists together. 
 
    "This is just a precaution," she said, her voice low in my ear as she crouched behind me, holding the chain that kept my wrists together. "A lot of guys will promise all kinds of things just to cum, and then change their minds once they've had their little spurt. You're not going to be able to do that. No matter how much you don't want to, you're going to have to clean up your mess." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I mumbled, hanging my head in shame. Part of me was already regretting my decision. But it was too late now. Besides, I knew it didn't matter. Placed in the same position again, I would've made the same choice. I wanted an orgasm too badly to do anything else. 
 
    Alicia stood. Slowly, she circled around me, confident now in her utter domination. She let me watch her move, knowing the strange spell her body cast on me. Finally, she sat down on the sofa in front of me, smoothing her short skirt behind her and sitting with her knees together. The way her thighs bulged out from under the hem of the fabric made my mouth water. 
 
    "It'll be better this way anyway," Alicia giggled. "I don't want you touching my cock. Only I get to do that. And you don't want that either. You don't want to give yourself a pathetic stroke session when you could have me do it for you, do you?" " 
 
    “No, Miss Alicia,” I said. 
 
    “Good. Now, let’s give my boots the attention they deserve.” 
 
    Alicia leaned forward. I hardly dared to breathe as she reached for the chain around her neck and the key that dangled from it. I wouldn't put anything past my cruel mistress. Alicia was capricious, and she loved to tease and taunt me. I didn't dare do anything that might make her change her mind. In silence, I watched her dark hair hanging around her pretty face as she unfastened her necklace. The silver chain I had bought for her hung from her fist as she slid the key into the lock. With a quick smile at me, she turned the key and unlocked the chastity device, pulling it free of my rapidly expanding cock. I sighed with relief as my manhood finally became erect, finally free of the relentless pressure of the device. At once, my cock rose to full attention, throbbing visibly in the air as it pointed up at its new owner. 
 
    "You're really turned on right now, aren't you?" Alicia giggled. "I don't think this is going to take very long at all."  
 
    "No, Miss Alicia," I admitted. She was absolutely right. It had been a long day of teasing and frustrated desire, and I was ready to erupt. Just looking at the young goddess sat in front of me was almost enough to push me over the edge. Any contact with her body would bring me to climax in no time at all. 
 
      
 
    "Well, there needs to be something in it for me, too," Alicia said. "There's no way I'm going to let you cum by yourself. Come on. Give your mistress an orgasm first, and then maybe I'll take care of your pathetic needs." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said, not even trying to hide the eagerness in my voice. Smiling, Alicia spread her legs and pulled her skirt aside. At last, her pussy was exposed to me, finally revealed after threatening to be exposed all day by her tiny skirt and lack of underwear. I could clearly see the arousal Alicia was feeling, the pink lips of her pussy already swollen and glistening with moisture. Our kinky shopping trip had turned her on just as it had me. And seeing the proof of that right in front of me only turned me on even more. 
 
      
 
    I lunged forward, desperate to taste her. But Alicia placed her hand on my forehead, holding me at bay for a moment. Her glittering blue eyes stared deep into mine, two sea caves sparkling in foreign sunlight. 
 
    "While you're licking me, I want you to think about how many other guys have fucked this pussy that you don't get," Alicia sneered cruelly. "I want you to think about how many guys are going to get to fuck me in the future. Guys who would never let me treat them like this. Guys who would just grab me, pin me down on the bed, and fuck my brains out. Real men, I mean. God, I'm getting excited just thinking about it. I wish there was a real man here right now to fuck me, instead of a pathetic slave boy like you." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." As I gazed up at her, I wondered if she knew how much her words hurt. They were meant to, of course. They were meant to fuel my own sense of shame and inadequacy. But Alicia was playing with a jealousy I wasn't sure she understood. The sexual chemistry between us was so powerful that we spent almost all of our time together doing something erotic. But my feelings for her more than that. At least, I thought so. And the thought of her with other men, in the future or in the past, stabbed at my heart like a knife. But I didn't argue. I couldn't. This was all part of the game Alicia was playing. And part of me hoped it was nothing more than a game, while another, darker part of me hoped for something far more dangerous. 
 
    "Good boy," Alicia smiled in triumph. "Okay, make me cum." Moving her hand from my forehead, she instead gripped the back of my scalp and pulled me toward her. I didn't need the encouragement. I was desperate to taste her, almost as desperately for her pussy as I was my for own orgasm. She groaned as I pressed my mouth against her sex, and I groaned too as I tasted her on my tongue, running it along the slick channel between her lips. My cock surged at the familiar taste of its mistress, and I kissed her pussy desperately, passionately worshiping it while her thighs trembled around my head. 
 
    "That's it," Alicia moaned above me. She sat back on the sofa with her eyes closed, her mouth open, her delicious breasts shaking and trembling in her tight shirt as she panted. "Lick that pussy. Make your mistress cum." And as always, I did as I was told. I devoted everything I knew about pleasing her to the task, and soon, she was writhing and squirming above me, her cries filling the living room. And just as she had said, I thought of her screaming in pleasure while some faceless man fucked her, my heart twisted with jealousy and desire at the torturous image. 
 
    With a loud cry, Alicia came, and I gratefully slurped up her juices. At the same time, she raised a foot from the floor and ran her boot along the underside of my twitching shaft. As I groaned in pleasure, she rubbed harder, the slick leather feeling like heaven against my burning skin as she rubbed my cock. Her own orgasm barely subsided before my own bloomed inside me. She sighed with pleasure as she felt my ecstatic cry against her skin, and my cock exploded in a powerful orgasm, showering her sexy boots with my seed. 
 
    Releasing her grip on my head, Alicia waited. She waited until every drop of my orgasm had fallen from the tip of my spent cock to spatter on the black leather of her boots. When I was finally finished, I felt the tip of her riding crop tapping lightly on my shoulder. 
 
    “You know what you have to do now, slave boy,” she grinned. “Finish polishing my boots with your tongue.” 
 
    On my knees at her feet, I squirmed. I realized just how right Alicia had been. Now that my orgasm had come and gone, the task she demanded of me seemed even more disgusting. My stomach churned at the thought, and shame swept over me, now that lust was no longer able to keep it at bay. 
 
    But up above me, my goddess waited. Her riding crop was still in her hand, and my chastity device was on the floor at her feet, ready to be put on again. Angering Miss Alicia was a bad idea. 
 
    And so, to a howl of delight from my cruel mistress, I lowered my face to her boots and began to clean. 
 
    

  

 
   
    14. A Secret Revealed 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m seeing someone.” 
 
    It was hard even to say the words. There was a strange wrenching feeling I hadn't expected. Sasha and I had split up years ago, and we had both moved on. She definitely had. But for me, it was different. Until Alicia did come along, Sasha was the last woman I had been with. After our relationship fell apart, I guess I had a kind of hang-up about it. At first, I was too sad to even think about being with anyone else. Afterward? I don't know. I just felt strange about it. As though my sex drive had gotten me into so much trouble, I no longer wanted to listen to it. I no longer wanted to even acknowledge it. I wanted to pretend it didn't have the power over me that it so clearly did, and the only way to do that was to avoid women altogether. Which isn't hard when you work in a male-dominated field and have no real friends, no semblance of a social life. Staying single after Sasha was only partly a choice, and partly just the way things went. 
 
    Of course, all of that changed when Alicia sashayed her way into my life. And though I never regretted it, though I was endlessly glad about it, though this new wild relationship with my son's former teacher was one of the rawest and purest joys of my life, in its way, it kind of proved my point. Clearly, my sex drive was getting me into trouble again. The only difference was, this was the kind of trouble I enjoyed. 
 
    I knew we should've been taking things slow. That was Alicia's preference. But after the long period of our separation, when I had despaired of ever seeing her again, I didn't feel like waiting. Alicia and I were spending more and more time together, and the things we got up to in the bedroom were getting wilder and wilder. With every new torture my mistress put me through, my feelings for her became stronger. It was a strange magic that kept me enthralled to her. But I couldn't get enough of it. 
 
    And as I had told Alicia in one of our calmer moments, after yet another session of wild and kinky sex, if we were going to continue to see each other, eventually I would have to tell Taye. I had no idea how he would react to finding out that his dad was dating the woman who used to be his teacher. Then again, at least I knew she was good with kids. But before any of that happened, I knew I had to tell Sasha. As Taye's mother, she had a right to know who would be having contact with her son in the future. 
 
    And for some reason, I felt strangely nervous about it. It's not that I wanted Sasha back. Not anymore. Even if she had been looking more attractive to me lately. That wasn't the point. I hardly had eyes for other women now that Alicia filled my thoughts. The dominant woman owned my cock both literally and figuratively. But the situation was complicated, and it was brand-new. Sasha and I had been apart for longer than we were ever together, but it still felt strange to tell her about my newly revived love-life. 
 
    "Really? That's great, Pete." Sasha smiled as she spoke, and I felt a weight lift from my heart. As usual, we were in her kitchen, sat around a small table over coffee. Taye was playing a videogame up in his room, and it seemed like the ideal time for us to talk. Sasha's positive reaction wasn't a surprise to me, but it did feel encouraging. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, wrapping my hands around the warm coffee mug in front of me. “It’s still early. But if it gets more serious, I’ll want her to meet Taye at some point. Not now. But down the line. If it lasts.” Sasha chuckled at that. 
 
    “If it lasts? That’s not exactly a ringing vote of confidence. How long have you been seeing her?” 
 
    "A couple of months," I said evasively. 
 
    "That sounds at least sort of serious," Sasha said. "So, come on. Give me some details. What's her name? What does she do for a living?" 
 
    “No, no,” I smiled, shaking my head. “I’m not gossiping with my ex-wife about my current girlfriend. That’s just weird.” 
 
    Sasha rolled her eyes. 
 
    "Oh please," she said. "Is that still how you think of me? As your ex-wife? We're are all adults here. We're not in that kind of relationship anymore. We can talk about our partners with each other. In fact," and now Sasha's eyes dropped for a moment to the mug of coffee in front of her, her hands suddenly moving nervously on the ceramic, "I've been seeing someone too." 
 
    "You have?" I remained calm, but inside, I felt a surge of emotion. I knew Sasha hadn't been alone since we were together. I knew she had had the odd relationship here and there. She had never admitted it, but there were little clues that I picked up on. But none of them seemed to last very long. And even though I knew I really shouldn't, I had feelings about that. Not because of her, really. I wasn't jealous in that way. At least, I told myself I wasn't. It was because she was the mother of my son, and anyone she dated could have contact with Taye. No man is comfortable with the thought of another man having influence in the lives of his kids. That was how I justified it. Still, there was no point being mad about it. Especially after what I had just confessed to her. 
 
    "Yeah," Sasha said. "Probably for about four months now." 
 
    “Has he met Taye?” 
 
    "Not yet. But I've been thinking about it. I wanted to talk to you about it, so it's funny that you brought up." Funny. I could think of other words for it. 
 
    “Who is he?” 
 
    “Oh, no,” Sasha said, shaking her head. “If you’re not going to tell me about your little tart, you don’t get to hear about mine, either.” 
 
    “She’s not a tart.” 
 
    "No? I just assumed. You know, given that you like them slutty." 
 
    "Was that why I married you?" It was a joke, and Sasha took it as one. Her laughter broke the tension in the room, and I laughed too. It was always better if we could get along with each other. 
 
    “Well, you can be as mysterious as you want,” Sasha said after another sip of coffee. “But I’ll find out all about her when we meet.” 
 
    “When you meet?” 
 
    "Yeah, when we meet," Sasha said slowly, as though she was explaining it to an idiot. "If she's going to be part of Taye's life in the future, I need to meet her first. You can meet my boyfriend too. It's only fair." Suddenly, her face lit up, a big smile spreading across her cheeks as her eyes widened. "Oh, we should go on a double date, the four of us!" 
 
    “What? That’s weird,” I frowned. 
 
    "No it's not," Sasha insisted. "It's a good way for us all to get to know each other. I bet she wants to meet me, too." 
 
    “She hasn’t really mentioned it,” I said. 
 
    "Trust me, she does," Sasha said. "She's a woman. We always want to meet the ex if we can. Gotta check out the competition." Sasha smiled again as she raised her coffee cup to her lips. She was right, of course. If my relationship with Alicia was going to continue, the two women would have to meet at some point. The idea might seem a little odd to me. But it would hardly be the strangest thing that had happened to me lately. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it, slave! Make your mistress cum!” 
 
    Alicia's cries of pleasure echoed through the house. We were at my place this time. Alicia sprawled on my bed in nothing but her new favorite boots, the pair I had bought for her at the mall and subsequently christened with my cum. The high heels caught in the bedsheets as she writhed and thrashed, her beautiful body swept away with powerful pleasure. Her smooth cheeks were flushed pink, and I knew that her orgasm was approaching. My task was almost done. 
 
    Between her thighs, I ran a vibrator up and down her dripping lips, drawing fresh squeals and shrieks of pleasure out of her. Alicia had all kinds of wild sex toys at her place, but since I had started seeing her, my own collection had grown. Under her orders, of course. Vibrators and dildos and handcuffs and other restraints, the kind of objects I would never have imagined having in my home. Objects I knew I had to hide from my ever-inquisitive son. I had cut a hole in the drywall at the back of my closet and built a box to keep everything in, putting the drywall panel back over it and hiding it behind my clothes. Child-free, Alicia didn't have to take those kinds of precautions at her house. Which is why we ordinarily played there. But Alicia came to my place often enough that she saw a need to have a stockpile of sex toys there, too. And I wasn't about to argue. 
 
    A howl from Alicia's throat. From where I lay beside her, my eyes fixed on her streaming sex, I could see the way her pussy convulsed under the powerful vibrations of the toy. My beautiful mistress was never more beautiful when she was in the throes of pleasure, and it was the sweetest torment to watch her climax. The smell of her pleasure hung in the air, and I breathed it in frantically, completely overwhelmed with monstrous desire for her. Of course, that was the point. It wasn't just the physical pleasure of the vibrator Alicia was so plainly enjoying. Partly, it was the sadistic psychological thrill of tormenting me with what I couldn't have. As she shook with an orgasm that looked more powerful than any I had ever experienced in my life, my cock throbbed ignored in the tight prison of its chastity. Pleasure was reserved for my mistress. My job was simply to serve. 
 
    Alicia was still riding the waves of ecstasy, breathing heavily as I lifted the vibrator away. She was sensitive after she came. I knew that. The two of us might not have been together for very long, but I already felt like I had seen more of Alicia's orgasms than of any other woman in my life. She came often, and she came hard. And she had set up our relationship in such a way that my entire being was devoted to helping her achieve that. I liked to think I had gotten good at it. And the fact I liked to think that only added to my humiliation and disgrace as I watched her slowly come down to earth. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Alicia panted. “That was a good one. How many is that now?”  
 
    "Eight, Miss Alicia." 
 
    "Eight? Already? Almost there then, aren't we?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." She didn't have to explain any further. I knew what happened once my mistress had had ten orgasms. At least, I knew what might happen. With Alicia, you never know anything for certain. 
 
    “I bet you really want to give me another orgasm right now, don’t you?” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." 
 
    “Well, if you ask nicely…” 
 
    "Please, Miss Alicia!" Alicia howled with laughter as I immediately began begging, without even the slightest hesitation. "Please, please, please let me help you cum! Please! You look so beautiful when you're having an orgasm. You're the sexiest woman I ever met. Please, Miss Alicia, let me please you!" 
 
    "Oh my God," Alicia left. "You're so whipped. It's pathetic. I like it, though. I've really taught you your place, haven't I?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I hadn't forgotten for a moment the riding crop tucked into its holster on the side of one of her boots. Nor had I forgotten the chain that hung around her neck and the key attached to it. Alicia's control over me was total, and we both knew it. I barely even thought of rebellion any longer. Why would I, when submission felt this sweet? 
 
    "You know, it's very generous of me, letting you cum after giving me only ten orgasms," Alicia said. Her bright blue eyes were shining as she gazed at me. Overcome with desire, I kissed her thigh, feeling the trembling of lust still echoing in her body as I moved my way up to her hip. I didn't dare plunge my face between her legs the way I wanted to, not without permission. But in my own way, I was trying to seduce her. Trying to persuade her to let me make her cum and move myself one step closer to an orgasm of my own. 
 
    “As we discussed, I’m worth more than that, aren’t I?” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia. You're worth one hundred times that. But I don't think I could take it if I had to give you a thousand orgasms before I could have one of my own." 
 
    "No?" Alicia frowned, and I winced as she gripped a handful of my hair. Immediately, I knew I had made a mistake. "You should enjoy making your mistress cum. You should consider it an honor, slave boy." 
 
    "I do, Miss Alicia," I said. "I really do. I love pleasuring you. I love seeing you orgasm. But it's really hard being locked in this thing. It drives me crazy." 
 
    "I know it does, Pete," Alicia said, a sly smile replacing her frown. "That's what makes it so fun. Don't forget, you don't have any say here. If I decide you'll have to wait until you've made me cum a thousand times, that's what you'll do 
 
    ." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia. But please, please don't make me wait that long." Alicia laughed out loud at my humble response. It wasn't the first time she had dangled that particular threat in front of me. So far, she had never actually done it. But on the rare occasions when I did get released, Alicia never failed to remind me that it was only by her grace that I got what I so desperately wanted. It was a reward she could remove anytime she felt like it. I didn't doubt she would without hesitation if I ever displeased her enough to warrant it. What worried me more, though, was the thought that she might do it just because it turned her on to be so cruel to me. It turned me on too. 
 
    "Okay," Alicia sighed, releasing her grip on my hair and patting my head. "You're lucky you're so cute when you beg. I tell you what. You can go down on me now, and then I'll decide what we're going to do after that." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Alicia laughed again in my eagerness as I steered my face between her legs. I tasted her juices as I ran my tongue over her pussy, the residue of her last orgasm still there to tease and torment me while I kissed and licked. But quickly, her laughter turned to a chorus of bright pleasure as desire overwhelmed her. Her body was already primed for pleasure by the work I had done with the vibrator, and my heart sang in happiness as I reflected that it shouldn't take too long to make Alicia cum  again. One more step toward what I so desperately desired. The wet sound of my oral service filled the room, punctuating the spaces between Alicia's steadily growing groans. Her body was on fire with pleasure, just as mine was on fire with desire. But for now, only one of us was getting what they wanted. That was what it meant to serve my mistress 
 
    . Finally, Alicia screamed louder than ever, her pussy convulsing against my tongue as a hot flood of her juices rolled out of her body and over my face. The bedsheets tangled underneath her as she thrashed and writhed, her pleasure overwhelming her once again while I continued to gently lick her streaming pussy. I slurped up Alicia's juices as though they were the most precious thing in the world, not wanting to miss a drop. And Alicia moaned more quietly now, basking once again in the afterglow of orgasm as I gave her a final kiss and lifted my head away. 
 
    "Nine," Alicia said in a voice that was still ragged with breathless pleasure. "That's nine orgasms you've given me." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." 
 
    "One more, and I might let you cum." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." As though I could possibly have forgotten that. As though the thought of sexual pleasure was ever far from my mind. No, I hadn't forgotten. As wildly thrilling as it was to serve my mistress's selfish desires, I was hoping for more. 
 
    “Not now, though,” Alicia finally said, sitting up in the bed. “That’s enough for now. I’ll save that last one for later.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." She studied my face as though she were waiting for some other reaction from me. As though she were waiting for me to complain, to beg, to demand. I knew better than that. I knew that Alicia would do what she wanted, and nothing I said or did would convince her to behave differently. I would just have to wait if that was what she wanted. 
 
    “Now, go make me a sandwich.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Alicia laughed as she watched me climb out of bed, my useless imprisoned cock swaying in the plastic device that contained it as I walked out of the bedroom. She always got such a kick out of bossing me around. So did I. And as I felt the cold air against my naked skin as I opened the door of the fridge, I reflected that, as difficult as Alicia could be, there were far worse ways to spend an evening. I had high hopes that we would get that orgasm of hers before the night was through. She was too plainly excited to resist the temptation. But even if we didn't, we were getting close. Soon, one way or another, my mistress would allow me to cum. And that humiliating yet exciting thought kept my heart singing as I made her sandwich and brought it to her on a plate. 
 
    Alicia sat up in bed. She didn't bother to cover herself; why would she? She simply lay there with her legs spread, her pussy plainly on view, her sexy black boots seeming to frame it as she took the sandwich from me. I lay down in the bed beside her, leaning forward to kiss her again. I trailed my mouth along her raised thigh, over her head, along her side where her ribs rose and fell. The swollen bud of her nipple called to me, but I didn't dare make that move. Not without permission. 
 
    “I told Sasha about you, Miss Alicia,” I said. Alicia chewed bread in silence for a moment longer. 
 
    "Taye's mom?" 
 
    "That's right," I said. "I'm not trying to rush things. I just thought she should know that I'm seeing someone." 
 
    “Did you tell her who I am?” 
 
    "Not yet." Unsatisfied, I was still raging with desire as I looked on her naked body. But Alicia seemed done with sex for now, and so I felt confident enough not to address her by her title. 
 
    “What did she say?” 
 
    “Not much. She said it was good that I was seeing someone. She asked about you, but I didn’t want to get into details.” 
 
    "No? You didn't tell her that I'm your dominant mistress and that I own your cock and make you beg to eat my pussy?" Alicia smirked at me she spoke, that satisfied smile that never failed to fuel the fires in my heart. 
 
    “It didn’t come up,” I said with a smile. Alicia laughed. 
 
    "Yeah, probably not the thing to lead with," she agreed. 
 
    "She wants to meet you. Not right now, but at some point. You know, before we tell 
 
     Taye."  
 
    "Does she?" Alicia set aside the plate and half-eaten sandwich. Rolling over in the bed, she turned toward me. Her breasts heaved invitingly, and the patent leather of her black boots shone darkly in the bedroom light. 
 
    "Yeah," I said. "Not like we need her approval or anything. But I guess that's how it goes when your dating is apparent. I want to meet whoever she's seeing, too. Before they become part of my son's life." 
 
    “I guess that’s fair,” Alicia shrugged. “But how are we going to tell her how we met? You know she’ll ask.’ 
 
    "Well, she doesn't need the details," I said. Alicia smiled. 
 
    "Obviously," she smiled, rolling her eyes exaggeratedly. "I'm not about to tell the mother of a kid I used to teach that I caned you and locked you in the supply closet the first night I met you. But how do we tell her I used to be Taye's teacher?' 
 
    “We just tell her, I guess,” I shrugged. “It doesn’t really matter. You’re not his teacher anymore. That’s how we met, but we didn’t start really seeing each other until after he left your class.” 
 
    “I hope Sasha sees it that way,” Alicia said darkly. I kept quiet. After all, there was nothing I could do about Sasha’s reaction. If she disliked Alicia, or if she just disliked the idea of my son’s former teacher being my girlfriend, it could make things trickier between us. But I’m a grown man who has a right to date wherever he chooses. We weren’t doing anything wrong. And anyone who didn’t like it would just have to suck it up. 
 
    "Whatever happened between the two of you, anyway?" Alicia asked. Her fingertips brushed my bare chest lightly as she reached out to me, her hand slowly sliding lower over my body. I touched her too, my hand on her hip, feeling the soft warmth of her skin and trying to ignore the pain of my cock pressing against the inside of the chastity device. 
 
    “Why didn’t it work out? Well, to be honest, I fucked it up.” 
 
    "You did? How?"  If it hadn't been for the dominatrix boots she wore and the chastity tube locked onto my cock, I might have thought we were a regular couple now. Just chatting to one another in soft voices as we lay beside each other in the bed. 
 
    "Well, I - I don't really like talking about it. I cheated on her." 
 
    All at once, Alicia's face changed. 
 
    “You cheated on her? With who?” 
 
    "Some woman I work with. It was really, really fucking stupid. And I regret it every day of my life. But then again, I can't regret it that much. Because if I was still with her, I wouldn't be with you." My compliment didn't seem to land at all. 
 
    "I can't believe you cheated. On the mother of your child, too." 
 
    "I know," I said. "I'm not proud of it. Not at all. It was a moment of weakness, and I fucked everything up. I hurt her a lot. Taye, too. He doesn't even remember it now, but at the time, it was rough." 
 
    "I didn't have you down as a cheater," Alicia said. "Maybe it's for the best I've got you locked up in here." I winced as Alicia took hold of my cage cock and gave it a shake. "Maybe if Sasha knew about your submissive side, she could have locked up your worthless cock and made sure you never strayed." 
 
    “I would never have let her do that,” I frowned. 
 
    "So it's just me then? I'm the only woman you'd allow to own your cock?"  "Yes, Miss Alicia." 
 
    The smile had finally returned to her face. I felt like I had dodged a bullet. When we talked about my past infidelities, Alicia had seemed to become genuinely angry on Sasha's behalf. The last thing I needed was to let another beautiful woman down. 
 
    "Well, I'm still not impressed," Alicia said. "I don't like cheaters. So just for that, you can give me another orgasm. You're not going to get one of your own. Cheaters don't deserve to come. You can ask me again once I've had twenty orgasms. Now, get to work, you dirty little cheater." I winced again as Alicia pulled on my chastity device, pulling me toward her by my cock. Despair bloomed like a dark shadow in my heart as I saw the orgasm I had been longing for snatched away. But Alicia never went back on her decisions. I knew that already. And the quickest way to get what I wanted was not to complain, not to beg for mercy, but to do what she said. While she lay back on the bed and spread her legs again, I lowered my head between her thighs and began to lick. The mistakes of the past always seem to have a way of coming back to haunt us. But I would never have imagined they would come back to me quite like this. 
 
    

  

 
        
            
                
            
        

    
   
    Teaching Him A Lesson: Parts 15-21 
 
    15. His Mistress Meets His Ex 
 
      
 
    "What do you think of this?" 
 
    Alicia twirled on the spot. My eyes traveled up and down her body, the way they always did, beating a well-worn path over the incredible curves of her figure. She was wearing a dress I had never seen before, black with large white polka-dots. Strapless, it clung tightly to her torso before flaring out slightly at the hips. Her skirt lifted as she turned, revealing more of her thighs to tease me as I stood in front of her. 
 
    "You look beautiful," I said truthfully. Alicia smiled.  
 
    "You always say that," she said. 
 
    "That's because you always look beautiful." Smiling, she stepped toward me. She draped her arms over my shoulders, and I wrapped mine around her waist. We kissed, her tongue sliding slickly between my lips, her body firm yet soft in my hands. Just a regular couple in a young relationship, with all the affection and desire that entails. Except there was nothing regular about us. Underneath my jeans, my cock ached for release inside the plastic device that contained it. I still hadn't gotten Alicia to the minimum 20 orgasms she required to release me. And so I was still horny and frustrated, more so than I had perhaps ever been. Alicia had never made me wait this long before. And the better she looked, the more I wanted her. And the longer I had to wait, the better she looked. 
 
    "It's good you're here. You can help me put my shoes on." Slipping out of my embrace, Alicia turned toward the bed. Her dress swelled around her as she sat down on its edge, smoothing the fabric over her legs. Her blue eyes sparkled as she smiled at me. 
 
    "Those wedges just inside the closet," she said, pointing to a pair of shoes. I didn't argue. We weren't in the middle of a scene, with her dominating me and making me worship her like a goddess. But we both knew that Alicia could give me orders whenever she wanted. The device locked around my cock gave that power. Her control over my sexual pleasure was all the leverage she needed. She knew I would obey. And I did. I picked up the shoes and carried them across the bedroom and brought them to her, kneeling at her feet to put them on. Without a word, Alicia raised one foot from the floor, and I carefully slid the sandal on. As I repeated the procedure with the other foot, I felt again the dull ache of my trapped cock. Even this, just touching her feet, was enough to drive me wild with desire. Before he met her, I never would've thought touching a woman's foot would get me so excited. But that was hardly the most dramatic of the changes I had been through. 
 
    The only way I could bring my own release closer was to please her. And so I decided to take a chance. With a quick glance up at her, I leaned forward and planted a careful kiss about halfway up her shin. Alicia smiled down at me, knowing what I was doing but allowing it to happen. I kissed her again, marveling at the softness of her skin against my lips and feeling the predictable surge of desire inside my body. She might not have been dominating me at that particular moment. But whenever I was around her, Alicia was always in charge. 
 
    "Careful," Alicia murmured. "Keep on like that and I might have to use you before we go out." She giggled as I leaned forward and kissed her again, slightly higher on her leg this time. I didn't need to tell her that that was exactly what I wanted. We both knew what that kiss meant. 
 
    And another followed it, even higher this time, my mouth climbing toward her knee as I bunched my body underneath her. The material of Alicia's new dress rustled in her hands as she clutched at it. My mistress was rarely indecisive. It didn't take her long to make up her mind. 
 
    "Okay then," she said with a weary sigh, as though I had been begging and pleading with her for hours. "Make me cum. Be quick about it." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I smiled as I spoke. In our relationship, I didn't get many opportunities to feel as though I had any power at all. But every now and then, I managed to get my way. Of course, in our situation, me getting my way meant getting to give her an orgasm. But I had learned it was better not to think about those kinds of imbalances. 
 
    Alicia shifted on the bed as she lifted her dress. She spread her thighs, reaching for her panties and hurriedly pulling them off. She dropped the black fabric to the floor, and there on the bed in front of me, her pussy was exposed. I wasted no time. I all but lunged forward, eager to taste her in the depths of my desire. Alicia groaned as I plunged my face between her thighs, my tongue already seeking her wet warmth. By now, I knew exactly how my mistress liked it. And as the taste of her passion filled my mouth, the dull ache of desire between my legs only grew worse. I had known it would. But I also knew that there would be no release until I gave her what she wanted. Anytime I got the chance to give my dominant mistress an orgasm, I knew I had to take it. 
 
    Soon, Alicia was moaning in pleasure. The sounds of her bliss kept time with my licks and kisses as I worshipped her womanhood, sliding my tongue between the slick walls and savoring the fragrant juices that flowed out. As Alicia's cries grew steadily louder, filling the bedroom as she threw back her head, I maintained the same rhythm. You can't argue with success. Alicia's hands gripped the back of my head as her body spasmed, her muscles stiffening as her climax approached. She cried out, and I felt the same faint sense of achievement I always felt at these moments, pleased to have made my mistress cum. The beautiful creature spasming in bliss up above me never looked better than she did in these moments, when she abandoned herself in selfish pleasure. And there were times, I'll admit, that I half believed the things she said. Sometimes, Alicia argued that being in her presence, being allowed to help her cum, ought to be all the reward I needed for my service to her. Even though I desperately hoped for something more, at moments like this, I saw her point. 
 
    I felt Alicia's climax explode wetly in my mouth, and she let out a long howl. Then her body relaxed, and she flopped back on the bed, her arms carelessly above her head, her eyes closed as her thighs trembled under my kisses. I stayed away from her sensitive pussy, even though there was nothing I wanted more. I contented myself with diligently lapping up the moisture that shone on her legs while she recovered. 
 
    Finally, she sat up. 
 
    "Good boy," she said in that post-orgasmic purr that never failed to send a jolt of lust through me. "I'm going to be thinking of that all through dinner. Now, pass me my panties." 
 
    Without rising from my knees, I did as Alicia said. I picked up her black underwear from the floor and handed it to her. Alicia's cheek bulged slightly from her tongue as a new idea seem to occur to her. 
 
    "You know, I'd like to not wear any panties to this dinner tonight, just to drive you crazy. Like I did at the mall." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I panted while she laughed at me. "Please do that, Miss Alicia." 
 
    "Why?" Alicia taunted. "It'll only drive you crazy. It's not like you can do anything about it. You can't fuck this pussy. All you can do is worship it. And you can't even do that in a restaurant." 
 
    "I know, Miss Alicia," I said. "But it's so sexy knowing you're uncovered like that. It's so hot. Please do it." 
 
    "No," Alicia smiled. "I don't think so. It's not a good idea. Because I have a feeling I'm going to be getting wet while we're out. And I don't want it to show through my dress. It's going to turn me on so much having you sit across from your ex with my pussy on your breath. Don't you dare wash your face." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” Alicia’s command was outrageous, of course. But I had come to expect the outrageous from her. And no matter how crazy her ideas were, they never failed to be incredibly exciting. 
 
    Alicia's eyes stayed on me as she folded the panties in her hand. Still watching me and my reaction, she lowered them between her legs and used them to wipe up the juices that shone on her still swollen lips. Then she lifted the fabric away and held it out to me. 
 
    "I can't wear these panties though," she said. "They're covered in cum. I think you should wear them instead." 
 
    “What?” 
 
    "You heard me," Alicia smiled. "I want you to wear my cum-soaked panties to dinner with your ex-wife. It'll get me so hot just thinking about it. Our little secret. I'll be so turned on, by the time we get home I'll probably make you give me two or three orgasms. You'll be getting really close to a release of your own then, won't you?"  
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." My head was spinning. I've never had any interest in wearing women's clothes. I liked the things Alicia wore, but I liked to see them on her. Still, what she was suggesting excited me. Of course, in the state of deep arousal I was in, it wasn't difficult to excite me. But as crazy as her suggestion was, I couldn't deny the dark thrill it suggested. 
 
      
 
    “Go on, put them on,” Alicia said, still holding the panties out to me. “I want to see how they look on you.” 
 
    I took the damp fabric in my hand, feeling the warmth of her juices clinging to them. Slowly, I stood. Alicia sat back, ready to enjoy yet another humiliating spectacle at my expense. Feeling approximately three feet tall, I unfastened my jeans and let them fall to the floor. The boxers I was wearing followed. I stood in front of Alicia now in nothing but my chastity device, the clear plastic plainly showing the way my tender flesh pressed desperately against the unyielding prison with unignorable desire. It never failed to make her laugh. And as she sat there smiling at me, I stepped into her wet panties and pulled them up. They were far too small, of course. I struggled to get them past midthigh. But inch by inch, I pulled the feminine underwear into place. My caged cock clearly showed through the front of the panties, and the elastic waistband dug into my skin. I looked ridiculous, and I knew it. I wondered if I could possibly look as ridiculous as I felt. 
 
    "Give me a twirl, panty boy," Alicia laughed. And I did as she said. I turned on the spot while my beautiful mistress clapped her hands with glee, enjoying the whole ridiculous spectacle. I could feel her panties clinging to me, and the wetness from her pussy that had soaked into the fabric was driving me crazy as it cooled on my skin. But Alicia was happy, and that was all that mattered. 
 
    "Fuck, this is awesome," she said. "Okay, get dressed. Bring me a fresh pair of panties. This is going to be so hot." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I mumbled as I pulled my jeans back on. As I moved toward her dresser, I felt the discomfort of her tight panties sliding over my skin. Clearly, she was in the mood for kink. And the long night ahead of me felt like it was about to get even longer. But as always, I had no choice but to do what my dominant mistress said. 
 
    "Show me," Alicia said as I produced a pair of panties from her drawer. "No, not those ones. There are some purple ones in there. Bring me those." Rooting through the drawer, I found what I was looking for. I brought the panties over to Alicia, and without a word, she pointed to the floor at her feet. Kneeling, I held the panties out and slid them over her feet as she raised one leg at a time. Then I pulled them up her body, once again tormented by the softness and smoothness of her legs. Reluctantly, I pulled the panties in place, covering her pussy with the purple fabric. 
 
    "Now kiss," Alicia ordered, pointing a single finger at the shape of her pussy lips through the fabric. I leaned forward and placed a humble kiss on her sex. 
 
    "Good boy," Alicia grinned. "Now, let's go to dinner, panty boy." 
 
      
 
    “I know you.” 
 
    It was almost the first thing Sasha said to Alicia. This was the moment I had been dreading. But Alicia's antics in the run-up to our date had worked to keep my mind off it. Now I was reminded once again that Alicia and my ex-wife had met before, back when she was Taye's teacher. Of course, there was no avoiding the moment. If Alicia was going to continue to be part of my life, it was only fair that Sasha get to meet her. And in a certain sense, it would be good to get it all out in the open and not have to hide anything anymore. After all, I was convinced we were doing nothing wrong. It might be a little strange to Taye once he realized his former teacher was now his dad's girlfriend. But kids are often more accepting than adults of these things. Sasha was the one who would be harder to convince. 
 
    “Alicia Russo,” Alicia said, holding out her hand towards Sasha. “I used to teach your son.” 
 
    Sasha frowned as she took Alicia's hand without getting up from her seat. Sasha had gotten to the restaurant before us, and was waiting alone. Her new boyfriend couldn't make it; something to do with his work that I barely listened to. To be honest, I was glad. Of course I wanted to meet any man who might potentially have frequent contact with my son. But I had enough to deal with as it was, thanks to Alicia's games. Having anybody else there would only have complicated matters. 
 
    "You're dating Taye's teacher?" Sasha raised her eyebrows in that judgmental way she had, and I felt immediately on the defensive. 
 
    “Former teacher,” I corrected. “She’s not his teacher anymore. We didn’t start dating until after he left her class.’ 
 
    “Can we sit down?” Alicia asked, still standing at the edge of the table. Her words seem to shatter some kind of spell, and Sasha almost shook herself as she waved at the seats in front of her. Alicia sat down, smoothing her dress behind her. I felt the panties I was wearing grow even tighter around me as I sat on the chair beside her. 
 
    "Now I know why you were so evasive about who she was," Sasha said. 
 
    "Look, I know this might be uncomfortable for you," Alicia said, stepping in while I sat tongue-tied in front of my ex. "I get that. It's an unusual situation. I hope it's not too weird for Taye, if and when we tell him about us. I just want you to know that I understand your son's needs will always come first. For you and for Pete. I have no interest in getting in the way of that. Taye is such a great kid, and I would love to be a part of his life at some point down the line. But I totally understand you might have reservations. I mean, that's what we're here to talk about, isn't it?" Under the table, Alicia clutched my hand. I looked at her, feeling my heart swell as I watched. It was an impressive performance. But that was the wrong word, I reflected. If I believed it was completely an act, I don't think I would have been with this woman, kinky sex or not. There was no question that Alicia had a powerful hold over me. The cage locked onto my cock and the panties I wore on top of them were ample proof of that. But even though I had been virtually lost between Alicia's thighs for months now, my son did come first. This new relationship with Alicia with the most rewarding thing that had happened to me in longer than I cared to remember. But it had to work in the context of the life I already had. Having Alicia meet Sasha was part of that. Having Sasha like Alicia, or at least tolerate her, was essential to me. 
 
    "Good," Sasha said. "I, er - I guess you caught me out a little. I wasn't expecting this. A heads up would be nice, Pete." 
 
    "I didn't know what to say," I replied. "I was worried it might freak you out. I thought it would be better if you could actually meet Alicia for yourself and see what she's like." 
 
    “Well, here we are,” Sasha said. “Sorry. I don’t want this to seem like you’re interviewing for a job or something. It’s not my business who Pete sees on his own time. It’s just because of Taye.” 
 
    "I totally understand," Alicia said soothingly. I suppose, given my own circumstances, I shouldn't have been surprised at how convincing my mistress could be when she wanted to. Sasha might have her reservations. But it seemed Alicia was winning her over. 
 
    The waiter appeared at the side of the table, and I ordered some wine for all of us. I knew what Sasha liked, and I saw the faint lift of the corners of her lips at the fact that I remembered. Our double date hadn't ended up happening, but I had to admit, Sasha still looked good that night. Not as good as Alicia, of course. But my ex-wife was no slouch in the looks department when she made an effort. And as Alicia had jokingly said to me, she would make the effort. Women are just as competitive as men, though about different things. Sasha's eyes shone like polished bronze, their unique color brought out by the dark makeup she wore. A red halter top was matched by the shade of her lipstick,and her jeans were dressed up by a pair of high heels. As hard as it was to focus on any other woman when Alicia was around, Sasha looked good. 
 
    "God, imagine if we all had to get our ex's approval for every new person we dated," Alicia said as our glasses clinked together. "What a nightmare that would be." Sasha laughed too. 
 
    “No doubt,” she said. “We’ve all got some horror stories in our past. Lucky for you, now you’re dating one of mine.” I stiffened. It was the kind of comment that can be taken badly. But Alicia laughed right along with it. 
 
    “I guess so,” Alicia said, and I felt my nerves tighten as she looked at me, her eyes sparkling in that unforgettable way they did. “Hopefully I can keep him in line. You know, you learn a lot about men by teaching kids.” 
 
    “I bet,” Sasha smirked. “You’ll have to keep an eye on this one.” 
 
    "Sasha, come on," I said. This was supposed to be about the mother of my son meeting my new girlfriend, not my ex-wife sizing up the competition. But Alicia was unperturbed. 
 
    “His affair, you mean? He told me about that.” I cringed in my seat, gripping the thin stem of my wine glass in my fist. Already, I felt that things were sliding out of my control. But then, I reflected, they had never really been in my control to begin with. Nothing ever was when Alicia was involved. 
 
    “He did?” Sasha seemed genuinely surprised. Alicia’s revelation had thrown her off balance. 
 
    "Yeah," Alicia said. "I insist on total honesty with anyone I date. Otherwise, what's the point?" 
 
    "I agree" Sasha murmured. "But it's easier said than done." 
 
    "Maybe," Alicia shrugged. "But I think we've found a way that works for us." Again she squeezed my hand under the table. Perhaps it was for reassurance, but I didn't feel very reassured. The last thing I needed was the two women in my life to be at odds. And even though they weren't actively arguing, I got the sense there was a lot more going on than what I could see. It was like they were invisibly sparring. I had no idea who was winning. 
 
    "I hope so," Sasha said. "It's good to see Pete happy again. I think it's a better role model for Taye if he could see his father in a healthy, stable relationship." 
 
    "Well, I hope that's what we have," Alicia said. "It might be a little unconventional. But it works for us." 
 
    “Because you were Taye’s teacher, you mean?” 
 
    "That," Alicia smiled. "And a couple of other things." Alicia was already well into her second glass of wine. Already, the bottle was empty. And no food had arrived. I wondered if that was what was responsible for how close Alicia was flying to the sun. Maybe not. 
 
    "Alicia," I said carefully. And her blue eyes shone as she turned to me, her dark hair framing her beautiful face. Before we came out to dinner, she had made a big show of putting on the chain that held the key to my chastity device. I had begged her not to, but she had done it anyway. If Sasha had noticed the unusual piece of jewelry, she hadn't commented on it. But there it was, shining away on my mistress's chest, my humiliating submission exposed to the whole world. Alicia had so much power over me. And my cock ached inside the plastic prison as I reflected on just how little I could do about it. 
 
    "Be quiet, Pete," Alicia said. I felt my cheeks burning with shame as she spoke. "Women are talking now." 
 
    Across the table, Sasha burst out laughing. I opened my mouth, but a look from Alicia silenced me. What could I possibly say? I didn't want to have an argument right there in front of my ex. For that matter, I didn't want to argue with Alicia at all. Not with the stakes as high as they were. I was already being punished for the affair I had had years ago when I was married to Sasha. I knew Alicia was more than capable of adding to that punishment for even the slightest infraction. So I said nothing, and that only seemed to add to Sasha's amusement. 
 
    “I need more wine,” Alicia said. “Anyone else?” 
 
    "I could use a refill," Sasha said. She was talking to Alicia, but she was looking at me now. I had no way of knowing what was going on behind those questioning eyes. But I felt suddenly as though my ex-wife could see right through me, and it terrified me. 
 
    "I'm sure the waiter will be back soon," I tried. 
 
    "But I want wine now," Alicia said. "Go to the bar and bring us a bottle, will you? Go on. Don't keep us waiting." Alicia's tone didn't suggest anything out of the ordinary between us. Just a regular boyfriend and girlfriend out for a meal. But we both knew the truth, and I could see it shining in my mistress's eyes. She might frame her desires as a request. But I knew an order when I heard one. 
 
    Reluctantly, I pushed back my chair. The last thing I wanted to do was leave them alone. I didn't know if I would return to find them at each other's throats or whispering in one another's ears. Worse, I didn't know which I would prefer. But whatever was going to happen, I knew I couldn't stop it. 
 
    So instead, I went to the bar. As I walked away, I could feel Alicia's eyes on me. I could virtually feel how pleased she was with herself and the way the night was going. And I dreaded what she might do next. Dreaded and longed for it. Because there was no denying the fact that a wild possibility had occurred to me. I barely dared to think clearly about it. But inside the plastic device, my cock raged. 
 
    It took longer than I had expected to get served at the bar. Finally, I placed my order, and the barman assured me the waiter would be right over with the wine. When I returned to the table with the two women, I saw at once that something had changed. They both wore sly smiles on their faces, two sets of beautiful eyes sparkling when they looked at me. I felt my cheeks prickling with embarrassment as I looked from Sasha to Alicia and back again. Finally, it was my ex-wife who broke the silence. 
 
    “So,” Sasha said, taking a careful sip of her wine before speaking. “Alicia just told me what that key is for.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    16. Exposed To His Ex 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "Are you mad? I can't believe you're mad." 
 
    "You can't believe it? I can't believe you told her! That's the mother of my kid, Alicia." 
 
    Sasha had gone to the bathroom, and Alicia had taken advantage of the opportunity to check in with me. Inside, I was a surging mass of complicated feelings. My anger wasn't feigned. I felt betrayed. It was one thing to play these kinky games in private when no one would know what went on behind closed doors. But this was different. And for a woman who had dumped me to protect her own reputation, she was behaving in an extremely cavalier fashion with mine. Whatever happened with Alicia in the future, Sasha would be part of my life forever. She had no right to interfere with the relationship between Taye's mother and me. 
 
    And I knew all of that was true as I thought it. For once, I knew I was right. Alicia was usually a few steps ahead of me, but she had crossed a line here. There was a part of me that said I should walk out right there and then. On this dinner, and on her. Yes, she was beautiful. Yes, she was incredibly sexy. Yes, she had the key to the device that contained my cock around her neck. But that didn't mean she could treat me however she wanted. In bed, sure. But now our kinky power dynamic had bled into my real life. If I left her, I could take my power back. Probably I could find some way to get the device cut off me and be free again. Leave this insane woman and her wild games behind. It had been fun while it lasted, but you need to have boundaries. 
 
    And yet, I could think all of that and still not do it. Alicia's blue eyes gazed deep into mine, sparkling behind their painted lashes. I didn't want to lose her. Even after what she had just done. And I was angry, and I felt my anger was entirely justified. But Alicia remained the best thing that had happened to me in a long time. Even after this, I didn't want to lose that. 
 
    "Well, she asked," Alicia shrugged. The key that was responsible for it all bounced on her chest, and for a moment, I imagined grabbing it and ripping the silver chain right off her pretty neck. 
 
    “Of course she asked,” I scowled. “You could’ve made something up. You didn’t have to tell her.” 
 
    “Relax,” Alicia said. “It’s just a bit of fun. We’re consenting adults. There’s no need to be so uptight about these things. It’s just a fun thing we do in bed. It doesn’t change who you are as a person.” 
 
    I had no answer to that. I could have protested, and claimed that it did change a lot of things. It could change how Sasha saw me, and who knew what problems that might create down the line? But it was too late. My ex-wife was coming back from the bathroom, and there was no more time first to talk in private. 
 
    "I hope I haven't caused trouble," Sasha said as she sat down again. But she couldn't keep the smile off her face. I didn't know if it was because she had sown discord between me and my girlfriend, or because of what she had just learned. I suspected a little of both. Sasha wasn't the jealous type normally. But I got the impression she was threatened by Alicia. And it hardly surprised me. Incredibly beautiful, outrageously sexy, and intelligent too, Alicia was intimidating to just about everyone. 
 
    "No," Alicia said. "I probably shouldn't have opened my big mouth. Can we just forget all about it?" 
 
    "Er, no," Sasha said with a giggle. Her cheeks were flushed. I could see that the wine had started to take effect. "I don't think I can just forget about that. Does it hurt?" The last question was addressed to me. I could feel Alicia watching me as she sat beside me, watching my reaction. 
 
    "I don't want to talk about this, Sasha," I said as firmly as I could manage. It's not easy to speak with confidence when you're locked in chastity and wearing your girlfriend's damp panties. 
 
    "I just had no idea he was so kinky," Sasha said, turning to Alicia. "Maybe if I had known, things might be different between us. But good for you. Keep him locked up."t To her credit, Alicia looked almost as embarrassed as I was. 
 
    "I think we should change the subject," Alicia said pointedly.  An awkward silence fell over us. I had wanted this meal to go well, for the two women to like each other and get along, knowing my life would be much easier if they did. But now things had taken a turn that none of us seem to know how to recover from. 
 
    "Will you excuse us for a moment?" Alicia said suddenly. Without waiting for an answer, she rose from her seat. Grabbing her purse from the back of the chair with one hand, she took my hand in her other and pulled me up. I followed as she led me through the crowded restaurant toward the bathrooms. Opening a door, she stepped inside and pulled me after her. The bathrooms were single, with just one toilet and sink. Sasha locked the door behind her, and we finally had complete privacy. 
 
    "I'm sorry, Pete," Sasha said at once. "I shouldn't have said anything. You're right. I crossed a boundary, and I shouldn't have done. You're absolutely right to be mad. I fucked up." I breathed deeply as she spoke. An apology didn't change anything. But I had to admit, it made me feel a little bit better. 
 
    “This is a mess,” I said. 
 
    “I know,” Alicia groaned. “But what can we do? I can’t unsay it. Maybe she’ll drink so much she’ll forget?” 
 
    “I doubt it,” I said gloomily. “I’m just going to have to — I don’t know. I don’t know what I’m going to do.” 
 
    “Are you mad at me?” Alicia stood close to me, placing her hand on my chest as she gazed up into my eyes. 
 
    "No," I said with a sigh. It was one of the biggest lies I had told her. Of course I was mad at her. But the thought seemed to upset her, and there was no point torturing the woman. "I just don't get why you told her." 
 
    “I thought it would be fun.” 
 
    “Fun? How would it be fun?” 
 
    "Well," Alicia said slowly. Her hand moved over my chest, feeling my body through my shirt. Her eyes were cast down, no longer looking at me. "Think about it. I mean, your ex-wife is gorgeous. You have to admit, it would be pretty hot if she knew about your predicament. If she was into it. You know you like being humiliated. You know what's more humiliating than having one woman owning your cock? Having two." 
 
    "You're fucking crazy," I said, shaking my head. But Alicia just smiled. And inside my pants, inside the panties I wore, my cock ached in its tiny prison. Alicia was right, of course. She always was when it came to sex. I would be lying if I said the same thought hadn't occurred to me. I had no desire to be back with Sasha in any way, especially not since Alicia came along. But the idea of being controlled by her was powerfully erotic. I could barely believe the conflicting emotions swirling inside me as I stood in that bathroom with Alicia. But once again, I found myself on the border between fear and desire. Only this time, the fear was more powerful than ever. 
 
    “I guess so,” Alicia said. There was a faint smile on her beautiful face as she finally looked up at me again. “Let me make it up to you.” 
 
    "How?" But Alicia didn't respond. Instead, she just placed both hands on my chest and pushed me backward. Just like that, she walked me across the large bathroom until I sat down heavily on the toilet. Then, she reached for the back of her neck. Her silver necklace glittered as she unfastened it. Holding the key to my chastity device, she sank to her knees on the floor in front of me. She reached for the front of my pants, and my breathing grew suddenly short as she unzipped them and pulled her panties out of the way. Slipping the key inside the lock of the chastity device, she unlocked it and drew the plastic tube off my cock. Immediately, my manhood swelled to full erection right in front of her, and I felt dizzy with the sudden rush of blood. In the state I was in, I barely noticed as Alicia reached into her purse on the floor at her knees. Retrieving something from it, she reached forward and pushed my arms back. It wasn't until the handcuffs snapped shut around my wrists, locking me to the toilet, that I realized what she had done. And the thought that she had brought restraints to this dinner, that she had been planning to do something wild like this, only turned me on more. 
 
    "I guess we can consider your punishment over," Alicia said, giggling while I groaned as she stroked my cock with one hand. "We never got to twenty orgasms for me, but I feel like you've suffered enough. So I'm going to do something I practically never do. I'm going to suck the cum right out of your balls and swallow it like a good slut, then go back to your ex-wife with a belly full of your load. How does that sound?" 
 
    “Good,” I panted, barely able to form coherent words with the desire that raged inside me. “That sounds really good.” 
 
    "I bet it does," Alicia chuckled. Pinning her dark hair back behind her ears, she lowered her head and ran her tongue teasingly along my shaft, from the base to the tip. My groan of pleasure echoed back from the tiled walls she smiled at me. 
 
    "Of course, once you've cum, you'll need to be locked back up again. Just because I made a mistake doesn't mean you're not still my slave. And slave cocks need to be locked away." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I moaned. In the state I was in, the woman could get me to agree to anything. Besides, the truth was I didn't want to be free. Not all the time, anyway. As terrible as it was to lose control of my own manhood, it was a vital part of the dynamic between Alicia and me. Just because I wasn't thrilled about my ex-wife knowing about it didn't change how much masochistic pleasure I got out of the whole situation. 
 
    “I knew I was going to get wet tonight,” Alicia smiled. “You have to admit, this is pretty hot. I wonder if it’s turning Sasha on too.” 
 
    "I — I don't know, Miss Alicia." Alicia was speaking between licks of my surging cock, and I could barely think straight with the pleasure that burned inside me. I already knew that I wouldn't be able to last long, that I would soon come with the pressure of the desire I was feeling. 
 
    "I wonder if you've ever made two women wet at the same time before," she laughed. 
 
    “I doubt it, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    “Me too. I mean, you’re cute, but… You know. The best way for you to satisfy a woman is as a slave. You know that now. It’s a shame Sasha never got to experience that side of you.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "You know what I should do?" Alicia punctuated her thought by lowering her head down into my lap and closing her lips around my cock. I moaned loudly as she bobbed her head up and down, her lips tight around my shaft, her tongue working its way around the sensitive head of my cock while every cell of my body screamed for release. And then, she took it away again, leaving me groaning and writhing on the toilet. "She knows about it now anyway. I should show her. I should lock you up and leave you in here and let her see how pathetic you are." 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned. The mental image she was conjuring was beyond belief, and in my desperate state of arousal, it sounded like the sexiest thing I had ever heard. 
 
    "I notice you're not saying no," Alicia smiled up at me. Her hand was wrapped around my shaft again, stroking me gently as she teased me. But as fantastic as it felt to be touched by her, I didn't want to cum like that. I wanted her mouth around me again. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I said, what little resistance I had shattering completely. “I’ll do whatever you say. Please, please let me cum!” 
 
    "Oh, slave boy," Alicia sighed happily. "You are in so much trouble now." Once again, she lowered her mouth down onto my shaft. I cried out as she sucked, the pleasure tearing through me like lightning as my body stiffened. Almost immediately, I emptied myself into her, my cock throbbing between her tight lips as she sucked powerfully. Just as she'd promised, Alicia swallowed my cum as quickly as I could spurt it into her mouth, her throat swelling as she drank down my juices until there was nothing left. Drained and panting, I sat back on the toilet I was locked to, barely able to believe what had just happened. And what was about to. 
 
    Alicia looked infinitely pleased with herself. Humming happily, she pinned her hair behind her ears again and began to slide the plastic tube back onto my cock. For a moment, I contemplated arguing but thought better of it. Now that my orgasm had come and gone, I was terrified at the thought of being exposed to Sasha. Somehow, I had come out of the situation in an even worse position than I had entered it. But reneging on a deal with Alicia wasn't possible. And as she slid my cock back into its plastic prison and clicked the lock shut again, I knew I had no choice. I tried to tell myself that it didn't matter if Sasha saw, now that she already knew. I tried to pretend that the idea didn't turn me on, even as my cock already began the first faint stirrings of new arousal inside its unforgiving prison. 
 
    "Well, we are back on track," Alicia said with a smile. Draping the necklace around her neck again, she fastened it, letting the key dangle once again above her gorgeous breasts. "Maybe we can still salvage some fun from this night. I'm going to go out there now and see if she wants a look at you all locked up. Who knows? This could be the start of something beautiful." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Somehow, I highly doubted that. But I was too overcome to argue. Alicia rose to her feet, her dress swaying around her as she made her way to the door. Pausing for a moment, she turned to smile at me over her shoulder. 
 
    “Better hope no becomes in here while I’m gone,” she smiled. Then she unlocked the door and stepped out. 
 
    I waited. It was all I could do not to panic as the minutes dragged by. There I was, locked to the toilet with my chastity device fully on display. If anyone walked in, it would be impossible for me to hide myself. And I found myself praying that Alicia would come back soon, that she would bring Sasha with her to expose my complete shame. Even that was better the discovery by a stranger. 
 
    When the bathroom door opened, I held my breath. But it was Alicia's smiling face that appeared in the widening doorway. She stepped quickly through, and I saw with a sinking sensation in my heart that Sasha was with her. Alicia swung the door shirt and locked it again, and Sasha stared at me with wide eyes, her hands pressed to her open mouth in disbelief. 
 
    "Oh my God," Sasha said. Her shining eyes moved over my body, dropping inevitably to the chastity device that enclosed my cock. And as my ex-wife stood looking at me in the depths of my embarrassment, I felt my cock hardening again. As though the orgasm Alicia had just given me had never happened. In no time at all, my manhood was once again pressed against the inside of the clear plastic tube, a humiliatingly visible display of my merciless arousal. 
 
    "Take a look," Sasha smiled as she stood beside the door, arms folded underneath her breasts. "He won't bite. Not unless I tell him to." 
 
    Sasha's heels echoed on the tiled floor of the bathroom as she walked slowly toward me. The room seemed to stretch before her, becoming a vast hallway so that I waited forever for her to approach. Her eyes were locked between my legs, locked on the device that was itself locked around my cock. My cheeks burned with absolute humiliation, and the handcuffs that help me to the toilet rattled as I trembled. Whatever happened next, there would be no going back from this. I didn't know what the future held for me and Alicia, but I knew that Sasha would be part of my life forever. And I knew that neither of us were ever going to forget this moment. 
 
    "That looks painful," Sasha said. 
 
    "It is, when he gets turned on," Alicia said. Her own footsteps echoed on the floor as she walked toward me and stood beside my ex-wife. "So basically all the time. You wouldn't believe how horny a man gets when you make him unable to cum for even just a few days. He'll do anything. I mean anything. Look at him. He agreed to let you see him like this, even after he was so mad about me telling you." 
 
    "This is crazy," Sasha said, shaking her head. But her eyes were still on my locked cock, a smile still on her face. Whatever she was feeling about it, she wasn't disgusted. I supposed that was something. 
 
    "It seems that way," Alicia said, smiling at me she spoke. "But once you get into it, you realize how great it is. I mean, having a guy who is completely dependent on you for sexual pleasure. You know he can't cheat. He can't even jerk off. He has to earn every single orgasm he gets. And I really make him earn them, too." 
 
    "Really? What you make him do?" Finally, Sasha tore her eyes away from me to look at Alicia. Alicia returned my ex-wife's smile. 
 
    "Whatever I want, really," Alicia said. "I like to humiliate him. I like to make him beg. I make him kiss my feet. I make him lick my boots. A while ago, we went on a shopping trip where I made him buy me a bunch of new outfits. Then when we got home, I made him cum on my boots." 
 
    "Oh my God," Sasha breathed. "I can't believe it. I mean, I know this kind of stuff goes on. But I never thought he was into it." 
 
    "Oh, he loves it," Alicia smirked. "He loves being my little slave boy. Don't you, Pete?" Again, both sets of eyes turned to me. I felt as though I was shrinking under their gaze, my every flaw magnified and exposed as two beautiful women waited on my answer. The weight of my shame pressed down on me as those trying to force me through the floor. I felt as though I had entered some kind of wild dream, as though none of this was real. Maybe that was the only way to get through it. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I said, and both women laughed out loud. 
 
    "You have him so whipped," Sasha said. "I mean, I sort of knew that when you sent him to the bar. But I just thought you were kind of a bitch. I didn't realize you were some kind of kinky dominatrix." 
 
    "Yeah, well," Alicia shrugged. "It's not something I normally tell the parents of kids I've taught. I mean, I'm kind of nervous about this, to be honest. I probably seem like some total freak to you. You probably don't want me anywhere near your son." 
 
    “Well, this is all a game, isn’t it?” Sasha said. “I mean, he’s not actually your slave, is he?” 
 
    "The lines get blurry sometimes," Alicia said. 
 
    “But he wants this,” Sasha pressed on. “You want this, don’t you, Pete?” 
 
    I drew a deep breath before answering. Of course I did. But in its way, that was the most humiliating thing of all to admit. In some ways, it would be easier if this was something Alicia was making me do. If her ownership of my cock was all her idea, and she was a cruel mistress who had captured me against my will. But it wasn't true. And Sasha might only have my welfare in mind, but her question forced me to admit the most shameful thing of all. 
 
    “Yes,” I grunted. “I’m in this voluntarily.” 
 
    “Well then,” Sasha smiled. “I don’t really see a problem. As long as Taye doesn’t know about it, it can’t hurt him. What his daddy and his daddy’s mistress do behind closed doors is their business.” She laughed as she spoke, and Alicia laughed along with her. 
 
    "That's a big relief," Alicia said. "Even in this day and age, not everyone is super understanding about this kind of thing. I've lost a lot of boyfriends when they found out what I was really into. So when I found a submissive like Pete, I was thrilled. I'd hate to lose that now." 
 
    "No, not at all. You guys do you. Whatever makes you happy, I guess." 
 
    "So what do you think? Can we be friends? Now that everything is out in the open, can you and I start over?" Alicia held out her hand toward Sasha as she spoke. After the tiniest moment of hesitation, Sasha smilingly took it. 
 
    "Sure," she said. "I wasn't sure about you at first. And this has kind of blown my mind, to be honest. But you seem like a woman who knows how to handle herself. And maybe you're exactly what Pete needs." 
 
    "Yeah, I think so too," Alicia smiled. "Now that you know about his little secret, things can get even more interesting." Sasha's smooth brow furrowed as Alicia spoke. 
 
    "What do you mean?" she asked. 
 
    "Well, your ex-husband gets off on being humiliated," Alicia said. "I mean, look. His cock's already trying to get hard again just from listening to us talk about him. And what would be more humiliating than having to serve you, too? I don't mean as a sex slave. I just mean doing things for you. If I tell him to do it, he will. Won't you, slave boy?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I growled between gritted teeth. The thought of being made to serve Sasha filled me with both dread and desire. After all, Alicia was right. It would just be one more demonstration of the terrible power she had over me, one more instance of her total control. But it was yet another opportunity for my two lives to collide, my kinky secret merging with my everyday relationships. Still, it was too late to stop that now. Ever since Sasha had asked Alicia about the key and my mistress had decided to tell the truth, everything had been leading up to this moment. 
 
    "Wow," Sasha breathed. "I'm not sure how my boyfriend would feel about that. Having my ex-husband around and not knowing why." 
 
    "Well, it's just a thought," Alicia shrugged. "Anyway, I feel like we've been in here long enough. We should get back to dinner. I guess the point of tonight was to get to know each other a little better. I didn't think it would end up like this, but now we do." 
 
    “You can say that again,” Sasha giggled. Her bronze eyes watched as Alicia stepped toward me, fishing the key to the handcuffs out of her purse. Crouching beside the toilet, she unlocked my arms. I pulled up the panties and my pants, feeling my ex-wife watching my every move as I rose to my feet. My face felt as though it was on fire with embarrassment and disgrace as Alicia took my hand in hers. 
 
    “Come on, slave boy,” she smiled. “Now that we both know who you really are, you can treat us to dinner while we decide what to do with you.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    17. Humiliated In Front Of His Ex 
 
      
 
      
 
    "I don't think there's much point in you wearing clothes anymore. After all, we've both seen it all before. Take them off." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Sasha tried and failed to stifle a sudden bark of laughter at my response. My cheeks burned with shame. They had been doing that a lot. And I knew they would be doing it a lot more before the night was over. 
 
    Over dinner, the women had gotten even looser as the wine kept flowing. For a while, we tried to talk about other things. But there was the elephant in the room, my darkest secret that my ex-wife had just discovered in such dramatic fashion. Every time Sasha looked at me, I cringed with embarrassment. The sly smile never left her face now that she knew the true nature of my relationship with Alicia. She was laughing at me. And I could hardly blame her. 
 
    And as they talked in increasingly loud voices about the humiliating details of my new life, Alicia and Sasha seem to be bonding. I wasn't unaware of the irony of the situation I found myself in. I wanted them to get along. I needed them to, to make things easier in the future if Alicia was going to remain part of my life. But I had never anticipated them bonding over this. I had never wanted Sasha to find out. Now that she had, I wondered whether I would prefer for them not to get along, and my secret still to be safe. Not that it mattered. What I might wish for didn't change anything. And if I had to be exposed and humiliated in front of my ex-wife in this way, I supposed it was good that at least it was helping them to be friends.  
 
    Once dinner was over, Alicia had hit on her next brilliant idea. She invited Sasha back to her place. And I wasn't surprised when Sasha agreed. She picked up her phone and called the babysitter and told her she would be back late, and all the while, her eyes stayed locked on me. I knew what was coming. I knew Alicia well enough to know that she would take full advantage of this opportunity. Having Sasha witness our kinky games made them far more humiliating than they would otherwise have been. And if there was one thing to my dominant girlfriend really loved to do, it was humiliate me.  
 
    And that's how I found myself driving them both back to Alicia's place, my nervousness growing with every mile we covered. We had barely got inside the house, the front door only just closing behind us, before Alicia told me to undress. I was used to being naked in her house; Alicia liked to see the chastity device locked onto my cock whenever she could. But it had been a long time since I was naked in front of Sasha. And it had never been anything like this.  
 
    Still, I knew better than to argue. Alicia wore the key to the chastity device around her neck, and the power it gave her was inarguable. The fact that she had already given me an orgasm in the bathroom of the restaurant hardly seem to matter. Once again, my cock was pressing painfully against the hard plastic of the device that enclosed it. Something about the situation, being humiliated in front of two women instead of just one, was stirring my desire and making me even weaker than I normally was around Alicia. I was humiliated, and I was desperately aroused. Alicia knew as well as I did how it worked. And as I undressed and revealed my cock trapped in the transparent plastic of the device, Sasha could see just as well as Alicia could that this whole ordeal was turning me on.  
 
    “This is insane,” Sasha said, shaking her head. Her eyes traveled up and down my body, taking it all in. Predictably, they hovered on my cock in the device that contained. She was fascinated by it. I could hardly blame her. It’s not every day you see something like that. 
 
    “It’s awesome,” Alicia giggled. “Have you ever tried a little S&M before?” 
 
    “No,” Sasha said. “It’s not really my thing.” 
 
    "Yeah, you say that," Alicia grinned. "Lots of women say that. Until they try it. Until they realize they could actually have a submissive slave boy serving them hand and foot and bowing to their every whim. And all it takes is a little bit of plastic like that. You don't have to be a dominatrix to see the appeal of that."  
 
    “True,” Sasha said thoughtfully, tilting her head to one side. Alicia turned, and both Sasha and I followed her into the living room. 
 
    "Take a seat," Alicia said. Sasha's eyes shone as she lowered herself onto the sofa, crossing her long legs in her tight jeans. "Not you," Alicia added, turning to me even though I hadn't even tried to sit down. "No sitting down on the job. Tonight, you're going to serve us both. Just like you should serve every woman you meet. I'm going to show your ex-wife what a good little bitch you can be."  
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I sighed, while Sasha howled in laughter again. 
 
    “Would you like some more wine, Sasha?” Alicia offered. 
 
    “I wouldn’t say no,” Sasha smirked. 
 
    "Go pour us two glasses," Alicia ordered. "And keep my guest entertained while I go change."  
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I tried to ignore the bright burst of female laughter that all but chased me out of the room as I went to the kitchen. 
 
    When I returned to the living room with a glass of wine in each hand, Alicia was gone. Sasha sat down the couch, looking up at me as I handed her a glass of wine. For a moment, silence fell between us. I didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “This is so fucked up,” Sasha said. 
 
    "It's… unusual," I replied. "But I mean, lots of people get up to strange stuff in the bedroom. I had no idea she was going to tell you about it. I didn't want you to know. I don't want anyone to know." 
 
    “But now I do know,” Sasha said slowly. “It’s funny. I didn’t even know things like that existed.” Her eyes dropped pointedly to my caged cock as she spoke. “But it’s kind of genius. She really does own you with that thing on, doesn’t she?” 
 
    "Yeah, she does," I admitted. Sasha's brown eyes glittered. 
 
    “You’re lucky I didn’t know about that stuff back when we were together,” she smiled.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    "Never mind," Sasha said, taking another sip of her wine. "I don't want to be part of your kinky fantasies if I tell you what I'm thinking right now." It was all I could do not to grunt in pain as my throbbing cock pressed even harder against the plastic of the device. 
 
    “Well, I hate to break it to you, but you’re part of this already,” I said. 
 
    “I guess so,” Sasha grinned. “I’m just curious about how this all works. I mean, what do you even do if you can’t use your cock?” 
 
    "Whatever he's told," Alicia said as she reentered the room. I gasped at the sight of her. And Sasha turned in her seat, her eyes widening as she looked my mistress up and down, from her head to her feet and back again. Alicia looked incredible. It was the outfit I had seen her in only once before, the tight black corset that made her breasts swell and bounce with every breath she took, and the shining black latex pants so tight they looked as though they had been painted on to her body. She wore the boots I had bought for her at the mall that day, the handle of the built-in riding crop visible next to her knee, a threat and a promise all in one. Between her mouthwatering breasts, the key to my chastity device hung where it always did, taunting me with the promise of a freedom I knew I would have to earn. Alicia's sex appeal was always powerful, but dressed like this, it was irresistible. Just looking at her made me feel dizzy. And I wasn't the only one who seemed unable to tear my eyes away. Sasha was looking at my girlfriend with an expression of absolute shock on her face. 
 
    "I call this my goddess outfit," Alicia said as she strutted into the room, soaking up every bit of attention from me and my ex-wife as we watched her move. "Don't get me wrong, you don't have to dress up like this to dominate a man. That's the whole point. What I wear and how I act is up to me, not him. But it is fun to tease him sometimes. And he really wants me when I look like this. Don't you, slave?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I panted. I really did. The chastity device never felt tighter or more painful than it did in that moment as I watched Alicia bask in my desperate attention. She really did look like a goddess. And I had had no chance of resisting her anyway, but looking the way she did, even more of my weak defiance slipped away. Probably that was the point. To show me what I could have if I did as I was told. If so, it was working. 
 
    "Then prove it," Alicia demanded. The sound of her boot heels echoed as she stopped in the center of the living room, her hands on her hips, her feet apart. The patent leather of her boots glittered in the light, shining and sparkling just like her achingly tight pants as she stood in front of me. "Crawl over here on your hands and knees and lick my boots," she ordered. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Sasha howled in laughter as I dropped to the floor. I kept my head down as I crawled toward Alicia, her boots slowly filling my vision as I lowered my face to the floor. Again I felt the hot flood of embarrassment burning my cheeks as I heard the springs in the couch groan. Sasha was moving. She was shifting on the couch to get a better look, to make sure she didn't miss a moment of my complete humiliation as I groveled at the feet of another woman. And my cock surged again as my outstretched tongue made contact with the toe of Alicia's boot, sliding easily over the glossy leather. I could smell the leather, could feel the warmth of Alicia's body through the supple material as my tongue continued to move. I stayed low, lavishing her toes and foot with pathetic licks like a beaten dog and only slowly daring to move a little higher up her leg. For a while, silence reigned. The two women were happy to enjoy the spectacle of me debasing myself. 
 
    “Where’s my wine?” Alicia suddenly snapped. “Go get it so I can enjoy this.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Lifting my face from her boots, I turned and crawled back across the living room to where I had set her wineglass down when she ordered me onto my knees. Picking it up in one hand, I turned and crawled back across the floor. Something told me not to get up without her permission. And the women laughed again as I moved around the floor like an animal, my caged cock swaying underneath me as I brought the wine back to my beautiful mistress. Kneeling at her feet, I lifted the glass toward her, and she took it by the stem. As she raised it to her lips, I saw her reach downward with her other hand. Lifting one foot from the floor, she drew the riding crop out of her boot with a menacing hiss, and the crack of her high heel echoed sharply through the room as she stomped her foot back down. 
 
    "Back to work, bitch," Alicia sneered. "Do the other boot now." The tip of the riding crop tapped her foot as she shifted her weight.  
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Again I lowered my face to the floor and ran my tongue over her other boot. Sasha laughed at my pathetic compliance as Alicia gloated above me, thoroughly enjoying her total command of me. And Sasha's laughter reached a higher pitch as the riding crop suddenly slashed through the air and cracked against my raised backside.  
 
    My body stiffened as the pain tore through me. I grunted between clenched teeth, my head down on the floor at my mistress's feet. The slow-spreading pain of the blow was bad, but no worse than the utter humiliation I felt at being beaten like this in front of my ex-wife. And I braced myself as the riding crop whistled through the air again, fresh pain exploding on another part of my ass. Alicia didn't beat me often; she didn't need to. Her beauty and the chastity device gave her all the power she would ever need. But sometimes, she liked to hurt me. To remind me of my place. I shouldn't have been surprised that she was in the mood to do so with Sasha watching. 
 
    "He bought me these boots," Alicia explained to Sasha in between blows of the riding crop. "I made him put them on me in the store. He loves them. Every time I wear them, he ends up worshiping them. Worshiping me. And sometimes, I like to punish him while he does that. After all, naughty boys need to be taught their place."  Sasha and Alicia laughed again. By that time, my whole ass was burning from the well-placed blows of the riding crop. Alicia never struck the same place twice, not until the entire skin of my backside was red from the whip. Only then did she start over, hitting places she had already marked and causing even greater pain to spread through my body. All the while, I tried to keep on licking, tried to keep worshiping her boots and focusing on the sensation of the leather under my tongue instead of the whip burning my ass. But it wasn't easy. When the blows finally stopped falling, I realized I was trembling.  
 
    “What do you say to me, slave boy?” Alicia demanded. 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Alicia,” came the prompt reply. Sasha giggled over on the couch as she listened. 
 
    "Good." Above me, Alicia turned. Her footsteps vibrated through the floor as she walked over to the sofa and sat down beside my ex-wife. I raised my head slowly from the floor to see them both looking at me, two sets of beautiful eyes locked onto me, two sinister smiles on to pairs of beautiful soft lips. In one sense, they couldn't have looked more different. Alicia's black hair and blue eyes contrasted with the warm brown coloring of Sasha. While my ex-wife was still dressed for our dinner, Alicia now looked like the dominant goddess of every submissive man's dreams. But despite how different they looked, there was a commonality that made my heart race, that made my cock ache inside the locked device. These two might look very different from one another. But they were both looking at me in the exact same way. The same excitement shone in both sets of eyes, hazel and blue. Looking up at the women from my knees, I knew I was in serious trouble. But it was the kind of trouble I wanted.  
 
    "Sasha is nearly out of wine," Alicia said, casting a quick look in my ex-wife's direction. "Fill her up. In fact, go get the bottle." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Slowly, I stood. Every movement seemed to aggravate the soreness of my buttocks, but I had no choice. And as I turned toward the kitchen, I heard the women laugh again, no doubt amused by the angry red skin of my backside. Fetching the open bottle of wine, I brought it back to the living room. Sasha's eyes followed my every movement as I walked over to her, refilling her glass before topping up Alicia's. While the women drank, I set the bottle down carefully on a side table and awaited further instructions. 
 
    "So you've never done anything even a bit like this?" Alicia said, turning to Sasha. 
 
    “Not even remotely,” Sasha smiled. 
 
    “You’re missing out,” Alicia said, shaking her head. “You wouldn’t believe how empowering is to have a naked man on his knees, kissing your feet.” 
 
    "I can imagine," Sasha said. Alicia's smile looked dangerous as her eyes darted toward me. 
 
    "Well, you don't have to," she said. "Slave boy, come over here and show the proper respect to the mother of your son. Show her how well I've taught you the error of your ways." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Again, I dropped to the floor. Cringing in shame, I crawled to where Sasha sat on the couch. She didn't move. I could feel her eyes on me, watching my every movement, as though she was half expecting me to back out at the last minute. But she didn't know what Alicia had done to me over the past few months. She didn't know how badly I needed this, and how much I would do for my mistress. Sasha sat with her legs crossed, one foot hanging in mid-air, and that was the one I lowered my lips to as I kissed the leather of her high-heeled shoe. I felt her toes move underneath it, and Alicia's riding crop tapped playfully on the top of Sasha's foot. 
 
    "That's it, right there," Alicia said, a smile audible in her voice as she gave me instructions. "Keep kissing until one of us tells you to stop. Just think how lucky you are to have two gorgeous women to serve right now." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia. I’m very lucky.” 
 
    "Damn right you are. Thank her. Thank her for allowing you to worship her." 
 
    “Thank you, Sasha,” I mumbled into the leather of her shoe. “Thank you for allowing me to serve you, to worship you.” 
 
    “Oh my God, this is nuts,” Sasha giggled. But I noticed she didn’t take her foot away. 
 
    "It feels good though, right?" Alicia asked beside her. "All the shit guys put us through. Including this one. After what he did to you, the least he could do is kiss your feet and beg for forgiveness. They should all be doing that, all the time." Sasha laughed, and Alicia laughed with her. 
 
    “I have to admit, it is kind of funny,” Sasha said at last. “He cheated on me, and now he doesn’t even have control of his cock anymore. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t a little bit impressed.” 
 
    "It's easy, really," Alicia said. I heard her corset creak as she shifted slightly in her seat. "You just need to realize how badly they want us. And then everything else comes from that. The sexier you are, the more helpless he becomes. I've dominated men before, but I've never had one in chastity until now. But this is like a whole other level of control. I feel like I can make him do just about anything. I recommend it to any woman. All it takes to turn a man into a slave is three inches of plastic." 
 
    Those same three inches of plastic were tormenting me as I continued kissing Sasha's raised foot. Having the two women talk over me, discussing just how Alicia controlled me while I groveled and begged, was an unreal thrill. After the breakup, I rarely thought about Sasha sexually. Perhaps only at night, when some memory of her body haunted me in my loneliness. But over the years, I had come to think of her almost exclusively as Taye's mother, not as my former sexual partner. Once Alicia came into my life, once I lost the ability to pleasure myself and my sex drive correspondingly went through the roof, I had been reminded of just how attractive Sasha was. She didn't compare with Alicia, of course, but she was still a beautiful woman. And she had never once looked sexier to me than she did sitting there on my girlfriend's couch, sipping wine while I kissed her foot. 
 
    “I can’t see myself doing it, somehow,” Sasha said. “I mean, getting all dressed up like that. You look amazing, but it seems like a lot of work.” 
 
    “It can be,” Alicia agreed. “But it’s worth it. And once you get used to it, this outfit is more comfortable than it looks. Have you ever worn a corset before?” 
 
    “Never,” Sasha said, shaking her head. 
 
    “I bet you’d look amazing in one. You have an incredible body.” 
 
    "Thanks," Sasha said bashfully, her own cheeks coloring slightly as she accepted the compliment.  Reaching toward the side table, she eat down her wineglass. "But I have a question," she said. "When he's locked away in that thing, how do you — you know. I mean, he can't… well…" 
 
    “Have sex, you mean?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Sasha said faintly. 
 
    "Well, that's one of the best things about all this," Alicia grinned. "It really shows how sexist and heteronormative our ideas about sex are. Most men think just like you do. That only penetration is real sex, and everything else is foreplay. But Pete has learned the truth. For him, sex is anything we do together to get me off. Whether he uses his fingers or his mouth or a toy, that's how we have sex. Most of the time, that's all he gets. And he's learned to accept it. He's learned to accept that his little cock stays locked up until I've had at least ten orgasms, sometimes more. Right, slut?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I mumbled into the leather of Sasha's shoe. But still the riding crop swung through the air, its tip striking my ass and making me groan in pain. 
 
    “That’s amazing,” Sasha said. 
 
    "It really is. But it makes sense if you think about it. We're the ones that have the capacity to be multi-orgasmic. With guys, it's kind of much ado about nothing. So by taking their orgasms away, you make sure they focus completely on us and our needs. Which is how it should be. Believe me, you don't know what power is until you've had a man sincerely beg you on his knees to lick your pussy without any pressure on you to reciprocate. I bet he never did that for you, did he?" 
 
    “Sometimes,” Sasha said  guardedly. “He went down on me.” 
 
    “I meant the begging.” 
 
    “Well, no. He never did that.” 
 
    “Slave boy?” I didn’t even hesitate. 
 
    "Please, Miss Alicia," I said, raising my head from my ex-wife's shoe to look up at the goddess sitting above me. "Please let me lick your beautiful pussy, please! I just want to pleasure you. To serve you. Please let me serve you in that way, please!" Beside her, Sasha howled with laughter. But Alicia simply smiled. Her blue eyes stared down at me coolly, her white teeth showing between her parted lips. Her tight latex pants groaned as she uncrossed her legs. 
 
    "No," she said, and her breasts jiggled in her corset as she laughed. "We have a guest. You'll have to wait until later for that honor. But since you've been a good boy tonight, you can crawl over here and kiss me through my pants. Just once. Just to show me and Sasha that you know what rules you. Come on. Get over here." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I crawled forward, and Alicia smiled as she watched me approach. Her hand was between her legs, slowly rubbing at her crotch through the thin rubber material of her pants. As I got nearer, she lifted her hand away, and I could see the teasing outline of her swollen lips between her legs. Trembling with desire and shame, I steered my head between her thighs and kissed her pussy while my ex-wife watched. My lips and tongue moved on the shining latex, and I closed my eyes as I passionately kissed Alicia's sex. It took every ounce of self-control I had to finally move my mouth away from her body. 
 
    "Fuck, that's hot," Sasha said. Her voice was quiet, as though she couldn't quite believe what she was saying. I could hardly blame her. 
 
    "I know, right?" Alicia giggled. "Sometimes, the hardest thing about this life is not controlling him but controlling myself. I get so turned on treating him like this. But we're women. We can control ourselves. That's why we should be in charge." Alicia lifted her wine glass and waved it at me. "Refill, slave boy," she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” At once, I rose to my feet. Sasha’s eyes followed me as I move toward the wine I had set down on the side table and picked up the bottle. 
 
    “I’m telling you, Sasha,” Alicia smirked, “you have to get one of these for yourself.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    18. A New Mistress To Serve 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Don't. Fucking. Move." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    I was breathless as I spoke. But no more breathless than my beautiful mistress was. I lay in her bed, my hands cuffed behind my back, trapped underneath my body. And Alicia was on top of me, her thighs gripping my hips, her beautiful breasts bouncing and swaying with every movement she made as she straddled me. My cock was buried inside her, and I could feel the tight wet walls of her pussy spasming around my manhood as her pleasure soared. Even for a guy as used to frustration as me, it was incredibly frustrating to have to lie there placidly beneath her while insane pleasure spread out from between my legs. But I wasn't planning to disobey Alicia. I knew what terrible consequences that would have. And lately, these rare rewards seemed to be getting even rarer. Alicia loved keeping my cock looked away, and she knew that the longer I went without orgasm, the more submissive and obedient to her wishes I became. She was using that fact against me, and we both knew it. It still worked. 
 
    "Trent is really hot, isn't he?" The question came out of nowhere. I barely had time to think about my response. And generally, there was only one appropriate response to the questions Miss Alicia asked of me. The words rose from my lips before I even had a chance to think about what I was saying. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” Alicia giggled as she sat on top of me. 
 
    “Oh, you think so? You think your ex-wife’s new boyfriend’s hot?” 
 
    "No, Miss Alicia. I - I wasn't thinking straight." 
 
    "Of course you weren't. You never can when your worthless cock is inside your mistress, can you?" 
 
    “No, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Of course not. You dream of this, don't you? You dream of me fucking you, and you'll do anything to make sure it happens." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Alicia groaned, a long and lovely sound that filled the bedroom as she began to ride slowly up and down on top of my cock. The wet feeling of her pussy's streaming juices all over me sent me into spasms of bliss as I trembled underneath her. 
 
    "Don't cum," Alicia warned in a voice torn by her own selfish pleasure. "Don't you dare cum inside me without permission." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." But I was having a hard time seeing how I could possibly resist. Alicia looked as beautiful as ever, her gorgeous body trembling with desire and her pussy spasming around my long neglected cock. She had really made me work for this latest orgasm, and I was almost amazed I had managed to hold out as long as I did. With her bouncing up and down on top of me, fucking me, I knew I wouldn't be able to last much longer. And her talking was making it worse. I couldn't try to think of anything else, couldn't try to pretend I was somewhere other than where I was, in the bed of a cruel and dominant goddess. 
 
    "He's so fucking hot," Alicia groaned. "Your ex is lucky you cheated on her. She's traded in for a far better model. I'd ditch you for him in a heartbeat." 
 
    "Really, Miss Alicia?" Even in the fog of desire wrapped around me, her words pierced through. I felt a dull ache in my heart as she spoke, a flood of doubt and fear washing over me. But Alicia was in no mood to humor me. 
 
    "Shut up," she snarled, her breathing getting heavier as she rode up and down on top of me faster and faster. "Stop talking. I don't want to think about you right now. I want to think about him. God, I bet he's got a big, beautiful cock. Much bigger than yours. The kind of cock it would be a crime to lock away. You think he's fucking her right now? I bet he is. I bet he took her home and ripped her panties off and bent her over the bed the minute they got in the door. He seems like that kind of man. A real man. A man who can fuck a woman properly, instead of letting her lock his cock away and having to beg to cum on her feet. Oh my God! Oh my God, Trent, fuck me!" 
 
    Alicia's words collapsed into moans and howls of pleasure. I cried out as I felt her pussy tighten around my shaft, gripping my cock in its warm silken embrace. Alicia threw back her head, her eyes closed, her mouth open as she howled her ecstasy at the ceiling. I felt the sudden rush of her juices flowing over my body, anointing my cock and balls with her orgasm. And I couldn't take any more. My body stiffened, and I screamed as I came inside her. My own long-awaited orgasm stampeded through me, making me shake, making me breathless as we both moaned in mutual pleasure. 
 
    As her climax slowly faded, Alicia climbed off me. She flopped down on the mattress beside me, panting and groaning, squeezing her thighs together as she rested her head on my chest. Finally, she looked up at me. The devious smile on her pretty face reignited the fires of lust in my heart at once. 
 
    "I don't remember giving you permission to cum, slave boy," she smirked. "I'm going to have to make you pay for that." 
 
      
 
    I don't know how many times I had sat in Sasha's kitchen up to that point. There was no reason I would count them. But now, somehow, it felt different. Everything did. Ever since Alicia had come into my life, she had torn everything apart and rebuilt it into some strange new version of itself. Now, it seemed that my relationship with my ex-wife was going to be another of those things. 
 
    "How is Alicia?" Sasha grinned as she asked the question. There was no mistaking her intentions. Taye was up in his room, hardly able to wait to get back to his latest favorite videogame. He had barely said hello to his mother as he rushed in the door and hurried upstairs. In the quiet of the kitchen, there was only the two of us. And Sasha's eyes were smiling in recognition as she sat across the table from me. 
 
    “She’s good,” I said. 
 
    “I bet she is. What did you think of Trent?” 
 
    "Yeah, he seems okay." A stray image flashed through my mind, of Alicia on top of me, howling in pleasure, her beautiful body writhing in ecstasy as she tormented me with the name of another man. There was no point denying it: ever since that day, she had started a darkness growing in my heart. A kind of shadow of doubt that tightened in my chest whenever I thought about it. And I thought about it a lot. There was no way for a guy like me to ever predict what my kinky girlfriend might be capable of. I never knew how far she might go. All I knew was that whatever happened between us was basically up to her. I still hadn't mastered the trick of saying no to Alicia. 
 
    “Just okay?” 
 
    "No, he seems fine. Seems like a decent guy." He did, as far as I could tell. He was friendly and personable, at least based on the one meeting I had had with him. As much as I was able to pay attention to him, which admittedly wasn't much. Of course I wanted to meet my ex-wife's new boyfriend, to know the guy who might be spending time with my son in the future. But it was hard to concentrate on anything else when Alicia was around. And that was even more true when both Sasha and Alicia were around. Just having the 2 of them together reminded me of my lowly status in the eyes of the women. At least no one had said anything to Trent. As far as I knew, Sasha had kept the secret Alicia and I shared. So far. 
 
    "Well, I like him," Sasha shrugged. 
 
    "I like him too," I said. "I mean, it's not like we're going to be best buddies or anything. But he seems nice. I'm glad he makes you happy, and I hope he gets on well with Taye." 
 
    “I really like Alicia.” Sashes eyes sparkled over the top of her coffee mug as she lifted it to her mouth with both hands. 
 
    “So do I. That’s the problem,” I said. 
 
    "Are you wearing it now?" There was no point asking what she meant. I knew exactly what my ex-wife was getting at. And I tried to stay calm, even as I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment again. 
 
    "Yes," I admitted. Sasha's glowing eyes darted for a moment toward the kitchen door before returning to me. 
 
    “Show me,” she smiled. 
 
    “What? Are you crazy?” 
 
    "Am I crazy? I'm not the one who's the kinky sex slave to some schoolteacher. I just want to see it. Where's the harm? I've seen it before." As I sat across the table from her, I wondered what Sasha's game was. I had become used to taking orders from Alicia, even if it never seemed to get any easier. But there was no reason I had to take them from my ex-wife, too. Or so I thought. 
 
    "I bet Alicia would want you to show it to me, if I asked," Sasha said, still wearing that maddening smirk on her pretty face. "I mean, your cock isn't even your property anymore, is it? It belongs to your girlfriend now. So really, I should be asking her for you to show it to me. Should I do that 
 
    ?" 
 
    "No," I said hurriedly, and Sasha's smile grew wider. Sasha and Alicia had each other's phone numbers already. They really were getting on like the best of friends, united by their delight at my submission. If Sasha were to text Alicia, I had little doubt that my girlfriend would take great pleasure in telling me to do as my ex said. And so, with my heart hammering in my heirs, I stood from my chair and reached for the front of my pants. As I unzipped and produced the hard plastic device that imprisoned my cock, Sasha burst out laughing. 
 
    "I always forget how funny it locks," she giggled behind her hand. "You're really squashed into that thing, aren't you? It must be so uncomfortable." 
 
    "It is." 
 
    "That's what Alicia said. Especially when you try to get hard." Sasha's tongue showed between her teeth as she grinned at me. "Are you trying to get hard now?" she asked. 
 
    There was no point lying. Sasha might not have a lot of experience with male chastity, but the device's clear plastic hid nothing. My manhood was pressed painfully against the inside of the device, and it was obvious that my trapped cock was trying to become erect. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. Sasha giggled again. 
 
    "Alicia's right," Sasha said, sitting back in her chair. "You are a naughty boy. You have a gorgeous girlfriend, and yet you're getting hard in the kitchen with your ex-wife. You really can't control yourself, can you? You're lucky you've got her to keep you in line." 
 
    "I guess so." Sasha wasn't Alicia. She had no right to talk to me like that. But I knew as well as she did that if Alicia were here, she would thoroughly enjoy watching me squirm uncomfortably while my ex-wife teased me. All it would take was one phone call, one text to my mistress. And who knows? Alicia might make me do something even more outrageous than what Sasha was demanding. 
 
    "I can't believe that woman used to teach our son," Sasha went on. "She teaches other kids. If only the parents knew. It's probably for the best they don't. I imagine she has enough of the dads drooling over her as it is." 
 
    “Yeah, she probably does,” I said. 
 
    "What did she think of Trent?" What did that matter? But even as I wondered, I felt another stab of jealousy as my mind flashed back again to the sex we had had while Alicia fantasized about Sasha's boyfriend. I did my best not to wince as my cock ached inside the chastity device. 
 
    “She liked him,” I said. 
 
    "Yeah, they seemed to get on really well. He liked her, I know that. Then again, look at her. Guys are always going to like a woman who looks like that. You're lucky she gives you the time of day. I guess surrendering control over your orgasms is a small price to pay to be with a woman like that." 
 
    "Yeah," I said hollowly. Sasha barely seemed to need my input. She was having way too much fun at my expense. 
 
    "God, if I was still single…" Sasha's eyes dropped to the cup of coffee in front of her before returning to me. "We all get lonely sometimes. You know what I mean. If I was still single and I knew about your whole situation, I might have been tempted to take advantage. I wonder what I could make you do for me. What would Alicia make you do for me?" 
 
    "I don't know," I mumbled. Sasha's eyes were boring right through me now. And the things she was saying were making the dull ache of imprisonment in my cock even more profound. Was she seriously suggesting what she seemed to be suggesting? If Sasha asked me to drop to my knees right there on the floor of her kitchen and eat her out, what would I do? That was the image that tormented me as I sat across the table from her, watching her glowing eyes move over my face. If Alicia ordered me to do it, there was no doubt. I would do as I was told, just as I always did. That was the power my new girlfriend had. If she ordered me to go down on my ex-wife, I would've done it without question. 
 
    "Well," Sasha said, "I'm with Trent. And unlike you, I'm not a dirty little cheat. I have to admit, maybe it's mean of me, but I do find it pretty funny that your new girlfriend has your cock under lock and key. That's what we should do with all cheaters." 
 
    I said nothing. There was nothing I could say. I didn't particularly appreciate the way both Sasha and Alicia had made my infidelity to Sasha part of this crazy game. I was ashamed that Alicia had me locked in chastity, but it was a strange kind of shame that only fueled my desire and libido. The shame I felt at the reminder of my cheating ways was different. There was nothing sexy about that. It was just a big mistake. And even though both Sasha and I seemed happier now that we weren't together, it still bothered me that I had been so thoughtless. 
 
    “Okay, you can put it away now,” Sasha said. And her glowing eyes continued to watch me as I stuffed my imprisonment cock back into my pants and zipped up. It was an utterly humiliating experience, and as a result, incredibly erotic for me. Even though nothing happened. Even though all we did was talk. It was a wild reminder of how vulnerable the chastity device made me. An example of the power Alicia held even when she wasn’t in the building. All Sasha had to do was threaten me with Alicia to get me to obey. And now that that had happened, I knew that it was only the beginning of the trouble I was in. 
 
      
 
    “She said what?” 
 
    "That's what she said, Miss Alicia." Back at Alicia's house, I kneeled naked on the floor at her feet. Well, naked apart from the chastity device, of course. And as it always did, my cock ached in its tiny prison at the sight of the woman who held the key. Alicia didn't need to get all dressed up in her dominatrix gear to make me long for her. As she sat on the sofa in a tank top and yoga pants, she looked absolutely incredible to me. 
 
    And when she asked me what had happened with Sasha when I went to drop Taye off, I had told her the truth. All of it. After all, I had no way of knowing if the women had been talking behind my back. For all I knew, this was a test. Maybe Sasha had told Alicia everything. Maybe not. The safest course of action for me seemed to be to hide nothing from my beautiful mistress. And so I told her the whole story, all the things Sasha had said. And Alicia sat on the sofa above me and grinned as she listened. 
 
    “I think your ex-wife is starting to see the advantages of dominating you,” Alicia said. “She should have called me. Maybe I would’ve made you do it. Maybe I would’ve made you eat her out right there and then. That would’ve been fun, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Alicia laughed out loud, her shoulders shaking as she threw back her head. 
 
    "Imagine that," she went on. "Imagine if I turned you into your ex-wife's oral slave. I'd never let you have sex with her. I'd just make you eat her pussy whenever she felt like it, whenever her superhot boyfriend wasn't around to fuck her properly. I think she'd get a kick out of that. And I know you would. That would be so humiliating for you, wouldn't it? Humiliating and exciting." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." She wasn't wrong. After I had left Sasha's house, I had driven straight to Alicia's. She had told me to come by after I had dropped Taye off. And all the way over there, I kept thinking about what Sasha said. I kept thinking about the sudden weight of her words, the way all the air had seemed to vanish from the kitchen we sat in. When I stepped through Alicia's door, my cock was already aching for release, just from the things Sasha had said. It was utterly bizarre. But it was absolutely thrilling. 
 
    "Well, like she says, she has a boyfriend now," Alicia said. "So you don't get her pussy anymore. You just get mine instead. Do you want a taste right now?" 
 
    "Yes please, Miss Alicia," I gasped while she laughed at me. "Please let me taste your beautiful pussy, please, Miss Alicia." 
 
    "Well, since you asked so nicely," Alicia said. She inched forward on the couch, slouching back into the cushions as she slid her hips toward me. I took the hint. My hands trembled slightly as I reached for her hips, reaching for the waistband of her tight yoga pants. I pulled them down, the elastic fabric clinging jealously to her thighs. I could hardly blame it. I pulled her panties down too, removing the thong she wore underneath the tight pants. Alicia smiled down at me as I kneeled between her feet, my head between her thighs. I felt her shiver slightly as I ran my tongue over the lips of her pussy, tasting again her familiar and delicious flavor. Going down on Alicia was becoming a major component of my free time, but somehow, I never got tired of it. Making her cum was the most delightful thing I could do, with the sole exception of an orgasm of my own. But I knew there was little chance of that. And so I devoted myself to pleasuring my mistress, and she sighed happily above me, running her fingers through my hair and patting me affectionately while I ate her out. 
 
    "I had the craziest idea the other day," Alicia said. Her voice seemed to drip with sexual energy as she spoke, her physical pleasure audible in every word that dropped like honey from her lips. "I guess me and your ex-wife must think alike. Because I was imagining making a copy of the key to your cock and giving it to her." 
 
    "Really, Miss Alicia?"My lips broke contact with Alicia's pussy as I gazed up at her. What she was suggesting was absolutely outrageous, of course. But it's not as though it didn't have its appeal. As darkly thrilling as it was to be under the control of my new girlfriend, it seemed even more exciting to be under the control of my ex-wife. Once again, I realized that Alicia's kinky games were spreading through every aspect of my life. And I didn't want to stop them, even if I was capable of it. 
 
    “Yeah,” Alicia smiled, her breasts rising and falling in her shirt as she heaved a big sigh. “But there’s no point. She has a boyfriend. What would she want with your worthless cock? She’d be better off just keeping you as an oral slave. If she didn’t have that boyfriend, of course.” 
 
    "Of course, Miss Alicia," I duly echoed before running my tongue over her quivering pussy again. 
 
    "You know what some mistresses do once they have their boy toys locked up in chastity? They cuckold them. You know what that means?" 
 
    "No, Miss Alicia." 
 
    "It means they fuck other men. That way, she gets to keep a slave boy like you all locked up, but doesn't have to go without dick when she wants it. It's kind of a perfect solution. Don't you think?" 
 
    "No, Miss Alicia," I said. I tried to keep my voice level as I looked up her, but a fire was burning deep inside my heart. "I don't think I could stand that, Miss Alicia." 
 
    "No? You might be surprised. You might enjoy it more than you think. Just imagine. Imagine if I made you watch. Imagine if I made you just sit there, all locked up, and watch while a guy like Trent fucked my brains out. Don't tell me that wouldn't be hot. Don't tell me that doesn't get your little cock aching in your chastity device." 
 
    "It does, Miss Alicia," I admitted. "But in real life, I don't think I could handle it. I — I love to see you cum, but the thought of you with another man is just too painful 
 
    ." 
 
    "You're so sweet," Alicia said, patting my head affectionately. "You want me all to yourself. Even if you can't actually have me unless I say so. But a woman like me deserves more than one man. Especially a man like you. If Sasha gets to fuck guy like Trent, why should I miss out?" 
 
    "You deserve whatever you want, Miss Alicia," I mumbled between her thighs as I kissed her fragrant pussy. But inwardly, I was terrified. What she was suggesting scared the crap out of me. And it forced me to admit something to myself. Our relationship was still new, and our off-the-charts sexual chemistry had a way of obscuring everything else. But if my feelings for her had been solely sexual, I don't think I would've reacted the way I did. Thinking of her with another man hurt me in a way that was deeper than mere jealousy. She was right; I did want her all to myself. Admitting that was forcing me to consider just how much this wild woman meant to me. 
 
    "Good answer, slave boy," she said. "But a good mistress respects her slave's hard lines. I'll try to stay away from other men and their big juicy cocks. But that means you're going to have to work extra hard to keep me happy." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Now that was an idea I could get behind. Alicia laughed as I licked her more forcefully, more eagerly, sliding my tongue in between the swollen lips of her pussy to scoop out the warm juices inside. Her laughter turned to a moan of pleasure as I ate her out, my hands on her trembling thighs while she howled in pleasure above me. 
 
    "That's it, slave boy," Alicia panted. "Make your mistress cum. Make me forget all about Trent and his big beautiful cock. Make me forget about making you Sasha's oral slave, helping her get off when her gorgeous boyfriend isn't around to help. That's all you're good for, you know. Just a pathetic locked up pussylicker for women's use." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I mumbled in between kisses and licks. Her orgasm was coming now, her whole body stiffening with the force of it as I worship her. And with a loud cry, she came, spurting her hot juices into my mouth while her hands gripped the back of my head and her body thrashed above me. Ignored in its tight plastic prison, my cock ached for release. I had no idea where this strange relationship was going. All I knew was that I didn't want it to end. 
 
    

  

 
   
    19. She Wants To Watch 
 
      
 
    "So what's it like?" 
 
    While I poured the wine, I tried to keep my hand from shaking. The women could talk about me like I wasn't even in the room with them, but we all knew that was part of the game. I had my doubts that they would have been talking this way if I wasn't there. The whole point was for me to overhear. The whole point was to tease me. Just as the whole point of Alicia wearing what she called her goddess outfit was to drive me crazy with desire for her. She claimed the corset and black latex pants and tall boots were more comfortable than they looked, and maybe that was true. But it wasn't the kind of thing any woman would wear to sit around the house by herself, not even a woman like Alicia. She was trying to make me crazy with lust. And it was working. 
 
    Sasha, on the other hand, looked relatively normal.  Not to say that she wasn't looking good. Her denim skirt showed off her long legs as she sat on Alicia's couch, her toned thighs showing under the hem as she sat with her legs crossed. Her eyes glowed like bronze as she watched me fill up her glass, and I wondered what she was thinking. Ever since my girlfriend had announced that my ex was coming over to join us, I had been wondering. By now, it was obvious that these kinky games turned Sasha on. Just as they turned me on. Just as they turned Alicia on. But Sasha had a boyfriend. And even though I had met Trent only once at that point, I found myself desperately hoping that he didn't know about the things we got up to behind closed doors. It was humiliating enough being exposed like this to women, but at least it was sexy, too. The last thing I wanted was a man, any man, knowing just what a pathetic slave my girlfriend had turned me into. 
 
    "It's good," Sasha smiled in answer to Alicia's question. Finally, she tore her eyes away from me to look at my mistress. There was something vaguely surreal about the whole situation. Sasha looked good, but her normal clothes were a sharp contrast with Alicia's outfit. And yet the two of them were gossiping like a pair of old friends while I served them their wine like a butler. Except butlers get paid, I thought to myself with a grimace. No, what I was was exactly what Alicia said I was. A slave for them to use as they saw fit. 
 
    “I bet it is,” Alicia smirked. 
 
    "Well, you know how it goes," Sasha said. "It's sex. Even when it's not great, it's still pretty good." Both women laughed at that. Sasha had yet to perfect Alicia's confidence, her attitude of seeming as though there were nothing more normal than bossing me around and teasing me. But in her way, I could see that my ex was trying to imitate the confidence Alicia had. She wasn't there yet, but it was growing with time. How could it not, when she saw for herself just how well it worked for my girlfriend? It was obvious by now that Alicia could make me do anything. And her sexual domination of me was inspiring my ex. She might still feel a little uncomfortable discussing her sex life with her new friend Alicia while I served them wine and pretended I couldn't hear. But Sasha seemed to be getting more comfortable with it all the time. 
 
    "True," Alicia said. "But there are levels. It depends who you're with. With a guy is hot as Trent, I bet it's a lot more exciting. He seems like a guy who would know what he's doing. A guy who really knows his way around a woman's body." 
 
    "Yeah, he does," Sasha said quietly, a shy smile showing on her face. Kind of strange for her to feel shy when I was naked in front of them, my aching cock pressing visibly against the hard plastic my chastity device while I served them in silence. But Sasha wasn't used to this world. For that matter, nor was I. Although it felt like far longer, it really hadn't been that long since Alicia and I got back together. So much had happened in such a short time that it felt like far longer than it actually was. 
 
    "Well, I need details, girl," Alicia went on. I didn't look up as she spoke. I wanted to, of course. Alicia looked absolutely radiant where she sat, her corset pressing her boobs high on her chest and her tight shiny pants clinging to the curves of her hips. But seeing her like that could only bring me pain. And I was in enough of that just having to listen to these two talk about sex while being denied any chance of it myself. "What's his cock like?" Alicia pressed. Sasha gasped in mock outrage, but I could see right through the deception. My ex-wife had never been much of one for dirty talk. But that was before she met Alicia, before my dominant girlfriend began to patiently introduce her to all the delights of sadomasochism. And I was living proof that Alicia had a way of changing people. Of revealing sides to themselves even they never knew existed. A year earlier, I would never have even imagined myself in a situation like this. But there I was, the browbeaten slave of a cruel and beautiful dominatrix. Alicia, it seemed, could bring out the kinky side in anyone. 
 
    "It's…good," Sasha finally said. I could feel her eyes on me, as though she were anticipating my reaction. As though I would argue, with my girlfriend present and in full dominatrix mode. No, Alicia had trained me too well for that. 
 
    “Is it big?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s big.” 
 
    “Bigger than Pete, I bet.” 
 
    "Yeah. It's bigger than Pete's." Now, I knew, both women were looking at me. It's like they wanted me to react. Like they were hoping for me to freak out or start complaining or protest or something. They were having a grand old time making fun at my expense, that much was obvious. And even though I said nothing, I could feel every atom of shame they were trying to give me. To have two beautiful women, both of whom I desired, discussing my sexual inadequacies while I served them practically naked was an incredibly humiliating experience in a lifetime full of those. And the clear plastic of the chastity cage gave me nowhere to hide how much it was turning me on. 
 
    "I knew it would be," Alicia said. "I know women always say that size doesn't matter to protect the fragile egos of small men. But we can admit the truth, now that it's just us girls here. Well, us and our little eunuch, anyway." Sasha giggled again. I felt my cheeks burning with that same old embarrassment and was faintly surprised I could even feel it anymore after all things Alicia had put me through. Then again, I knew that was the dark magic of the whole situation. That I never quite got used to it. And even if I started to, Alicia always found a way to increase the humiliation, the shame, the erotic thrill of being her helpless pet. In that sense, we were practically made for one another. 
 
    “Come over here, Pete,” Alicia ordered, finally speaking to me directly. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Setting aside the mostly finished bottle of wine on a side table, I moved across the room to stand in front of my mistress. Her bright blue eyes glittered as she raised one foot from the floor. I stood helpless, my hands clenched into fists at my sides as she lightly tapped the toe of her boot against the chastity device. Meanwhile, her hand reached up over the mouthwatering swell of her cleavage toward the silver necklace she wore. Picking it up between two fingers, she let the key to my freedom dangle, the steel catching the light and shining in front of me as though I had forgotten for even a moment who owned my cock. As though I could possibly ever forget the power this woman had over me. 
 
    "You're a lucky woman," Alicia finally said with a sigh. "I mean, don't get me wrong. I love having your husband as my humble slave boy. I love having his worthless little cock all locked up and making him beg to please me. But it can get tiring being in charge over time. Sometimes, a girl just wants a nice hard fucking. From a real man, with a real big cock. You know what it's like. The kind of man who just takes charge. The kind of man who just grabs you, throws you down on the bed, and…..mmmmm…." Alicia didn't need to explain any further. Both women laughed again, and I detected a new note of wildness in Sasha's voice. In her own way, she was feeling the effects of Alicia's dominance over me just like I was. After all, how could she not? 
 
    “Yeah, it’s pretty nice,” Sasha said. 
 
    "You can say it, you know," Alicia said, her eyes glittering maliciously as she smiled. "You can tell the truth here. He's much better in bed than Pete was, isn't he? He fucks you much better than your ex-husband ever could." 
 
    I knew what she was doing, of course. I knew that this kind of talk was all part of the kinky game. But even as I struggled to remind myself of that fact, it did next to nothing to mitigate the shame and humiliation of it all. And Sasha, too, knew exactly what was going on. She fixed her eyes on me as she spoke. 
 
    "Yeah," she smirked. "He's much bigger and better than Pete ever was." Alicia crowed in triumph as she got the answer she was looking for. Her breasts shuddered inviting the in the top of her corset as she cackled with laughter. She looked so beautiful when she was torturing me. She looked so happy as she put me through hell. It only added to my humiliation to know that her cruelty was such a powerful aphrodisiac to me. 
 
    "Well, now I'm jealous," Alicia said as the laughter finally subsided. "I do love having a man in chastity. But it's only a certain kind of man that will let you treat him like this. One of the things I liked about your ex was that when we first met, he was a little bit defiant. Not like most of the subs a woman like me gets to play with. But as you can see, he's pretty much broken now. He just does as he's told. Which makes him a great slave, but not always the best boyfriend to have. Not when you want a real man. Isn't that right, slave boy?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." 
 
    "Kiss," Alicia abruptly ordered. Raising her foot from my trapped cock, she pointed her toe at me. At once, I sank to my knees on the floor in front of her. I kissed her outstretched foot just as she ordered, my cock surging at the smooth feel of the high-gloss leather against my lips. Both women watched as I debased myself, enjoying the sordid spectacle. For a while, the only sound in Alicia's living room was the quiet smacking of my lips against her beautiful boot. 
 
    "That's kind of what I was thinking," Sasha finally said. "I mean, you're right. At first, I thought what you guys are doing here was super weird. I guess it is. But I can definitely see the appeal. What puts me off is that you have to go without sex yourself if you're depriving him. I mean, I know he does things to you. But still. I would miss regular sex too much." 
 
    "Well, that's the beauty of it," Alicia smiled. Without any further instructions, I kept on kissing her boot while the women talked above me. "I don't have to. There is no rule saying a mistress can have more than one boy toy. I know women who never let their slaves out of chastity and have other boyfriends to fuck them when they need it. Some of them are even married to their slaves." 
 
    “That’s so crazy!” Sasha spluttered with outrage laughter she spoke. “You mean you would cheat on him?” 
 
    "If I wanted to," Alicia smirked. "It's not like he could stop me. Not as long as I have his key. I have to admit, the thought of getting railed by another man while still wearing the key to Pete's chastity around my neck is…well, it's fucking hot." I didn't dare raise my face from the floor and Alicia's boot as I lavished it with attention. But I wondered if the women noticed that I gulped nervously at Alicia's words. 
 
    “Oh my God, you should totally do that,” Sasha said. “I mean, he cheated on me when we were together. It’s no more than he deserves. God, that would be so funny. The ultimate humiliation.” 
 
    “Yeah, exactly,” Alicia sighed. I risked a quick glance upwards to see a dreamy smile hovering on her beautiful face. “But he’s not ready for that yet. And I’m not sure I am either. Still, it’s fun to think about these things.” 
 
    "Yeah. It is." Once again, silence fell for a while. Only this time, I could practically hear the wheels turning in both women's heads. I knew they were thinking about me, and about my complete sexual humiliation. My cock ached desperately in its plastic prison as I wondered what was coming next. I was completely at their mercy, completely unable to resist anything they might come up with, no matter how bizarre. Of course, that was what made it all so exciting. There was also a healthy portion of fear looming in my gut as I wondered what would happen next. I could only hope I would be able to handle it. 
 
    "I'll tell you what else I've been thinking about," Alicia said, finally breaking the silence. I heard her move above me as she leaned closer to Sasha. She picked up the necklace once again between finger and thumb. Her dark hair almost brushed my ex-wife's shoulder as she leaned close against her. "Look at that. You see how I've got his name engraved on the key?" 
 
    “Yeah,” Sasha said. 
 
    "Well, I did that because I was thinking one day I might want to have more than one of these keys. It's been so much fun having a man's cock locked away that I think I'd like to do it again. I could have a whole stable of boys unable to cum unless I allow it. Imagine that. Just a whole team of chastity slaves ready to do whatever I tell them." 
 
    "Oh my God, you're so crazy," Sasha laughed. But I noticed again a note of admiration in her voice. She was probably right. Alicia probably was crazy, and I had to be crazy for putting up with all this. But Alicia took it like it was a compliment. And why shouldn't she? This particular brand of crazy was working out just fine for her. 
 
    "Don't tell me that's not a hot idea,' she said, her eyes on Sasha now. "I think it's sexy as hell. Having a whole bunch of these keys and wondering who I feel like playing with that day. Which of my horny little boys will get the privilege of serving his mistress. God, the power. It's such a turn 
 
    -on." 
 
    "Yeah, I bet," Sasha said softly. I had learned to be wary of my own feelings. Being locked in chastity and constantly teased by a cruel and dominant mistress was a surefire way to keep me aroused. And in that state, it's easy to read a sexual motive into everything. Then again, in the situation I was in at that moment, that was nothing more than the truth. And even though the air had already been crackling with sexual tension, even though the simple fact of me being naked and servile and Alicia being dressed the way she was made this into some form of foreplay if not of outright sex, a new energy seemed to enter the room. I found myself desperately hoping I wasn't just imagining it. 
 
    "Fuck. Talking about all this has got me going. You may have to excuse me and your husband for a moment. I might need him to take care of me." Over the course of my relationship with Alicia, I had had no shortage of unforgettable moments. And this was another one. When Sasha spoke, my heart tripped over itself with surprise and shock and wild excitement. Everything was already unbelievable. And then Sasha decided to take things to a new level. 
 
    "You don't need to leave," my ex-wife said, quietly but firmly. "You could just do it right here." Her cheeks burned red as she spoke. But she pushed the words out against her own doubts and fears, her hazel eyes staring deep into the cool blue of Alicia's. I think I might have gasped audibly as I looked up at them from my knees on the floor, their beautiful faces right in front of each other, their gorgeous bodies touching. And slowly, Alicia grinned wolfishly at my ex-wife. 
 
    "You want to watch? Naughty girl. But I guess that's not really cheating, is it? Just watching. I mean, I bet Trent watches porn when you're not around. This is just like that. Yeah, I think I could get into that. Let's do it." 
 
    Abruptly, Alicia moved. Leaning back on the sofa, she lifted both feet off the floor and swung her legs across Sasha's lap. The black latex of her pants shone like a mirror in the light, and my mouth watered as I looked up at them. Sasha was looking at Alicia with an expression of surprise on her face, not sure what my mistress had in mind. But it wasn't in Alicia's nature to keep people guessing for long. 
 
    “Take my boots off,” she said. “It’s hard to reach them with this corset on.” But I noticed that Sasha’s hand was reaching for the long zipper of Alicia’s boots even before my girlfriend explained herself. What was going on? 
 
    The zipper of Alicia's boot gave a long groan as Sasha pulled it down. One by one, she slid the glossy leather footwear off Alicia's legs. Alicia smiled as she watched my ex-wife, and I watched too, overcome by the sheer strangeness of the situation I was witnessing. The buckles of Alicia's boots jingled as Sasha set them aside on the floor. 
 
    "Thanks," Alicia said, flushing that dazzling grin of hers at Sasha. Swinging her legs out of my ex-wife's lap, she set her bare feet on the floor. Then she stood. Standing upright, towering over me, Alicia grinned down at me as she reached for the waistband of her pants underneath her corset. I watched open-mouthed as she pulled the tight latex pants down with obvious difficulty. The rubber material clung to her hips and ass the way I would have if I could. As though everything in the world desired my mistress as badly as I did. But slowly, she pulled her pants down. Her pussy appeared above them, framed by the black strip of neatly trimmed pubic hair she maintained above it. Like some Pavlovian reaction, my mouth began to water at the first glimpse of the swollen lips of her sex, already flecked with moisture. Alicia was turned on. And that thought, combined with the powerful pheromones released as she undressed in front of me, made my cock hurt more badly than ever inside the tight confines of chastity. 
 
    Finally, Alicia removed her pants completely. The black latex lay in a heap on the floor, looking several sizes too small to fit the woman that stood above me. Every fiber of my body ached for her, seemingly straining toward her. But I waited. I knew I had to wait for her command. And Alicia was plainly in no hurry to give up. Turning, she sat back down on the couch. I was no less surprised than Sasha was as Alicia once again draped her legs over the other woman's lap. 
 
    "Put my boots back on," she said. The sly smile never left her face. But it didn't escape my attention that it wasn't a request. It was an order. I wondered if Sasha noticed that too as she reached for the tall boots beside her. Whatever she thought about it, she did as she was told. I watched in an agony of frustration as Sasha slid the sexy boots back on to Alicia's feet and zipped them up again, the glossy leather pulling tight around her legs. 
 
    "Good girl," Alicia said with a smile. Once the boots were back on, she quickly turned, swinging her legs down out of Sasha's lap. Her high heels cracked on the floor as she set her feet down. Her thighs were parted, knees spread, her pussy shining in front of me like a tormenting promise of everything I had ever wanted. Leather whispered menacingly as Alicia reached down and drew the riding crop out of its holster on her boot. The flexible shaft bent between her hands as she smiled down at me. 
 
    “Get to work, pussy licker,” she ordered. “Show your wife how you serve me. And make it sexy. We have an audience to impress.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I tried to keep my voice calm, but my heart was pounding in my chest as I crawled toward my goddess. At least with her thighs on either side of my face, I couldn't see Sasha watching us. But I could feel it. I could feel her scrutiny, her eyes on both our bodies as she watched this act of servitude.  
 
    And it was sexy. It was always a delight to go down on Alicia, but having another woman watch only increased the excitement. And the fact that the woman was Sasha, my ex-wife, a woman I had once loved, made the whole experience even more darkly thrilling. I had had many opportunities to marvel at the seemingly boundless kinkiness and creativity of my new girlfriend. But this was all Sasha's idea. For a woman who had never engaged in anything like the kind of games we were now playing, she certainly seemed to be learning fast. And for just a moment, I wondered what might have happened if she and I had been more in tune with our own darker desires when we were together. But I brushed the thought aside. It didn't matter now. I belonged to Alicia, body and mind. As I kneeled at her feet, my face buried between her thighs, all I wanted was to please this goddess. 
 
      
 
    And judging by the sounds Alicia was making, it was working. I felt her place a hand on the back of my head, holding my mouth against her as she thrust her hips forward. If she had even a trace of self-consciousness about being watched by another woman, she didn't show it. Instead, Alicia threw back her head, her eyes squeezed shut as she filled the room with moans and sobs of pleasure. And yes, she was putting on a show for Sasha. And probably for me too. She wanted to remind me how good sex felt, how powerful the onrush of orgasm could be. She wanted to reinforce my frustration at everything I was missing out on. But also, I wondered how much of this twisted show was for Sasha's benefit. And in some strange way, I hoped it was. After the humiliation the 2 of them had put me through, that discussion of Trent's virtues and my relative flaws and failings, I wanted to prove a point. Even if only in my own pathetic, submissive way. Maybe what Sasha said was true. Maybe Trent's cock was bigger than mine. Maybe he was better in bed. But I knew a thing or two about how to please my mistress, and I employed every trick in the book to get Alicia howling. Like it was a point of honor. Like somewhere in this twisted labyrinth of submission and domination, I could salvage a faint sense of pride. I might be a pathetic slave who did his mistress's bidding and let her treat him like an object for her pleasure. But at least I could make a beautiful woman like Alicia cum. 
 
    With a loud shriek of pleasure, Alicia's orgasm arrived. I drank down her hot juices, gulping them as though there was nothing more precious in the world. In that moment, to me, there wasn't. The taste of her made my cock throb and ache as it surged inside its prison. But that wasn't important. All that was important was Alicia's pleasure. 
 
    Her climax peaked and slowly receded. I devoted myself to licking the dew from my mistress's trembling thighs as she slowly relaxed. She leaned back on the couch, her cheeks flushed, eyes glazed with pleasure, her breasts rising and falling in her corset while she rode the slow waves of ecstasy. The air in the living room seemed as tight as a drum as both Sasha and I stared at Alicia's beautiful body. 
 
    And then it happened. On the other side of the couch, there was a sudden movement. Startled, I raised my head from between Alicia's gorgeous thighs, and Alicia let out a quick yelp of surprise. A yelp that was quickly stifled.  
 
    Because right there, seized by a sudden impulse that she could neither control nor resist, my ex-wife had suddenly lunged forward to kiss my girlfriend's open mouth. 
 
    

  

 
   
    20. She Seduces His Ex 
 
      
 
      
 
    "What was that?" 
 
    As their lips parted, Sasha sat back on the couch. She looked sheepish. As well she might, I thought to myself. I couldn't control myself around Alicia. But that was hardly surprising. She looked the way she did, and after all, I was a red-blooded male. Sasha was different. In all the years of our relationship and our admittedly short marriage, she had never expressed any kind of same-sex attraction. She might call another girl pretty now and then, but that meant nothing. That was just a statement of fact. This was something else. And even though I, of all people, ought to know that Alicia had a way of bringing out new sides of everyone she encountered, I wasn't prepared for this. It seemed none of us were. 
 
    "I — I don't know," Sasha said. She sat on the edge of the couch now, her hands clasping one another in her lap. Her eyes were on the floor, only straying occasionally to Alicia. She didn't look at me at all. She looked acutely embarrassed. In a strange way, it felt nice not to be the center of attention. It felt nice not to be the only one feeling ashamed. Even if I had so much more to be embarrassed about than my ex-wife did. 
 
    "It's okay," Alicia said. Her corset creaked as she sat up awkwardly. Reaching out, she laid a hand on Sasha's forearm, and Sasha gave merely the palest flicker of a smile as my girlfriend touched her. "You got caught up in the heat of the moment," Alicia said reassuringly. "It happens. It doesn't have to mean anything unless we make it. That's part of the fun of these scenes. You never know what's going to come out. You felt like kissing me, so you did. It's cool. It's spontaneous. It's life." 
 
    “Yeah, but — I have a boyfriend.” Alicia laughed out loud at that. She actually threw back her head and laughed, her gorgeous breasts bouncing up and down in her corset. 
 
    “Yeah, and I’m sure he’d hate the idea of you kissing another woman. Guys hate that.” Alyssa spoke in a deadpan voice, emphasizing her sarcasm. 
 
    “But - I’ve never done anything like that before.” 
 
    "Never? You've never even kissed a girl?" 
 
    "Well, once, when I was younger," Sasha said. The two women were talking solely to each other, almost as though they had forgotten I was even there kneeling on the floor at their feet. And I just listened, hearing things I had never heard before about my ex-wife, things I had never even imagined about her. "There was this girl that — well, we made out a couple of times. But it never went further than that." 
 
    "You were just experimenting," Alicia said reassuringly. "That's cool. We all do it. It's fun to try new things. Even if you don't like them. Keeps you alive. Just think, none of this would be happening right now if Pete and I hadn't tried something new." It was the first acknowledgment of my presence. For only the tiniest moment, Sasha's eyes flickered toward me. And they darted away when they saw me looking at her, returning to the woman sitting beside her. 
 
    “I guess,” Sasha said at last. 
 
    "It was very nice," Alicia said. "You can kiss me again if you like. Anytime you like." There was a pause as the two women looked at each other. Alicia's hand still rested on Sasha's arm. Their eyes moved over each other's faces, bronze and blue, the air seeming to crackle between them. And then, they kissed again. I couldn't say this time who initiated it, who lunged toward who. Maybe they both did at the same time. Either way, their lips met, moving hungrily over one another, and I heard their short and rapid breathing as they kissed. Alicia's hands moved over Sasha's body, stroking her arms, encircling her waist, and after a moment, Sasha returned her embrace. Her hands moved down over Alicia's corset, feeling her startlingly narrow waist above the spread of her hips. I felt as short of breath as the women were as I watched something I had never thought I would see. My ex-wife and my dominant girlfriend, making out on the couch in front of me while I kneeled in chastity at their feet. 
 
    "Okay," Alicia said as the kiss finally broke. She was practically gasping for air as she sat back, pinning her dark hair behind her ears with a sweep of her hands. "Okay. This is officially the hottest fucking thing ever. God, you're so beautiful." Once again, Alicia's boobs swelled in the top of her corset as she leaned forward, placing her hand on Sasha's bare leg. From where I kneeled, I couldn't imagine anyone resisting Alicia's seduction, no matter what their sexual orientation was. She was too beautiful for anyone to resist. She could turn a straight girl gay, and probably turn a gay man straight if she wanted to. I had no doubt about her sexual power. But Sasha still seemed conflicted, confused by her own desire. More than anyone in the world, I could understand what my ex-wife was feeling at that moment. Because I was fully under Alicia's spell. And now, Sasha was starting to feel its irresistible power. 
 
    “But… Trent…” Sasha’s voice sounded frail as she spoke. I knew what it meant. She sounded like a woman who wanted to be convinced. And judging by the wicked smile on Alicia’s face, she seemed to have noticed the same thing I had. 
 
    "Ask him," Alicia said, as though it was the simplest thing in the world. "Tell him Alicia thinks you're looking sexy, and wants to fuck you. Here. Send him a picture." I all but gasped at Alicia's brazenness. Sasha did too. She was seeing this side of my mistress for the first time. But I could say from experience that no matter how many times I saw it, I never got used to it. 
 
    "Are you serious?" Sasha asked. I had asked my mistress that same question enough times to know already what the answer would be. Alicia grinned as she nodded her head. 
 
    "Sure," she said. "I know what this outfit does to men. He'll love it. Besides, I want your hot boyfriend to see me like this. Go on. Get your phone." Sasha said nothing. But I watched as she rose to her feet. In the turmoil and confusion of her feelings, Alicia's commands were like a lifeline she could cling to. Something she didn't have to think about. It was strange seeing from the outside what I had experienced internally myself so many times before. It was part of what gave her the power she had. Once she had your brain scrambled with her beauty and her creativity, she gave you a way out. She gave you orders that were easy to obey, and before you knew what was what, you found yourself doing what Alicia said. That was how I found myself kneeling on the floor with my cock locked away in an inescapable chastity device. There was no way of knowing where this new path would lead Sasha. 
 
    While Sasha went to the door to fetch her phone from her purse, Alicia turned her bright eyes on me. She sat upright on the couch, her hands on her knees, her pussy agonizingly hidden from my view between tight corset and sparkling boots. Her eyes were blazing with excitement, and joy seemed to radiate out from every pore of her beautiful body. 
 
    "Guess what, chastity boy?" she smirked at me. "It looks like I'm going to fuck your wife." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "It turns you on, doesn't it? You want to see me make her cum? You want to see me make her scream my name?" 
 
    "Oh God, yes, Miss Alicia!" Alicia laughed a throaty laugh as I trembled at her feet. It was hard to imagine anything more dark and thrilling than what she was proposing. This dominant woman had already taken so much from me. My dignity. My self-respect. My manhood. Even though Sasha was no longer my wife, even though I had given up on any thought of a relationship between us, it still stung my pride to know that now Alicia might get to fuck her. And vice versa. I didn't even know who to be jealous of. I was jealous of them both, my heart on fire with frustrated lust at the thought of what might be about to happen. 
 
    Alicia leaned forward. Her deep cleavage swelled in front of me, my cock aching for release inside the device as my mistress reached forward and gripped my cheeks in one hand. Her eyes peered deep into mine. 
 
    "I'm going to make you watch," she said, slowly and deliberately. "I'm going to make you watch while I fuck her. You won't be able to cum. You won't be able to touch either of us. You're just going to sit there with your useless cock twitching away, wishing you weren't such a pathetic excuse for a man." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I could barely breathe under her intense stare. And she loved it. Releasing her grip on my face, she sat back, smiling smugly. Just then, Sasha came back around the couch, her phone in her trembling hands. 
 
    "I can't believe I'm doing this," Sasha said. Alicia's hands ran through her black hair, adjusting it as she sat on the couch. She sat up straight, placing her hands on her hips and staring at the phone Sasha held with a seductive smile. 
 
    "Take a photo," Alicia ordered. "From the waist up. I don't want him seeing my pussy. Not yet." If Sasha caught the implication of my girlfriend's words, she gave no sign of it. Instead, she pointed the camera at Alicia and took a photo. Alicia told her to take a few, planning to select the best one. And I waited on my knees while the camera clicked, watching my gorgeous girlfriend pose for photos to send to another man. 
 
    When the photos were taken, Sasha sat down beside Alicia. They sat close together, their knees touching, both their faces lit up from below by the screen of the phone as they went through the photos. Alicia selected one, and Sasha sent it. They were practically bouncing on the couch with excitement as the message was delivered. 
 
    "Oh my God, he's gonna be so freaked out," Sasha said. 
 
    "No he won't," Alicia replied. "Trust me. This is like every guy's wet dream. He'll be cool with it. It's just a shame he's not here to join us." Alicia cast a pointed look in my direction as she spoke. My heart spasmed. I watched as she ran her hand over Sasha's leg again, feeling the smoothness of my ex-wife's skin under her skirt. Slowly, Alicia's hand crept higher, and I saw Sasha was squirming in his seat at the feel of another woman touching her. Another taboo shattered, another boundary crossed. Alicia was a sexual pioneer. I felt another stab of jealousy in my heart as I found myself wondering again about her past. How did such a young woman get this way? How much experience did she have? It tormented me to know that she had been with other men; had she been with other women, too? My mistress didn't permit me to ask about her past. But she seemed so comfortable, so in her element as she set about seducing my straight ex. It was hard to believe this was the first time she had done it. 
 
    The phone buzzed in Sasha’s hands. Her jaw dropped as she stared at the screen. 
 
    "Let me see," Alicia said. Her cheek pressed against Sasha's as she leaned over the phone. There was no need for her to say anything. The sly smile that spread across her face told me everything I needed to know. And without another word, she took the phone from Sasha's hand and set it down on the arm of the couch. In the same movement, she pressed herself against Sasha, kissing her again, her hands all over Sasha's body. My ex-wife gave a kind of resigned sigh as she sank back on the sofa, and I watched Alicia's slender shoulders move, the inward curve of her back under the laces of the corset and the gorgeous round swell of her ass tormenting me as she caressed another woman. Quiet moans of pleasure began to rise from Sasha's throat. I watched Alicia's hand slip higher under the other woman's skirt. The heat was rising, and through the roaring of the blood in my ears, I listened to the growing symphony of pleasure. 
 
    "I'm keeping these." From my position on the floor, it took me a moment to see what Alicia was talking about. I heard a sob of outraged desire from Sasha, and then I saw my girlfriend pull my ex-wife's panties down from under her skirt. "I'm keeping these as a trophy," Alicia went on, and I recognized the deep growl of dominant desire in her voice. "To remind me of the first time I fucked my slave's wife." 
 
    "Okay," Sasha said in a thin breathless voice. I knew that voice. It was the voice she used when she was overcome with desire. When she wanted to be taken. Whatever resistance she might have felt, whatever doubt she had about the new experience opening up front of her, had disappeared. She wanted this badly. No one knew better than Alicia how to use that. 
 
    Moving on the couch, Alicia pulled Sasha's panties all the way down. Sasha lifted her feet from the floor and let the other woman slide the underwear off completely. Bunching them up in her hand, Alicia half-turned on the couch. Once again, she was looking at me, and I felt as though I was shrinking under her bright and lustful stare. 
 
    "Over here, slave boy," she growled. "Come over here and sniff the pussy I'm about to fuck." Beside her, Sasha gasped. But Alicia was deadly serious. And I crawled forward, my aching cock dangling beneath me as I did Alicia's bidding. Clamping her free hand on the back of my head, she pressed my ex-wife's panties against my face. 
 
    "Sniff," she ordered, and I did as she said. I breathed in deeply through my nose, inhaling the scent of Sasha's arousal. It was a smell I hadn't encountered for years, but my cock throbbed desperately in response. Once upon a time, this beautiful woman had been my wife. Now, I doubted I would ever sleep with her again. Instead, my girlfriend would. 
 
    "How does it smell?" 
 
    “Delicious, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Of course it does. Smell how wet she is for me. Smell how wet I'm making your wife. Smell the pussy you're not worthy to fuck." Again, I inhaled deeply. From the couch above me, Sasha watched, seeming almost dazed by everything that was going on. And Alicia released her grip on the back of my head, taking Sasha's panties in both hands and stretching them out. Turning them upside down, she pulled them over my head, carefully positioning them so that they were over my nose. With every breath I took, I couldn't help but smell Sasha's sex. And my cock ached inside its prison as the women laughed at me. 
 
    “That’s who wears the panties in this house,” Alicia smirked. “Now, worship my boots while I make out with your wife.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Sasha moaned as she watched me do as I was told. As I lowered my head to the floor and once again ran my tongue over the glossy leather of my girlfriend's boots, I knew that Alicia's dominance was turning Sasha on. Watching her dominate and bully me, witnessing her humiliate me, was only making Sasha desire Alicia more. And while I licked and kissed Alicia's legs, she turned her attentions back to Sasha. Up above me, the women started making out again. Alicia's hand slipped under Sasha's skirt, and soon, my ex was moaning in pleasure as Alicia fingered her. And all the while, I kept kissing, from toe to knee and back again, never quite daring to press my lips against my mistress's bare skin without permission. She didn't need me for that. She had Sasha now. 
 
    By the time Alicia paid me any attention again, Sasha was a quivering mess on the couch. Her legs were spread, her denim skirt bunched up around her hips. For the first time in years, I saw the pussy of the woman I used to be married to. The same pussy I could smell with every indrawn breath through her damp panties. Sasha didn't care about anything anymore. She didn't care that I was watching. She didn't care that she had a boyfriend. All she cared about was pleasure. Alicia had her right where she wanted her. Just like she had me. 
 
    "Down on the floor," Alicia barked, her voice loud and sharp she pointed downward. "On your back. That's it. Hands at your sides. And you better keep them there. Don't you dare touch me without permission. This body is not for you." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said humbly as I did what she wanted. I lay down on the floor, looking at her upside down with my head beside the couch. Alicia's boot cracked on the floor as she stepped over me, straddling my head. The glossy leather of the boots I had just been worshiping pressed against my arms as Alicia lowered herself down on top of me. Her beautiful pussy hovered above me, and as I lay between her legs, the smell of her desire mixed with the aroma of Sasha that I could still detect through the panties to make an unbelievable cocktail of sexual magic. 
 
    "Lick," Alicia ordered. There were few orders she could possibly give me that I was happier to obey. My mistress settled down on my face, and I slid my tongue inside her, tasting her delicious flavor while my cock surged ignored in its prison. Trapped beneath Alicia's gorgeous body, I could see nothing. But I could hear everything. Alicia kneeled on the floor in front of the couch with my head trapped between her legs, and I knew that Sasha was sitting above her. 
 
    "Such a beautiful pussy," I heard Alicia say, her voice dripping with dark desire as she spoke. "Been thinking about it since you came in here with that short skirt on, you little tease." Sasha said nothing. She only moaned in desire. I felt Alicia move on top of me, and Sasha's moans grew louder. My heart ached as I realized that my girlfriend was eating my ex-wife's pussy. 
 
    "Fuck, that tastes so good," Alicia said in a breathy voice. "I can't believe this little worm cheated on you. He's not worthy to lick your cunt. Or mine. Men like him don't deserve women like us." 
 
    "Oh my God," I heard Sasha gasp. Alicia was getting to her. Of course she was. No one could resist her. Especially once she had them turned on. Especially now that Alicia's beautiful face was between Sasha's thighs, licking her pussy while I licked Alicia's. For a while, the only sound in the room was the wet sound of tongues moving in and out of swollen lips, of hot juices being devoured like ripe fruit. That, and the rising music of female pleasure, both Sasha's and Alicia's. Everyone was headed for a powerful orgasm. Everybody but me. 
 
    Pressed against my mouth, I felt Alicia's pussy spasm. I knew what was coming. I maintained the same rhythm, licking and kissing as best I could while her juices streamed into my mouth. I heard her panting and gasping, her body shaking and shuddering above me, the high heels of her boots scratching the skin of my arms as she thrashed. With a loud cry, Alicia came, her thighs squeezing my head as her pussy spurted all over my face. She rocked her hips back and forth, smearing her fragrant cum all over me. Anointing me with her tormenting pleasure. And like a good slave should, I drink down as much of it as I could, hungry for every drop of pleasure as I licked her from below. 
 
    And as another orgasm tore through her, Alicia didn't stop eating out Sasha. Soon, I was tormented further by a familiar sound I hadn't heard in years. The wild sound of Sasha's orgasm, filling the air in Alicia's living room where I had never thought to hear such a thing. The pain of my cock straining against the hard plastic of the chastity device was unbelievable as I lay helpless on the floor beneath my goddess. My hands clenched my sides. I longed to touch Alicia, to feel the softness of her skin against my hands. But I didn't dare defy her. In the full flow of her dominance, I knew just how dangerous my mistress could be. 
 
    With a sigh, Alicia rose. She swung one leg over me and stood, swaying in her tall heels, her body made clumsy with pleasure. She flopped down on the couch beside Sasha, and the women wrapped their arms around each other. Alicia rested her boots on my chest, idly scraping her heels over my skin while she made out with my wife again. And again, shame echoed in my heart. Back when we were together, Sasha would never have let me do that. She would never let me kiss her after I had gone down on her. Clearly, the rules were different now. 
 
    "Get up," Alicia snapped as she finally tore her wet lips away from my ex. "Up on your feet. I want you to see this." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Rolling over, I rose to my knees and then stood. Both women sat on the sofa, their arms still wrapped around each other, their eyes shining with pleasure and their cheeks flushed. Both their pussies were exposed, the juices of orgasm shining on their gorgeous thighs. It was an image that burned itself into my brain the moment I saw it. The look of amusement on both their faces as they looked at me, defeated and tormented, struck some strange chord in the darkest part of me. 
 
    "See? I told you this would be hot," Alicia said with a smirk. She kissed Sasha's mouth, then her cheek, then made her way slowly down her neck. I could see Sasha's eyelashes fluttering as she moaned with pleasure. The tenderness of Alicia's movements was completely at odds with the way she was treating me. But that only added to the excitement we were all feeling. 
 
    And as Alicia’s teasing kisses got to her, Sasha moved on the sofa. Even Alicia seemed surprised as Sasha turned, sliding off the sofa and dropping to her knees on the floor. Her intention was clear as she maneuvered herself between Alicia’s legs, her face shining as she stared up at her first female sexual partner. 
 
    "Oh, wow," Alicia smiled down at my ex. "You want to eat your first pussy? You sure you're ready for that?" 
 
    "Yes," Sasha said as she gazed up at Alicia. I wondered if the look of wild desire I saw on her face, an expression of almost adoration, was anything like the way I looked when I served my mistress. She seemed completely enraptured, forgetting everything else. She seemed to have forgotten I was even there, standing over them both and watching the whole outrageous spectacle. 
 
    "Okay," Alicia giggled. "Let's see which one of you does it better. And for your sake, slave boy, I hope it's you. Because if it's not, if your ex-wife can get me off better than you can, then you truly are useless to me." Between Alicia's legs, Sasha laughed quietly. 
 
    "Hold my leg up," Alicia said. Keeping her leg straight, she raised it directly up in the air above her, her glossy boot shining wickedly in the light. "At least you can do that. Hold my legs up while your wife makes me cum." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I stepped forward at once, feeling the smooth leather of Alicia's boots against the skin of my shoulder as I took in my hands. And seized by a wild idea, Alicia half sat up. My heart soared as she reached for the chain around her neck and unfastened it. In a swift movement, she slid it into the lock and unlocked my cock, dropping the chastity device to the floor. 
 
    "There," Alicia cackled. "You can lick my boot and jerk off while your wife pleasures me. But don't cum until I tell you. When I do, cum on my boot. You know what you'll have to do afterward." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said. I was too wrapped up in pleasure to even think of protesting. Besides, no one would have heard me anyway. Even as I took my surging cock in my hand, stroking it while I ran my tongue over Alicia's raised boot, Sasha plunged her head between my mistress's thighs. Soon, my dominant girlfriend was once again howling with pleasure. And all I could do was slobber on her boot and rub myself senseless while my heart burned with shame. 
 
    

  

 
   
    21. Watching His Ex 
 
      
 
      
 
    I raised my head at the sound of footsteps on the stairs of Sasha's house. Finally, she was coming down. She had certainly taken her time to get ready. I'll admit to a faint stab of jealousy as I found myself wondering if she used to take such care to prepare herself back when we were dating. But I tried to push it aside. After all, I knew there would be plenty of time to feel jealous later. 
 
    “How do I look?” 
 
    Reaching the bottom of the stairs, Sasha took a step into the living room. As I looked at her, she turned on the spot, letting me see her outfit in its entirety. She was wearing a metallic silver dress with spaghetti straps, the fabric clinging to her body and flaunting her gorgeous curves. The hem of the short dress sat high on her thighs, showing off her long legs as she turned on the spot. She had gone all out with her makeup, too, her eyes glowing like polished bronze under painted lids, her lips deep red as she smiled at me. The truth was, my ex-wife had never looked hotter. Then again, ever since I had been forced to watch her having sex with my girlfriend, Sasha had already been seeming sexier than ever to me. Seeing her dressed up now for a date only reinforced it. 
 
    "You look great, Sasha." She smiled as though I had given her a compliment. But it was no more truth. She did look great. And lately, unless I was completely mistaken, my ex-wife had a different attitude. There was a kind of swagger to her now, a confident strut in her walk that hadn't been there before. Ever since Alicia had seduced her, Sasha seemed to be awakening to her own sexual power. Which shouldn't have surprised me. After everything she had seen and done, how could she not? Alicia had revealed to her just how easy it was to become a sex goddess to a man like me. And that dark knowledge seemed to fill my ex-wife with confidence. Having this little secret from the world put a smile on Sasha's face. That much was obvious. 
 
    "Thank you," Sasha smiled. It was a devious smile, not unlike the one I so often saw on Alicia's pretty face. It was a smile that hinted at future kinky delights, for Sasha at least if not for me. But for the moment, we couldn't go beyond vague hints and smiles. Our son sat on the sofa beside me, oblivious to the drama playing out around him. 
 
    "Now you boys be good while I'm out on my date," Sasha said as she moved across the living room toward us. Bending over Taye, she kissed the top of his head. Absorbed in some stupid program on the TV, our son barely seemed to notice. I tried not to watch her body bending in her tight dress, the already high hem riding up even higher as she straightened. It wasn't appropriate to be thinking these kinds of thoughts about my ex-wife. But it wasn't as though I had much choice. She was the one who had brought sex back into our relationship, or at least a version of it. She knew she was driving me wild with desire, and she loved it. 
 
    "I might be back kind of late," Sasha said. "Or early. I'm not sure. Depends how the night goes, I guess." 
 
    "Okay," I shrugged. I was trying to pretend it didn't matter to me. For Taye's sake, we were trying to maintain the pretense that everything was still normal between us. Obviously, my son knew that his mother was dating again, but at his age, he had only the vaguest concept of what that meant. Certainly, it didn't seem to bother him. And if the situation had been different, if it wasn't for Alicia and her kinky games, I would have been more than happy to do this anyway. The idea of my ex-wife going on a date didn't exactly fill me with joy. But it meant I got to spend more time with my son. 
 
    Sasha was carrying a pair of high-heeled shoes in her hand. I watched her bend to put them on, growing taller as she stepped into them. As her already long legs were elongated further, I couldn't take my eyes off the way she moved as she walked toward the door. She looked beautiful, and not for the first time, I wondered why I had been stupid enough to fuck up our relationship. Everything would have been so different if I had been able to keep my dick in my pants. Probably I still would have met Alicia. She would have been Taye's teacher either way. But nothing would've happened between us. And even though I felt stupid for messing up a good thing, I couldn't bring myself to regret my actions, because they had brought me here. To this strange, confusing, darkly thrilling night. 
 
    "Okay, see you later," Sasha called as she picked up her purse and headed for the door. 
 
    "Bye," I said. 
 
    "Bye, mom," Taye echoed without taking his eyes off the screen in front of him. Pushing away the thoughts of my ex-wife as best I could, I put my arm around my son. Spending time with Taye had always been the biggest source of pleasure in my life. In fact, for far too long, it had been the only one. Now that Alicia had come along, that had changed. But I still loved hanging out with Taye. And unlike the things I did behind closed doors, this was something in my life that was entirely wholesome. Entirely free of confusion and conflict. Unlike with Sasha, unlike with Alicia, I don't have to constantly question how I felt about my son. 
 
    From that perspective, I didn't care how long the night lasted. Taye and I hung out and watched TV and played video games, and it was fun. It always is. I'm lucky I've been able to remain so close to him, lucky that Sasha was willing to split custody between us 50-50. I'm as much a parent to my son as she is, and I would've fought every step of the way if she had ever tried to change that. But she didn't. To her credit, even though things between us ended badly, Sasha wasn't vindictive. Just like me, she had only ever wanted what was best for our son. 
 
    It was only now, under Alicia's influence, that Sasha's cruelty was showing. 
 
    And all was well for as long as Taye stayed up. But eventually, of course, he had to go to bed. I tucked him in and said good night, and then I was left alone in my ex-wife's house. 
 
      
 
    “How did she look?” 
 
    “She looked good, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    I was under orders to call my mistress as soon as possible. But I waited until Taye was fast asleep, until I could hear the sound of his even breathing through the door of his bedroom. Then I went downstairs and dialed my girlfriend's number. I knew she was up to something, her and Sasha. They had been friends almost from the moment they met, or at least from the moment when Alicia revealed the power she had over me. But now they were more than that. Now that they had had sex together, the two of them one some different plane. Day by day, Sasha was becoming Alicia's co-conspirator in the never-ending quest to find new ways to tease and humiliate me. As much as I loved it, it was a little hard to take sometimes. It was dizzying to think of how much things changed. How quickly your whole world can turn around. But these women always did like to keep me on the back foot. 
 
    “I hope you told her that?” 
 
    “Of course, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "When you saw her, did you want to fuck her?" 
 
    "Of course, Miss Alicia." Alicia laughed loudly at that, a sound like honey pouring down the phone line between us. Inside the chastity device, my cock predictably tried to swell. As usual, I felt the dull ache of it spreading between my legs. 
 
    "Poor boy," Alicia giggled. "You don't get to fuck her anymore. That pussy is for me and Trent. Not for you. You know that." 
 
    “I know, Miss Alicia.” The women had made that more than clear. Trent was clearly an open-minded sort of guy, content to let my girlfriend have sex with his wife. But in his position, I doubted I would have argued either. He had met Alicia, after all. He knew how sexy she was. I can only imagine the conversation he had had with Sasha after her first bisexual experience with my girlfriend. Sasha hadn’t told me anything about her. But going by how happy she seemed lately, I could only guess it had gone smoothly. 
 
    “I bet he’s going to fuck her tonight,” Alicia went on. “Lucky girl. There’s nothing like that sexual tension you have on a date with a hot guy when you know you look good, and you know what he’s going to do to you later. Sasha’s right. That’s one thing I miss out on with you. I do love going on dates with you all locked up. But it must be nice to date a real man.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." There wasn't much else I could say. Alicia loved to talk these things over, to remind me of the humiliation I was going through as if I was ever going to forget. It was as though she was reminding herself at the same time. And just talking about it was enough to get her excited. I tried and failed not to think about my sexy girlfriend getting turned on as she humiliated me over the phone. 
 
    "I wonder if she's thinking about you right now? About you all locked up and waiting for her to come home? Probably not. Probably she's unable to think about anything except Trent and his big cock. You know, this is kind of like a cuckold scene. You stuck at home, waiting for your sexy wife to come home from a date. The only difference is you're not married to her anymore. But you still want her, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia. But not as much as I want you." 
 
      
 
    "Good answer," Alicia chuckled. "It must be torture for you, having two dominant women to serve." 
 
    "It is, Miss Alicia," I answered truthfully. "But it's fucking hot." Alicia laughed again. 
 
    "You're lucky I'm not there," Alicia said in a voice that made the hairs on my arms bristle. "You know how much it turns me on seeing you completely humiliated. Who knows what terrible things I might make you do? It would be totally inappropriate. Still, it will be fun, wouldn't it?" 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "I think I'd start by making you grovel at my feet. You know that always gets me going when you lick my boots. So I'd probably start with that. Maybe make you beg for this pussy." 
 
    "Please, Miss Alicia." I kept my voice quiet as I spoke, but there was no hiding my desperate need as I groaned on the phone. "Please let me lick your beautiful pussy." 
 
    "No, I don't think so," Alicia laughed. "I don't think you're worthy of that. You know you have to earn the privilege of pleasuring me. Right now, I'd rather use one of my other toys." The way she said 'other toys' sent a wild shiver racing all down the length of my spine. And on the other end of the phone, I heard a faint buzzing start. 
 
    "Can you hear that?" 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "You know what that is, don't you? That's my vibrator. Just thinking about you sitting there waiting for your wife to come home from her date has got me all hot and bothered. And just because you can't get off doesn't mean I shouldn't. So I want you to beg for this pussy while I take care of myself. Got it?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I was practically panting with desire now, the ache of my trapped cock as painful as ever as I listened. I could imagine the way Alicia looked all too well, a scene I had been forced to witness and participate in many times in the past. I knew the glow that appeared in her beautiful blue eyes when she became so selfishly cruel. I knew how gorgeous she looked when she was being mean to me. And the vision of her lost in the throes of pleasure haunted me day and night, something I could never forget even if I wanted to. The buzzing sound disappeared, but as I heard my mistress's breath catch, as I heard a soft moan echoing down the phone, I knew where the vibrator had gone. My cock only ached more as I imagined her pleasuring herself alone in her bed. 
 
    "Please, Miss Alicia," I begged, my voice cracking slightly with the pressure of the desire I was feeling. "Please let me worship your beautiful pussy, please! I know I'm not worthy. I know I don't deserve it. But please, Mistress. You're so beautiful. You're so sexy. The sexiest woman I've ever seen. You're a goddess. You're my goddess. Please, Miss Alicia!" 
 
    In no time at all, Alicia was moaning and gasping. Her cries of pleasure filled my ears, making my torment all the more painful as I listened to her pleasure. But I kept on going, kept begging for something I knew I couldn't possibly have at that moment. Because that was what Alicia wanted. She wanted to cum with the sound of my submission in her ears. She wanted to bask in her sexual superiority, and the complete and undeniable power she had over me. I wasn't about to refuse. Even as the sound of her ever-louder moans drove hot spikes of torment into my heart. This was what Alicia wanted, and so I would give it to her. It was as simple as that. And one unexpected plus I had learned about submitting to her was that it had a way of radically simplifying things. All that mattered was what Alicia wanted. All I had to worry about was keeping her happy. As difficult a task that could be sometimes, it wasn't particularly complicated. 
 
    "Oh my God! Alicia howled in pleasure as her orgasm arrived. For a moment, the phone rang with her shrieks of ecstasy, pouring her selfish lust into my ear while I simply sat there and listened. And while my cock throbbed uselessly in its hard plastic prison, Alicia's climax came and went, her bliss pouring out of her in a long sigh. 
 
    "That's better," she said. "Sometimes, you just really need an orgasm, you know? Well, of course you do. I mean, look who I'm talking to. The difference is, I actually get to have one. So does your wife. So does everyone, really. Except you. But that's just the way it is. Maybe if you were a real man, you'd get to fuck me. Maybe you'd get to fuck Sasha too. Maybe we'd let you fuck both of us at once. But that's never going to happen. Not for you." I was breathless as she spoke. Breathless with the power of the fantasy she conjured up. With the phone pressed to my ear, pumping these wild images into my skull, I was barely able to speak. 
 
    “Now, I don’t know what Sasha has planned for you tonight,” Alicia said, her voice suddenly brisk and businesslike. “She might just send you home when she gets back. Maybe not. But I want you to do what she says. I want you to obey her the way you obey me.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    “If she asked you to do anything really crazy, you have my permission to refuse. But I’ll want to know what it was. If it turns out you were just being difficult, you know I’ll make you pay for that.” 
 
    “I know, Miss Alicia.” Alicia laughed down the phone. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, and I could hear the teasing smirk in her voice as she spoke. “Well, I’m done with you for now. I’ll talk to you later.” 
 
    “Bye, Miss Alicia.” The phone went dead. The house felt suddenly more silent than ever. I switched on the TV, but it had no power to distract me from the boiling confusion of my feelings. Just as Alicia said, there was nothing I could do but sit and wait. 
 
    And so that's what I did. I sat and waited with my cock aching inside its tight prison, my mind awash with images of female beauty and pleasure that were as unattainable to me as the invisible stars overhead. I sat and waited until I heard Sasha's key in the door, and a great wave of fear and doubt washed over me as the door swung open, and she and Trent stepped inside. 
 
    Sasha was giggling at something Trent had said as the door swung shut behind them. She stepped into the living room, and my cock ached again at the sight of her. She really did look fantastic. And as I looked up into her pretty face, I could see that she was excited. Just as Alicia had said, Sasha had been getting more and more wound up during her date. I had no doubt that Alicia was right. I have no doubt that Sasha couldn't wait to have sex with her boyfriend. 
 
    "Hi," Sasha said as her laughter subsided. 
 
    “Hey,” I said. 
 
    “Hey, Pete,” Trent said, and I said hello back. 
 
    “How was everything?” Sasha asked. She might be well on her way to becoming a dominant sex goddess like Alicia, but Sasha was a mother first. 
 
    “Great,” I said. “He was great. Went to bed no problem.” 
 
    "That's good," Sasha said, and the smile returned to her face. "Listen, Pete, would you mind sticking around for a little while?" 
 
    "Okay," I said uncertainly, remembering what Alicia had said. I could think of only one reason why she would want me to stick around. Sasha had something devious in mind, and my heart leapt as I tried to imagine what it might be. But I didn't argue. My mistress had taught me to be obedient, and so that was what I would do. 
 
    "Good," Sasha smiled. I watched her turn toward her boyfriend, twining her fingers through his. "You, come with me," she said to him playfully as she led him toward the stairs. Trent smiled as he followed her, his eyes already moving over her body inside her tight dress as she climbed the stairs ahead of him. Her high heels thumped with every step, and I listened to them moving along the hallway upstairs as she went to her bedroom. A couple of minutes passed, and they still didn't come back down. Bitterly, I acknowledged what was happening. And soon, it was confirmed. Quietly at first, but with rising volume and urgency, I heard Sasha's moans of pleasure. Gathering speed, they spread through the house, and my cock ached in its prison as though her voice had a direct line to my arousal. Faster and faster they came, louder and louder, her body responding as Trent fucked her. And it went on and on, their sex seeming to last forever. 
 
    I waited. I should have just left there and then. It was obvious now what Sasha wanted. She wanted me to hear this. Knowing I was locked in chastity and unable to have any sexual pleasure of my own until Alicia allowed it, Sasha wanted to flaunt her own freedom to cum. I could have walked out. But that would mean explaining myself to Alicia. And somehow, I doubted she would accept the excuse that it was too painful to hear my ex-wife getting nailed in the room above me while I had gone without sex for far too long. Sasha asked me to stay, and now I knew why. But leaving without her permission seemed like a sure way to incur Alicia's wrath. 
 
    And so I waited, while Sasha howled in pleasure above me. I heard her orgasm, the tight catch in her throat that was followed by a loud cry of release. My ears were ringing with her tormenting pleasure as she sighed and moaned, abandoning herself to an ecstasy that was forbidden to me. As her cries of pleasure slowly subsided, the house grew quiet again. Still I waited, my cock surging and aching pointlessly inside its prison. There was nothing else I could do except wait. 
 
    Eventually, I heard the sound of footsteps on the stairs. Too light to be Trent's, and that was a small relief. I didn't want to see him, knowing that he had just had the pleasure of fucking my ex-wife while I simply had to sit and listen. It was Sasha. 
 
    She reached the bottom of the stairs and stepped into the living room. Her beautiful dress and sexy high heels were gone. Now, she was wrapped in a button-down shirt that was too big for her. Trent's shirt, I realized with another stab of jealousy. Her carefully applied makeup was blurred with sweat. Her carefully styled hair was a mess. Her cheeks were flushed a rosy pink, and even if I hadn't had to listen to the sound of their lovemaking, I would have known that I was looking at a woman who just had an orgasm. 
 
    Smiling, Sasha sat down on the sofa next to me. Trent's shirt barely covered her ass. I could practically smell the sex pouring off her, my cock throbbed wildly inside its cage. 
 
    “I guess you probably heard that,” Sasha smirked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, trying to keep the bitterness out of my voice even though I knew it was exactly what she wanted to hear. 
 
    "I can't help it," Sasha shrugged. "Trent is so hot. And he really knows how to make me cum. All through dinner, I couldn't wait to get him home and ride that cock of his. It was never like that with you. You just didn't do it for me like he does." 
 
    "This is why you wanted me to stick around?" I asked. "So that you could tell me how good your boyfriend is in bed?" But Sasha just smiled at me. Her eyes moved up and down my body, and I knew what she was thinking. She was thinking about my cock trapped in its plastic prison. And knowing that only made it surge and throb even more. 
 
    "Basically," Sasha smirked. "I wanted you to hear what a real man does to me. How a real man makes a woman cum. Did you like it?" 
 
    "No," I said while Sasha laughed. "It was really frustrating." 
 
    "Why? Because you wished it was you pounding me with your big hard cock?" Sasha rested one hand high on my thigh as she spoke. She knew exactly what she was doing, and so did I. But that didn't make any less effective. Just as she wanted, my cock ached for release, the pain only growing as her hand crept higher. 
 
    “Yes,” I admitted, and Sasha laughed again. 
 
    "Well, that's too bad," she said. "I mean, I don't have a key to your cock. I couldn't let you out even if I wanted to. Besides, I don't think I would if I could. Your days of having sex with me are over. But I'm in a generous mood. Apparently, so is Trent. So why don't you come upstairs and watch us?" 
 
    “Are you kidding?” 
 
    "Oh, come on. You know you want to. You want to watch me cum like a porn star while Trent fucks me senseless. You know you do. Besides, it doesn't matter what you want, does it? This is what I want. I want to fuck my boyfriend while you watch and know that there's nothing you can do about it. And as you know, I can be quite persuasive when I want to be. Trent's okay with it. So, come on. Come upstairs. Don't make me call Alicia." Still smiling, Sasha stood. She held out her hand to me. After a moment of hesitation, I took it. The smile of triumph on my ex-wife's face was at once terrifying and deeply erotic. I stood and let her lead me through the house, up the stairs, toward her bedroom. I could hardly believe what was happening. I couldn't believe what would come of me, and how easily these women made me do the unthinkable. But with a mixture of threats and promises, it seemed there was nothing they couldn't get me to do. Even though my heart thumped wildly as I climbed the stairs behind her, even as fear gripped my stomach and made it twist into knots, my cock never stopped pulsing inside Alicia's prison. I knew I was about to endure yet another terrible humiliation. But as Sasha led me toward the latest in a long line of embarrassing situations, I knew as well as she did that I wasn't going to fight her. I wasn't going to fight either Sasha or Alicia. These cruel women owned my cock now. I was just going to have to learn to accept it. 
 
    

  

 
        
            
                
            
        

    
   
    Teaching Him A Lesson: Parts 22-30 
 
    22. A Chastity Threesome 
 
      
 
    "Oh my God. Look at you!" 
 
    Alicia laughed out loud, the sound of her amusement washing over me in a wave of embarrassment. Sometimes, I wondered if I might one day get used to these kinds of humiliations. But it hadn't happened yet. Partly, that was because Alicia kept changing things. Somehow, my devious mistress always found a way to make me enjoy some fresh disgrace. And now, of course, she had Sasha to help her. Now, I knew, I was in serious trouble. 
 
    But as I lay there in bed with Alicia, my head buried between her thighs and my tongue inside the slick wet walls of her pussy, I knew I couldn't bring myself to want anything else. There was nothing easy about being the submissive and frustrated sex slave of a woman like her. But nothing worthwhile is ever easy. And in these moments, when I was alone with Alicia, watching her body respond with obvious pleasure to the things I was doing to her. I felt as though all the suffering was somehow worth it. 
 
    “Oh my God, this must’ve been so humiliating for you!” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    It was. When Alicia had led me to her bedroom where Trent waited, I had already felt utterly defeated and disgraced. I couldn't meet his eyes as I followed her through the open door of the bedroom. I could smell their sex in the air, and it plucked the taut strings of my own desire buried deep in my chest. 
 
    Sasha directed everything. You would think, from the confident way she took charge, that she was well-practiced in these kinds of games, rather than having only recently discovered them thanks to Alicia. Sasha ordered me to take off my clothes, and after a moment of hesitation, I did it. I went through a fresh torture of humiliation as Trent saw the device locked onto my cock and laughed at it. But Sasha kept things moving, having me sit down in a chair at the foot of the bed. She shed Trent's shirt, and I watched her naked body move around the room as she found a scarf and used it to tie my hands to the chair. Even though a new wave of fear gripped me as my ex-wife tied me up, it was kind of a relief. Somehow, being made to do these things was less humiliating than being forced to acknowledge that I was a willing participant in my own disgrace. Once I was tied to the chair, there was nothing I could do except submit to what was happening. In a way, that made it easier. 
 
    And once I was tied up, Sasha climbed into bed with Trent. From my chair, I watched in agony as they made out, my ex-wife's hand curling around her boyfriend's cock. Then, Sasha's head sank lower. I couldn't keep myself from groaning in an agony of frustration as I watched Sasha give Trent a blow job. And she loved performing for me. Sweeping her brown hair back from her face, she made sure I could see, occasionally making eye contact with me while Trent's thick cock bulged in her cheek. In all the time we were together, I knew Sasha had never sucked me off with anything like the enthusiasm and diligence she now showed for Trent. She sucked his cock as though it were the most delicious thing in the world, as though all she cared about was giving him pleasure. But cleverly, she stopped just short of the point of no return, leaving her boyfriend hornier than ever and ready to explode without quite letting him go over the edge. Sasha had learned well the lesson that Alicia had taught her. The hornier they could get men, the easier it was to get us to do what they wanted. That went for Trent just as much as it did for me. 
 
    "I want to film this, baby," Sasha suddenly said. She was writhing against Trent's body as she spoke, one leg lifted over his stomach, her face close to his. For his part, Trent seemed to have all but forgotten that I was even in the room. That was fine by me. He had eyes only for Sasha, and he seemed almost overwhelmed by this new side of her he was seeing. The wild, scheming, sexually insatiable side. It was new to me too. She had never been like that during our relationship. Then again, I hadn't been the way I was now, either. Alicia's devious games had brought out something new in all of us. 
 
    "Really?" Trent asked. His voice was tight with lust, and even though I tried not to look at it, his cock was raging with desire. Sasha couldn't have picked a better time to make her unusual request. I could see the influence of Alicia in my ex-wife's deviousness. Sasha had learned a lot from my cool and dominant girlfriend. 
 
    "Yeah," Sasha giggled girlishly. "I want to see what we look like together. Besides, it's not everyday you get to fuck a woman in front of her tied up ex-husband. And you know Alicia's going to want to see it. Can we? Can we make a sex tape? 
 
    "Sure," Trent shrugged, and Sasha squealed with joy, kissing him gratefully as she pressed her body momentarily against his. 
 
    "This is gonna be so hot," Sasha grinned. Rolling over in the bed, she grabbed her phone from the nightstand where it lay. I noticed she didn't ask for my permission. Not that I was surprised by that. She knew she didn't need it. And probably, she knew what I would've said anyway. Even though she wasn't there with us, Alicia's presence hung over me like a ghost in the bedroom of my ex-wife. She would want me to do as I was told. She would want me to comply with Sasha's humiliating demands. She would want to see this. So even though I cringed as Sasha turned her camera on me, I knew what was expected of me. I knew that I had to obey. 
 
    "I can't believe she did this," Alicia said. Her voice was dripping with pleasure as she spoke, and in between glances at the screen in front of us, I diligently licked her streaming pussy. Sasha sent the video she made to Alicia, and Alicia wanted us to watch it together. Like watching porn, she said. Except that my ex-wife was the star, along with her new boyfriend, and I was more of a supporting character. I was rapidly becoming a supporting character in my own life, I thought to myself, but said nothing. Alicia always gets what she wants. And Sasha had been right; my mistress most definitely wanted to watch my latest humiliation. From the way her warm juices streamed over my chin, I knew that my evil girlfriend was getting off on watching what had happened that night at Sasha's house. 
 
    "Where can we get a good view?" Sasha said on screen. It was strange to see the recording of what had happened. Of course, I had been there. I felt at the time as though every detail of the outrageous scene was burning itself onto my memory. But now, rewatching it, I saw how different everything seemed to how it had felt at the time. It was like watching different people, in a way. A different viewpoint, a third person perspective on an event I had only been able to experience in first person prior to that point. I looked every bit as pathetic and defeated as I had felt as I sat in the chair, my hands tied behind my back and my cock locked away in chastity. And Sasha looked unbelievably sexy as she climbed out of the bed and looked around the room. Her breasts bounced on her chest with every step she took, her nipples pink and puckered and as hard as two pebbles. Her skin was flushed pink with the heat of pleasure, but still she wanted more. She walked across the room, and on-screen I caught glimpses of her body as she moved. Finally, she set her phone up on a dresser to capture a wide angle of the entire room. 
 
    "There we go," Sasha grinned as she set the camera down and walked back to the bed. "Now Alicia will see everything. Come on, babe. Show this useless bitch how a real man  
 
    fucks." 
 
    "Oh my God," Alicia panted. "She has a real potty mouth sometimes, doesn't she? Your wife gets really excited when she humiliates you. Can't say I blame her. It's fucking hot." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I mumbled, my words all but lost between my mistress's shaking thighs. 
 
    On-screen, Sasha turned on the bed. She got on her hands and knees, facing me. Taking the hint, Trent got on his knees behind her. She smiled as she felt his big hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing against her dripping pussy from behind. Sasha was looking at me as he entered her. That was one area where the camera couldn't compete with my fragmented memory. I was looking at Sasha head-on when it happened, seeing the way her mouth opened wide, her eyes rolling back in her head as pleasure overcame her. At once utterly tormenting and unbelievably sexy, it was something I knew I was never going to forget. 
 
    And Trent fucked her hard. The strangeness of the situation didn't seem to put him off at all. Then again, a beautiful woman was on her hands and knees in front of him, offering him her body like a bitch in heat. If I had been able to, I would've reacted in much the same way, or so I liked to think. But somehow, I doubted I would ever have been able to make Sasha howl and scream the way Trent did. The whole bed rocked from his thrusts, Sasha's breasts bouncing and swaying on her chest as they hung beneath her, her face contorted in a mask of bliss as she howled in pleasure. 
 
    "Fuck," Alicia panted above me. Her own pleasure wasn't far away, her pussy spasming against my lips and tongue as she writhed on the bed. "He's really giving it to her." 
 
    He was. Sasha arched her back, pressing her ass back against Trent as he fucked her from behind. His cock plunged in and out of her streaming pussy like the piston of some tireless engine, slamming into her over and over again. Soon, Sasha was wailing in pleasure, throwing back her head and filling the room with cries of passion that now poured out of the speakers of Alicia's TV. And Alicia moaned right along with her. As the sounds of two beautiful women's pleasure filled the bedroom air, I felt almost as though I were in two places at once, feeling some kind of strange out-of-body experience as I both watched myself watching Sasha and felt myself pleasuring Alicia. On screen, Sasha came, her body finally surrendering to the powerful thrusts of her lover. But Trent barely slowed down. He kept going, his muscular body jackhammering my ex-wife while she screamed and howled, limp as a rag doll in his arms. And watching that sexy scene, Alicia came too. Her body stiffened and trembled, and I felt her thighs shaking under my hands. Her cries of pleasure seemed to stick in her throat for a moment, catching on the great wave of release that poured out of her. Finally, she relaxed, sprawling limp and overcome with pleasure on the bed above me. 
 
    Like a good slave, I lapped up every drop of Alicia's juices. I moved carefully now, my cock aching in chastity as she moaned and purred above me. I kissed her shining thighs, and she groaned in the afterglow of her climax, luxuriating in the feeling of pleasure that I was denied. 
 
    Alicia didn't even need acknowledge me as I finished my task. She lay back on the pillow, her head surrounded by a dark halo of her hair, the eerie glow of the TV screen reflected in her shining eyes. She was still watching when Trent finally came, pumping his load deep into Sasha's quivering body. I squeezed my eyes shut at the sound, remembering what it had felt like to be in the room and witness such a humiliating display. Only then did Alicia reach the remote control and turned the TV off. 
 
    "Well, that was quite the night you had," she grinned as she turned to me. "I bet Sasha can't wait to have you babysit again." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." It was probably true, I reflected. Why wouldn't she? For Sasha, it was perfect. She got to go out on dates and get comprehensively fucked by her stud of a boyfriend, and meanwhile, I would happily look after our son. I was less happy to watch her in bed with Trent. But my feelings on that were as complicated as they were about everything else. And trust Alicia to get straight to the heart of the matter. 
 
    "This is a really interesting situation," she said. "I've been reading up on S&M forums and stuff like that, but I haven't come across anyone in quite this position before. It's kind of like you're a cuckold, which is super hot to me. But also not, because I'm not the one cuckolding you. Not yet, anyway." Alicia laughed as a look of panic across my face. 
 
    “Do you — do you think you will do that, Miss Alicia?” I tried to keep the panic out of my voice. But it was useless. Alicia could see straight through me. 
 
    "Oh, you're so cute when you're scared," Alicia said. Reaching down, she ran her fingers affectionately through my hair. "Look, you know how I feel about it. I think it would be amazing. And of course it would, for me. I get to have all the sex I want, and you just have to watch. For me, it's a no-brainer. You know the rules. I love bossing you around and making you do things you don't want to do. But boundaries are boundaries. If you can't handle me being with other men, then that's that. We have a good thing here, and I don't want to mess it up by going too far." 
 
    The domination and submission were incredible. The feeling of being owned by this gorgeous and sadistic woman was unlike anything I had ever experienced before in my life. It was a thrill like no other. Alicia wasn't just the sexiest woman I had ever been with. As far as I was concerned, she was the sexiest woman alive. And playing these games with her was an absolute highlight of my life up to that point. 
 
    But as spectacular as the sex was, as wild and exciting as our kinky games were, every now and then, there were these moments of — well, tenderness. In the heat of the moment, I wanted Alicia to be cruel to me. I wanted her to use me as a toy, to disregard my feelings, to make me serve her in any way she saw fit. But once in a while, she would say something that would remind me that ultimately, no matter how real it sometimes seemed, this game was exactly that. A game. And maybe, just maybe, there was more to our relationship than just wild sex. At least, I certainly hoped so. 
 
    Without a word, I crawled back toward her. Alicia smiled as I raised my face to hers and kissed her. She wasn't a woman who minded the taste of her own pussy on my lips. Far from it. Her tongue explored my mouth as we kissed passionately, and my cock kept on raging in its cage, filling me with that familiar pain that only served to remind me that I was hers. 
 
    "I don't know," I said truthfully. "It hurts just thinking about it. You with another guy — that breaks my heart." 
 
    "Awww," Alicia purred. "That's so sweet. I saw the look on your face in that video. It was hard, wasn't it? Come on. You know we can't have any secrets from each other if we're going to play like this. Watching your wife get railed by her boyfriend was fucking sexy, wasn't it?" 
 
    "It was," I admitted. "I don't even know why. I mean, it was kind of like watching porn. But it hurt. It hurt so much seeing him get what I wanted but can't have." 
 
    "Yeah," Alicia said, and I detected the growl of excitement in her voice. "That's what makes it so fucking hot. My question is, which would hurt you more? Watching her or watching me?" 
 
    “You, definitely,” I said without hesitation. And Alicia’s eyes shone as she smiled. Reaching toward me, she grabbed the back of my neck and pulled my face toward her to kiss me again. 
 
    "Well, I have some ideas," Alicia said as our mouths parted again. "That's probably not a surprise. And I don't want to give too much away, but I think you might like what I have in mind. Some of it, anyway. But you know I always respect your boundaries. If you don't think you can handle having me cuckold you, then we won't do it. It's as simple as that." 
 
    "I just don't know," I said. "I mean, you know I love seeing you cum. You look so beautiful when you're having an orgasm. And the thought of watching you like I did with them — I don't know. It is hard. But I don't know if it would be too intense. I mean, how can you know until it happens?" 
 
    “Well, that’s part of what’s so exciting about it,” Alicia said. “Boundaries are important, but all the fun of this life comes from pushing them. The best sex is right in front of your hard lines. That’s just how works, I’m afraid.” 
 
    I nodded slowly. I didn't have Alicia's experience, but I had a feeling she was telling the truth. With what limited experience I had, she was certainly right. Ever since we had met, Alicia had been pushing my boundaries. And every time she pushed them back a little further, things got even more exciting. I had trusted her with some very dangerous emotions. And so far, she hadn't steered us wrong. Somehow, we were not only still together, still playing these games, but enjoying them more than ever. Enjoying them more than I would've thought possible. What she was suggesting terrified me more than anything else. But trusting her had so far been a good idea. 
 
    "I mean, we could try," I said. Alicia's eyes went as round as dinner plates as she stared at me, her mouth opening in shock and surprise. 
 
    "Really? Are you serious? Oh my God, that's amazing. Oh my God, I love you so much." 
 
    I paused. And so did she, still staring at me with her glittering eyes, now pressing her lips tightly together as though trying to take back the words she had just spoken. But she was still smiling. 
 
    "I — I love you too," I said. And it was true. The words had been burning in my heart for a long time now. With all the confusion of the desperate desire I felt for my mistress, it was hard to be sure of my feelings. But with every day that past, I fell for her more and more. And it wasn't just the sex. For all the outrageous things we did, that wasn't our whole life. We did ordinary couple things too, went out to dinner and to movies and to the farmers market. Just walking around the park holding her hand was one of the purest pleasures of my life. And maybe I couldn't fully disentangle that from the wild desire felt for her. But isn't that what love is? The romantic attachment to someone that you also desperately want to fuck. There didn't seem much point in fighting any longer. 
 
    Alicia made a soft noise in the back of her throat as we kissed again. This time, our kiss went on and on, both of our hearts filling up with joy as our lips moved against each other. It was a different kind of kiss, the kind that engages the heart and fills it with light. Now that I had confessed my feelings to her, now that she had told me she felt the same way, I felt as though a huge weight had been lifted off me. Not for the first time, I had the strange feeling that with Alicia, I could finally be myself. 
 
    "You're so fucked," Alicia giggled as we finally stopped kissing. "You love me, and you're willing to let me fuck other guys." 
 
    “Maybe because I love you,” I said. 
 
    "Wow," Alicia said again. "Well, let's not get ahead of ourselves. He has to agree to it too." 
 
    "Who? You have a guy in mind already?" 
 
    Alicia's smooth brow crinkled as she frowned in confusion, as though what she was saying was the most obvious thing in the world. 
 
    "Of course," she said. "I want to fuck Trent. Who else?" 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    "Of course I am. He's perfect. Think about it. He's super hot. He knows how to fuck a woman. And he doesn't mind being watched by you. You know how long I would have to search to find somebody else who fits all those criteria? The hard part is going to be getting Sasha to go along with it. Trent, too. But I've seen the way he looked at me when we met. I have a feeling I can get him to fuck me." 
 
    "I don't doubt it," I said, and Alicia laughed. "But isn't this all getting a little bit - I don't know, close? Like, too close?" 
 
    "That's how it goes, Pete," Alicia shrugged. "The world of kink is not a large one. When you find someone willing to play with you, you tend to hold onto them. Not that many people can play these games. Besides, that's part of what makes it fun. Look at it this way. You got to have a threesome with those two. Now it's my turn." 
 
    “I wouldn’t call it that,” I said, while Alicia giggled. 
 
    "Sure it was," she grinned. "It was a chastity threesome. Which is all a bitch like you deserves. God, think about it. Maybe I can get the two of them in bed together. How fucking hot would that be?" 
 
    "Yeah, that does sound great. For you," I said. Alicia smiled as she wrapped her arms around me. I could hear the faint murmur of the pulsing blood in her neck as I lay beside her in bed, my arms around her, her soft body against mine. If it wasn't for the chastity device locked onto my cock and the raging lust I could still feel in my body, you might almost have thought that we were a normal couple who had normal sex, and that we were basking in the afterglow of a mutual orgasm instead of a purely selfish one. But that wasn't our dynamic. And lying there beside my kinky mistress, I felt closer to her than ever. Even as she plotted yet another agonizing experience of frustration for me. 
 
    “This is going be awesome,” Alicia went on. “You’ll see. You know I always make things sexy for you. And since you’ve been so good about all this, I feel like rewarding you. If I can pull this off, there’s definitely going to be some things you’ll really enjoy. I promise you.” 
 
    "Well, that sounds pretty good," I said. Again, I kissed her, pressing my lips against her soft lips, feeling my desire rising by the second. "But you could always reward me now, too." 
 
    “Naughty boy,” Alicia said, shaking her head. “You know it’s not time for you to have an orgasm yet.” 
 
    “I know,” I said. “But you just said you love me. That’s gotta be worth a release, no?” 
 
    “It’s because I love you that I keep your cock locked away,” Alicia answered. “I love you, and I own you. That’s how it works.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Oh, OK then. Come here." As she spoke, Alicia reached for the necklace that hung permanently around her neck. My heart surged with hope. In a single bound, I rose up onto my knees. She took my chastity device in her hand, sliding the key into the lock and twisting it. The device came apart, and she pulled the clear plastic tube off my cock, setting it down on the bed beside her. I groaned in wordless pleasure as she wrapped her hand around my manhood, slowly stroking as she gazed up at me. 
 
    "I'm way too nice to you," she said while I throbbed and surged in her grip. "But I guess it wouldn't hurt give you some kind of positive association with agreeing to be my cuckold. It's because you're such a submissive bitch you're getting this undeserved award. Remember that." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I gasped. At that moment, I would've said anything, would've agreed to anything. She knew that as well as I did. And as she stroked my cock, smiling up at me deviously, I realized that she could have made me agree to be her cuckold like this. But that wasn't what Alicia wanted. She wanted real consent, not a promise given in the heat of the moment in return for sexual pleasure. And that was what I had given her. It was only going to make her more outrageous in her domination of me. But how could I regret it when it felt so good?  
 
    

  

 
   
    23.Alicia Entertains 
 
      
 
      
 
    If it were possible to shiver under a torrent of warm water, I would have. Not with cold, of course. But with fear. That very special kind of nervousness that filled my heart when Alicia was in one of her moods. Which she usually was. After all, it was like electricity crackled in the air whenever we were together. Even when we were apart, for that matter. I wanted her so badly. And the longer she kept me locked up, the more true that became. Every time my cock tried to harden, I couldn't help but think of my mistress, my goddess, my kinky and dominant girlfriend. The woman I loved. I had never felt this way about anyone, and that included Sasha. Sure, I had loved her too, once. In a certain sense, I guess I still do. But not like this. Never like this. What I felt for Alicia was a kind of obsession, as though I needed her more than air to breathe. She was everything to me. And she knew it. 
 
    She knew it, and she knew how to use it. Ordering me around seemed as natural to her as breathing. Just as it seemed natural for me to obey. And that's how I found myself kneeling in the shower, naked but for the cruel device that gave her this tremendous power. Alicia stood above me, her dark hair clinging in dripping strands to her neck and shoulders, heavy with water from the shower. She was naked too, of course. Naked and smearing her beautiful body with perfumed soap while I kneeled at her feet in a pool of suds and water and carefully ran the razor over her legs. I knew I had to be careful. I knew Alicia wanted to look immaculate, and the slightest nick or bump would have to be paid for.  
 
    I took my time while my goddess hummed happily above me. She was excited too. I could feel it. But her excitement was far less complicated than mine. Hers wasn't laced through with fear about what might happen. Hers wasn't tempered by the knowledge that she had absolutely no power to control the situation. The fact was, Alicia had all the power. And neither of us was ever going to forget it. 
 
    "How's it going down there?" Alicia smiled down at me from amid the warm spray of the shower. Her blue eyes blazed like glimpses of a sunlit sky through pouring rain. She was so beautiful it was almost painful, the sun that is too bright to look at. Inside the shining chastity device, my cock ached uselessly. It was always the same. Just looking at her made me weak. 
 
    "Nearly done, Miss Alicia," I said, sliding the razor along her thigh. Her pussy was right in front of me, close to my face. I could barely take my eyes off it. The neat little slit of her sex called to me, tormenting me with my total inadequacy. It had been over a week since she last let me cum, and more than that since she allowed my cock inside her. More and more these days, Alicia seemed uninterested in that. She took far more pleasure in tormenting me, in making me grovel and beg and serve her without even the promise of release. And that thought tormented me too. I had agreed to this. I had agreed to let her try sleeping with another man. But I knew the danger. I could hardly think about anything else. Once the woman I loved was able to get regular sex elsewhere, would she ever unlock me again? I had been a slave long enough by now to know that that was part of the thrill. The idea that this cruel and gorgeous woman had such tremendous power over me. Sometimes, when I thought about it, it became hard to even breathe with the share outrageousness of the life we were living. 
 
    "Good," Alicia smiled. "I have to look my best so Trent will want to fuck me." She said it so casually, so cruelly, so viciously that I all but gasped as I kneeled at her feet. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I managed to croak, and my cruel goddess laughed above me at my pathetic capitulation. What better display of her total control over me could there be? After this, I knew there would be no going back. We were just trying it out, Alicia promised me. If it was too much, we could stop. And I believed her when she said that. Or at least, I believe that she believed it. But I had heard my ex-wife's cries of passion and pleasure while Trent fucked her. I had seen her howl and scream in ecstasy, losing herself completely in a sexual pleasure I could barely imagine. I didn't have any doubt that Alicia was going to enjoy herself enormously. I had no doubt one she'd experienced the twisted joy of betraying me that she would want to do it again. The only doubt I had was whether I might lose this incredible woman forever. But that was the risk I was taking. Those who want a high reward must accept a high risk. I was risking it all, the most fulfilling relationship of my life with a woman I was madly in love with, just to see how far we could go. Just to feel how exciting it could be to put everything on the table. Just to peer into the face of the thing I feared most and see if I was strong enough to take it. 
 
    "This is going to be so hot," Alicia smiled. "You'll see. I know you're scared right now. But this is going to be amazing." 
 
    "I hope so, Miss Alicia," I said, and she laughed again. As I spoke, the razor wiped away the last narrow strip of soap under the streaming water. Alicia extended one foot, turning it this way and that as she inspected her freshly shaved legs. Nodding in mild approval, she reached for the faucet and turned the shower. 
 
    "Come on," she said, stepping out of the shower and reaching for a towel. "They'll be here soon. You need to get me ready." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." What else was there to say? I wasn't there to argue, but to do exactly as I was told. My sexy girlfriend had all the leverage she would ever need. Sometimes, I wondered if she even needed the chastity device locked on my cock. Even without it, I would do what she told me. She was just too beautiful to say no to. And the promise of sex with her, no matter how remote the possibility seemed, was enough to keep me in line by itself.  
 
    But Alicia loved the cage. She loved keeping my cock locked away. I had to admit that it worked. It kept me in a constant state of unfulfilled arousal, so that I was even more vulnerable to her incredible beauty that I would otherwise have been. It worked. The tiny device and its cruel key gave Alicia everything she wanted. 
 
    "Get over here," Alicia ordered, pointing at the floor as I climbed out of the shower, still dripping. "On your hands and knees." I did as I was told, crawling over to Alicia the way I so often did. I kept my head down, as humble and submissive as I knew she wanted me to be. I half expected she might demand that I kiss her feet. But instead, Alicia stepped past me. She turned, and I felt the weight of her body settling down on me, her gorgeous ass perched on my shoulders. My cheeks burned. She was using me like a bench as she sat in front of the bathroom mirror, wiping away the shower steam with a towel. That was what I was to her, an object to be used in any way she found convenient. Predictably, my cock surged in the chastity device at the thought. Her skin was soft and warm against mine, fresh from the shower. She was completely naked on top of me. I felt as though I could feel the warmth of her pussy, sending jolts of desire through my trembling body. But for now, my goddess ignored me. Instead, she switched on her hairdryer. I tried to stay still and sturdy beneath her while she dried off, the roar of the appliance temporarily making speech impossible. As though I had anything to say in any case. 
 
    Once she was finished with her hairdryer, Alicia began to brush her dark hair. I could hear the brush sliding through her thick tresses, making them shine sleekly the way she liked. 
 
    “Yeah, this is going to be so much fun,” Alicia chuckled, almost as though addressing her own reflection in the mirror rather than me. “I hope Trent likes what he sees. Your ex-wife is beautiful, and I have to compete with that.” 
 
    “You’re much more beautiful than she is, Miss Alicia,” I said. 
 
    "Well, thank you," Alicia said, pausing her brushing to acknowledge the compliment with a smile I could hear in her voice. "Although it kind of hurts the sincerity of that when I know I have complete control of your manhood. You'll say anything just for an orgasm, won't you?"  
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I admitted. “But that doesn’t mean it’s not true.” 
 
    “You’re so sweet,” Alicia grinned. “But do you know where sweet gets you? It gets you here, being used like furniture while I make myself pretty for another man. I mean, every girl likes a bad boy. Even a cruel bitch like me. I think Trent will fit the bill nicely. Honestly, for a dominant woman, this is kind of the perfect arrangement. I have you to love me and worship me and do exactly as I say, to serve me like a queen. And then I can have a real man to fuck me the way I like. I can see why a lot of dominant women choose this.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I groaned. Everything my girlfriend was saying was just confirming my deepest fears. I knew that wasn’t an accident. I knew she was toying with me, playing on my insecurities for her own amusement. But just like my comment about her beauty, that didn’t mean it wasn’t true. You can know the power of the words you’re saying and still mean those words. And everything she was saying made sense. That was what made it terrifying. That was what made it exciting. 
 
    "I hope you are going to be a good boy tonight," Alicia said. "I don't want you embarrassing me in front of Sasha and Trent. I want them to see how much control I have of you. How much you love serving me. I want you to be the perfect submissive houseboy tonight, okay?" 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” I cringed as I spoke, but I said the words she wanted to hear all the same. The prospect of what lay ahead terrified me. It was one thing being made to bow and serve Alicia. That was already humiliating enough. But it seemed Sasha was rapidly discovering her own dominant streak and taking great pleasure in bossing me around. Plus, having Trent, a guy I barely knew, see the way I let my girlfriend treat me filled me with a kind of egotistical horror. But of course, that was the point. 
 
    I gasped at a sharp slap accompanied by a sudden pain. It took me half a second to realize what had happened. Sitting on my back, Alicia had used the back of her hairbrush to spank my ass. And as the pain bloomed across my skin, she struck me again and again. 
 
    "You know what happens if you let me down, don't you, chastity boy?" Alicia said in a voice that suddenly dripped with menace. "You'll be severely punished if you fail me. I'll beat this ass raw." I grunted in pain as the hairbrush struck again for emphasis. "And it'll be a long, long time before I let you have another orgasm," Alicia snarled, her cruelty coming to the fore the way it sometimes did. "It might be Christmas before I let you shoot your slime again if you fail me tonight." The hairbrush struck again,and I winced at the blow. That, and the threats she was making. I had no illusions about who I was dating. Alicia didn't make many threats, but when she did, she meant them. I had no doubt she was telling the truth. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I moaned through gritted teeth. The pain from the hairbrush wasn’t all that intense, but it was adding up as the blows kept raining down. Above me, my cruel tormentress abruptly laughed.  
 
    "This hairbrush is really making your ass a nice shade of red," she giggled. "I like it. Maybe it will last until they get here. Let's make sure it does, shall we?" Of course, Alicia didn’t need to wait for an answer from me. It wasn't like I had any say in what happened anyway. Rising from my back, she stood, bending over me, one hand on my shoulders for balance. Now she swung the hairbrush with real venom, making it crack against my ass with a loud slap that echoed through the bathroom. I yelped in pain as she struck me again and again, but it never even crossed my mind to fight back. Alicia didn't use physical punishment on me very often. She didn't really need to. She already had all the control she could possibly want. But she did enjoy hurting me sometimes, if only to remind me that she could. And as I suffered under her blows, I remembered the very first night I had met her, when she had used an antique cane to show me just what kind of woman she was. Say what you want about Alicia, but you can't say I wasn't warned. The moment I met her, she had made it clear what she wanted from me. And I loved her for it. 
 
    By the time she finished, I was practically howling with pain. My whole backside was throbbing with red heat from the blows of her hairbrush. Alicia knew exactly what she was doing. She had applied her weapon to every part of my ass, leaving no scrap of skin untouched. I gasped as she turned the hairbrush over and ran its bristles over my burning skin, laughing gleefully as she did it. 
 
    “That’s awesome,” she cackled. “I wish you could see this. It really shows that I just gave you a beating. Does it hurt?”  
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I said, struggling to moderate my tone as the pain made me angry. Talking back to Alicia was never a good idea. 
 
    “Good,” she gloated. “I know you didn’t do anything to deserve it, but that’s not the point. It’s fun to beat you sometimes. To keep you in line and remind you that I can. And I want our guests to notice. I want your ex-wife to know that I beat you whenever I feel like.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” Practically the only words in my vocabulary that night. 
 
    “So now you know not to embarrass me, right? You see what happens if you do.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” As though I hadn’t already known all too well. As though I didn’t know exactly what Alicia had in mind for that night, and just how humiliating it was going to be for me. As though I didn’t know that my dominant goddess was more than willing to punish any behavior she didn’t like. 
 
    "Okay," Alicia said. Setting aside the hairbrush, she turned and settled down onto my back again with a contented sigh. "That should help keep you in your place. Now it's time to do my makeup, so hold very still. Don't make me have to punish you again." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” Lucky Alicia was as light as she was. Still, I was starting to tire. I kept my arms locked, trying to keep my body still and resist the faint trembling of fatigue I could feel in my muscles. Above me, Alicia took her time. I knew how particular she could be about her appearance, and with another stab of jealousy, I reflected that tonight was a special night. She would want to look her best. So I did my best to serve her as a seat while she beautified herself for another man. 
 
    "There's going to be nothing subtle about my look tonight,” Alicia said above me, still looking at her reflection in the mirror as she spoke. "I want to look extra slutty. Like I just can't wait to be fucked. Which is kind of true. God, after seeing that video of him fucking Sasha, I knew I had to get some of that. There's a guy who really knows how to use his cock, you know? A guy who can really make a woman feel like a woman. Not like you, with your useless little dick. No, Trent’s a real man. And real men deserve to fuck beautiful women. God, I'm so fucking horny right now. You have no idea." 
 
    “I think I have some idea, Miss Alicia,” I said. Above me, Alicia laughed again. 
 
    "Maybe," Alicia conceded. "I have kept you locked up for a long time now, haven't I? But sometimes, I feel like guys just don't get it. I mean, it's all desire with you, isn't it? You have that crazy drive to have sex, but then it's all over in a second. Your orgasms, I mean. You just cum once, and then you're no good for a while after. It's different for a girl. We can just cum again and again and again, until we're completely exhausted by it. And each orgasm builds on the last. It's a shame you'll never get to experience that. But I guess it’s some compensation to women for having to deal with you men." 
 
    ”I guess so, Miss Alicia.” The irony of a woman with all the power Alicia had complaining about her lot in life was not lost on me. But I wasn’t stupid enough to comment on it. I knew what that would get me. 
 
    “Red lips, obviously,” Alicia said, talking to herself more than me now. I listen to her o the lid off a tube of lipstick and carefully apply it. Setting it down when she was finished with it, she turned again to her makeup brush and continued working on her face. I just waited, trying to hold out, trying not to move so that I wouldn’t disturb her preparations for this monstrous betrayal. 
 
    “There,” Alicia said, setting down her makeup as she finally finished. “I know you like it when I look slutty. You like that heavy makeup look. Hopefully Trent does too.” 
 
    “I’m sure he will, Miss Alicia.” Alicia giggled softly as she adjusted her position on top of me. 
 
    “You’re such a good boy,” she said. “Letting me do this. Letting another man fuck me. A better man. You know you’re not worthy of my pussy, so it’s very gracious of you to step aside and let me be with someone who is.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I said through gritted teeth. 
 
    "It's going to drive you crazy, isn't it?" she teased. "Watching me get dressed up all sexy for him. Watching me flirt with them. Watching him fuck me. God, imagine that. Imagine watching his big hard cock pumping away in my juicy pussy, making me scream the way you can only dream of. Imagine that. Imagine your girlfriend refusing to have sex with you while she lets your ex-wife's new boy toy drill her. That's what's going to happen, chastity boy. It's going to drive you absolutely crazy." 
 
    “I know, Miss Alicia,” I groaned. I heard a tightness in her voice as she laughed, and felt her shift her weight on top of me again. The next time she spoke, I detected a tone in her voice that I recognized. A tone of pleasure that seem to drip like honey from her words. 
 
    “Such torture for you. Such fun for me. Funny how that works, isn’t it? The meaner I am to you, the more fun it is for me. Kind of a perfect situation, really. And there’s nothing you can do about it. You just have to take whatever I can give you like the pathetic chastity boy you are.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Her words felt like nails being driven into my skull, and they were all the more damaging for being absolutely true. I would take whatever Alicia gave me. I would do exactly as I was told. I would serve her hand and foot and wait on her like a lowly servant, all in the hope that she might let me cum. All in the hope that she might one day give me what she was willing to give to Trent already. 
 
    “Oh God, this is going to be so hot. Tell me. Tell me how much you want to watch me fuck another man.” Alicia moved on top of me again, and now I knew what was going on. She parted her legs, and leaned back, and as I felt a slow sweet wetness spreading over my skin,I knew exactly what she was doing. Sitting on my back, Alicia was touching herself. Sliding her fingers in and out the delicious pussy I so longed for, she moaned in frustrating pleasure, making me tremble under her weight with pent-up sexual desire. But I knew what I had to do. I had to serve her, no matter what. I had to do what Alicia wanted. 
 
    “I really want to watch you fuck him, Miss Alicia,” I growled, and Alicia cried out in a bright burst of sadistic glee. “I want to see you cum. I want to hear you screaming with pleasure as he fucks you.” 
 
    “What about your ex?” Alicia’s voice was already ragged with bliss as she touched herself, but she forced the words out past the cacophony of moans and groans. “What if I fuck her?” 
 
    "Oh my God, please, miss Alicia! Please fuck my ex-wife! That would be so sexy, I don't think I could even handle it!" I wasn't lying. What had ended my relationship with Sasha had nothing to do with her attractiveness. And lately, Sasha had been looking sexier to me than ever before as she discovered her own dominance. Alicia had mentioned this once before, and I hadn’t been able to get the image out of my mind ever since. The thought of my old wife and my new girlfriend in bed together, enjoying each other's incredible bodies and taking pleasure in denying them to me was like a bright burst of lightning in some dark cavern in my skull. The familiar pain of the chastity device bloomed in the pit of my stomach as my cock tried to harden pointlessly. Alicia didn't need it. She had made that much clear. She had Trent, and she had Sasha. And for now, she had her own fingers, dancing inside her body, making her explode with bliss. 
 
    “Oh fuck,”Alicia gasped. I could feel her body rocking back and forth on top of me, her legs trembling against my side she convulsed in pleasure. “This is going to be so fucking naughty. Everyone gets to cum but you, you fucking loser. I’m going to drive you fucking crazy tonight.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I groaned beneath her. “It is going to drive me crazy, watching you have the orgasms you deserve. But it’s going to be so sexy. You’re so sexy, Miss Alicia. You’re so incredible. I can’t believe I get to watch you.” 
 
    Alicia threw back her head and let out a wild cry. I felt her body convulse on top of me, and a hot stream of her juices pour over my back. She sobbed with pleasure, leaning forward on the bathroom countertop as her bliss tore through her. I could feel her juices dripping off my skin, pooling on the floor to mingle with the shower water we had spilled earlier. Alicia trembled on top of me as she enjoy the afterglow of her orgasm, and I trembled beneath her, caught up in a combination of muscular fatigue and deep sexual frustration. But I didn't say a word. I didn't want to do anything to irritate her. I just listened to her slowly recovering her breath while her juices cooled on my skin. 
 
    Finally, Alicia stood. Raising my head, I looked up at her. Her makeup was just as dramatic as she had said it would be. Bright red lips and dark shadows around her eyes that made her blue iris glow like lightning. Her makeup highlighted her cheekbones and the contours of her beautiful face, framed by her silky black hair. She looked every bit as slutty as she had said she would, and I liked it just as she had predicted. The chastity device felt as tight as ever as I gazed up at that incredible face and her gorgeous body and knew what the night had in store. 
 
    “Come on,” Alicia said. “Come help me get dressed. Come help me put on the clothes Trent is going to get to tear off me again.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I said, while my beautiful girlfriend smiled in satisfaction. There was really nothing else I could say. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    24. Alicia Dresses Up 
 
      
 
    Her goddess outfit. That was what she called it. And not without reason. When Alicia dressed up, she did indeed look like a goddess. Some dark goddess of sex and desire, with a body that almost seemed too perfect to be believed. The truth was, Alicia could stop traffic by wearing a potato sack. When she actually tried to dress sexy, she was completely irresistible. That night, with Sasha and Trent on their way over to our house, Alicia was most definitely trying. 
 
    She sat on the bed, her legs crossed, her beautiful breasts hanging free on her chest and making my mouth water every time I looked at her. Her made-up face and hair contrasted with her nakedness, her head looking ready for a night out and her body uncovered and unadorned. But it wouldn't be that way for long. Alicia had no intention of dressing herself, mind you. After all, she had me there for that.  
 
    And so she told me what she wanted to wear. As she directed me to the closet to take out her black satin corset, my caged cock jumped painfully in its chastity device. I love her goddess outfit. I loved the way she looked in it, even though I knew it could only bring more pain. And my hands shook with frustration as I lifted the corset from its special bag and brought it over to the bed. 
 
    "Put it on me," Alicia said. As she spoke, she held out her hand. I took it in mind, helping her to her feet. Turning, she stood with her back to me, gathering up her hair at the nape of her neck. As I breathed, I inhaled the smell of her, the soap from the shower and the warmth of her body. I longed to touch her, even though I knew it could only increase my suffering. Unfastening the metal clasps at the front of the corset, I stepped forward and wrapped it gently around her body. I had to press myself against her from behind to close the corset again. Peering over her shoulder, I struggled to make the metal hooks slide into place. Her breasts filled my vision, already swelling against the black cups of the provocative garment. Alicia liked it tight. For that matter, so did I. But that didn't make it easy to put on. And as I struggled, my caged cock pressed against her flawless ass, Alicia made no move to help me. 
 
    "You having a little trouble there, chastity boy?" she mocked.  
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." As I spoke, I inhaled the smell of her hair, my head against hers. My lips almost brushed her ear as I spoke. 
 
    "Well, you need to learn how to get me ready for dates," Alicia shrugged, her breasts bouncing teasingly in the corset as she moved. "That's an important part of any cuckold's job. And that's what you'll be after tonight. A cuckold. You know what that is? A pathetic man whose girlfriend sleeps around while he waits for her at home and serves her and helps her get laid. How does that sound to you?" 
 
    "Really difficult, Miss Alicia." Alicia laughed at my candor. 
 
    "Well, that's the idea," she giggled. "This isn't supposed to be easy for you. If it was, it wouldn't be any fun. But don't worry. You'll learn to enjoy it. Maybe. Or maybe you won't. But then, that doesn't really matter, does it? What matters is whether Miss Alicia enjoys it. I think I'm going to enjoy it very much." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said, my breath hot against her skin. Alicia turned her head toward me, just slightly. 
 
    "Are you thinking about kissing me right now?" she said in a low voice. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." It was like she could read my mind. Then again, I told myself, it probably wasn't that difficult. My only thoughts were about her and how beautiful she looked and how badly I wanted her. I wanted to kiss her, and I wanted to do a lot more than that to her. It didn't take a genius to figure that out. 
 
    “Okay,” Alicia smiled. “You can kiss me. Go ahead.” 
 
    "Thank you, Miss Alicia." Alicia chuckled as I pressed my lips to her neck, but I meant it. Even though I knew it could only make things worse, I had to touch her. And her skin felt unbelievably soft as I left a trail of kisses down her neck, sinking toward her bare shoulder, passionately pressing my mouth against her body while I held her from behind. 
 
    “You really do love your mistress, don’t you, cuckold?” she purred, evidently excited by my humble act of worship. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Good. I don't want you to ever forget how lucky you are to serve me. But that's enough kissing for now. Are you finished with the corset?" 
 
    "Almost, Miss Alicia." Lifting my mouth from her shoulder, I fussed with the front of the corset again. Finally, all the hooks slid closed. I stepped back, reaching for the laces that ran down the curve of her spine. Slowly, I pulled on them, tightening the corset. Alicia let her hair fall loose over her shoulders, placing her hands on her stomach and feeling it shrink as I tightened the laces. Her already curvy body soon assumed an unbelievable hourglass shape that made my cock thump painfully in the chastity device as I served her. 
 
    "Tighter," Alicia ordered as I pulled on the laces. "I want to look really sexy for Trent. I want him to not be able to take his eyes off my boobs. I want him to want to bury his face in there like I know you do." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." As I pulled steadily on the laces, I could hear Alicia growing slightly breathless. But I couldn't argue with the results. The corset was shaping her body into an unbelievable figure. When she finally told me to stop, I tied off the laces in the small of her back. When I was done, Alicia turned on the spot to face me. Her hands on her hips, she grinned up at me, almost as though challenging me to try and maintain eye contact with her. But it was impossible. The shining satin of the corset pushed her breasts up and together, creating a spectacular cleavage that made my mouth water as I looked at it. 
 
    "What do you think?" Alicia asked, as though she didn't already know the answer. "You think Trent will find me fuckable?" 
 
    "He'd have to be insane not to, Miss Alicia," I said truthfully. Alicia threw back her head and laughed, her dark hair streaming over her bare shoulders, its glossy shine matching that of the corset. 
 
    “Still want to kiss me?” she asked, arching her eyebrows suggestively. 
 
    “Of course, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Well, you can't. I don't want you messing up my lipstick. But if you like, I'll let you kiss my boobs." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia! Thank you, Miss Alicia!" Alicia laughed again at my pathetic compliance. I felt the unbelievable narrowness of her waist as I held her in my arms, stepping forward to bury my face in her stunning cleavage. Her soft skin was the sweetest torture as I buried my face in that fragrant valley. I kissed and licked at her boobs, feeling my cock aching with frustration the whole while but unable to stop. Chuckling under her breath, Alicia placed her hand on the back of my head, enjoying my adoration. 
 
    "I wonder if Trent will be doing this later," she said wickedly. "I wonder if he'll do more than that. You know, if he wants to fuck my tits, I'll probably let him. Just imagine him blowing his load all over these boobs you're kissing and worshiping. I think that pretty much sums up the difference between you two, doesn't it?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I groaned between desperate kisses, feeling in my heart the full impact of what she was saying. I didn't want to imagine such a thing. I didn't want to hear how much she would let Trent do while she refused to let me do anything I wanted. But that was what she wanted me to hear. 
 
    "Pathetic," she sneered. "Down, cuckold." Her hand still on my head, she pushed me slowly down. Reluctantly, I removed my face from her breasts and sank to the floor. Alicia grinned down at me over the swell of her cleavage, her pussy visible beneath the bottom edge of the corset as she stood above me now. She looked so beautiful, I was happy to kneel at her feet. I wanted to bow down before her, to worship her like the goddess she was. I was overcome by my own submissive desires and her cruel beauty, unable to think about anything else except serving her. Just as she wanted. 
 
    "Go fetch my boots," she ordered, playfully kicking my side with her bare foot. "You know the ones I want." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Of course I did. The boots were part of her goddess outfit, shiny black patent leather things with high heels and silver buckles that made her look every inch the dominant mistress she was. A riding crop sat in a special holster along the shaft of one boot, and my beaten ass throbbed at the sight of it. Without needing to be told, I crawled toward the closet to collect the boots and crawled back to her. It didn't even cross my mind to stand. Carefully, her movements hindered by the tightness of the corset, Alicia sat down on the bed again. Raising one foot, she pointed her toes at me. 
 
    "Kiss," she ordered. Setting aside the boots for a moment, I gently cradled her foot in my hand and tenderly pressed my lips against her toes. She smiled, her breasts bouncing slightly in the corset as she breathed. 
 
    "Good. Now put my boots on." I did as I was told. Picking up one boot, I unzipped it and slid it up her leg. Closing the zipper, I fastened the buckles over it, drawing the shiny leather tighter around her leg. When that was done, I repeated the process with her other foot. And all the while, her pussy shone in front of me, taunting me with how close it was and yet how unreachable.  
 
    "Is that a speck of dust on my boot?" Alicia frowned as she stared down at her foot. Leaning forward, she gripped the handle of the riding crop and drew it out of her boot with a menacing hiss. At once, I lowered my face to the floor and began humbly licking her boots. I heard her chuckle again as my tongue slid over the glossy patent leather, my cock throbbing as I performed the humbling act. The riding crop tapped against my sore ass, a gentle but unmissable reminder of what she could do if she chose to. 
 
    "That's right, lick my boots," Alicia said above me, her voice dripping with sadistic pleasure. "Get them nice and shiny for me. You know I want to look my best for Trent. It's going to be so good to dress up sexy for a real man for a change." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I winced as the riding crop cracked, igniting a fresh wave of pain on my ass as I crouched at Alicia's feet. 
 
    "Did I tell you to talk?" Alicia said, her bright eyes blazing as she stared sternly down at me. 
 
    “No, Miss Alicia. I’m sorry, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    “You will be. You know, I’m tempted to let you give them one of your special cum polishes. But I think you’d enjoy that too much. I don’t think you’ve earned an orgasm yet. I want you nice and horny for tonight. I want you desperate to cum. We both know that makes you more obedient.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." The riding crop hissed through the air again, slapping painfully against my ass as I winced and cowered at her feet. She hadn't told me to talk. Then again, she was fully capable of punishing me for not answering her, too. Gazing up at my beautiful goddess, I knew I couldn't win. She was cruel and capricious and completely in control. And she wasn't going to let me forget that for a second. 
 
    "The thought of cheating on you is making me so fucking horny," Alicia snarled. "I can't wait for Trent to get here. Come on. Get your stupid face up here between my legs and make me cum."  
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said, not bothering to hide the eagerness in my voice. Rising up on my knees, I hungrily lowered my head between her thighs. I felt the smooth skin of her legs under my hands as I ran my tongue gratefully over her pussy. Alicia's left hand gripped my hair, holding me in place. The right held the crop as she tickled my ass with it. 
 
    "That's it," she growled, thrusting her hips toward me. "Worship that pussy that another man's going to fuck tonight. Taste it. Lick it. Make me cum, cuckold." This time, I didn't answer. My mouth was busy. And the taste of delicious pleasure filled my mouth as I ran my tongue eagerly over her sensitive lips, knowing exactly what she liked. As her clitoris emerged, I raise my head to tease it with my tongue, sucking on it gently until Alicia was thrashing on the bed above me. Her juices streamed over her thighs, and I eagerly licked them up, drinking them down like the sweetest nectar while she thrashed above me. Abandoning herself to pleasure, she struck out with the riding crop, slapping my ass a couple of times while her boot heels scrambled on the floor.  
 
    But soon, the pleasure possessed her completely. I felt her pussy convulsing against my mouth, tightly gripping my tongue as though trying to swallow it completely. Alicia let out a loud cry that tugged at my heart as she came all over my face, teasing me with her selfish bliss. 
 
    While her peak slowly pased, I stayed between her legs. I could feel her thighs quivering under my hands as I licked and kissed them, hungry for every drop of her juices. Finally, with a weary sigh, Alicia pushed me away. 
 
    "That was nice," she smirked at me. "Nice of you to get me ready for him. You're like my little personal fluffer, keeping me nice and horny for real men to fuck. Stay there." 
 
    As I sat back, Alicia stood. I watched her make her way to the closet, swaying unsteadily on her tall boots. It was only then that I noticed her goddess outfit wasn't complete. Ordinarily, she wore a pair of black latex pants so tight they seemed to have been painted on. But the boots went on over them. As she retrieved another item from her closet, I understood. Sliding the riding crop she held back into the holster on her boot, she held a new item up in front of me. 
 
    “I’m going to wear a skirt tonight,” she said. “You know why?” 
 
    “No, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "To make it easier for Trent to fuck me, of course," she said with an evil smile. "With a nice short skirt like this, he can just push it out of the way. I'm not going to be wearing any panties underneath, either. It only gets in the way. Here. Put it on me." Imperiously, Alicia threw the skirt toward me, and I caught it. It was made of black latex too, much like the pants it was replacing. I held it out so that our mistress could step into it and pulled it up her legs. It was short, incredibly short. As I tugged it with some difficulty over her hips, the hem sat more than halfway up her beautiful thighs. And it fit tight, gripping her legs like a giant rubber band, shining in the light with every movement she made. Standing, it covered her, but only just. Any time she sat or bent down, I knew, my girlfriend would risk exposing herself. But of course, that was the point. 
 
    "How do I look, cuckold?" Alicia said, stepping back and striking a pose in front of me. My eyes traveled up and down her body, taking in the lustrous shine of her hair, her boots, her skirt, the maddening swell of her breasts in the tight corset, the bare inches of her thighs that showed between the top of her boots and the hem of her skirt. 
 
    “You look amazing, Miss Alicia,” I said honestly. “You look like the sexiest woman on earth.” She grinned. 
 
    "I bet I do, to you," she said. "After all, you're my horny little slave boy who hasn't been allowed to cum for days. You'd do anything to fuck me right now, wouldn't you?"  
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Well, too bad for you. You're just not worthy, are you?" 
 
    “No, Miss Alicia.” Alicia leaned forward, her breasts filling my vision as she tousled my hair. 
 
    "No, you're not," she said, tilting her head to one side with a mocking pout on her face. "It's just too bad. All you can do is help me get fucked by real men. Now, my outfit's not quite complete. Go to the dresser. Get the key." 
 
    She straightened up again, and I rose to my feet. I could feel her eyes watching me as I moved across the room. On top of the dresser, the key to my chastity device sat, threaded on a silver chain. My cheeks flushed as I saw my name engraved on it and remembered that unforgettable day at the mall. But my mistress was waiting. Taking up the key, I carried it back toward her. Alicia smiled, enjoying every step that brought me toward her as I offered her the key that controlled me. It never even occurred to me to free myself. 
 
    "Put it on," Alicia said softly. Turning her back on me again, she once again gathered up her head in her hands. I stood behind her, lifting the necklace over her head and fastening it in place. She let her hair fall down again. She turned to smile at me. The key with my name on it dangled just above the deep valley of her cleavage, right where people would see it. I can feel my cheeks burning with shame as I looked at her. But that was the whole point. 
 
    "Okay," Alicia said with a sigh that made her breasts heave in her corset. "I'm ready. And so are you. I've decided you're not going to wear anything tonight. You know I like to see your cock all locked up for my amusement. And Sasha agrees. It'll be fun having you serve us naked while we enjoy ourselves. Because that's what I want from you tonight, cuckold. I want you to be a good little boy and do everything any of us tell you to do. Understand?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said in a voice that trembled, doing my best to choke down my fears and doubts at what lay ahead. 
 
    "Good. They'll be here soon. Come on. Let's go to the living room." Without waiting for a reply from me, Alicia stepped past me and made her way through the house. I followed, watching her ass straining against the tight shiny skirt, watching her hips sway with every step she took. She really was a goddess. A goddess who controlled my sexual release completely. I was in for the most humiliating night of my life. That much was obvious. But I couldn't refuse this woman anything. 
 
    In the living room, Alicia sat down on the couch, crossing her long legs to deprive me of the glimpse of her pussy I was hoping for. As I had expected, her skirt climbed high on her legs, barely covering her ass. She ordered me to fetch her a drink, and I did as I was told without hesitation. As I handed her the drink, she sat back on the sofa, sighing contentedly and reaching for the remote to turn on the TV. She didn't give me any further instructions. So I stood at the side of the couch, uncertain of myself, naked and filled with fear while I waited for a night in which I had no control. 
 
    The doorbell finally rang, and my heart froze. Alicia turned to me with a dazzling smile. 
 
    "Sounds like our guests are here," she said. "Go let them in, chastity boy." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Panic gripped me as I started toward the door. I could hardly believe I was going through with this. And one sane part of my brain screamed at me that I shouldn't. That it wasn't yet too late to stop this. Yes, Sasha and Trent both already knew about my chastity and my submissive streak. But this was a far higher level of torment. Still, I never seriously considered defying her. Day by day, it seemed, I was losing the ability even to imagine disobeying my goddess. 
 
    With my heart pounding in my chest, I pulled open the front door of Alicia's home. Sasha and Trent stood on the doorstep. I felt my cheeks burning even brighter than before as they both looked at me in astonishment. Sasha's mouth dropped open in shock as her amber eyes traveled up and down my body. Behind her, Trent chuckled, shaking his head in disbelief. 
 
    "Oh my God, Pete," Sasha said, pressing both hands to her open mouth. "What has she done to you?" 
 
    "Please come in," I said, nervously looking past them in fear that someone else might see. Sasha looked at Trent, who looked back at her with an unreadable expression on his face. Shaking her head and smiling, Sasha stepped forward over the threshold of Alicia's front door. Trent followed. 
 
    "I guess you'd better take us to this mistress of yours, hadn't you?" Sasha said. Her eyes were sparkling under a gray shimmer of makeup on her eyelids. Clearly, my ex-wife put as much effort into her appearance as my new girlfriend done. And while Sasha wasn't dressed nearly as provocatively as Alicia, she still looked fantastic. Especially in my outrageously horny state. But the thought of being with my ex-wife was even more unrealistic than the thought of being with my girlfriend. 
 
    "This way," I said, turning to lead them toward the living room. I heard Sasha laugh out loud again, and I cringed with embarrassment as I remembered the red marks Alicia had left on my ass. 
 
    In the living room, Alicia had risen to her feet. As Sasha and Trent entered the room, I heard Sasha gasp. Unable to stop myself, I looked over to see Trent staring at my girlfriend with obvious desire, his eyes clinging to every inch of her body as she basked in his attention. Alicia's skirt strained against her thighs as she stepped forward, the tight fabric shining in the light as she approached. Stepping past me, she embraced Sasha and then turned to Trent. He held out his hand, but Sasha ignored it. Instead, she hugged him, pressing her gorgeous body against his, wrapping her arms around his thick neck. 
 
    "Hi, Trent," Sasha said, finally stepping back from her embrace. But I noticed one of her hands stayed on his elbow, as though she couldn't control her desire to touch him. "It's nice to finally meet you. You're even more handsome than you looked in the video Sasha sent me." I cringed at the memory. But as always, Alicia was absolutely brazen. Trent grinned at her, his eyes traveling over her body once again as though he couldn't believe what he was seeing. I could hardly blame him. Clearly, the couple had known what they were coming over to do. And yet, seeing my girlfriend dressed like a sexy dominatrix had taken them by surprise. 
 
    “Nice to meet you too,” Trent said. “You’re even more beautiful than Sasha said you were.” 
 
    "She said that? That's nice," Alicia said. Turning, she smiled at Sasha, who smiled back nervously. Stepping forward, Alicia took both my ex-wife's hands in both of hers. Pulling her closer, Alicia stepped in and kissed Sasha. And this was no friendly greeting. Their lips met and writhed against each other, and as Sasha closed her eyes, I could see her getting into it. Sasha returned the embrace, one hand sliding up the side of Alicia's face to run her fingers through her hair. Both Trent and I watched as our girlfriends made out right there in the living room, their passion for each other and for what the night held obvious. 
 
    Alicia was smiling as their kiss finally broke. Her bright eyes blazed as she turned to me. 
 
    “Go get us some drinks, chastity boy,” she ordered. “Help me entertain our guests.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said, while Trent sniggered under his breath. "What would you both like?" 
 
    "I'll take a glass of wine," Sasha said, smiling coolly at me as she spoke. There was a gleam in her eyes that told me she was enjoying this, enjoying seeing me get bossed around by Alicia. She had seen it before, of course. She never seemed to get tired of it. 
 
    "Yeah, me too," Trent said. I nodded, trying not to meet his eyes. My aching cock bobbed inside the chastity device as I turned and headed toward the kitchen, a lowly servant who wouldn't be allowed to experience the pleasure the rest of them would. It was incredibly shameful and unbelievably arousing. And while I poured drinks, out in the living room, Alicia was already deciding my fate. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    25. Alicia Runs The Show 
 
      
 
    When I came back into the living room, everyone had made themselves comfortable. Alicia was sitting on the sofa next to Trent, her blue eyes shining as she smiled at him. Even without her provocative outfit, the look on her face would've been enough to give away what she wanted. She was staring at Sasha's boyfriend like a lovestruck girl ogling her first crush. And even though I tried to tell myself it was all an act, a pretense Alicia was putting on for my benefit, that didn't stop it from hurting. What was so special about this guy that he should get this kind of attention and not me? I tried to push the thought away even as it occurred. There was no point getting bitter. I had agreed to this. I had agreed to this because the idea of Alicia having the power to openly betray me excited me. I couldn't back out now. 
 
    Sasha sat on our chair next to the couch. As I walked toward her with the glasses of wine in my hands, I couldn't stop my eyes from traveling up and down her body. To be honest, I didn't really try. My ex-wife wore a tight red dress I had never seen before, the vibrantly colored fabric clinging to her body in all the right places. Her eyes were on me as she watched me approach, but she didn't seem quite as comfortable in this strange situation as Alicia was. Full of fear and doubt as I was, I felt almost as though there was a kind of kinship in that. Maybe I was just looking for something to cling on to.  
 
    Sasha didn't say a word as she watched me approach. Silently, she took the glass of wine I offered her from my hand. I had no idea what she was thinking, and no way to tell. Her pretty face was unreadable. Ever since we split up, our relationship had become one of pure practicality. A team effort to raise our son and put aside our own feelings about the way things had happened between us. We had managed pretty well, I thought. But now, thanks to Alicia, Sasha and I were again embroiled in the turbulent waters of desire. We weren't having sex again. But the games we were playing seemed in some ways even more intimate. Now, Sasha was peering deep into my head and heart, seeing a side of me I would have rather kept hidden from the world. A side I would have liked to hide from myself. I had no idea what she made of all this. The only thing I knew was that if she was truly appalled, she wouldn't have been there. Alicia's strange games had to appeal to my ex-wife on some level, then. And really, I thought to myself, why wouldn't they? For the girls and for Trent, it was just a sexy fun time, swapping partners and trying things out. I was the one being tortured. 
 
    Once Sasha had her drink, I turned toward the sofa where Alicia and Trent waited. Alicia turned her dazzling smile on me as I handed her a drink. Already, I could see she was enjoying herself immensely, practically squirming with delight on the sofa as she gazed up at me. I could barely keep my eyes off her breasts as they jiggled and bound in her tight black satin corset, making my mouth water with the desire to touch them, to kiss them, to bury my face in them as I had in the bedroom earlier. It would never be enough. Experience told me that. But that didn't stop me wanting what I couldn't have. It didn't stop me wanting the beautiful woman sitting in front of me, reveling in my frustration and shame. 
 
    "Good boy," Alicia said as she took a sip of her wine. "You're such a good boy now that I have your cock locked away, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said, enduring the expected laughter of the group as I cringed on the spot. I had come this far, after all. It would be stupid to jeopardize anything now. I knew what Alicia was like. I knew that the night undoubtedly held more torture for me. But Sasha and Trent had already seen the true nature of my relationship with Alicia. I mean, I was standing in front of them naked with my cock under lock and key. It was too late to try and recover any semblance of dignity. May as well stick with this wild ride as long as it lasted. 
 
    "I still can't believe he lets you do that to him," Trent said, and Alicia turned toward him. 
 
    "Well, some men just need to be put in their place," she said. "And they know it. He's much happier now that he can't get his little erections without my say so. Honestly, Sasha, you should have done this to him a long time ago." The key to my release shone on Alicia's chest as she turned with a smile toward my ex-wife. Sasha was still looking at me, the same indecipherable expression on her beautiful face. 
 
    “You’re telling me,” she said, and Alicia laughed loudly. 
 
    "Oh well," my girlfriend shrugged, making her breasts bounce agonizingly in the corset again. "Things probably worked out for the best. He's mine now. And I don't mind sharing my chastity boy. As long as I get something in return." My heart began to beat faster as Alicia set aside her glass of wine. I knew what was coming. But there was no way on earth I could mentally prepare myself for it, no matter what I pretended. Alicia had been tormenting me with what was coming, flaunting the wild power she had at every opportunity. But I knew that seeing it exercised in real life would be something else entirely. As surely as I knew that that was exactly what I was about to see. 
 
    Alicia's corset creaked as she moved. Her tall boots shone in the light. Her tiny skirt, already barely covering her as she sat, slid even higher up her ass as she moved across the sofa toward Trent. My heart beat faster with every second, knowing what was coming. She put her hand on his leg and kissed him again, and he kissed her back. rent was adapting well to this new kinky situation he found himself in. Of course, if I had been in his position, I wouldn't have questioned anything either. If my girlfriend had been willing to let me fuck some sexy dominatrix on the side, I would've kept my mouth shut and done whatever I needed to do to keep it going. Still, as I watched Alicia press her body against his, I felt again a great swell of rage and hatred inside me. I couldn't hate her, so I hated him instead. Projecting all my rage onto Trent as though I would've acted any differently in his place. As though that could keep me from facing the infinitely humiliating reality that this was what I wanted. That just as much as this developing scene horrified me, it turned me on.  
 
    Alicia understood that wrinkle in my personality better than I did. She had got there first. And now, she was using it for all the wild leverage it allowed her. Getting exactly what she wanted. Because that was the most thrilling idea of all to me. Not that this was something that turned me on, or even something we were doing together. The most exciting way to think about all this was that it was what Alicia wanted, and so she was making it happen. She was making me comply, using her total power over my sexual release to compel me against my will to take part in this scene. Easier to think that than any of the alternatives. 
 
    “It gets me so hot, having him as a chastity boy,” Alicia said in a low voice that I strained to hear, between kisses on Trent’s lips. “It makes me feel so fucking sexy. But I don’t want to let him out. That spoils the fun. That’s where you guys come in. I need to get fucked, and I think you can help me with that.” 
 
    "Definitely," Trent said with a grin. He leaned forward, his hands reaching out to grab Alicia by the hips, his body pressing her down toward the couch. I gulped, trying to prepare myself for the scene I had dreamed of and dreaded. But Alicia always had another surprise planned. Placing a hand on Trent's chest, she pushed him gently but firmly back. The smile on her face as she did it was designed to reassure him, I knew. She didn't want him thinking for a moment that she didn't want him. But I knew from experience that in these situations, Alicia had almost superhuman self-control. She could be wildly turned on and still deny herself what she wanted, remorselessly ratcheting up the sexual tension for herself as well as everyone else. I would have almost admired it if it didn't bring me so much suffering. But then, that was why I was in the cage, and she was free to fuck whoever she wanted. There was no game Alicia loved as much as the game of control. And that included control over herself. 
 
    "Wait, babe," Alicia smiled, and I cringed at her use of the term. "I think we can start off with something a little different. I mean, we don't want to forget about chastity boy's ex over there, do we?" 
 
    "I guess not," Trent said uncertainly. He chuckled as he spoke, but he didn't know Alicia the way I did. All he knew was that this woman had gotten his girlfriend to do outrageously kinky things. I assume that Sasha told him everything that had gone on between her and Alicia in the past, so he couldn't have been completely surprised as my mistress rose to her feet and stepped toward the chair where Sasha sat. But he had never seen just how far Alicia could go in her dominant role. Not in the flesh. I had. 
 
    "Enjoying yourself, pretty lady?' Alicia asked as she stood above Sasha. Sasha looked up at the other woman, coolly sipping from her glass of wine before answering. Maybe it was just me. Maybe I was seeing what I wanted to see. But I felt a slight tension in the air between them. As though they were invisibly wrestling for control. As though Sasha didn't want to give in and let Alicia take the lead, not completely. Probably she had doubts of her own. After all, I knew Sasha. I knew that she had never done anything as wild and kinky as this. Alicia was pushing my ex-wife's boundaries just as much as she was pushing mine. And just because Sasha was getting more orgasms out of it didn't mean she didn't have doubts. 
 
    But Alicia was too sexy to say no to. I knew that, even if nobody else in the room with me did. She would get what she wanted. I had no doubt of that. I was living proof of Alicia's powers of persuasion. I knew Trent wanted my mistress as badly as I did. And from the look in Sasha's glowing eyes as she stared up at my beautiful girlfriend, she was feeling the same attraction the rest of us were. 
 
    “I am,” Sasha said at last. “Although I’m sure I could be enjoying myself more.” 
 
    "I bet you could," Alicia giggled. "I mean, I could be eating your pussy right now, in front of these boys. Let them watch us girls having fun together. You'd like that, wouldn't you?" 
 
    "Only one way to find out," Sasha smirked coyly. But I noticed the way she shifted in her seat, uncrossing her legs as she smiled up at Alicia. She was turned on. Alicia was the only woman Sasha had ever been with, but I knew my ex-wife wasn't going to forget that experience any sooner than I was. 
 
    Alicia's beauty and creativity and sex appeal gave her this tremendous power. But that wasn't all. Part of what made her dominance so unassailable was her seemingly limitless capacity to surprise. Of everyone in the room that night, I was the most familiar with Alicia's devious mind. But she could still surprise me too. 
 
    "Nice try," Alicia smirked. As she spoke, she stepped forward, reaching for her tiny skirt in the same motion. She pulled it up to her hips, revealing her bare pussy in one sudden move. And with a dancer's grace, she lifted one foot high off the floor, raising it in front of her as she leaned forward. Her sharp heel sank deep into the cushion of the armchair where Sasha sat, close to her head. Alicia bent her knee, leaning further forward, and Sasha gasped as my girlfriend lowered her pussy onto my ex-wife's face. Sasha's glass of wine fell to the floor, and I hurriedly picked it up, setting it down beside the armchair. No one seemed to notice. Alicia was standing above Sasha, both her hands on my ex-wife's head for balance, pressing the other woman's face between her legs as she rocked back and forth. Her black hair trailed over her shoulders as she turned her head to flash a wild smile at me. Then she turned again, looking back over her shoulder to where Trent sat. 
 
    "Watch this, Trent," Alicia grinned. "Ever seen your girlfriend eat pussy before?"  
 
    "No. Never," Trent said breathlessly. He sat on the edge of the sofa, leaning toward the women in the armchair, his face fixed in a look of disbelief and desire. 
 
    "She's a natural," Alicia grinned, turning her attention back to the woman beneath her. "Come on, sexy. I didn't get dressed up like this for nothing. Lick my pussy and get me ready for your boyfriend to fuck." 
 
    Sasha's highlighted hair shone like silk under Alicia's fingers. For a moment, I wondered if my ex-wife would protest. Maybe she would resist. She had been more than willing to eat Alicia out in the past, but that was after my girlfriend had deployed all her powers of seduction. This was different. Much more aggressive. Drunk with her own power, Alicia didn't seem interested in asking for permission anymore. 
 
    But Sasha didn't put up a fight. I watched, barely able to believe what I was seeing as Alicia pressed her pussy against Sasha's mouth. And as my girlfriend sighed in pleasure, I knew that my ex-wife was doing what she wanted. I watched Sasha grip Alicia's thighs, her head moving under the other woman's hands as she licked and kissed, and my cock raged painfully in its cruel cage at the sapphic display.  
 
    The last time I had watched these two women together, it had been the hottest experience of my life. But this was on another level. Alicia wasn't asking anymore, she was demanding. And Sasha was complying, as though she had no more power to resist my girlfriend than I did. As though Alicia's dominant beauty gave her the right to treat us all like toys for her amusement. 
 
    Sasha licked Alicia's pussy, and Alicia sighed in pleasure. Soon, her soft sighs turned to moans. She rocked her hips back and forth, the toned muscles of her thighs standing out as she moved. With every second, her pleasure grew. And over on the sofa, Trent watched, as wide-eyed and excited as I was. Not that I was looking at him much. The sight of the two women in front of us was far too alluring to focus on anything else. But I did notice, even if only from the corner of my eye, Trent grabbing at his crotch, stroking the erection that no doubt had sprouted there. He'd have to be inhuman not to be turned on by what we were watching. 
 
    "That's it," Alicia panted in between her moans, made breathless by pleasure as well as the tightness of the corset I had laced her into, "lick that pussy. Eat me. Eat my cunt and get me ready for your boyfriend." Between her thighs, Sasha busily did as she was told. And under Alicia's unrestrained cries of passion, I could hear my ex-wife moaning too. Moaning in the kind of submissive pleasure I knew all too well, the wild rush of being used like an object by Alicia. She was never sexier than when she was like this, when she stopped caring about anything else beside her own selfish bliss. Evidently, Sasha was just as entranced by it as I was. And so was Trent, over on the sofa, rubbing himself without even seeming to realize that was what he was doing. 
 
    Abruptly, Alicia threw back her beautiful head. Her long raven hair streamed down her back, merging with the black satin gleam of the corset. Her cries of pleasure exploded from her throat, her face turned up to the ceiling, mouth open, eyes closed. I watched her legs tremble, watched her body shudder in its sexy outfit as she surrendered to bliss. Right there in front of us, she came all over my ex-wife's face, growling like an animal as she pressed her spasming pussy against Sasha. The streaming juices dripped from Sasha's chin, and my cock ached predictably as my flared nostrils caught the scent of pleasure. It was a sight I could barely believe, and an experience I knew I would struggle to forget even as it was happening. Standing over the other woman, Alicia looked as darkly dominant as she ever had, the cruel goddess of pleasure at whose feet I longed to worship. And the air in the living room crackled with wild energy as I knew that everyone else was thinking the same thing I was. 
 
    With a sigh, Alicia finally relaxed. Releasing her grip on Sasha's head, she leaned back. Balancing carefully on one foot, she swung her other leg down from the armchair. Her rolled-up skirt shone around her waist, more like a belt than anything now. She didn't bother to pull it down. After all, Alicia had nothing to hide from any of us now. Pirouetting on her tall heels, she turned to face Trent. I felt another dull stab of pain in my heart as I watched his eyes move over her body, descending as though by gravity to where her pussy shone between her thighs. 
 
    "See? I told you she was good at eating pussy. We'll make a nice little lesbian out of her yet," Alicia grinned. Something about Trent caught her eye, and I watched her stride across the living room toward him. Sasha sat limp in the armchair, her face shining with another woman's juices, simply watching the show just like I was. Alicia leaned forward, bending at the waist as far as her tight corset would allow, and I studied her ass from behind as she leaned over Trent. My mouth felt dry with fear as her hand dipped between his legs. 
 
    "Looks like you enjoyed watching," Alicia grinned, her face close to his. There is no doubt about it. My girlfriend was handling his cock through his pants, and Trent grinned up at her with pleasure. 
 
    “It was fucking hot,” he said. 
 
    "Good. I'm glad. But we're not done yet. Your girlfriend is sexy. Besides, I love fucking her in front of my chastity boy. Fucking his ex-wife the way he never could. It all helps to keep him in his place." Alicia straightened up again. As she turned and walked back across the living room toward the armchair, she flashed a smile at me. I didn't know if it was supposed to be reassuring or threatening, but I took it as both. Yet in some strange way, my heart swelled at the reminder that I hadn't been completely forgotten by her. That I was part of the scene, even if only a passive part. That while my girlfriend was putting on a show for Trent, she was also putting on a show for me. 
 
    "Okay, pretty girl," Alicia said, standing in front of the armchair and looking down at Sasha again. "Let's get you out of that dress. You look amazing in it, but I bet you look even better with it off." Sasha smiled uncertainly at the compliment. But she didn't argue. She seemed to have eyes only for Alicia as she lifted herself out of the chair. My ex-wife's cheeks glowed red, whether with embarrassment or desire, I couldn't tell. But as she reached behind herself for the zipper of her tight dress, Alicia stopped her by laying one hand lightly on her shoulder. 
 
    "No, no," Alicia murmured. "Let my slave boy do that. Get to it, chastity boy. Take your wife's dress off so I can fuck her." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said at once. My caged cock bobbed with my movements as I stepped forward. Sasha turned her head to watch me approach over her shoulder. But still, she said nothing. I could feel everyone's eyes on me now as I stepped behind her and reached for the zipper of her dress. I was as careful as I could be, gently pulling down the zipper and watching it reveal more and more of Sasha's flawless skin. Once the zipper was open, I carefully slid the dress down over her shoulders, over her boobs, down over her waist. The fabric slid over her hips as I tugged it down. The dress fell to the floor, and I dropped to my knees. No longer looking at me, her eyes fixed once again on Alicia, Sasha stepped out of the dress one foot at a time. She was still wearing her high heels, and both she and Alicia towered over me as I kneeled at their feet. 
 
    "Take off her panties, too," Alicia ordered. Again, Sasha didn't protest. Still on my knees, I reached up toward my ex-wife's waist. She was wearing a thong, the only kind of underwear that wouldn't show under the tight fabric of her red dress. I pulled the thong down, my cock raging in its cage at the smooth feel of her skin as my hands moved over her legs. Just as she had with the dress, Sasha stepped out of her underwear too. I heard the hiss of leather is Alicia drew the riding crop from the holster on her boot again. She reached around Sasha, half embracing the other woman as she tapped the tip of the riding crop lightly against one cheek of Sasha's ass. 
 
    “Kiss, cuckold,” Alicia ordered with a sneer. “Kiss your wife’s ass to show her how beautiful she looks and how you know you’re not worthy of a woman like her.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia."I knew what was expected of me. I crawled forward on my knees, raising my face to Sasha's beautiful ass. Once again, she turned her head to watch me, a faint smile showing on her lips. And cringing with shame, I kissed her ass, pressing my lips to her soft skin right where Alicia had told me to. Alicia laughed. Sasha giggled. Over on the couch, Trent chuckled as he watched. And I debased myself for their amusement, unable to resist any command from my goddess of a girlfriend, no matter how disgraceful. 
 
    "Let's get this off too," Alicia murmured in a soft voice. Skillfully, she reached her free hand around Sasha's back and unfastened her bra in one smooth motion. Drawing it down the other woman's arms, she tossed it to the floor. "Pick up her clothes, cuckold," Alicia ordered without even looking at me. "Go hang them up in my bedroom, then come back here at once." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." The last thing I wanted to do was leave that room while this wild drama was playing itself out. But I was in no position to disobey. I gathered up Sasha's clothes, the warmth of her body still radiating from the fabric, and carried them quickly toward the bedroom. The sound of laughter followed me, the constant soundtrack to my humiliation that night. Finding a hanger in the closet, I hung up Sasha's dress and her underwear too, not daring to disobey even the least of my girlfriend's commands. Then, my caged cock bobbing humiliatingly with every step I took, I hurried back to the living room. 
 
    Sasha was on her knees. Alicia was standing over her, still holding the riding crop, pointing its tip at the floor. Her other hand was on her hip, one knee bent, a perfect picture of female dominance and sexual power. My cock throbbed as I speculated that she had given Sasha an order, and Sasha had meekly obeyed. I watched as my ex-wife lay down on the floor at the feet of my girlfriend, completely naked, staring up at the other woman as though even she couldn't believe how ready she was to be ordered around. 
 
    "That's better," Alicia grinned. Stepping forward, she lifted one leg over Sasha's head. Dropping to her own knees, she lowered her pussy down onto the woman's mouth again. I watched in disbelief as Sasha's hands gripped Alicia's ass, her mouth already working on my girlfriend's pussy. And Alicia sat on Sasha's face, the riding crop in her hands, her eyes shining with bliss at her total control. 
 
    "Come here, chastity boy," Alicia ordered. Meekly, I stepped forward. Alicia reached out and took hold of my caged cock. I grunted as she used it to pull me toward her. Riding my ex-wife's face, Sasha turned her own face toward me. I winced as she ran her tongue over the unyielding metal of my cage, teasing me with how close her mouth was to my cock. But the blissful sensations of pleasure couldn't reach me. That was the point. 
 
    "Oh my God, this is so fucking hot," Alicia barked with pleasure, turning her face away from me to talk to Trent. But she still held my caged cock in one hand, her riding crop in the other, while Sasha lay beneath her and eagerly licking her pussy. Total control. Just the way she liked. 
 
    

  

 
   
    26. Alicia Makes Him A Cuckold 
 
      
 
    Alicia howled in pleasure. Stradling Sasha's face, her body writhed and convulsed as her orgasm swept through her. The satin material of her black corset shone, reflecting the light with every move she made. I watched the muscles tighten in her long neck, proof of her bliss as she thundered once again toward orgasm.  
 
    She couldn't have looked more beautiful. She sat on my ex-wife's face with her slender riding crop in her hands, her other hand mauling Sasha's bare breasts between her legs. As desire pushed away what few inhibitions my kinky girlfriend had, I watched her slap the riding crop against Sasha's thighs. Not hard. Not nearly as hard as she hit me, I noticed with another stab of jealousy. But certainly enough to get the other woman's attention. And beneath her, Sasha moaned with every blow, moaning too as Alicia grabbed and squeezed and slapped her boobs, tugging from time to time on her swollen nipples and making the other woman shriek.  
 
    I had never been that rough with Sasha. I had never guessed she might enjoy it. In fact, I had never been that rough with any woman. I wouldn't have felt comfortable. But Alicia didn't care. Alicia, as always, did exactly what she wanted. And as always, everyone let her. 
 
    Trent sat on the couch above the women, watching them. His mouth was open in shock and awe, his eyes wide and taking in every moment of what was happening. His cock was in his hand, freed now from his pants as he stroked it. As usual, I tried not to look at him. It wasn't hard. The show Alicia was putting on demanded my attention. My own cock throbbed enraged pathetically in the chastity device. And the silver key shone above Alicia's bouncing breasts, teasing me with how close yet how hopeless my release was. I was completely at my girlfriend's mercy. And Alicia's mercy seemed in shorter supply than ever before as she gave in to all of her wildest and most dominant desires. 
 
    "Get in here, chastity boy," Alicia snarled. Her eyes opened to stare at me, leaving me in no doubt about the seriousness of her command. "Eat her pussy. Now." Sasha yelped as the riding crop cracked against her leg again. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I no longer cared who was watching. I got on my knees on the living room floor and move toward Sasha's prone body, but Alicia stopped me with a word. 
 
    "The other way," she said between gasps, her black hair clinging to her shining skin. "Like you're 69ing. That way." Confused, I did as I was told. I swung one leg over Sasha's body and crouched above her on my hands and knees. Inching forward, I lowered my head between her thighs. She spread her legs to receive me, bending her knees and raising them above my head, her feet on the floor. I crouched above her with my ass pointing back toward Alicia. And as I ran my tongue over Sasha's pussy, tasting again the familiar flavor of her arousal, I grunted as Alicia reached between my legs and took hold of my balls. 
 
    "That's it, keep going," she groaned behind me. "Eat your wife's pussy while she eats mine. You're here to serve us and make us cum. That's all you're good for." I grunted again she squeezed my balls for emphasis. Her riding crop struck my shoulders, too long to reach my ass. Still maintaining her hold on my balls, Alicia laid the crop across my back for a moment so she could spank my ass with her bare hand. Then she picked up the crop again and struck my shoulders one more time. She was thoroughly enjoying being behind me, having me vulnerable before her and forced to do her bidding. My position was uncomfortable, forced to lean forward to give my girlfriend enough room behind me. But as uncomfortable as I was, I knew that Sasha could make things far more unpleasant for me. So I did my best to please Sasha, licking and kissing her pussy while Alicia continued to grope and beat me from behind. As I licked, I felt Sasha's legs trembling on either side of my head. It was no surprise to me that she was already close to orgasm. Who wouldn't be, in her situation? She had Alicia's beautiful pussy in her mouth, the other woman's fragrant juices flowing over her face. And she had me between her legs, doing my best to please her with an act that I had been getting plenty of practice at recently. Her moans were muffled by Alicia's beautiful body on top of her, but that didn't make them any less exciting. I felt her pussy spasm against my mouth, and I licked up her juices as they streamed in hot rivers out of her body. 
 
    Alicia was getting close too. Behind me, she was getting wild. My dangling balls ached from her grip on them, and the skin on my shoulders stung from the blows of her crop. Alicia was in her element, able to dole out pain while receiving pleasure herself. Just like a goddess should. I heard her loud cry behind me, her voice torn and ragged with unignorable pleasure, and I knew that Sasha given her another orgasm. The riding crop lay silent across my back while Alicia focused solely on her own pleasure, but her grip still made my balls ache. I try my best to ignore it as I tongued Sasha's warm slit, rocking my head in a relentless rhythm that I knew was working. And soon, Sasha cried out too, practically screaming in the hot wet space between Alicia's thighs as she came. 
 
    The air dripped with female pleasure. The smell of sex hovered in the air. My face was as wet with Sasha's juices as Sasha's was with Alicia's. But as much as my cock throbbed in its tiny prison, the evening so far was all about female pleasure. These gorgeous women were having all the fun. 
 
    Still, I knew Alicia too well to think that that would ever be enough. As much as she enjoyed having her pussy licked, I knew she had bigger plans for the night. And a couple of orgasms would never be enough to put her off her latest game. 
 
    I groaned gratefully as Alicia released her grip on my balls. Climbing off Sasha's face, she sat down on the floor for a moment, catching her breath. I lifted my head from between Sasha's legs and climbed off her too. Sitting on the floor beside my girlfriend, I watched her breasts swelling against the tight confines of her corset with every breath she took. My key shone between them, teasing me with its closeness. Alicia knew exactly what she was doing when she had me put it there. She knew I would be looking at it all night. 
 
    "All right," Alicia said at last with a faint sigh. "That was fucking hot. Now it's your turn." Sliding her riding crop back into the holster on the side of her boot, Alicia rolled over onto her hands and knees. I watched in an agony of frustration and desire as she crawled slowly across the living room floor, eyes fixed on Trent now. Beside me, Sasha sat up. We didn't look at each other. We only had eyes for Alicia. And Trent watched her too, watched her crawling toward him, smiling up at him, her black hair framing her beautiful face as she grinned flirtatiously up at him. He parted his legs as she reached him, his cock already hard, rising up from between his thighs. The same thighs Alicia ran her hands along as she sat up on her knees. I gasped, and heard Sasha gasp beside me as we watched Alicia wrap one hand around Trent's cock. 
 
    "Oh, that's nice," she said approvingly as she slowly slid her hand up and down his shaft, making Trent sigh with obvious pleasure. "That's a real cock. A real man's cock. Not some pathetic thing I have to keep locked away. This is a cock that actually deserves to fuck a woman."  
 
    Alicia was looking at us as she spoke. She kept her eyes on Trent now, speaking softly as she ran her hand up and down his manhood. Trent shifted in his seat, groaning softly as my girlfriend pleasured him. We all knew what was coming. My heart pounded in my chest to know that I was about to endure the unendurable.  
 
    Alicia swept her black hair away from her face with her free hand, pinning it behind her ear so that Sasha and I could see. And then, she took Trent's cock into her mouth, tightening her painted lips around it as she sucked. Her cheeks hollowed, and Trent moaned. Still gripping his cock at its base, Alicia slid her mouth up and down, teasing his swollen head. His thick fingers showed pale against her black hair as he placed a hand on her head, staring down at her with a look of fearsome desire. And she gazed up at him adoringly the way a good girl should, sucking his cock as though there were nothing she wanted more in the world. My beautiful goddess in her dominatrix outfit, down on her knees with another man in her mouth. I felt as though I couldn't breathe. I felt as though I were the one wearing a corset, an iron band forever tightening around my chest. I felt dizzy as I watched, my head spinning while my cock ached. But I couldn't tear my eyes away. The sight I was witnessing was just too beautiful and terrible to look anywhere else. 
 
    Alicia gasped as she finally pulled her face away from Trent. His manhood shone in her hand, glistening with her saliva as she gasped for air. She smiled as she looked up at him, using her own spit as lubricant as she stroked him. 
 
    "You like that?" she asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Trent gasped. 
 
    "Who sucks your cock better? Sasha or me?" 
 
    "Too early to tell," Trent said, and Alicia laughed. 
 
    "That's a good answer," she said. "I guess I'll just have to keep doing it until you decide. Come on, Sasha. Get in on this. Help me suck the cum right out of your boyfriend's balls." Beside me, Sasha gasped again. Alicia turned to grin at us, her bright smile shining as though it never occurred to her that anyone could tell her no. Cringing with unignorable desire, I waited, wondering what would happen. Wondering if my ex-wife would display more self-respect than I did. Maybe she could tell my girlfriend no. Because I certainly couldn't.  
 
    But Sasha had other ideas. Overcoming her hesitation, she scrambled to her feet without a word. Naked, she walked a few steps across the living room toward the sofa. It was almost as though she were hypnotized, no longer in control of her actions. As though Alicia had woven the same spell over her as she had over me. A spell that compelled us all to obey her demands, no matter how wild and outrageous they were. 
 
    Sasha sank to the floor beside Alicia, and Alicia moved over slightly on her knees to make room for the other woman. Trent parted his legs as far as he was able to accommodate the two women. Now they were both kneeling in front of him. I watched as Alicia's free hand swept Sasha's chestnut hair back from her face. Holding the other woman by the back of the head, Alicia smilingly guided her forward. Sasha looked at Alicia uncertainly, but she didn't fight. Instead, she opened her mouth. I groaned in pain and disbelief as my cock throbbed, watching my ex-wife take a turn on Trent's cock. 
 
    "Oh, she sucks like a champ," Alicia said approvingly. Sasha gulped and gasped with Trent's cock in her mouth, her movements directed by Alicia's hand on the back of her head controlling the tempo and rhythm. "Do you know my chastity boy cheated on her when they were married? I can't believe any guy would cheat on a woman who sucks cock like this. Then again, maybe she never sucked his cock this well. Maybe she needed to find the right cock that was worth sucking."  
 
    I winced at Alicia's words just as I had winced at the blows from her riding crop moments before. Sasha's mouth was too busy for her to speak as she gulped at her boyfriend's member. And Trent just laughed, the strain of pleasure obvious in his voice. How he hadn't cum yet was a mystery to me. I knew if I had been in his position, I would have already blown my load a long time ago. Just watching these women, one naked, the other dressed up in her goddess outfit, was enough to make me tremble with frustrated desire. 
 
    And it only got worse when Alicia leaned forward. Trent cried out in unbelievable joy as my girlfriend wrapped her lips around his shaft again. While Sasha sucked the head of his cock, Alicia licked and kissed the shaft, working her lips along it so that they touched Sasha's. Soon, the two women were all but fighting over his cock, and his wet meat slid from one mouth to the next easily. At one point, I watched Alicia lower her head so that she could suck on his balls while Sasha continued to work his shaft. Then they switched places. Two warm mouths moved over his genitals, and Trent was in absolute heaven. He groaned and growled between gritted teeth, writhing and thrashing on the sofa above them as my girlfriend and my ex-wife worked him to a climax of pure pleasure. 
 
    Alicia knew what was coming. She could read it in the lines of his face, in the tightness of his body. Abruptly, she grabbed Sasha by the hair and pulled her mouth away. Sasha squealed as though angry to be denied pleasuring her stud. But Alicia was firmly in control once again. 
 
    "Back off, slut," she said with a wild laugh. "Your boyfriend's orgasm belongs to me now." She pushed Sasha away, and my ex-wife sat back on her knees, staring in wild-eyed disbelief at what was happening in front of us. 
 
    And gleefully, Alicia took Trent's cock back into her mouth. She stared up at him again, bobbing her head back and forth until he cried out in pleasure. And she sat back on her knees, her high heels pointing out behind her from under her gorgeous ass, stroking his cock so hard her hand was a blur while Trent moaned and gripped the couch cushions as his orgasm swept over him. His cock erupted in her hand, showering her in his cum. I grimaced as I watched several thick spurts splatter across her face, across her chest, anointing both the key to my own cock and the beautiful breasts I had kissed earlier that evening. Just as Alicia had said she would do. All in accordance with her evil plan. Sitting on the floor of my girlfriend's living room, I watched her debase herself for another man and knew there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    With a loud sigh, Trent flopped back on the couch as though exhausted. But Alicia's energy seemed inexhaustible. Buoyed up by the wild sex we were having, she rose to her feet. I gulped as her eyes found me. She strode across the living room, swaying with every step, her boot heels thumping on the floor in a counterpoint to my own beating heart as I watched her approach. I didn't know what she was planning. But I knew it would involve me being further humiliated. And my cock ached as I watched her come, her beautiful body tormenting me. Finally, she stood over me, basking in her own triumph. 
 
    Alicia raised one foot. I felt her sharp heel press against the skin of my shoulder as she pushed me down. Obedient as ever, I lay back on the floor as she stood over me. Crouching, she climbed on top of me, sitting on my chest. I could feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy, the residue of her juices clinging to her skin and mine as she straddled me. Leaning forward, she gripped my throat with one hand. The other slid over her face, scooping up stray flex of Trent's cum. She stared deep into my eyes as she fed her fingers into her mouth, sucking them clean of another man's seed. 
 
    "See that, chastity boy?" she sneered down at me as she cleaned off her face. "See how a real man cums? All over my face, whenever he wants to. That's the rules. Orgasms are for women and for real men like Trent. Not for chastity boys like you. You just get to watch and wish that you were enough of man to do that to me." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." My voice rasped as I spoke. I felt breathless with desire as I watched her looming above me, the tempting swell of her breasts shining with Trent's semen. As she leaned forward, my key dangled from her chain, hovering in front of me. I watched in agony as she slid her fingers over the mouthwatering flesh of her breasts, scooping up more of his cum. 
 
    "I told you what I was going to do, didn't I?" She said. "I told you to imagine his cum all over my tits, and you nearly came in your pathetic little cage just thinking about it. Well, now you're seeing the real thing. How does it feel?" 
 
    "Terrible, Miss Alicia," I gasped. "It's so humiliating. But you look amazing right now. You look so fucking hot, goddess." Alicia laughed, throwing back her head to fill the room with the sound of her amusement. 
 
    "See, that's why I love you," she smirked down at me. "You really know your role in my life. The worse I treat you, the more you want me. It's fucking perfect." Again, she slid her shining fingers into her mouth, sucking them clean like they were the most delicious treat in the world. Beneath her, I watched and trembled, doing my best not to groan in desire as my smiling mistress loomed above me. 
 
    "But you're not a cuckold yet," she said at last, her eyes shining like they always did when she teased me. "Not completely. Blow jobs are all well and good, but you won't be a true cuckold until he fucks me. I bet you can't wait for that. I bet you can't wait to watch his big cock pumping in and out of my tight little pussy, filling me up with his cum. I know I can't. I can't wait for Trent to fuck me." 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned, and Alicia giggled above me. 
 
    "I know. I'm such a bitch," she smiled. Releasing her grip on my throat, Alicia slowly stood. I sighed as I felt the weight of her body lifting off me, reluctant to lose even that. But there was nothing I could do. Her boots gleamed wickedly as she stepped over me, strutting back toward the sofa where Trent and Sasha waited. Placing one hand on his shoulder, she bent over Trent, her hand reaching between his legs. He watched her with glassy eyes, temporarily sated with pleasure. 
 
    "I guess you need a little more time before you're ready to give me what I want," Alicia smiled. "That's the trouble with men. That's why I wanted you both to come tonight. I need a girl to play with too. Someone who can keep up with me. What do you think, Sasha? You think you have another one in you?" 
 
    "Yes," my ex-wife beamed without a moment's hesitation. Still on her knees, she smiled up at Alicia, completely overcome by my girlfriend's kinky beauty. Reaching out, Alicia took her hand and lifted her to her feet. 
 
    "Let's go to bed," she said. "The boys can join us, or they can stay here and hang out. But I want to fuck you. Right now." Still holding Sasha's hand, Alicia headed toward the bedroom. Smiling nervously, Sasha followed, allowing herself to be led. Trent didn't even look at me. He just rose silently to his feet and followed the women. Alone in the living room, I contemplated my options. 
 
    I knew what was going to happen. The broad strokes, if not the details. Alicia had been more than clear. And Trent seemingly wanted my girlfriend just as badly as she wanted him. I had no doubt the night would end just as she said, with his cock inside her gorgeous pussy.  
 
    I also knew that watching was only making things worse for me. The chastity device had never felt tighter, as though it was biting into the tender flesh of my cock. I couldn't calm down. I couldn't forget what I had seen and been a part of. But I didn't need to watch the next chapter. Given how cruel Alicia was being that night, I didn't have much hope that I would be getting any kind of release. Maybe it would be a better idea to stay where I was and let them do what they needed to do in the bedroom without me. 
 
    Except I couldn't. I couldn't leave it alone. I knew it would only increase my agony to watch Alicia with this other couple, but I also knew I couldn't stay away. Watching her selfish pleasure was just too powerfully erotic. She had a hold on me that defied all logic, transcended all words, but was the realest thing I had ever experienced. 
 
    And so, like a man walking without compulsion to his own execution, I stood and followed the three of them into the bedroom. 
 
    Trent sat at the foot of the bed. On the mattress, Sasha was already lying down. Alicia was lying down beside her, carefully lowering herself down as the corset restricted her movements. Lying side-by-side, the two women kissed. I watch their hands move over each other's bodies, exploring the soft curves of female flesh. Sasha's hand slid between Alicia's legs, and Alicia giggled. She raised her top leg, her black boot gleaming as she rested it on Sasha's hip. Sasha kissed her way down Alicia's neck, moving toward her breasts.  
 
    I scowled jealously as I watched my ex-wife kissing my girlfriend's cleavage. Kissing the key that held me prisoner. Her pink tongue licked up the residue of her boyfriend's orgasm from Alicia's breasts, and Alicia sighed in pleasure as Sasha's hand worked between her thighs. For her part, Alicia fondled Sasha's breasts, teasing the nipples she had viciously slapped and tugged on earlier.  
 
    The two women were having a fantastic time; that much was obvious. They were absolutely overcome with their desire for one another, absorbed in glee at the thought of what they were about to do. I heard Alicia groan as Sasha slid her fingers deep inside her, searching for that spot that would bring her to further ecstasy. 
 
    Abruptly, Trent stood. Alicia turned her head to smile at him, her eyes growing wide and hungry as he tugged at his clothes. Pulling off his shirt and unbuckling his pants, he stripped naked in a matter of seconds. His cock was hard and ready again, sticking out in front of him as he climbed onto the bed. Lifting her leg off Sasha's body, Alicia rolled over onto her back. Ignoring his own girlfriend for the moment, Trent climbed on top of mine. She spread her legs to receive him, and her black boots shone as Trent hooked his arms underneath them. Lying back on the mattress, Alicia let out a loud groan as Trent slid his cock into her tight slot, forcing his way inside what she moaned in pleasure. Her hands grabbed the sheets underneath her, her eyes closing as she cried in bliss. 
 
    Beside her, Sasha sat up. My ex-wife propped her head in one hand as she lay beside them, her eyes moving over both their bodies as she watched her boyfriend fuck my girlfriend. The expression on her face was unreadable. I had no idea what was going through her head. But as her other hand crept over her own body, sliding over her breasts, over her stomach, reaching down between her legs, I saw what was happening. Sasha was as turned on as I was. The only difference was, she could do something about it. 
 
    Meanwhile, the bed rocked and bounced underneath them as Trent pounded my girlfriend. Alicia shrieked in pleasure, hooking her boots over his shoulders as he pushed her legs back for better access. His large body loomed over hers, muscles bulging as he thrust his cock in and out of her streaming womanhood. I had never in my life heard Alicia make sounds like that. Her cries tore the bedroom air apart, reverberating back from the walls, making my defeat more bitter and more exciting by the minute. 
 
    And Trent was tireless. My girlfriend had high hopes for the evening, and Trent seemed intent on fulfilling them all. I had seen him fuck Sasha, and I knew about his stamina. Alicia had only seen the video. But now, she was experiencing the real thing. Trent pumped away at her bouncing body like a machine, driving his cock in and out without pause. Alicia's cries poured out of her in a wild cacophony as an orgasm overtook her, and Trent's cock shone with a fresh stream of her juices as she spurted her cum all over him.  
 
    But he didn't stop. He kept pounding away, driving my goddess's beautiful body into the mattress. And beside them, Sasha was moaning too, her own pleasure getting the better of her as she lay there fingering herself. The music of female ecstasy drove me wild as I stood in the doorway, watching everyone but me enjoy themselves like they never had before. 
 
    Alicia cried out again. Another orgasm shook her gorgeous body, making her sob with pleasure, making her scream in wild delight unlike anything I had ever given her.  
 
    Her high heels trembled, pointing up at the ceiling as her legs thrashed. Her voice was hoarse with her cries of ecstasy. And as another orgasm made her pussy tighten around his invading cock, Trent came too. With a loud and reckless moan, he emptied himself into her, claiming my girlfriend's beautiful body right in front of me, right in front of my ex-wife, filling her up with a hot explosion of the same pleasure I was denied. 
 
    Alicia slid her legs off Trent's shoulders. He collapsed on top of her, panting in ecstasy. Alicia was breathless, the whole room seeming to reverberate the echoes of their pleasure. From underneath his suddenly exhausted body, I heard my goddess speak. 
 
    "Well, chastity boy," she said in a voice that dripped with the afterglow of sexual pleasure, "I guess you're officially a cuckold now." 
 
    

  

 
   
    27. In Alicia’s Service 
 
      
 
      
 
    I lay back on the bed. My own bed, the familiar mattress where I had spent a thousand lonely nights before Alicia came along. And afterward, too, in that awful period when she had told me she couldn't see me any more, back when she was still Taye's teacher. Looking back, it was hard to believe that was how all this started. Hard to believe how far we had come since that fateful meeting when I had first met my son's sexy schoolteacher. Even then, on that first night, Alicia had been wild and dominant. It's not as though she hid from me who she really was. And that was what so deeply attracted me. But I had never thought back then, even when she had dominated me right there in the classroom, that things might end up like this. That my whole life would change, distorted by the inescapable gravity of this woman and her beauty. That life would become a kind of kinky carnival of one unbelievable experience after another. 
 
    Alicia was on top of me. She was usually on top of me. She liked to be in control, and I likes that too. She looked so beautiful, sitting astride my hips, her bare breasts bouncing with every movement of her gorgeous young body. She didn't need to be wearing her goddess outfit to look like a goddess. Her bright blue eyes glowed as she stared down at me, her lips parted, a string of erotic moans of pleasure pouring like music from between her parted lips. And my own pleasure was part of the same symphony, joy rising inside me as my body responded to hers. 
 
    Alicia loved keeping me in chastity. It might have been my idea, but my cruel girlfriend really ran with it. Just as I had thought she might. It didn't take a dominant woman like her long to figure out the enormous power her control over my cock gave her. And she knew exactly how to use it. Alicia had figured out with frightening speed that the more she denied me, the more I wanted her, and the more power she had. She had become an expert at keeping me in a state of total sexual frustration, mad for her, willing to do anything for the orgasms I had once taken for granted. 
 
    But Alicia was smart. She also knew she could keep me locked up forever. I obeyed her kinky commands in the hope of getting a release, and sometimes, it had to work, otherwise this game we were playing would quickly become actual abuse. Deep down, Alicia understood that even though I wanted things to be real, that I wanted to feel as though I had no choice and that I belong to her completely, I was still a human being with needs. And maybe, every once in a while, she wanted to unlock me for her own sake too. At least, I hoped that was the case. 
 
    Alicia liked to talk about my inadequacy, my inability to please her sexually, my inferiority to men like Trent. But watching her that morning, bouncing up and down on my cock, convulsing with pleasure and howling in bliss, she didn't exactly seem like she was having a terrible time. It wasn't as though my dominant mistress felt any need to fake pleasure for my benefit. Quite the opposite; Alicia took great pleasure in claiming I didn't please her. But as I watched her gasp and moan above me, I allowed myself to believe that she was enjoying it as much as I was. Almost as much, anyway. Because for me, of course, being with her was like the first drink of cool water after long days in a scorching desert. I needed this. And even though I knew that, even though we both knew how desperate and horny I was, I felt as though I hadn't truly realized how desperate I was until Alicia climbed on top of me and guided my cock inside her and began to ride. As though I was in danger of forgetting just how incredible it felt to be inside her now that it was becoming more and more rare. 
 
    Alicia cried out, and I groaned as I felt her slick pussy tighten around me. Alicia was smart. After releasing me from my cage, she had stroked me to orgasm with her hand first. She knew I wouldn't last long enough for her liking after my latest period of captivity. And I was so horny that my cock barely softened. Even after my first orgasm, I was almost immediately ready for more. But now, at least, I had a fighting chance of pleasing her. Still, I could feel another powerful orgasm building and bubbling inside me. I tried to hold out. I directed every ounce of willpower I had to resisting the orgasm I so desperately needed until Alicia had had one of her own. The more she enjoyed having sex with me, after all, the more likely she was to do it again.  
 
    And ever since the night she had spent with Trent and Sasha, I had been even more worried than I was before about that. After all, my girlfriend had taken another lover. Now she had Trent to satisfy her. And I had been in that room, watching them together. Their chemistry was off the charts. I knew Alicia's game. I knew that her cries of wild abandon that night had been partly for me to see and hear, to increase the torment and humiliation of watching her fuck another man and enjoy it so recklessly. But I didn't believe for a second that it was entirely fake. There are some things even as skilled a performer as Alicia couldn't mimic perfectly. The glassy look of dazed pleasure in her eyes when their sex finally ended. The way she clung to Trent's body afterward, as though his orgasm inside her had released a flood of powerful chemicals that were already bonding her to him. All the things a betrayed man torments himself with, the bitter inadequacies that haunt a cuckold. I was learning them all for the first time, feeling my way through this wild world that Alicia was more than happy to introduce me to. It was a ride like no other. And the less I felt I could control, the more it thrilled me. 
 
    Alicia shrieked, her whole body shuddering with the explosive force of her orgasm. I sighed in relief to know that I had given her the pleasure she craved. Now I could relax, and with a loud sigh, I let my own spasm of bliss roll through me. Alicia gave another, softer cry as she felt me cum inside her, cock throbbing as though ready to burst while I pumped my seed deep into her body. Her bright and striking eyes stared deep into mine as I shuddered and groaned beneath her, my whole body swept up in the sensations of orgasm that echoed her own. 
 
    Alicia was smart. Gradually, her movements slowed, her ragged breath returning to normal. And slowly, I recovered myself too, gazing up at her in a kind of wonder that this incredible woman was mine, even if not exclusively anymore. But even in that rapturous moment of abandonment, the bright hormonal glow that makes you feel closer to your lover than at any other time, I couldn't forget my position. I lay underneath her with my hands tied to the headboard of my bed, my arms rendered immobile and useless. Alicia knew exactly what she was doing. 
 
    "Oh my God," Alicia said, in a voice that dripped with the residue of pleasure. "That was good. I mean, you're no Trent. But you have your moments." I suppressed a growl as she giggled. I knew she was saying it with the intention of upsetting me. But it still worked. Being wise to her games didn't make me immune to them. Besides, just because I knew she was saying it to tease me didn't mean it wasn't true. I had seen what Sasha's new boyfriend could do in the bedroom. I knew I didn't have that kind of stamina, or those kind of skills when it came to pleasing a woman. Both Alicia and Sasha had made that abundantly clear. And now my girlfriend was playing on my insecurities once again, skillfully manipulating me with a wicked smile on her pretty face. Her cruelty was unbelievable. But she knew as well as I did that it was part of what I loved most about her. 
 
    "I love you," Alicia said out of nowhere, as though reading the words written on my own heart. 
 
    "I love you too, Miss Alicia," I said, smiling up at the young goddess towering above me. Alicia leaned forward, her black hair falling down on either side of her face as she pressed her lips to mine. Her kiss was long and leisurely, as though she was savoring it like a fine wine. I kissed her back just as eagerly, just as passionately.  
 
    It was no rote response. I really did love this woman. And not in spite of her cruelty, but because of it. I loved Miss Alicia, the cruel and demanding goddess who kept my cock under lock and key and had reduced me to a frustrated sex slave for her own sadistic amusement. Behind that, I loved Alicia too, plain old Alicia Russo, a schoolteacher that few would suspect of having this kinky side to her. The truth about love is that we never know where and when it will strike, or who it will decide we can't live without. It was kinky sex that had drawn me to this woman, even on that first unforgettable night when we met, but that wasn't what kept me around. Not even the control she had of my sexual pleasure. It was love, plain and simple. The kind of thing I hadn't felt since the happy days when I first met Sasha. Or maybe, I thought to myself in the dark watches of the night, not even then. I had loved Sasha once, without a doubt. But not like this. Not with this kind of wild intensity. Not with this desperate lust. And yes, that was partly a function of the things Alicia did to me, the way she kept me frustrated and denied and horny for her practically 24/7. But that wasn't all of it. 
 
    "Glad to hear it," Alicia beamed as she raised her face from mine. "That's enough fun for you. Time to get you locked up again." I groaned, and Alicia laughed. Being under her control was wildly sexy, but that didn't mean I didn't feel a stab of regret every time she locked me up again. Sex with her felt so unbelievably good, and the more rare it was, the more incredible it felt. Men like Trent, I told myself with a stab of jealousy, got to fuck women like Sasha whenever they felt like. And now, apparently, women like Alicia too. But for me, I had no way of knowing when my cruel girlfriend would next take pity on me and allow me to have sex with her. All I could do was serve her to the best of my ability and hope for her charity. Often these days, that seemed in short supply. 
 
    But as usual, there was nothing I could do about it. With a familiar feeling of fear rising in my stomach, I watched from the bed as Alicia climbed off me and swung her feet down to the floor. Standing, she walked over to the dresser and picked up my discarded chastity device. She was grinning as she walked back over to me, the cage in her hand, thrilled with her undeniable power. Skillfully, she slid the device back onto my manhood, imprisoning me once again. Holding the cage shut, she paused, just for a moment. Her eyes studied my face. As though she was drinking in my fear and desire, my helpless capitulation to her beauty. Then she clicked the lock shut. I winced at the sound, and Alicia chuckled softly to herself. The girl just loved being in control. It was as simple as that. 
 
    Once my cock was locked away, Alicia reached for the cuffs that locked me to the headboard. I was safe now, under lock and key. The cuffs rattled as Alicia let them fall to the mattress, and I sat up. She sat on the edge of the bed, still naked, the sunlight that sneaked through the blinds shining in patches on her beautiful body. Already, I could feel the cage tightening. Already, I could feel my cock trying to swell in its prison. After all, the fact of being locked up invariably added to my desire. Alicia knew that as well as I did. 
 
    "Well, I guess we should get going," Alicia said, patting my leg affectionately. 
 
    “Get going where?’ 
 
    "Oh, I've decided you're taking me shopping," Alicia said with a devilish grin. "You know you love that. And just to make it even more fun for you, I'll let you choose what I wear. Within reason, of course. I'm going to get in the shower. Pick out something sexy for me." With that, Alicia rose to her feet. Speechless, I watched her turn and walked toward the bedroom door, heading to the bathroom. She disappeared from my view, and a moment later, I heard the bathroom door close and the water begin to run. Sitting in bed by myself, I shook my head slowly. 
 
    Alicia had always known a lot more about S&M than I did. I had learned a lot since I started dating her. She had told me that she had friends who were deep into the lifestyle, who maintained a relationship of dominance and submission at every moment of every day. Some men, she told me, needed that. Some women, too.  
 
    There was a time when I had felt myself incapable of understanding that. Kinky games are a lot of fun in the bedroom, but they are not reality. Sooner or later, you have to pay the bills and go to work and live a normal life. Plus, as Alicia told me from experience, dominating someone can be exhausting. It's a lot of responsibility. Lots of work. As though you're always playing a character, even if it is one very close to your own heart. Alicia wasn't interested in maintaining that permanently any more than I was. 
 
    But the longer I spent with her, the more I understood. Some games are so thrilling that you can lose yourself in them completely, so that they become reality. Nothing was ever static between us. Alicia was constantly ramping up her dominance and control, forever pushing me to new depths of submission to her. And as she did that, testing every boundary I had and constantly moving the frontier of what I would and wouldn't tolerate, what I would and wouldn't enjoy, I was starting to understand the appeal of vanishing completely into this game. Of becoming an actual slave, the property of a beautiful dominant woman like Alicia. 
 
    But we didn't do it. We both had jobs and lives. Besides, there was more to our relationship than just kink. We were in love. And sometimes, it was nice just to be a regular couple in love, hanging out together, going to the park or the store or the movies. Just being normal. But the chastity device interfered with that. Alicia had me wearing it constantly, and it acted as a constant reminder of my status. I could never forget I was wearing it, and that meant I could never forget the differential in power between the two of us. I could never forget that she owned me and my sexual pleasure. That I couldn't even have an erection without her permission. Inevitably, that was starting to bleed into the rest of our lives. There were days when Alicia didn't feel like being my mistress, when she just wanted to live a normal life. But we both knew that at any time, she could give me an order, and I would obey it. That knowledge never went away. Alicia was losing the habit of asking for my opinion on anything. And I had completely lost the habit of saying no to her. In the bedroom, she made all the decisions. But more and more these days, she made all the decisions out of it too. 
 
    These are the thoughts that raced through my mind as I rose in the bed and moved toward the closet. I would never have put up with this in a normal relationship. Being told that we were going shopping and ordered to prepare a woman's clothes for her was something I never thought I would've gone along with. But if it sounds like I'm complaining, then I've done something wrong. Kinky fun is all well and good in the bedroom, but I was learning that there's something even more deliciously wrong about it when it comes into contact with the real world. These quiet little games Alicia played, these almost careless displays of the power she wielded, were as exciting as anything she did to me. And telling me to choose her clothes was a minor masterstroke on her part. She knew it excited me to dress her up. 
 
    Hangers slid across the rod in the closet as I made my choices. Alicia had begun keeping more clothes at my place, just as I had begun keeping some at hers. It just made things easier. Most of what she stored in my place was incredibly sexy, designed never to leave the house. But she had some more normal outfits too. My cock ached as I searched through her clothes, looking for something that struck the right balance, sexy enough to entice me but ordinary enough to be worn outside the house. I knew what she was doing, of course. I knew that the sexier she looked, the greater my torment would be. To be able to look at her body and not possess it, to have her incredible sex appeal flaunted in front of me. But I was addicted to that kind of torture. There's no better way to say it. I craved it, knowing how much it would hurt. I loved it when Alicia dressed up all sexy and teased me with her unattainable beauty. I was more than willing to help her do it. 
 
    When Alicia returned from the shower, her pink body glowing from the warm water and wrapped in a towel, I had an outfit laid out on the bed for her. She smiled as she looked it over, her dark hair clinging in wet strands to her bare shoulders. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said. “Not the most comfortable outfit, I admit. Then again, you’re not going to be very comfortable watching me in this either, are you?” 
 
    "No, I guess not," I admitted, while Alicia giggled. 
 
    "Good. Go shower. Then get ready. And don't forget your credit card. You'll be buying me lots of lovely things today." Alicia giggled again, and I smiled. I knew it was true. But I didn't care. I still remembered our last shopping trip, and how deeply erotic it had been to be out in public with this goddess.  
 
    I knew we would head out of town and go to the next city. After all, Alicia didn't want to be seen by the parents of any of her students. Now that she wasn't teaching Taye, we no longer had to hide our relationship. But the kind of games we were playing could be derailed by being recognized by people who knew us. That was fine by me. It made the whole experience more of an adventure. As I made my way toward the bathroom, my heart leaped like a fish in my chest. It was going to be another wild day in Alicia's service. 
 
    I showered quickly. Drying off, I returned to the bedroom. Alicia was dressed. I didn’t try to keep my eyes from moving over her body, studying every delicious curve as she grinned at me. 
 
    Her skirt was leather, or some material that looked just like black leather. It had an asymmetrical hem that was higher on one side, revealing even more of her gorgeous thigh as it sat inches above her knees. It hugged her hips beautifully, shining faintly in the bright light of the bedroom. The red top she wore above it ought to have been perfectly demure. The long sleeves came all the way down to her wrists, and the neckline was high on her chest. But the fabric it was made of was sheer, completely see-through when she moved. Underneath, she wore a black push-up bra that held her boobs temptingly high on her chest, giving her a deep cleavage that I knew was bound to attract attention. On her feet, she wore the black leather high-heeled boots I had picked out, the ones that made my cock twitch and surge its prison as they reminded me of her Goddess outfit. They weren't the fetish boots with the built-in riding crop she sometimes wore; those would've been too much for public display. But seeing her in knee-high leather boots with a spike heel only served to remind me of the way she looked when she really wanted to dominate me. The way she looked with those of the boots hooked over Trent's shoulders, moaning and screaming in pleasure as another man fucked her right in front of me. I was practically drooling as I looked at her, and Alicia knew it. She smiled in delight at my adoring gaze drawn helplessly to her body. 
 
    "It's pretty provocative," she said, shifting on her feet as the leather skirt creaked around her hips. "You're lucky I like to show off. There's only one change I want to make to what you picked out." I watched her bend toward the bed, my heart beat faster as she picked up the tiny thong panties I had chosen for her. Letting them dangle from her finger, she crossed the floor toward me, her boot heels thumping as she approached. My mouth watered at the thought that she was wearing nothing under that skirt, her pussy tantalizingly accessible. Standing in front of me, Alicia placed one hand on my chest. I could smell the faint aroma of her perfume, and like a Pavlovian response, it made my stomach churn with desire for her, a reminder of all the wild adventures we had had in the past and would no doubt have in the future. 
 
    "I'm not going to wear these," Alicia said in a low voice, her eyes peering deep into mine. "You know I like to have a little secret under my skirt. It makes me feel so naughty. But somebody has to wear them. And since you little dick is all locked away, you're like a woman anyway. So I want you to wear these under your clothes." 
 
    "Oh my God," I gasped. Alicia's smile grew deeper. It wasn't the first time she had made this outrageous request. Still, it was unbelievably humiliating. And yet we both knew I wasn't going to refuse. I never did. And if I were going to suddenly discover some deep well of defiance that would let me say no to Alicia, I would have found it a long time ago. Before she fucked Trent right in front of me. 
 
    Carefully, I took the panties from Alicia's hand. She took a half step back, folding her arms across her chest, her breasts rising slightly above them as she watched me step into her underwear. I pulled the thin fabric up my body, feeling her underwear growing tight around my thighs. With a struggle, I pulled the panties over my cage, the shape of the device clearly showing through the thin fabric. 
 
    "Turn around," Alicia ordered, making a circle with one finger in the air. I did as I was told. I turned my back on her, and she stepped forward, taking the waistband of the panties in her hand. I grunted as she gave them a vicious tug, pulling them higher on my body, the thin string in the back sinking between the cheeks of my ass. Giggling, Alicia delivered a quick slap to my backside that echoed in the bedroom. 
 
    "Nice," she chuckled. "I bet if you knew I was going to make you wear them, you would've chosen a more comfortable pair." 
 
    “Probably,” I agreed. 
 
    "Well, too bad. It's going to amuse me, thinking of you wearing the skimpy panties under your clothes all day. And if I'm not going to be comfortable, you shouldn't be either. Okay, you can get dressed now. Let's go." 
 
    Cringing with embarrassment, I moved toward the closet to pick out my own clothes. I selected carelessly, not really caring what I put on. Most of my outfits are more or less the same anyway. And Alicia didn't offer any guidance, content just to watch as I pulled on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. When I was dressed, she stepped toward me again. She draped her arms over my shoulders, and I held her by the hips, feeling the smooth material of her skirt against my skin as she pressed her body against mine. She kissed me again, and I kissed her back, feeling her smiling lips moving against mine while my cock throbbed pointlessly inside her panties. 
 
    "Okay, chastity boy," Alicia said, her eyes flashing with delight as she lifted her mouth from mine. "Let's go shopping. Isn't it fun to have a little secret under your clothes?" 
 
    “I guess so,” I said reluctantly while Alicia laughed. The truth was, wearing her underwear didn’t seem like fun to me at all. I could feel the thin string wedged uncomfortably between my buttocks, and I was terrified of my secret being found out. But as always, it didn’t matter what I wanted. It was how Alicia felt that mattered. 
 
    

  

 
   
    28. Playing In Public 
 
      
 
    The mall was buzzing. After all, it was the weekend. Bored teenagers and families and couples streamed in and out of the automatic doors, while vehicles battled discreetly over parking spaces in the parking lot outside. As I pulled up in an empty spot, Alicia turned to look at me. At first, I didn't understand the look of disbelief on her pretty face. 
 
    "You don't expect me to walk from here, do you?" she said. "Drop me off at the door. Then you can go park and catch up with me." 
 
    “Okay,” I muttered, throwing the car into reverse and pulling out of the parking space again. Of course, there was no point arguing with her. Carefully, I made my way through the parking lot, throwing on my hazard lights as I pulled up outside the door to the mall. 
 
    "Don't cop an attitude," Alicia warned as she reached for the handle of her door. "You chose these boots for me to wear. They were not made for walking." Throwing open the door of the car, she swiveled in her seat and climbed out. The sound of her high heels on the concrete diminished as she swung the door shut.  
 
    For a moment, I watched through the window, swaying her way toward the door of the mall to wait for me. With almost a physical effort, I tore myself away from the sight of her body and started driving again. The parking spot I'd previously claimed had already been taken by someone else, and so I found another even further away this time. Climbing out of the car, I hurried across the parking lot toward the door of the mall where Alicia waited. With a spasm of jealousy deep in my guts, I saw that she wasn't alone. 
 
    "Yeah, I know. But thanks anyway," Alicia said as I approached. She was smiling, her even white teeth showing between her colored lips as she grinned at the young man standing in front of her. He turned to look at me as I approached. I felt more keenly than ever the chastity locked around my cock and the panties I wore under my jeans. Hard to assert your dominance over another man in those circumstances, to put it mildly. His stare was anything but friendly. But as I approached, he said goodbye to Alicia and walked away. He didn't say a word to me. Turning, Alicia began to walk toward the bustling door of the shopping mall.  
 
    "What was that about?" I asked. 
 
    “Oh, nothing,” Alicia said with a smile. “He was just trying to pick me up. This outfit you picked out seems to be working.” 
 
    “He tried to pick you up? What did he say?” As I spoke, I looked back over my shoulder, but the young man had already disappeared into the busy parking lot. 
 
    "Oh, you know," Alicia shrugged. As we entered the mall, the sound of her high heels changed on the polished concrete floor. "The stupid stuff guys say when they're trying to impress a woman. He told me I was beautiful, and asked if I was here with anyone." 
 
    “So he’s not blind then,” I said, and Alicia laughed. 
 
    "I guess not," she smiled. "He certainly kept looking at my boobs. I wonder if he noticed this?" Alyssa grinned as she plucked at the silver chain hanging from her neck. The key to my chastity device hung from it, perfectly framed by her cleavage that showed through her sheer red top. My name was engraved on the key, put there the last time we had gone shopping together in the early days of our relationship. My cock throbbed with desire at the reminder. 
 
    “I hope not,” I said, and Alicia laughed. 
 
    "I wonder what he would've thought if he did," Alicia went on. As we continued walking deeper into the mall, she threaded her arm through mine, leaning against my body as we walked together. Her high heels made her almost as tall as me, and with her mouth close to my ear, she could speak more softly and still be heard. "Maybe I should've taken him up on his offer," she said in a voice that dripped with honey and poison. "He was kind of cute. I should've let him take me home. And if he didn't satisfy me, I could have locked him up like I lock you up and made him another of my chastity boys." 
 
    "Oh my God," I groaned, while my evil girlfriend laughed. 
 
    "Well, you know you wouldn't stop me," she said, squeezing my arm with her hand. "You know you can't. You just love Miss Alicia too much to ever say no to her. Which is why I can get away with all these fun activities. Just wait. I have so many ideas. And you're going to help me put them into practice. Today, I want you to help me buy some sexy clothes for my next date with Trent." 
 
    I stopped dead. Alicia stopped beside me. In the bustling buzz of the mall, shoppers streaked by us on either side, as though we were a rock rising from a rushing stream. I stared at her in disbelief, but she simply smiled back at me. As though she were discussing the weather instead of my complete sexual humiliation. 
 
    “You’re going on a date with him?” I managed to croak. 
 
    "Why not?" Alicia smiled. "He's hot. And he really knows how to fuck me. Well, you know that. You saw it for yourself. That cock of his is too good for your ex-wife to keep her all to herself. You didn't think, after the night we had, that I wasn't going to see him again, did you?" 
 
    “I — I didn’t know,” I said truthfully. But it would be an outrageous lie to pretend I hadn’t thought about it. In fact, since that unforgettable night, I hadn’t thought of much else. 
 
    "Well, I'm definitely going to be seeing him again," Alicia said. "Hopefully lots of times. If he wants to see me. Do you think he likes me?" 
 
    “I don’t see how he couldn’t,” I said bitterly while Alicia giggled like a schoolgirl. She tugged on my arm, and we started walking together again through the mall, through the crowds of ordinary people oblivious to the drama playing out between my wild girlfriend and me. 
 
    "I hope so," Alicia said. "I wonder if I could steal him away from Sasha if I wanted to. Wouldn't that be funny? She leaves you to end up with him, and I take him from her. Oh, I would never do it. They seem happy together. I'm just saying. It would be interesting, that's all." 
 
    "Interesting," I echoed. Every time I thought I was getting to the bottom of this woman's vivid imagination, she revealed a new side of herself with comments like that. It was all part of her power, of course. Her kinky imagination that few people could ever hope to keep up with, let alone match. Another facet of what made her so enchanting and dangerous. But sometimes, I could barely believe the things Alicia said. The fact that she had even thought of stealing Sasha's boyfriend made my mouth turn dry with fear. This was the woman who had total control over my sexual pleasure. And she could be absolutely ruthless. 
 
    "Oh, let's go in here." I didn't say a word as Alicia steered me toward a lingerie store. It was no more than I expected. After all, the woman loved to tease me, and what better way to tease me than this? I tried to suppress my groans of despair and frustration as I let her lead me into the brightly lit interior. 
 
    It's never comfortable for a man being in such a feminine space. It's even less comfortable when you're a man wearing a thong under your clothes that wouldn't be out of place among the racks of the women's underwear stall. And when your cock is throbbing against a merciless cage with the key hanging around the neck of your beautiful and cruel girlfriend, a women's underwear store represents an almost impossible situation for a man like me. But I knew that was the whole point.  
 
    I followed Alicia through the store, watching her look over the items. She seemed to shop by touch, her fingers reaching out to sample the material of the underwear. 
 
    "What about this?" she said at one point, turning to me as she held a green bra up to her chest. With the sheer top she was wearing, it wasn't hard to imagine how she would look in the lingerie. I nodded and cleared my throat before speaking. 
 
    "Looks good," I managed to say. But Alicia scowled. Her dark brows drew together as she put the bra back onto the shining steel rack it came from. My heart fluttered in fear as she turned to face me, both hands on her hips, the smile vanished from her face as though it never existed and replaced by a frown. 
 
    "You know, you should be a lot more enthusiastic about this," she said. "I didn't bring you here just to watch. I brought you to help me. You're a man. Kind of. You know what men like. So pick out something you would like to see me in. I mean something really sexy. Something that would make you unable to keep your hands off me. That's what I want. Just imagine it's for you instead of for a real man." 
 
    "Please," I said, channeling all the urgency I could into my lowered voice as my eyes darted around the store. "Please, Miss Alicia." 
 
    "What?" Alicia's eyes blazed with blue fire, and she glared at me. "You want to beg me to have pity on you? Want me to make you get down on your knees right here and kiss my boots? In front of all these people?" 
 
    "No, Miss Alicia," I whimpered. 
 
    "I didn't think so. So you better start being a lot more helpful. Otherwise I'll show everyone in this mall who you really are." I gulped nervously. What Alicia was saying terrified me, of course. But experience taught me never to doubt her. My dominant mistress was usually playful in these humiliating games, but I knew that she could be plenty cruel when she wanted to be. With the key to my release dangling between her breasts, we both knew I would do what she said. If she ordered me to my knees right there in the store and made me grovel at her feet in front of a bunch of strangers, I would have done it. My cock throbbed just at the evil thought. But my pride rebelled. Easier just to give her what she wanted.  
 
    "Can I help you guys find anything?" Wrapped up in our own drama, I hadn't noticed a salesperson approaching. It took an effort of will to tear my eyes away from Alicia to meet those of the pretty young girl who now stood beside us. There was uncertainty in her voice, as though she had seen the tension between us. I hoped desperately that she just chalked it up to another couple having a public spat. That she hadn't heard a word of the strange things my mistress had said to me. Did it make my predicament even worse, even more humiliating, that the girl was young and pretty? Or maybe it didn't matter. I would've cringed with embarrassment the same way no matter who interrupted our very private conversation. 
 
    "Maybe you can," Alicia said, shifting gears from her former irritation. "I want to find something really sexy to excite my boyfriend. Cost isn't an issue. Nor is comfort. It just has to look smoking hot for him." The salesgirl grinned at me as she replied. 
 
    "You're a lucky guy," she said. I winced as though from a coming blow as I saw Alicia smile. For once, I knew what my wild girlfriend was going to say even before she said it. 
 
    "Oh, it's not for him," she said, her voice loud and strong, as though she had nothing to hide. "It's for my other boyfriend. My new boyfriend. This one just has to pay for it, that's all." 
 
    For a moment, the store worker didn't seem to know where to look. Her pale eyes darted from me to Alicia and back again, as though we had slowly revealed ourselves as some alien species. Her smooth brow furrowed in confusion, but my stomach churned as I saw the smile that spread slowly over her pretty face. 
 
    "Okay," she said carefully. "That's…that's kind of awesome. So what kind of thing does he like?" 
 
    Alicia turned to me, and the salesgirl's eyes followed. Now they were both staring at me expectantly. I felt as though I were shrinking under their gaze. I felt completely inadequate, completely inferior, as though I was some different and lesser species to these two beautiful women who got to do what they liked, to have orgasms whenever they wanted. 
 
    "He can help you," Alicia said. "He knows what I look good in. Go on, Pete. Why don't you and this nice lady find something sexy for me to wear for Trent?" Alicia didn't wait for an answer. Instead, she turned and took a few steps toward a low padded bench that sat among some racks of underwear. I watched her fold herself onto the seat, her leather skirt straining even more tightly around her thighs as she crossed her legs, her black boots gleaming as she moved. Slowly, I nodded. With the key gleaming between her breasts, obedience was my only option. Feeling like the most pathetic crawling creature on the earth, I let the salesgirl lead me deeper into the store. 
 
    "So what kind of things does she like?" the girl asked tentatively. "Your…?" 
 
    “Girlfriend,” I said in answer to her unspoken question. 
 
    "Right. Your girlfriend. If she wants to look hot, our X collection is pretty popular. She definitely has the body for it. What about something like this?" As she spoke, the woman indicated a rack of black lacy bodysuits, all plunging necklines and sheer panels. But my eye had already been caught by something at the back of the store, against one brightly lit wall. The salesgirl smiled as she followed my eyes. 
 
    "Has she ever worn a corset before?" she asked me. 
 
    “Oh yes,” I said. 
 
    "I bet she looked amazing in it," the girl smiled. "She has some incredible curves." 
 
    "She does," I said ruefully. The girl was already moving toward the corset, and I followed. It was wrapped around the headless limbless torso of a manikin, but I barely noticed that. My eyes were drawn to the sweeping hourglass shape as though by some mysterious magic I couldn't control. The corset was a deep purple color, accentuated by a pattern of black lace. It looked elegant and luxurious and deeply sexy, just the way Alicia did at her best. My mouth was almost watering as I imagined her wearing it. 
 
    "What size is she?" the girl asked. For a moment, I barely heard her. I barely even noticed she had spoken. I had to jolt myself out of my painful daydream to answer her. 
 
    “I… I don’t know,” I said. With a slight pause, the girl turned to a rack underneath the display corset that held different sizes of the same garment. Her hands moved through the items until she found one she thought would work. 
 
    "Here," she said, handing the corset on its hanger to me. "She should try this. If that doesn't work, we can go down a size. Now, we have some nice panties to match this. What about stockings?" 
 
    "Yeah, she'll want those too," I said. The salesgirl smiled, scenting a higher commission. She stepped toward a nearby rack, and I followed. Across the store, Alicia was watching us. A faint smile shone on her pretty face as she basked in her superiority, enjoying my obvious discomfort as I set about dressing her up for another man. 
 
    "These are the best we have," the girl said, lifting a package of stockings from a shelf. "They're so soft. Feel them." My hand trembled as I reached out to run my fingers over the material. It was all I could do not to groan in frustration as I imagined how they would look and feel on Alicia's legs. How it would feel if she allowed me to bury my head between her thighs while she wore the outfit I picked out for her, allowing me to pleasure her without receiving any pleasure of my own in return. Inside her panties, my cock tested the chastity device for what felt like the millionth time. 
 
    "And shoes," the girl smiled, leading me to another wall of the store. "A girl needs new shoes with a new outfit. Something sexy and impractical. Like these." She lifted a high-heeled shoe from a small shelf. Black patent leather, it looked more like a weapon than an item of footwear. The six inch long heel looked sharp as a dagger, and the patent leather straps designed to fasten over her toes and around her ankle shone in the light. Numbly, I nodded. I was intimately acquainted with my girlfriend's shoe collection. The last thing she needed was another pair. But I knew I had to get this right. The more money I spent, the more pleased Alicia would be. 
 
    "Changerooms are at the back," the girl said as she handed a box of new shoes to me. "If you need any help — if your girlfriend needs any help, let me know." 
 
    "Thanks," I mumbled, my cheeks burning with total embarrassment. The young girl nodded, the infuriating smile never leaving her face. If nothing else, I knew, Alicia and me had given her a good story to tell. The story of a man so pathetic that he was buying lingerie to help his girlfriend cheat on him. 
 
    Feeling as though the whole world was watching me, I walked back across the store to where Alicia waited. Her eyes lit up when I showed her what I carried. 
 
    "Another corset?" she said, holding the purple item at arm's length. "You really like me in corsets, don't you?" 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    "Well, hopefully Trent does to. I guess I should try this on. Come on. I'll need your help." Alicia held out her hand as she spoke, and I took it. Gripping my hand, she rose to her feet. Still holding on, she led me across the store. I followed, mute and unquestioning, completely browbeaten by my own humiliation and my dominant girlfriend's beauty. I saw the salesgirl watching us as we moved toward the dressing room. I waited for her to stop us. But she just smiled a knowing smile as my girlfriend led me into one of the stalls. 
 
    "Undress me," she ordered. I did as I was told. Carefully, I lifted her sheer top over her head. As I pulled her shirt free, Alicia adjusted the key that hung around her neck. That, at least, she wouldn't want removed. She turned her back on me, and I reached for the zipper of her skirt, trying not to groan at the way her round ass strained against the fabric, making it shine in the light. Dropping to my knees, I pulled the skirt off as Alicia stepped out of it. I unzipped her boots one by one and carefully removed them. Now she stood above me naked except for her bra and the chain with my key on it. I rose to my feet again and reached around her, unclasping her bra and setting it down. My cock throbbed. I longed to press my face against her breasts, to lick and suck and kiss them with desperate passion. But Alicia couldn't give me permission to do any such thing. She was completely naked in the tight space of the stall, and I was fully clothed, mere inches from her soft, warm skin. But there was no doubt as to who was in control of who. 
 
    "Okay, you know what to do," Alicia said. Turning her back on me again, she gathered up her hair with one hand. I reached for the purple corset. As I wrapped it around her body, I felt the softness of the fabric under my fingertips. I slid the fasteners together in front of her. I was getting better at dressing my mistress. Already, her breasts swelled tantalizingly over the soft cups of the garment. It was different to the corset she already had. Longer, so that it covered her nipples and provided an unignorable boost to her cleavage. Alicia simply stood there motionless as I manipulated the corset around her body, fitting her swelling breasts as best I could into the cups. With that done, I started working on the laces. 
 
    As always, I tightened the corset until Alicia told me to stop. And she didn't do that until it was incredibly tight, the strong boning reshaping her body and exaggerating her incredible figure to almost unbelievable proportions. She was slightly breathless by the time I finished, her breasts rising and bouncing as she breathed. 
 
    “Hurry up,” Alicia said, jolting me out of my reverie. “You’re here to help me, not just stare at me.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Hurriedly, I wrapped the garter belt around her hips. Dropping to my knees, I slid the stockings up her legs, attaching them to the fussy clips that hung from the garter belt. Then I helped her step into the matching purple panties, pulling them up over the suspenders that kept the stockings up. Alicia had taught me well. Finally, I slid the new shoes onto her feet so that she towered over me even more in the outrageous heels. 
 
    “Well? How do I look?” 
 
    "Like the goddess you are, Miss Alicia," I said. Grinning, Alicia turned to look at herself in the full-length mirror that occupied one wall of the changing room stall. 
 
    "I do, don't I?" she grinned. "Trent's going to lose his mind when he sees me wearing this. He's probably going to fuck my brains out right there and then. In fact, he'd better. I think I'm going to make that a new rule for you. You're responsible for dressing me, and you're responsible for the reaction to what I wear. If it doesn't drive him crazy and make him fuck me senseless, you'll be punished." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." My stomach fluttered with shame and fear at what she was saying. But by now, I knew well the feeling of sinking into submissive desire for her. I couldn't help myself. She looked too good. And I was already kneeling at her feet, already in a position that said everything about the relationship between us. Alicia's dark hair framed her beautiful face and glowing blue eyes as she smiled down at me. 
 
    "How turned on are you right now, chastity boy?" 
 
    "Extremely, Miss Alicia," I moaned. "Oh my God, I want you so bad. You're driving me crazy. You look so amazing. Any man on earth would be lucky to touch you." 
 
    "Well then it must be your lucky day," Alicia said with a smile. "Take my panties off." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." As far as I knew, the changing room was empty. But I hardly cared any longer. Still on my knees, I reached up toward my goddess's hips and drew the purple panties slowly down. The salesgirl had chosen well. The lingerie fit Alicia as though designed for her. And as I slid the panties down her legs until she stepped out of them, my cock throbbed as urgently as ever at the site of her pussy right in front of me. 
 
    "This is turning me on," Alicia giggled, running the fingers of one hand through my hair and tugging at it playfully. "Make me cum, chastity boy." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia. Thank you, Miss Alicia." Alicia giggled at my pathetic thanks, but they were heartfelt. As strange as it might sound to more sober ears, I was genuinely thankful for the opportunity to pleasure her. Even if it wasn't exactly what I wanted. Even if my cock ached with unbelievably repressed desire in its tight prison. That didn't matter. I had learned to ignore my own needs in favor of hers.  
 
    And as I pressed my lips to her pussy, Alicia sighed happily. She leaned back against the wall of the changing room, her breasts rising high in the tight confines of the corset as I began to lick her. I inched forward on my knees, pressing my face harder between her legs, hungry for the taste of her sex. And soon, as I hungrily lapped at her sex, Alicia's warm juices began to flow. Soon, she was moaning in pleasure, biting her lip with the force of her ecstasy. Even in my pit of humiliation and despair, it felt good to be making her squirm and squeal. And so I challenged myself, sliding my tongue over her trending lips in an effort to make her lose control. Discovery would be even worse for me than it was for her, but I no longer cared. It was the only power I had. While I licked and kissed and slid my tongue inside the warm pocket of her beautiful pussy, Alicia tried to suppress her moans and gasps with only limited success. 
 
    And soon, she was peaking. The climax tore through her, making her beautiful body shaken and shudder in the gorgeous underwear as she trembled above me. As her juices filled my mouth, pouring over my chin, she gripped my head tightly with both hands, pressing it against herself as she thrust her hips toward me.  
 
    Then, with a loud sigh, she relaxed. Letting go of my head, she slid down the wall to sit heavily on the tiny bench of the dressing room. Her eyes opened, and a satisfied smile spread across her flushed face as she looked at me. 
 
    "Good job, chastity boy," she grinned. "Now you can help me get dressed again and pay for this stuff. That's all you're good for. Giving me head and buying me things." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said obediently as I rose to my feet. Alicia's remarks could be incredibly cruel. But it was hard to deny that they were true. 
 
    

  

 
   
    29. A Chance Encounter 
 
      
 
    I couldn't meet the eye of the salesgirl as I made my way to the cash register of the store. I could feel her watching me, though. I could practically feel the knowing smirk on her face. She didn't know the exact relationship between Alicia and me. She couldn't. But she knew enough. She knew that my girlfriend openly cheated on me and ordered me around like some kind of servant. That was enough.  
 
    I grunted rote responses to her pleasantries as she rang through Alicia'ss new underwear. I handed over my credit card. Soon, Alicia and I were leaving the store with a new and ostentatious bag with the name of the lingerie store emblazoned on the side. I carried it, of course. Women like Alicia don't carry their own bags. 
 
    "I need to sit down after that," Alicia said, a happy smile on her pretty face as she hugged my free arm. "There's a restaurant over there. Let's go get a drink." 
 
    Dumbly, I nodded. We both knew I would go along with whatever she said. As embarrassing as things had already been, we both knew she could make them a lot worse. The best strategy was simply to give her what she wanted. 
 
    Alicia's high heels echoed on the polished floor as she stepped into the restaurant and picked a table. She sat down with a sigh, flopping heavily into the upholstered seat of a booth against one wall. I sat beside her, the paper bag from the lingerie store crackling as I shoved it under the table. She was still smiling as she watched me, her beautiful blue eyes flickering over my face. She loved to watch me at times like this. She loved to drink in my humiliation like it was a fine wine. 
 
    “How does it feel, eating my pussy in public and not even being able to get hard?” 
 
    “It feels pretty terrible,” I admitted. Alicia laughed. 
 
    “Don’t lie. You love it, you slut. You love it when I treat you mean. I bet your little cock is trying to get hard in its cage again, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I admitted, my cheeks burning while Alicia laughed. She hadn’t instructed me to call her by her title, Miss Alicia. So I didn’t. I didn’t want to be overheard. Then again, when she was talking like this, what did it matter? If anyone heard us, I would be mortified. 
 
    “Take it out.” 
 
    "What?" Alicia's eyes were shining as they stared deep into mine, the smile never leaving her face. 
 
    "You heard me," she said. "Take it out. No one will see under the table. But I want to feel it." 
 
    For a moment, I paused. There was really no way I could say no to her. No way I could argue with a command like that. But I was reluctant to obey. After all, what she was suggesting was more than embarrassing. It was probably illegal too. It was still early in the day, and the restaurant was relatively quiet. No one sat at any of the tables but us. She was probably right that no one would see. But fear doesn't listen to reason. 
 
    Still, I had to balance the fear of exposure with the fear of disobeying my mistress. That contest was never equal. Suppressing a sigh, I reached into the table for the front of my pants. Carefully unfastening them, I reached inside and pulled out my cock. Alicia's smile widened. She sat back in her chair. A moment later, I granted as I felt the toe of her boot tapping against my tiny prison. My cock seemed to surge in response to each tap of her toe, as though it knew and recognized its new owner. 
 
    "This was the best idea you've ever had," Alicia smiled. "I know you're probably regretting it. I know there are times when it's really hard for you to live this way. But think about all the fun we've had since I locked you up. All the great sex we've had. Well, me especially. You, not so much. But that's better. Boys like you should be kept horny and denied. Look how well you serve me when I keep you locked away." I said nothing. There was nothing much to say. Alicia was right, after all. She loved teasing me with the truth, but I didn't need reminding. The chastity device had been a gamble, a last-ditch effort to persuade her to see me again. And it had worked. Perhaps, in some sense, it had worked a little too well. But if the alternative was living without her, then I knew I had made the right choice. Even now, when her domination of me had taken such a cruel and frustrating turn. 
 
    "Hey guys. Can I start you off with some drinks?" I almost jumped at the sound of an unfamiliar voice beside our booth. So wrapped up in my own blocked desire, I hadn't even noticed the server approaching. Alicia's foot was still resting between my legs as she lifted her head and flashed a dazzling smile at this stranger. I turned my head to follow the direction of her eyes and saw a young man standing at the edge of the table. He was dressed all in black, and his blonde hair was cut close to his scalp on the back and sides, left longer on top in the regulation haircut of young people these days. Not that I'm that old myself. But the waiter was definitely younger than me. I supposed he had to be 21 in order to serve alcohol, but he couldn't have been much older than that. 
 
    "Of course," Alicia smiled, and my heart contracted in my chest. "What do you recommend?" As she spoke, she leaned forward, placing one elbow on the table and resting her chin in her hand. The waiter was staring right at her, staring at her tempting cleavage that showed through the sheer red top she wore. The outfit I had picked out for her was certainly doing its job. It seemed to inevitably draw people's eyes to her chest where the key to my chastity dangled humiliatingly. 
 
    "Well, it depends what you're in the mood for," the waiter replied. He was talking only to Alicia, as though I wasn't even there. "If you're looking for something lighter, we have these awesome virgin daiquiris." Alicia's black hair shone as she shook her head firmly. 
 
    “No. No virgins here,” she grinned, and the young man smiled back at her. 
 
    “Well, if you feel like something a bit more grown-up, our bellinis are pretty popular early in the day.” 
 
    "Do you have anything from the big girl menu?" Alicia's smooth brow creased as she spoke, but the smile never left her face. My heart fluttered again. She was flirting with him right in front of me. Flirting with him while her foot still rested on my caged cock. It was hardly out of character for my dominant girlfriend. But that didn't make it any less crushing as I sat there helplessly and watched the stranger succumb to her charms. He never really had a chance. When she wanted to, Alicia could charm the birds out of the sky. She was more than a match for some horny young guy. 
 
    "A martini?" he tried. 
 
    "Good boy," Alicia purred, making my cock ache inside its tight prison. "He'll have water. He's driving." Alicia didn't even look at me as she spoke. She simply flicked her finger in my direction. Her eyes stayed on the young waiter, her smile encouraging his as they locked eyes in front of me. 
 
    “Awesome. As for food, should I grab you some menus?” 
 
    “No, that’s okay. Just the drinks for now.” 
 
    "All right." With a nod, the waiter turned and made his way back toward the bar. Alicia's eyes followed his movements, traveling up and down his body as though undressing him with her eyes. I saw the pink tip of her tongue in the corner of her mouth, curling over her teeth. Finally, she turned back to me. 
 
    “Oh, he’s cute,” she said. “Did you see me hitting on him?” 
 
    “Yes,” I admitted. Alicia giggled as she tapped her foot against my cock again. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “It’s good for you to see how I am with other guys. Do you think he likes me?” 
 
    "Of course he does," I said. "I bet he's never seen a woman like you before." Alicia laughed. She knew what I would say, of course. But it was true. I meant it. And she always loved to force these compliments out of me. But if she could truly see herself through my eyes, she would never have had to ask. To me, she was and is the most beautiful woman in the world. There wasn't a man alive, I felt sure, who could resist her. And if my ex-wife's behavior was a guide, not many women, either. 
 
    "What should I do?" Alicia said. I blinked in surprise. My girlfriend was never indecisive. Besides, I knew she wasn't really asking for my opinion. I knew how little it counted for. But still, I had to play the game. 
 
    “About what?” I took the bait. And Alicia leaned forward again, over the table, her bright eyes peering into mine as she smiled wickedly at me. 
 
    “About him,” she said. “You see, it was fun having you lick me in the changing room. But it’s only made me want more. I could really use a cock inside me right now. Not yours. Don’t get excited. But maybe his?” 
 
    “Holy shit,” I murmured. Alicia’s laughter burst out of her like music as she reveled in my discomfort. 
 
    "What?" she asked, feigning innocence while her foot still rested on my manhood. "You know what a horny girl I am. And you know what bossing you around does to me. You think I could talk him into a quickie in the bathroom?"  
 
    I felt breathless as I looked at Alicia, as though there was a tight band around my chest, squeezing my lungs. It was a feeling that I'd had before. But as usual, Alicia was displaying a remarkable gift for always pushing things further. Always finding that next level to take things to. When she had fucked Sasha and Trent right in front of me, I had thought we had reached the absolute peak of her domination of me. Yet somehow, she found yet another way to torment me. My mind raced. This young waiter was someone I would probably never see again, unlike Trent. It shouldn't really matter what he knew about me or thought about me. But the damning idea behind Alicia's latest adventure was the implication that my beautiful girlfriend would fuck just about anyone except me. 
 
    And all the while, Alicia smiled at me, her chin still propped in her hand as she waited for my answer. 
 
    "It's not a question of whether you could," I said, barely managing to choke out the words around the lump in my throat. 
 
    "Then what is it?" she asked. "Are you questioning whether I should? Because I'm horny. My pussy's wet, and he has a cock. One that's not all locked up in captivity. Seems like an easy solution to me." 
 
    I was speechless. Alicia was talking about her new plan as though it were the most obvious thing in the world, as though she were discussing whether to get a grocery order in or not. Before I could say anything, the waiter reappeared at our table with a drink in each hand. 
 
    "There you go, he said, setting Alicia's glass down in front of her and my sad water glass in front of me. "Enjoy." 
 
    "Thank you — what's your name? Alicia asked. A single finger slid through her dark hair as she spoke, coiling it playfully. 
 
    “Steve,” the young man said. 
 
    "Steve," Alicia repeated, as though it was some exotic syllable she had never heard before. "Thank you Steve. Tell me, do you have a bathroom?" I tried not to moan in despair at what I knew was a loaded question, even if Steve didn't realize it yet. 
 
    "Of course," he said. "They're right over there." He turned and pointed toward the back wall of the restaurant where an obvious sign marked the location of the bathroom. I felt Alicia's foot finally removed from my caged cock as she shifted in her seat. As Steve turned back to her, she held out one hand. It took him a moment to understand what she wanted. With a quick glance in my direction, Steve took Alicia's hand in his and helped her to her feet. Once she was upright, Alicia adjusted herself, tugging gently at her tight skirt that had risen up her legs while we sat. 
 
    "Can you come with me?" Alicia said, deploying now all her coquettish charm. "I mean, you don't seem too busy in here. And I'm old-fashioned in some ways. I think a lady should be escorted by a handsome young man like you."  
 
    Steve blinked uncertainly. I was willing to bet that this was the first time a customer had ever made such a bizarre request of him. But in a way, Alicia was right. Besides us and Steve, the only other person in the restaurant was the barman. He had nothing better to do. And I knew, probably better than anyone on earth, how hard Alicia was to say no to. I could only imagine what was going through Steve's head as he nodded and turned toward the bathroom. But I wasn't surprised. Alicia could get people to do anything, especially men. In some ways, she missed her calling. She should've been in sales instead of teaching kids. 
 
    Together, the two of them set off toward the back of the restaurant. Cheekily, Alicia threaded her arm through Steve's, her high heels echoing with every step she took. As they walked, she turned her head and looked over her shoulder at me. She winked provocatively, and I felt my cock surge again. Her ass strained the shiny material of her tight skirt with every step she took,and the outfit I'd chosen for her brazenly displayed her incredible figure. My naughty girlfriend looked like sex incarnate as she strutted across the restaurant, holding the arm of a stranger. What Alicia wanted, I knew, Alicia got. I trembled with fear and desire, certain that she was about to betray me again. 
 
    I watched as they disappeared into the corridor that led to the bathrooms. The bartender watched them go too, the only thing there was to look at in the empty restaurant. He didn't question what his coworker was doing. But as he looked over at me, I turned my face away. I didn't need to see the look of confusion on his face, to see the gears turning in his mind as he tried to figure out the nature of the relationship between Alicia and me. I couldn't figure it out myself, and I was part of it. I couldn't even explain to myself why I let her treat me this way. Yes, she was sexy. Yes, she was beautiful. But that's no reason to let someone take complete control of every facet of your life. And yet, that was what I had done. Alicia could do anything she wanted. She was flaunting that power right in front of me. Would she ever have gone to fuck a stranger in a bathroom in the middle of the day before? I doubted it. As forward as she could be, as willing to tolerate risk as she had seemed on the night I met her, I still had the sense that in a way, this was all about me. But knowing she had my cock locked away and completely under her control was changing her. Making her even more kinky. Making her even more uninhibited. I knew it was certainly changing me. Every day I spent in her service seemed to make the next outrage more acceptable. As though I was starting to believe in the game that we were playing. As though I was starting to fully believe that she actually was superior to me, that she had the right to treat me this way. That she deserved all the pleasure she could get, and that I deserved only to be manipulated and abused.  
 
    In my more lucid moments, I didn't really believe that. But my more lucid moments were getting more and more rare. This state of desperate longing, this deep sexual frustration of having my cock under her lock and key, was very much the norm for me. And it was altering the way I saw the world. 
 
    Alone at my table, I waited. Still, Steve didn't reappear. My heart sank with each passing second. The longer he was gone, the more certain I became that Alicia had gotten her way. That she had convinced him to fuck her right there in the bathroom of his workplace. If anyone could do it, I knew that she could, and even while my defeat grew more bitter with each passing second, my desire grew with it. Alicia was never more sexy than when she was being so outrageously selfish. She knew that as well as I did. Sitting alone at my table, sipping my water and forlornly watching condensation form on the glass of her untouched Martini, I wanted her as badly as ever.  
 
    Minutes felt like hours as they dragged slowly past. I waited and waited, and still my mistress did not reappear. Finally, I lurched to my feet. There was a bad idea pulsing in the base of my brain, and even though I knew it was a mistake, I couldn't help myself. As so often happened, I was in part the architect of my own torment. But that didn't stop me. I felt as though nothing could. In that dark part of my heart with which I was becoming more and more familiar by the day, I had to know. I had to go all the way into the darkness and the suffering. 
 
    I stumbled across the restaurant like a drunk, heading toward the bathroom. The bartender's eyes followed me, but he maintained his silence. Pushing open the door to the men's room, I stepped inside. Immediately, I heard Alicia's voice like a stab to my heart. She was shrieking in pleasure, her cries filling the echoing space of the restaurant bathroom, punctuated by grunts and moans from her new lover.  
 
    I couldn't see her. They had retreated into one of the stalls, locking the door for some spurious notion of privacy. Peering under the door, I could see Steve's shoes and Alicia's beautiful boots, both facing the same way. Both facing the back wall of the toilet stall. I gulped at the image that exploded inside my mind. My beautiful girlfriend bent over the toilet, her skirt pulled up around her waist while a stranger plunged his hard cock into her streaming pussy over and over again. The very act I wanted to do more than anything, and the thing I was most strictly forbidden, handed out to some young waiter as though it meant nothing at all.  
 
    Except I knew that wasn't true. I knew that part of the appeal for Alicia, part of the reason she was doing this in the first place, was specifically because she knew it would torture me. Because it turned her on to know that she could have these little adventures, and there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    There was nobody in the restaurant. But still, I feared discovery. So I hid myself in the stall next to theirs, closing and locking the door behind me. If either of them noticed I was there, they gave no sign of it. They were to wrapped up in their own sexual pleasure, abandoning themselves completely to pure physical ecstasy. Divided only by the thin partition between bathroom stalls, my head was mere inches from that of the woman I loved. I could hear everything. Not just her screams and cries of pleasure, but the deep groans that punctuated them. The way her breath caught in her throat, as though she couldn't scream loud enough to express what she was feeling. The way her high heels scraped on the floor, her beautiful body absorbing the eager thrusts of her new lover. It was absolute torture, of course. And yet, at least in part, I was doing it to myself. Alicia had seduced this young man specifically to torment me. But listening to them had been my idea.  
 
    Still, I couldn't tear myself away. Their sounds of pleasure were just too cruel and beautiful to ignore. My cock ached madly, desperately, and I barely even realized that I was reaching for it. My hand rubbed the cage pointlessly. I knew I couldn't get any pleasure that way. And I was forced to confront another humiliating realization. If I had been free in that moment, if the key to my chastity hadn't been swinging from Alicia's neck in time with Steve's thrusts into her body, I would have been in the next cubicle jerking myself off. I wouldn't have tried to stop them. I wouldn't have kicked open the door to the stall and pulled this interloper away from my girlfriend. I would've just listened and rubbed myself to a pathetic and solitary orgasm. 
 
    But even that was forbidden me. And so I simply sat in silence and listened as Alicia's shrieks tore the bathroom air. I listen to her orgasm, and its sheer intensity terrified me. Perhaps she didn't even know I was there, and so I couldn't tell myself that her histrionics were for my benefit. This was the real thing. This was how she truly felt to be betraying me with a stranger, to be getting nailed in a bathroom by a guy she had just met. To be living out all her slutty fantasies and knowing that her loyal boyfriend would be waiting for her, just as eager to serve as ever. 
 
    A deep grunt from the next stall told me that Steve had finished. I heard Alicia gasp at the sensation of his orgasm inside her. I cringed at the thought of another man filling her sweet pussy with his cum. I had just had sex with Alicia myself that very morning, but it didn't feel that way. It felt like months since I had been inside her. 
 
    While they gasped and groaned, slowly recovering themselves, I slid back the bolt of my own stall with exquisite care. Noiselessly, I tiptoed out of the bathroom and made my way back to the booth. 
 
    A few minutes later, Steve emerged. As though he couldn't stop himself, his eyes flicked toward me, then turned quickly away again as he headed for the bar. I heard Alicia coming before I saw her, her high heels echoing like gunshots on the hard floor. She was smiling as she approached me, her body swaying the way it always did, fully inhabiting herself in the afterglow of her pleasure. She basked in my attention as I watched her approach. She sat down in the booth on the other side of the table from me with a sigh. 
 
    "Fuck, that was good," she smiled. "Just what Miss Alicia needed." Reaching for her drink, she lifted the glass and took a big gulp, sighing with pleasure as she set it down again. Then, a new idea seemed to occur to her. Picking up a napkin, she threw it to the floor at her feet. 
 
    "Pick that up for me," she said, her eyes shining. "And while you're down there, I want you to take a look up my skirt. I want you to see what he did to me." 
 
    Without a word, I did as I was told. Sliding off my seat, I crouched under the table and picked up the napkin. I raised my head as Alicia parted her legs, sliding her skirt up her thighs to let me see. Helplessly, I peered into the darkness between her legs. Her pussy shone wetly in front of me, and my nose picked up the smell of sex. With a yawning sense of horror, I saw the white traces of another man's semen, slowly leaking out of my girlfriend's wet slit. My hands trembled as I climbed back into my seat, confronted with Alicia's sadistic smile. 
 
    "I thought I was wet before," Alicia giggled. "But now I'll be walking around the mall with his cum dripping down my legs. Your girlfriend's such a slut, isn't she? 
 
    “Yes,” I croaked, and Alicia giggled. 
 
    "Except for you. You have to earn this pussy that I just give away to other men. Speaking of which," she said, punctuating her words with another lengthy gulp of her drink. "Steve there fucked me pretty good. I mean, he's no Trent. But he's not bad. Good enough that I decided I want some more. His shift ends soon. I want to take him home with me. You don't mind, do you, chastity boy?" Her eyes glittered as she smiled. 
 
    “Of course I mind,” I said truthfully. And Alicia’s teeth shone as she grinned broadly. 
 
    “Of course you do,” she cackled. “That’s the whole point. But you’ll do it anyway. Because Miss Alicia says so.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    30. Alicia’s New Toy 
 
      
 
    “You sure you’re okay with this, bro?” 
 
    "Yes," I said through gritted teeth. 
 
    "Don't worry about him," Alicia said, her voice the low purr I was so familiar with when she was in full-on seduction mode. "He does what I tell him." 
 
    “This is really kinky,” Steve said. 
 
    "You have no idea," Alicia replied. I could hear the smile in her voice. The two of them sat in the backseat as I drove home. Or more correctly, to Alicia's place. We had started off the day at mine, but Alicia was adamant that she wanted the next chapter of my humiliation to take place on her turf. Fine by me. It was a very small consolation that I wouldn't have to watch a stranger fuck her in my bed. But a consolation all the same. Because there was no doubt in my mind that was what I was driving them to. Alicia had been more than clear about that. And young Steve could hardly believe his luck. That kind of thing never happened to me when I was his age. No sexy woman came to tell me she wanted no strings attached sex in the middle of the day the moment I got off my shift at work. Not for the first time, I found myself wishing I had met Alicia a lot earlier in my life than I did. 
 
    I tried to keep my eyes on the road, but the rearview mirror gave me a glimpse into the backseat. Alicia sat pressed up close to Steve, his arm around her waist, her legs hooked over his. As though she couldn't keep her hands off him. We always left town to play these wild games, and so the drive back to her house was long. And Alicia didn't waste a moment of it. Every time I glanced up in the rearview mirror, it seemed she had undressed him a little more. Button by button, his shirt opened. Soon, she was unfastening his belt. I heard him groan as she reached into his pants and began to stroke his cock. 
 
    "God, I can't wait to get you home and into bed," Alicia grinned, her teeth shining between her made up lips as she sat in his lap. "I want this cock inside me right now." 
 
    "Why wait?" Steve said. Alicia giggled. I looked in the mirror again as I heard them move. With his hands on her hips, Steve was pulling my girlfriend on top of him. Laughing gleefully, Alicia shifted, pulling up her skirt to straddle his hips. Of course, she wasn't wearing any panties. I was wearing those underneath my clothes. And so as she sat in his lap, facing him, her arms draped over his shoulders. I knew without needing to see it that his hard cock would be pressing against her pussy. And as I heard Alicia groan, the seat underneath her creaking as she sank down on top of him, I knew that Steve was inside her again. 
 
    "Fuck, this is so naughty," she moaned while her young lover buried his face in her cleavage. "But it feels so fucking good. Keep driving, chastity boy. If we're not finished by the time we get to my place, just keep driving until we are." 
 
    "Okay," I said through gritted teeth. And in the mirror, I saw Alicia's eyes blaze as her head whipped around to stare at me over her shoulder. 
 
    "What did you just say?" Her voice subtly dripped with menace. I gulped nervously. In the public space of the mall, even with all the humiliation she had put me through, she hadn't made me address her the way I normally did. But clearly, now that we were in private, that had changed. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” I said. And Alicia let out a burst of laughter that soon morphed into a moan of pleasure as she began to move up and down on top of her lover. 
 
    It was a long drive. And it was made infinitely longer by the sounds of pleasure that filled the car, echoing in my ears just as they had done in the bathroom. Soon, Alicia's moans and groans rose to wild shrieks of delight, and Steve grunted and moaned. He was pawing at her body, holding her tight, his fingers sinking into the soft skin of her ass as he lifted her up and down on his cock. In the mirror, I could barely see him. All I could see was her, from behind, her gorgeous hourglass figure moving up and down on top of his stiff cock as she fucked him. The blood roared in my ears as I battled unsuccessfully against my own desperate desire. It was a struggle to keep my eyes on the road, to watch the traffic all around us. I tried not to think about the possibility of discovery. I tried not to think about someone in a car next to ours looking over and seeing Alicia, her mouth open, head thrown back in delight as she sat in Steve's lap. It would be obvious what was happening. Once or twice on the drive, I heard another car honk, and felt my cheeks burn with shame at knowing that we had been spotted. But Alicia just laughed, abandoning herself to the moment as pleasure eclipsed everything else. 
 
    We were well within the limits of our own town when Alicia let out a high scream of pleasure. I cringed at her yell that seemed loud enough to shatter the glass of my car windows. My cock throbbed pathetically as I thought of her pussy tightening with orgasm, and I heard Steve moan at the sensation I longed for. He let out a long groan as Alicia panted above him, and I knew they had both reached orgasm. With a sigh, Alicia climbed out of his lap and flopped onto the seat beside him. 
 
    "Fuck," she panted, struggling to regain her breath. "This is fucking awesome." 
 
    “Yeah it is,” Steve grinned beside her, barely able to believe his good luck. Neither could I, for that matter. And I cringed with rage and jealousy and despair as I kept on driving, acting as a chauffeur while these two enjoyed themselves in the back seat. 
 
    Finally, I pulled into the driveway of Alicia’s house. The car door swung open as we all stepped out. Alicia took Steve’s hand, making me tremble with rage as I instead picked up the paper bag from the lingerie store. Cringing with embarrassment, I followed them as she led the way to the front door. We stepped inside, and I shut the door behind me. 
 
    Alicia wasn't wasting any time. And after all, we were far past the point of flirtation and seduction. My girlfriend had had two different cocks inside her already that day, mine once and Steve's twice. But she was eager for more. These kinky situations she constructed never failed to get her motor running, and as amazed as I was at her sexual energy, I wasn't surprised. It was just the way she was. Still holding Steve's hand, she led him toward the back of the house, toward the bedroom where I had spent so many thrilling hours. Still carrying the bag of underwear I had bought her, I followed. 
 
    In the bedroom, Alicia paused. Wrapping her arms around Steve, she kissed him. Then she turned to me with an evil little smile, reveling in the fact that I was watching. 
 
    “Go get a kitchen chair and bring it back here,” she ordered. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." As I turned toward the bedroom door, setting down the bag I carried on the floor, I had the confusion in Steve's voice. 
 
    "What are you doing?" he asked. But I didn't catch her answer as I hurried toward the kitchen and grabbed a chair. Picking it up, I brought it back to the bedroom. Unlike Steve, I had no doubts about what Alicia meant to use it for. But I was past the point of arguing. 
 
    “Come on, it’ll be fun,” Alicia said, her hand sliding over Steve’s chest as she spoke, deftly unbuttoning the buttons of his shirt again. “We do this all the time. He likes watching me. And I like being watched.” 
 
    “I — I don’t get it,” Steve said, his eyes darting toward me for just a second before returning to Alicia. 
 
    “You’ve never had a woman take control of you in the bedroom before?” She said in surprise, as though she could hardly believe that was possible. 
 
    “No,” said Steve. Suddenly, Alicia shoved him. Her hands on his chest, she pushed him back so that he fell onto the bed with a yelp of surprise. Standing above him, she placed her hands on her hips, and the look of desire on her face made me tremble as I watched. 
 
    "Well, this is definitely your lucky day," Alicia said. Both Steve and I watched her every movement as she turned and strode quickly toward her dresser drawer. The familiar clink of metal sounded as she produced a pair of handcuffs connected by a long chain. Hurrying back toward the bed, she bent her body over Steve. Stripping off his shirt, she fastened one of the cuffs to his wrists. Steve looked unsure of himself, but the look of delight on his face told me he wasn't about to fight. And Alicia didn't give him much chance to object. She ran the long chain of the cuffs through her headboard and fastened the other cuff to his wrist. 
 
    "This is so fucked up," Steve said, shaking his head. 
 
    "This is what I like,' Alicia said. "You want to fuck me again, don't you?" 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    "This is how I like to do it. I like boys who know their place. I like boys who do what they're told. You just lie there and concentrate on pleasing me." Totally in control now, Alicia reached for Steve's pants and unfastened them. He raised his hips off the mattress to help her. She pulled down both his pants and his underwear, tugging them over his feet and dropping them carelessly on the floor. His socks followed. In a matter of moments, he was lying naked on the bed, his chest rising and falling as he breathed rapidly, staring up at my girlfriend. Alicia stepped slowly toward him again, tutting under her breath. 
 
    “This won’t do,” she said in a disapproving voice. Steve trembled in his bondage as she ran a single finger over his flaccid cock. “There’s nothing more useless than a man with a soft cock.” 
 
    “I just need a minute,” Steve protested. Alicia chuckled. 
 
    "You boys," she said, shaking her head. "This is why every woman deserves at least a couple of boy toys. It takes more than one man to properly satisfy a woman. Even with both of you here, I can see I'm going to have to take care of things myself." 
 
    Lifting her hand from his body, Alicia moved toward her dresser drawer again. I knew it was where she kept many of her favorite toys, the various instruments that had helped her completely dominate me. When she produced a pair of cuffs and turned to me with a smile, I knew what they were for. 
 
    "Put the chair down. Take your clothes off." Wordlessly, I did as she said. I could feel Steve watching me as I quickly undressed. As I shed my pants, I heard him splutter with laughter. 
 
    "What the fuck?" he said. My cheeks burned as I felt him looking at me. 
 
    "I made him wear panties today," Alicia said, laughing too as she spoke. "After all, he's not a real man. So he doesn't get to wear men's underwear. He got to wear my panties while I went out without any. Come on, chastity boy. Sit down." Dying of shame, I did as Alicia said. I sat down on the hard kitchen chair, and she circled around behind me. I didn't protest as I felt her take my wrists and pull my arms back behind me. I didn't fight as the cuffs went on, locking me to the chair. I knew what was coming. I had learned to accept my fate. And as Alicia circled around to stand in front of me again, bending slightly to slip a finger under the waistband of my panties, I cringed at what I knew she was about to say. 
 
    "Look at that," she giggled as she pulled down the feminine underwear to reveal my caged cock. "That's why he does what I tell him. He doesn't get to cum otherwise. He doesn't get to fuck me. That's why I need you. I like to make him watch me fuck other men, knowing he's not worthy of my gorgeous pussy." Steve was staring at us while she spoke, his head raised from the pillow beneath them. Clearly, he had never seen anything like what Alicia was showing him. Until I met her, neither had I. His mouth hung open, as though he didn't know what to say. But the expression on his face told me everything I needed to know. This eager young man was suddenly having doubts. Suddenly wondering about just what he had gotten himself into with this strange woman. But it was too late. Just like I did, Steve had stumbled into Alicia's seductive trap. 
 
    "You guys are crazy," Steve said. But his words lacked conviction. As his eyes moved toward Alicia again, watching her sauntering toward him on the bed, I could see that his lust was as strong as ever. Already, his cock was thickening and hardening on his thigh, slowly rising into the air as he watched Alicia move. 
 
    “I guess I could see how it seems that way,” Alicia said. “But it makes perfect sense. Keeping him locked up makes him very obedient. That’s why he goes along with this. That’s why he let you fuck me in the restaurant. That’s why he’s going to sit quietly and watch while I play with you now.”  
 
    Alicia always loved being the center of attention, and she was definitely that now. We both watched, Steve as helpless as me as Alicia pulled off her top and unzipped her skirt and threw her bra to the floor. Soon, she was naked except for her boots and my key, still hanging from the chain around her neck. She toyed with it, sliding the key back and forth along the chain as she looked at Steve with unabashed hunger in her eyes. 
 
    "This is what happens to men who can't satisfy a woman," Alicia went on in a lecturing tone, as though she was teaching the world's kinkiest class. "Honestly, I think most men should be locked away and their keys held by women. It's the best way to ensure you satisfy us properly. You need to earn your orgasms. All of you. You can't be trusted with your own pleasure. Just think what a better world it would be if no guy could ever cheat on a woman again. If none of you could ever rape or assault a woman. If you had to ask for permission just to have an erection, just to masturbate. You know, I'm really starting to believe that male chastity is the future." 
 
    "You're fucking crazy," Steve said. But Alicia just laughed. She stepped over to the dresser drawer again, and I watched as she lifted one of her favorite vibrators out. Slowly, she climbed onto the bed beside Steve. The toy in one hand, she reached out with her other and gripped his cock. Now, he was rock hard again, ready for her. 
 
    “Don’t act like it’s not turning you on,” Alicia giggled, making Steve groan as she slowly stroked his manhood. “Giving up control is sexy. See? You like it. Besides, there should always be some risk if you’re going to be with a woman like me. That’s what makes it more exciting. A little bit of danger.” 
 
    Alicia released her hold on Steve's cock as she moved on the bed. She sat down beside him, her back against the headboard. Grinning at me, she spread her legs. I stared at her pussy shining in front of me, slick with desire, fat with pleasure and still hungry for more. The vibrator clicked, and Alicia sighed happily as she guided it between her legs, her eyelids fluttering momentarily as pleasure swelled through her. Spreading her legs further, she rested one booted foot on Steve's chest, the black leather shining in the light as it rose and fell in time with his breathing. 
 
    “I’m ready now,” Steve tried. 
 
    "I see that," Alicia laughed loudly. "It's too late, Steve. You need to be ready for me whenever I feel like getting fucked. That's rule one of serving a dominant woman." Her words turned into a long moan of pleasure as the vibrator did its work. She held it against her body, moving it up and down, its buzzing head sliding easily over her trembling lips and swollen clitoris. Her black hair shone as she tossed her head, thrusting her hips forward, giving in more and more to the delicious sensations that were obviously flowing through her. 
 
    Alicia loved being in control. I knew that. Nothing turned her on more than ordering me around, teasing me, humiliating me. But now, she had two men desperately yearning for her, both horny, both denied. I couldn’t even imagine what she must be feeling. But I could hear the rapture in her voice as she moaned in pleasure, the vibrator buzzing between her legs and driving all three of us wild in different ways. 
 
    "Oh my God," Alicia gasped as she gave into pleasure, "Oh my God, that feels so good!" Her eyes were closed, her head thrown back, her entire beautiful body convulsing as she rocked her hips against the vibrator. I watched her breasts swaying, her fat nipples engorged, the key to my release dangling between them and tormenting me with his inaccessibility. "How bad you want to fuck me, Steve? How bad do you want to stick that big dick into this tight little pussy?" As she spoke, the heel of her boot scraped over his skin, making the young man squirm in the bed beside her. 
 
    “Really bad,” he said, his voice tight with the strain of desire. 
 
    "Tell me," Alicia gasped. "Beg for this pussy." The vibrator buzzed relentlessly between her legs, and Alicia let out another loud shriek of pleasure. 
 
    "Please," Steve said uncertainly, gazing up at the woman who sat above him with the same kind of disbelief I used to feel when Alicia first bent me to her will. "Please let me fuck you." 
 
    “Call me… Miss Alicia,” Alicia said through her groans of pleasure, punctuating her command by jabbing her boot heel into Steve’s chest again. I remembered all too well how it felt to be ordered to debase yourself like that. The confusion and doubt that came with submitting to her, feeling your desire overtake your good sense. Steve was new to this game that I was a veteran of, but he seemed to have no more ability to resist my girlfriend than I did. 
 
    "Please, Miss Alicia," he groaned, and Alicia let out a wild yell of pleasure to know she had conquered another man. "Please let me fuck you, Miss Alicia!" 
 
    The bed shook to the convulsions of Alicia's body. Another orgasm rocked her, making her legs thrash as she howled ecstatically. As her climax tore through her, Alicia opened her eyes, her smooth cheeks flushed with the red glow of pleasure. Switching off the vibrator, she let it drop onto the mattress. Rolling over onto her knees, she loomed above Steve, one hand on his chest, the other on his cock. I watched my key dangle from around her neck, hovering above him. The mouthwatering swell of her ass tormented me where I sat in the chair, ignored and helpless, only fit to watch yet another bitter humiliation. 
 
    "What will you do for me?" Alicia teased, slowly stroking Steve's cock and making him moan and groan to her touch. "How bad do you want this pussy?" 
 
    "I'll do anything," Steve panted. I closed my eyes for a moment, realizing better than he did the danger he was in. Alicia wasn't the kind of woman you wanted to give that power to. 
 
    "I thought you'd say that," Alicia grinned. "Tell you what. I'll climb onto that cock and ride it, but you better make me cum. You better please me. And don't you dare cum before I give you permission. If you give me what I want, you can be one of my lovers. I'll give you the best blow job you ever had in your life, and let you fuck me again. But if you don't please me? That cock gets locked away. Just like my boyfriend's over there." 
 
    Steve gasped at Alicia's words, and I almost gasped myself. She had spoken before about locking up another man's cock, and I still didn't understand the feelings it gave me. It made me jealous in some weird way, as though her holding my key was something special between us. And yet, I had to admit it was also incredibly sexy. The idea that she would give herself that kind of power over another man, that she could get away with it. Of course, I knew that she could. I knew I wasn't the only guy who would fall so deep for her that he would give up control of his own sexuality just to be with her. And after only a moment's pause, Steve proved me right. 
 
    "Okay," Steve panted, his resistance seeming to visibly break in front of me. "Okay, Miss Alicia. I agree." 
 
    "Oh my God, this is fucking awesome!" Alicia clapped her hands together in glee, bouncing up and down on top of the bed in excitement. Turning toward me for a moment, she flashed a delighted grin that was hard not to reciprocate, even in the agonizing position I was in. Then, she turned her attention back to Steve. Climbing on top of him, she took his cock in her hand and guided it inside her. I heard him moan with pleasure at the feel of her slick pussy closing around his manhood, tightly gripping his shaft the way it had on mine just that morning. 
 
    “Remember the rules,” Alicia said, placing her hands on Steve’s heaving chest. “No orgasm until I give you permission. You’re here for my pleasure. Remember that.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Alicia moaned happily as she began to move up and down. I watched her buttocks tense and relax, her thighs swelling rhythmically as she rode him. Her dark hair hung around her face, obscuring her features, but I caught glimpses of her open mouth, her closed eyes, her flushed skin as she once again climbed the mountain of sexual pleasure. 
 
    The cuffs that held Steve to the headboard rattled as he struggled against them. I could see the tension in his body, the desperate desire to hold back while my gorgeous girlfriend rode on top of him. It was a feeling I knew all too well. The battle against yourself, the helpless struggle not to do the most natural thing in the world. But the stakes couldn’t be higher. Steve only had to look over at me, locked in chastity, dressed in panties and tied to a chair, to know the fate that awaited him if he failed. 
 
    And of course, Alicia was in heaven. She gave free rein to her dominant desires, bouncing aggressively on top of Steve's cock as she rode him hard. Soon, I could see another orgasm was flowing over her, her legs squeezing Steve's hips, her cries filling the air of the bedroom as she charged toward another climax. Her cries were torn from her throat, echoing in my ears as I watched. 
 
    "Please, Miss Alicia," Steve begged as her cries slowly subsided. "Please, I need to cum! Please?" 
 
    Alicia opened her eyes. I knew all too well the evil smile that showed on her face as she grinned down at her new prisoner. 
 
    “No,” she said, savoring the word as it left her lips. “Orgasm denied. And if you can’t control yourself, I’m going to lock that cock away for good.” 
 
    "Oh my God," Steve moaned beneath her, his head flopping back onto the pillow. And Alicia growled with pleasure, continuing to ride him while he writhed beneath her. 
 
    Slowly, Alicia began to pant and sob with pleasure again. And Steve lay beneath her with his eyes screwed shut, his face a mask of struggle and strain. But it was no use. He was only human, after all. I cringed as I heard a loud sigh escape from his parted lips, and Alicia howled with laughter on top of him. 
 
    "Oh, poor boy," she mocked as Steve moaned in an intoxicating mixture of pleasure and despair. "You just couldn't hold out any longer, could you?" She was still moving on top of him, still sliding her pussy up and down his cock. He opened his eyes, staring up at her in disbelief. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Miss Alicia,” he said. 
 
    "I'm not." I heard him moan again as Alicia reached down and slid his cock out of her pussy. Tossing another careless smile in my direction, she moved over to the famous dresser drawer. I stared in disbelief as she removed the chastity device from it, the exact same model as mine. Slowly, she stepped toward Steve. He raised his head from the mattress, his lips trembling as she took his softening cock in her hands. 
 
    “Well, I guess I have myself another chastity boy,” Alicia said as she slid the cage onto his manhood and locked it shut. “You know, it’s really amazing what you can get at the mall these days.” 
 
    

  

 
        
            
                
            
        

    
   
    Teaching Him A Lesson: Parts 31-37 
 
    31. Training The New Boy 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I can come in today. I dunno. It's just, like, in my throat and stuff. Feels like I'm losing my voice. Yeah, for sure. Okay. Okay. Thanks." 
 
    Steve hung up the phone and set it down on the bedside table. His eyes were wide as he turned his face toward Alicia. As though he couldn’t quite believe what was going on. As though he couldn’t quite believe what he had just done. But I could. I knew as well as Alicia did that she was going to make him do far more interesting things than call in sick to work. 
 
    Alicia sat between us in the bed, practically vibrating with joy. And why shouldn't she? She was a woman who loved being in control, and this was the ultimate expression of that. It was no longer just me that she had this fearsome power over. Now, she had two frustrated men to play with. And one thing I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt was that Alicia would not lack for ideas of what to do with us. Steve had no idea what he was in for, but I did. I couldn't predict the exact actions of my dominant girlfriend, of course. But I knew the kind of direction they would take. 
 
    “Okay, that’s done,” Alicia giggled. “Now I have you to myself all day. You know what’s weird?” 
 
    “No,” Steve said quizzically, “what’s weird?” 
 
    "That I have two slave boys here whose only purpose in life is to please me, and yet no one's licking my pussy right now."  
 
    A grin spread slowly across Steve's face. All three of us had slept naked, jammed up together in Alicia's bed. She had lain between us, frustrating us both with the proximity of her beautiful body. I didn't get much sleep, and I knew that Steve hadn't either. I remembered all too well my own first night in chastity, and how difficult it had been to think of anything but sex. That was even more true with Alicia naked between us. And, of course, she had made the most of the situation. Throughout the night, she had alternately snuggled up against one or the other of us. Every time it wasn't me, I felt a bright stab of jealousy.  
 
    The worry wasn't that she might sleep with someone else. After all, my slutty mistress already did that. My real fear with that she might come to have romantic feelings for someone other than me. And even though she had just met Steve, even though they knew nothing about each other, even though this was clearly a relationship based purely on sex, I couldn't help but resent every cuddle, every kiss, every affectionate word this interloper shared with Alicia. 
 
    But I couldn't say anything. Our mistress would tolerate no dissent, no rivalry between us. She had made that abundantly clear over the course of the night we had spent together, the two of us doing everything we could to please this insatiable woman. Before the lights finally went out, Alicia had enjoyed countless orgasms, from our mouths or fingers or her own impressive toy collection. No matter how we begged and pleaded, we had been cruelly denied any of our own. But that was the game Alicia loved to play. I knew that, even if Steve was only just beginning to learn it. Our desperate desire was both her chief weapon and her great joy. It's not easy being in love with someone like that. 
 
    And yet that was the position I was in. As I watched Steve pull aside the blanket to expose Alicia's beautiful body, as I watched him lower his face between her parted thighs and saw her expression change from one of excitement to one of physical pleasure, I had no doubt that I loved this woman. I loved her as wildly and desperately as I desired her. There is no greater compliment I can give her than that. 
 
    As Steve attended to her needs, Alicia had closed her eyes for a moment. But now she opened them again, turning their bright blue glow on me. Staring into my face with a smile as she taunted me with her pleasure and power. Her full breasts bounced on her chest as she breathed, her rib cage expanding as her body filled with bliss. Her teeth showed between her lips as she smiled, fully absorbed in her dominant persona. 
 
    “Lay my clothes out for me, Pete,” Alicia ordered, her voice not yet overcome with the noise of ecstasy. She was still able to be composed, even as Steve’s head rocked back and forth between her legs, his young body sprawled on the mattress beneath her, one of her bare feet resting on his shoulder as she enjoyed his worship of her body. “Get my goddess outfit.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I knew what it meant, but I still couldn't keep myself from getting excited. I knew how that outfit made Alicia look. It still haunted my dreams. Even though I had seen her in no end of other provocative situations, the outfit still did something to me on a primal level I could barely understand. Even just thinking about it was enough to make my cock pulse inside its captivity. 
 
    I rose from the bed. Alicia watched me as I stepped across the room toward her closet. Little gasps of pleasure were beginning to rise from her throat, and I could hear the wet sound of Steve's tongue against my girlfriend's pussy. I tried to control the simmering rage that was indistinguishable from desire as I rifled through Alicia's clothes. She was trying to make me jealous, and it was working spectacularly. I could feel it building up inside me, fueling my desire for this cruel woman as she luxuriated in utter bliss. But my job was clear. Serving Alicia didn't only mean sexually, much as I might wish it did. 
 
    In the closet, I found the items I was looking for. The black satin corset. The slick latex pants. The tall boots with their wicked high heels and the riding crop holstered along the shaft of one of them. Carrying the items, I turned back toward the bed where my girlfriend lay and set them down. Alicia was now fully in the throes of pleasure, her dark hair streaming down from her scalp as she threw back her head, her throat swelling with cries of passion. Without further orders, I simply stood there and watched. Watched while my girlfriend betrayed me again, helping herself to forbidden pleasure while I stood in silence like a man locked out of the gates of heaven. I stood there, my cock throbbing with pain as it tried to harden inside the cage only she could free me from. I stood and watched until Alicia's loud cries rang out in the bedroom. I watched the muscles in her neck tighten, her hands clasping the back of Steve's head as she pressed her hips forward, driving her spasming pussy against his mouth. I watched her convulse in pleasure yet again, lording her control over us both, the only one of the three of us who was permitted that kind of rapture. And I watched as her orgasm peaked and started to recede, her eyes opening as her cries tailed off. I watched her use her foot on Steve's shoulder to push him callously away. 
 
    "Good boy," Alicia said, taking a deep breath and letting it out noisily. "Fuck, this is so great. I thought it was fun having one chastity boy, but two of you? This is amazing. Stay here while I get cleaned up." 
 
    The movements of her body were heavy with pleasure as Alicia made her way across the mattress. Steve rolled over, moving away to let her past. She swung her legs down onto the floor and stood. We both watched her go, two sets of hungry male eyes devouring her every move as she strode naked and free out of the bedroom, tormenting us with her incredible body. 
 
    Once she was gone, Steve sighed. 
 
    “This is fucked up, bro,” he said. “This is how you live?” 
 
    "Yeah," I said reluctantly. Frankly, I was unwilling to talk to him at all. Better for me if he could remain an object, nothing more than a prop, a toy Alicia was using to reinforce her dominance of me. Not a real person with his own thoughts and feelings and ideas. That was what worried me the most. If he was just a sex toy my girlfriend used, like one of her vibrators, I didn't have to like it, but I could take it. But I certainly didn't want to be his friend. 
 
    "Your girlfriend's crazy." 
 
    "You're the one who let her lock you up," I said, finally meeting his eyes. "Trust me. She's going to have you so horny you'll do anything for her. You have no idea what she's capable of. You can't get out now." Steve's brow furrowed as he looked at me. 
 
    "You mean she's got you here against your will?" he said. 
 
    "No," I admitted. "No. If you tell her you don't want to play anymore, she will unlock you and let you go. She probably just won't play with you ever again. But this shit isn't easy." 
 
    “No, it isn’t,” Steve said. “But it’s hot though. I mean, she’s amazing.” 
 
    “You have no idea.” 
 
    Our conversation was cut short by Alicia walking back into the bedroom. Her eyes were bright as she grinned at us both, surveying her property. 
 
    "You can dress me now," she smiled. "Then it's time for some chastity boy training." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said. I could feel Steve's eyes watching me as I stepped toward the clothes on the bed. Alicia simply waited. I started with the corset. Stepping behind Alicia, I wrapped it around her body while she held her arms out of the way. Practice had made me an old hand at the task, and I soon had it tightened around her torso. I pulled on the laces until she told me to stop, feeling my cock surge predictably at the sight of her body molded into a gorgeous hourglass shape.  
 
    Then, she moved toward the bed and sat down. Taking up her latex pants, I kneeled at her feet and began the laborious task of pulling them on. The stretchy material clung to her body the way I would've liked to, and her pussy tantalized me as it hovered in front of my face. But I knew my role. Slowly, I dressed her, easing the rubber pants up her body until I pulled them into position around her waist. 
 
    "Boots," Alicia said curtly. "You can each do one. Come on, Steve. There's more to serving me than just eating my pussy on command." Rising to my feet, I picked up Alicia's boots on the floor and held one out toward Steve. He looked as uncertain as ever, but he stepped forward and took the footwear in his hand. Moving back toward Alicia, I kneeled at her feet once again. Smiling, she raised one foot and pointed at me, allowing me to slide the boot into place. As I pulled up the zipper and began to work on the many silver buckles that pulled the leather tighter around her calf, Steve kneeled beside me. Alicia was beaming as he began to put on her other boot. 
 
    I finished first. Sitting back on my knees, I gazed up at my goddess in one of my favorite outfits, the blood roaring in my ears as I drank in her beauty like some wild intoxicant. While Steve still fussed with her other leg, Alicia drew the riding crop out of its holster. Its flexible shaft bent between her hands as she stared down at the younger man, petite showing as she bit her lower lip in obvious desire. Finally, Steve was finished. Following my lead, he stayed on his knees at the feet of our mistress. 
 
    “How do I look?” The question was directed at her new conquest. 
 
    “You look amazing,” Steve said. 
 
    "Wrong!" The riding crop slashed through the air and cracked against Steve's thigh. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    "You call me Miss Alicia now," Alicia said in a voice that dripped with cold fury. As she spoke, the tip of the riding crop traveled up Steve's chest until it was at his chin, tilting his head up to look at our goddess. "Just like this other slut does. Understand?" 
 
    “Yes,” Steve croaked, and I could see the struggle on his face. The struggle I knew well between pride and desire, the need to resist and the craving to give in. It was an unequal contest that he had no more chance of winning than I did. “Yes, Miss Alicia,” he said, his shoulders slumping a little as he spoke. And Alicia was practically glowing with pleasure as she loomed above us. 
 
    "You need to apologize properly," Miss Alicia said, her stern expression undercut by the mischievous light in her eyes. "Show me you know your place is beneath me. I want you to kiss my feet." The riding crop hissed in the air again as she pointed toward her toes. Steve gasped. 
 
    "Are you serious?" Beside him, I cringed. I knew Alicia better than he did. But as the riding crop slashed through the air, cracking again against his thighs and making him howl in pain, I knew that Steve was coming to understand what kind of woman my girlfriend was. 
 
    "Do it," Alicia snapped. "Otherwise, you'll be lucky if I let you cum this year." To punctuate a statement, she struck him with the crop again. Steve growled in pain, but I knew which would sting more. The threat of being denied orgasm was even more of a weapon than her riding crop was.  
 
    And I knew better than anyone the internal struggle he was dealing with. But slowly, desire won. He inched back on his knees, and his hands dropped to the floor. Looking up at Alicia the whole time, he lowered his face to the floor and planted a tentative kiss on the shiny toe of her boot. Alicia smiled, her breasts bouncing a little in her tight corset as she wiggled adorably, adjusting her position on the mattress above us. She was obviously turned on. Being in charge did that to her. Sexual tension crackled in the air between us as we both crouched at her feet. 
 
    "Keep kissing," Alicia ordered. "That's what you do now. You worship me and grovel at my feet like my boyfriend does. Go on, lick them. You know you want to. Lick my boots and tell me you realize that I'm your goddess now." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," Steve moaned. "You are my goddess. You're so beautiful, Miss Alicia." 
 
    “I know,” Alicia smirked. The tip of her riding crop cracked against Steve’s raised ass, making him jump. But he kept kissing and licking the way she wanted. Another man humbled by her beauty and her ego. 
 
    "Stay there," Alicia ordered. With the crop still in her hands, she rose to her feet. Steve lifted his head from the floor but stayed on his hands and knees as she stepped past him. Both our heads turned to watch as she moved toward her dresser and rummaged in a different drawer. Beneath the long tresses of her jet-black hair, the laces of the corset followed the inward curve of her back toward the mouthwatering swell of her ass as it pressed against the shiny latex of her pants. I was enraptured, and I knew Steve was too. While Alicia fiddled with something we couldn't see, we both stared at her, hungry as wolves but far more tame. 
 
    Finally, Alicia turned back to us. She held a silver necklace in her free hand, one I knew well. The key to my chastity device dangled from it the way it always did. Except now, another key had joined it. Another cock for my mistress to own. 
 
    Encased in her shiny goddess outfit, Alicia took a seat on the bed above us again. 
 
    "You. Steve. How badly do you want to cum right now?" 
 
    "Badly, Miss Alicia." I knew it was a trap. And maybe deep down, Steve did too. After all, nothing Alicia said or did was ever as simple as it seemed. But he was too far gone with lust to care. Just like I was in his position. Just like I was now, watching my mistress so completely dominate another man. A man she had only just met. If anything, Alicia was moving even faster than she had with me, leaving her new slave in no uncertainty about what it meant to serve a dominant woman. But then, I told myself, I had given her plenty of practice. If Alicia had ever doubted her sexual power, she didn't anymore. My entire life was ample proof of its potency. 
 
    "I'm thinking about letting you," Alicia said. "But in return, you have to do exactly as I tell you. You'll only get to cum when and where and how I say from now on. And if I decide to give you such a gift, you need to be extra obedient afterward." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Steve didn't even hesitate. He was so far gone in desire that he would agree to anything. And the respectful address Alicia demanded fell more easily from his lips every time he uttered it. Soon, I knew, it would feel as natural to him as it did to me. So that even sometimes when we weren't playing, when we were just being as close as we ever got to being a regular boyfriend and girlfriend, I would accidentally call her Miss Alicia, and she would laugh at the reminder of our unequal positions. 
 
    "Okay," Alicia grinned. "Stand up." Steve rose to his feet like a rocket, his caged cock swinging with the speed of his movements as he stood in front of Alicia. As she reached out and took hold of his manhood, Steve groaned. Alicia slid the key inside and unlocked the device, deftly removing it. At once, Steve's cock was rock hard, rising into the air in front of Alicia's face. His hands clenched at his sides as she gently stroked it, teasing it, enjoying watching it throb to her every touch.  
 
    But even though he was free, I noticed that Steve didn't move. It was his chance to get what he wanted, and yet he didn't. Maybe Alicia had a gift for picking men with submissive tendencies, or maybe she just brought that out in anyone. But either way, even uncaged, Steve wasn't fighting her. 
 
    "Okay," Alicia said, her voice soft now as she set the chastity device down beside her on the bed. "Back down on your knees where you belong." Steve looked puzzled, but he did what he was told. I had a feeling I knew what was coming. Alicia crossed her legs, and her tight latex pants groaned as one thigh slid over the other, the stretchy fabric growing even tighter around her. One boot bounced in front of Steve, its toe pointing at his erect cock. 
 
    "Stroke yourself," Alicia ordered. "Look at me while you jerk off. I want you to cum all over my boot. I want you to see how worthless your male slime is to me. Go on, start stroking. Hurry up, before I change my mind and lock you back up again." 
 
    That did the trick. At once, Steve reached for his cock. Alicia giggled as he began to pump his fist around it, groaning in suppressed desire as he masturbated for her amusement. Again, her riding crop slid over his chest and stomach, tapping gently against the head of his cock to make him wince while Alicia enjoyed the show. 
 
    Suddenly, she turned to me. 
 
    "How are you doing down there, chastity boy? Feeling ignored?"  
 
    "A little, Miss Alicia." She laughed at that. 
 
    "Well, I haven't forgotten about you. Since you're staring at my ass so much, why don't you go ahead and kiss it?"  
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Without a moment's hesitation, I started forward on my knees. Alicia laughed as I bent forward over the edge of the bed and pressed my lips to her latex-clad ass. I showered her thigh and ass with kisses, luxuriating in the slick feel of her latex pants under my hands and lips. And Alicia posed and preened above us, thoroughly enjoying our humble servitude as we worship her like the goddess she was. 
 
    Beside me, Steve groaned. I tried my best to ignore him, to forget he was even there. But it wasn't easy with his sounds of pleasure in my ear. I heard him grunt, and heard Alicia gasp, and I knew he had released all over my mistress's boot. I kept on kissing her ass, concentrating on that, devoting all my attention to her beautiful body while she savored the humiliation of her new slave. 
 
    "There we go," Alicia said in her most condescending voice. "Look at that. You really made a mess on mistress's boot. You looked ridiculous, tugging on your pathetic cock for me. But I bet that feels better, doesn't it?"  
 
    “A little, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Well, for now, a little is all you get. You should consider it an honor to polish my boots with your cum. My other slave does. Don't you, chastity boy?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I lifted my lips from her ass to speak, and Alicia took the opportunity to push my head gently but firmly away from her. I sat back on my knees, on the floor next to Steve. Now I could see the hot white explosion of his cum of the front of Alicia's boot. My cock throbbed at the memory of how she had done the same to me. How she loved to use my ejaculate as polish for those gorgeous boots. Steve's face was flushed pink with a mixture of sexual excitement and deep embarrassment. But I knew that Alicia was only getting started with him. The most humiliating sexual experience of his life was like a regular Tuesday for me now. 
 
    "Stay," Alicia ordered. Rising to her feet again, she crossed the room to her special drawer and came back with a pair of handcuffs. The corset creaked as she crouched behind Steve. He didn't try to fight her as she pulled his arms behind him and locked his wrists in place. If anything, he looked excited. I wasn't trying to look at his cock, but I noticed, flaccid as it was, a slight twitch as Alicia bound his arms. 
 
    Rising to her feet, Alicia circled around to stand in front of him again. 
 
    "Get up," she ordered. The handcuffs barely seemed to bother Steve as he rose easily to his feet. Alicia reached toward the bed and picked up his chastity device. I saw Steve's face fall. But still he didn't resist as she began to slide the tube onto his cock. 
 
    "Soft cocks are no use to me," Alicia said, staring up at the tall young man as she locked his manhood way. I enviedhim the view as he stared down at her breasts threatening to spill out of her tight black corset with every breath she took. "Now this is going to stay locked up until I decide I want to play with it again. And the best way you can persuade me to do that is to do exactly as you're told." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," Steve groaned as the lock clicked shut. Smiling now, Alicia turned back to the bed. I watched her pick up the necklace and fasten it around her neck. Both our keys hung just above her cleavage now, mine with my name engraved on it, his blank. I can only imagine the feeling of power that must be flowing through Alicia as she wore the keys to the sexual pleasure of two men around her neck. And I knew what that feeling of power did to her. It only made her hungry for more. 
 
    "Look at this mess on my boot," Alicia said. Her dark hair swayed around her face as she turned her eyes on me. "Clean that up for me, Pete." Still kneeling, I gazed up at her in astonishment. But I knew that Alicia never joked about these things. The task revolted me, and that was the idea. I had to do as she said. Rising to my feet, I set out toward the bedroom door. 
 
    "Where are you going?" 
 
    “To fetch some paper towels, Miss Alicia,” I answered. 
 
    "There's no need for that. Where are your clothes?" I gulped as she spoke. My clothes lay beside the bed, discarded the night before as we played our wild games. Alicia looked at me, her hands on her hips as she masterminded my latest disgrace. 
 
    "Use your boxer shorts," she ordered. "Wipe it all up. There's a good boy. Give them a good polish while your down there. And be quick about it." Tossing her head, Alicia swept her hair back from her face and sat down on the mattress again. She crossed her legs with Steve's cum glistening on her shiny boot. Steve himself stayed standing, ignored for now the way I had been, cock locked and hands immobilized. Alicia gave her orders as though it never even occurred to her that I might disobey. She was right. 
 
    Finding my underwear in the pile of discarded clothes, I kneeled at her feet and began to use them as a rag to wipe up another man's cum. I grimaced in disgust as I smeared his fluids over the leather, but Alicia didn't care. She simply watched me, her blue eyes glowing from underneath her eyelids as I performed yet another submissive task. 
 
    “You should count yourself lucky,” Alicia said as I wiped and polished her boot. “I could’ve made you do it with your mouth.” 
 
    “Thank you for not making me do that, Miss Alicia,” I said. Alicia’s laughter echoed in the bedroom at my response. 
 
    

  

 
   
    32. Sasha’s Adventure 
 
      
 
      
 
    "What else does she do to you?" 
 
    I looked at Steve as he spoke. I knew it wasn't his fault. He was caught up in something greater than himself, the same dominant sexual power Alicia wielded to so completely control me. Of all people on earth, I ought to have been the most sympathetic to his situation. After all, it was so similar to mine. But I couldn't keep myself from feeling a faint sense of resentment.  
 
    I wished he wasn't there. Bad enough that Alicia had fucked this young waiter in the bathroom at the mall while I waited meekly for her to return. But now that he was her new chastity slave, I felt somehow even more threatened. After all, I still had Trent to contend with, and Alicia had made it clear that she thoroughly intended to see him again. But in the meantime, she had taken this young man in and taken possession of his cock the same way she did with mine. Now, I knew, I would have to compete with him for her attentions. With every new development of our relationship, I could see the likelihood of me getting to actually have sex with my girlfriend getting ever more remote. That was exactly how she liked it. And I liked it too, in my own masochistic way. But that doesn't mean it was in any sense easy to deal with. 
 
    I couldn't blame Steve for asking the question. Of course, he wanted to know what lay ahead of him. But when I looked at his youthful face, I didn't see trepidation or fear or nervousness. I saw excitement. 
 
    "Whatever she wants," I said with a scowl. "That's the point. Just you wait. If you think you want to fuck her now, just wait until she's kept you locked away for a few days. Or a few weeks. You'll do anything just to please her. And she knows it. She loves to humiliate men, to break us down and turn us into her playthings." 
 
    "Sounds hot," Steve said. I didn't say anything. There was no talking to the man. And honestly, I knew the truth. In his situation, I felt much the same thing. If anything, he seemed to have even less doubts about it than I did. This was all just one big adventure to him, a wild weekend of kinky fun with the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. Then again, I told myself, he didn't love Alicia like I did. 
 
    The sound of high heels echoed through the house, and Steve turned his face toward it. Alicia was approaching. I kept cooking, my mistress's hot breakfast almost ready as she appeared in the kitchen doorway. Steve had been no help; his hands were still cuffed behind his back. Evidently, Alicia didn't quite trust him yet not to resist her, and she wanted more leverage. With me, on the other hand, she had no such concerns. My arms were left free to serve her better, and while I cooked her breakfast, Steve watched and peppered me with pointless questions. He would soon learn for himself what it meant to serve my girlfriend. I didn't want to talk about it. 
 
    "Okay, boys," Alicia said. "I love having you running around the house naked with your little cocks locked away. But I also like to bring you down a peg or two. And few things do that better than reminding you that you're not real men. After all, real men wouldn't let woman lock up the little cocks and turn them into groveling bitch boys. So here. Put your panties on like the bitches that you are." 
 
    Setting aside my spatula, I turned toward her. She held both arms out straight in front of her, a pair of panties dangling from each hand. She was grinning, delighted with what was going on. Steve stood beside me, gazing at her in shock and embarrassment. And I was embarrassed too. It would hardly be the first time Alicia had made me dress up in something feminine for her.  
 
    Stepping forward, I took a pair of panties from her hand, the same pale blue pair I had worn to the mall the previous day. Alicia's eyes traveled over my body as I put them on right there in the kitchen. When I was finished, she shook the other pair at me. 
 
    “Put these on him,” she ordered. “I’m not doing it. Now I have two slave boys, I shouldn’t have to do anything for myself.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said, choking down my distaste for the task. I didn't want to talk to Steve, and I didn't even want to look at him. I certainly didn't want to touch them. But the key to both our chastity devices was dangling above Alicia's stunning cleavage, an unnecessary reminder of the incredible power she wielded. Taking the pink panties from her hand, I turned toward Steve. He watched me approach, his face frozen in a look of shock as I reluctantly approached. 
 
    "Don't fight it," I muttered. "She'll just punish you in some way. And then you'll end up doing it anyway." Alicia obviously heard me, because she spluttered with laughter that filled the kitchen as she enjoyed our predicament. Silently, Steve nodded. Bending, I held out the panties, and he stepped into them one foot at a time. Alicia grinningly watched me pull them up his body, finally stretching the fabric his caged cock. The cruel device strained against the thin fabric, clearly visible. Alicia's panties were far too small for either of us. But that was the point. We were supposed to be uncomfortable. We were supposed to never forget our lowly position. As if we could, with our cocks locked away and Alicia in her goddess outfit doing her best to keep them throbbing painfully in a useless attempt to harden. 
 
    “That’s better,” Alicia smirked. “Is my breakfast ready?” 
 
    “Pretty much, Miss Alicia,” I said, turning back to the stove. 
 
    "Good. Serve it to me in the living room. You. Come here." That last part was for Steve. While I picked up the spatula again, he stepped toward her. I heard him grunt as Alicia took hold of his caged cock through the panties he wore. Turning, she led him briskly across the room, and he hurried after her, led by the cock literally as well as figuratively. 
 
    When her breakfast was ready, I switched off the stove's burner. Retrieving a plate from a cabinet, I put the omelette I had made for her on it. Carrying it toward the living room, I saw Alicia sitting on the sofa. Her legs were stretched out in front of her, her boots shining as she crossed them at the ankle, resting them on Steve's shoulder. He was on his knees facing her, gazing at her in a look of helpless desire. And she seemed to be ignoring him. Instead, she smiled at me as I carried her omelette, together with some cutlery, toward her. Taking the plate from me, she placed it in her lap. 
 
    “This looks good,” she said. “Go get my phone. It’s in the bedroom.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I had long ago stopped expecting thanks from her for a job well done. After all, it was my duty to serve her, the price I paid for the wild excitement of being her slave. As I made my way toward the bedroom, I heard the cutlery clatter against the plate as Alicia began to eat. I carried her phone back to her, trying to ignore the constant throbbing in my cock as I peered down the front of her corset to see her breasts straining against the tight garment and my key shining above them. 
 
    As I handed the cell phone to her, Alicia set down the cutlery next to her half-eaten breakfast. I stayed where I was, awaiting further instructions. I couldn't quite see the button she pressed, but as she swept her dark hair back from one ear and held the phone against it, I could hear the ringing on the other end of the line. 
 
    "Hey," Alicia said as somebody on the other end answered. I could hear the smile in her voice, and knew whoever she was calling would be able to as well. "You'll never guess what I'm up to." I heard the person on the other end of the line say something, but I couldn't make out the words. It sounded like a woman's voice. Alicia laughed in response. 
 
    “True,” she said. “But I think you’d be impressed if you could see me right now.” Lifting her head, Alicia looked up at me and snapped her fingers. “You. Kneel,” she said in her most commanding voice, pointing at the floor in front of her as she spoke. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Circling around the couch, I bent to do as she said. Alicia lifted the plate out of her lap and set it down on the sofa beside her. Uncrossing her legs, she lifted them off Steve shoulder's and placed both feet on the floor. As I kneeled down at her feet, Alicia spoke into the phone again. 
 
    "Of course that was your husband," she said, looking at me as she spoke. "But this time, he's not alone. Okay, both of you. Start licking my boots like the little bitch boys you are." Laughter rang out from the phone, and Alicia laughed in response. Now I knew it was Sasha on the other end of the line, and my cock ached at this fresh humiliation. But with my mistress's boot shining in front of me, my task was clear. I lowered my face to the floor and slid my tongue over the glossy leather. Beside me, Steve did the same. His cuffed hands made his movements more difficult, but Alicia wouldn't care about that.  
 
    "Yeah, I have another one," Alicia said into the phone. I heard the menacing hiss of her riding crop sliding out of its holster. "I don't know. Some guy I met at the mall. I took him home, but he didn't measure up. So now he's locked up and groveling at my feet." There was a pause, and then Alicia laughed again. 
 
    "Yeah, well, we're not all dating Trent," she said, still watching me the whole time. "Honestly, sometimes I think you got the last guy worth fucking. The rest of them are just worthless little bitch boys. Still, at least I know how to deal with them." She brought down the riding crop in a sudden whistling arc, and I felt the pain of it cracking against my ass through the panties I wore. Grunting, I carried on licking her boots while she howled with laughter above me. "Did you hear that? Yeah, that was your useless ex-husband. He hates that I locked up another boy. But women like us need more than one cock I think. Especially if it's not Trent's. What are you doing right now?" There was a pause as Alicia listened to Sasha's answer. 
 
    "You should come over," Alicia said. "I wish Trent could come too, but he can look after Taye. I'd rather see you right now. And you need to see what I have going on over here." There was another pause. 
 
    "Yeah?" Alicia said. "Awesome. I'll see you soon. Wear something slutty." Hanging up the phone, Alicia set it down beside her cooling breakfast. Her corset creaked as she leaned forward, her dark hair hanging around her face as she sat with her elbows on her knees. 
 
    "Did you hear that, Pete?" she grinned at me. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” 
 
    "Your wife is coming over to see you. And my new slave. Now, I want you both on your absolute best behavior. I want to show Sasha just how badly you boys want me. That you'll do anything for me. That you accept your place as a man who can't satisfy women and has to serve them in other ways. Understand?"  
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said, and heard Steve say the same thing beside me. I braced myself as she swung the riding crop again, but this time Steve's ass was its target. 
 
    "Good. I want you to serve her the way you serve me. The way you will be serving every woman you meet from this point forward. We're going to show her the time of her life. Now, who wants to lick my pussy before she gets here?" 
 
    “Me, please, Miss Alicia,” I humbly begged. Beside me, Steve said the same thing, the strain of lust evident in his voice as he kneeled at her feet. Alicia threw back her head and laughed. 
 
    "Well, since you made me breakfast, you can have this for breakfast," Alicia said. Reaching for the zipper of her pants, she pulled it open, exposing her pussy. Immediately, I hurried forward on my knees, burying my face between her thighs and inhaling the sweet scent of her passion. Alicia sat back on the couch, sliding her hips forward to give me better access. 
 
    "You," I heard her say over my head as she addressed her new conquest. "I don't remember telling you you could stop licking my boots." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia,” came the inevitable reply. 
 
      
 
    When I went to answer the door, Alicia's juices were still shining on my cheeks and chin. As I swung open the door, Sasha smiled at me. Her eyes traveled up and down my body, and she pressed her hand to her mouth. She spluttered with laughter to see me wearing Alicia's pale blue panties. 
 
    "What on earth have you gotten yourself into this time?" she said as she stepped through the open door. 
 
    "The same trouble as always," I said as I shut the door behind her. Sasha chuckled as I turned to slide her coat off her shoulders. Underneath, she was wearing a royal blue dress I had never seen before and a pair of black patent leather pumps. She looked elegant rather than slutty as Alicia had said. But predictably, my cock throbbed in its prison at the sight of her and the thought of what might be about to happen. The smell of her perfume wafted over me as I hung her coat on the rack. Stepping past her, I led the way to the living room, and Sasha followed me. 
 
    "Oh my God," Sasha said as soon as she caught sight of Steve. He was still kneeling on the floor at Alicia's feet, still cuffed, still caged, still wearing her humiliating pink panties. Grinning, Alicia rose to her feet. Stepping past her new slave, she walked toward my ex-wife, and the two women embraced. Alicia kept her arm around Sasha's waist as she spoke. 
 
    "I know, right?" she said. "I've been thinking about it for a while. Having your husband in chastity has made me think how much fun it would be to have a whole stable of boys locked up. Look. I have both their keys here." Sasha laughed as she watched Alicia lift the chain around her neck and shake it. "They both have to do as they're told if they ever want to cum. Which is how most men should be kept, I think. Horny and denied and obedient. Steve, crawl over here. Now." Alicia stamped her foot on the floor to punctuate her command. On his knees, Steve began to crawl toward his new mistress. His cuffed hands made his progress slow. But Alicia was in no hurry.  
 
    While she waited, she turned to my ex-wife again. I saw her hand on Sasha's cheek as she turned the other woman's face toward her. Alicia kissed Sasha, deeply and passionately, her hands traveling over the other woman's body. And soon, Sasha was responding. I heard a faint moan in her throat as she made out with my girlfriend. I knew from experience that Alicia had much the same effect on Sasha as she did on me. Sasha wasn't even gay, but Alicia turned her on. Standing close by, I simply watched while my cock throbbed pointlessly in its device. 
 
    "Say hello to my girlfriend Sasha," Alicia said as she finally lifted her lips from the other woman's. Steve had finally reached them, kneeling at the feet of both women and gazing up at them with an expression of total humiliation on his face. "She used to be married to Pete, so she knows all about worthless men with useless cocks. The two of you should get on great." Sasha laughed as Alicia spoke, a bright sound that had more than a hint of wildness in it. Once upon a time, my ex-wife had been shocked by these kinky games. But that was in the past. She knew what Alicia was like, and she loved it. She loved being caught up in the wild scenes my girlfriend concocted. 
 
    “What are you waiting for? Kiss her feet,” Sasha ordered. “That’s how you greet women from now on, to show them you know your place. Do it.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," Steve croaked. He hadn't had much interest in disobeying Alicia from the start, and any defiance he might've had seemed to have abandoned him completely. Of course, while Sasha was no Alicia, my ex-wife was no slouch in the looks department either. I knew, as Steve gazed at her, that he wanted to fuck her too. But instead, he was forced to bend and press his lips against the toe of her shoe. Quite an introduction. 
 
    "Isn't this awesome?" Alicia said, turning back to Sasha. They kissed again and again, their excitement clearly growing while Steve groveled at their feet. I watched Alicia's hand slide down Sasha's body and back up, drawing her dress higher up her leg as her caresses grew more urgent. And Sasha responded too. I envied her the access she had to Alicia's beautiful body, the way she could slide her hands over the latex that strained against Alicia's ass. The way her kisses trailed from Alicia's mouth down her neck toward that incredible cleavage. And Alicia's eyes burned as a moan escaped her throat and she turned her eyes on me. 
 
    "Take off your wife's dress for me," Alicia said in a voice that came from deep in her throat, torn by sexual desire. Her face buried now in Alicia's tits, I heard Sasha chuckle. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." I stepped forward. Sasha was clearly more than willing as I carefully pulled down the zipper of her dress. She removed one arm from Alicia so I could slide the dress down, then did the same with the other arm. As I pushed her dress down to the floor, Sasha stepped out of it, her high heels echoing like gunshots. Bending, I picked up her dress and draped it over the arm of the couch.  
 
    Meanwhile, Alicia's hands were busy. I heard Sasha moaning as Alicia reached between her legs, stroking her pussy through the thin fabric of her panties. Sasha was grabbing at Alicia now, frantically kissing her, already overcome with desire. And all the while, Steve went on kissing her feet, forgotten and ignored as the two women enjoyed each other. 
 
    “Want to do something?’ Alicia said, turning her shining eyes on my ex-wife. 
 
    “Sure,” Sasha smiled back. 
 
    ”I’m feeling so naughty today. So mean. So evil. I feel like I want to rule the world today. I feel like I can do anything.” 
 
    "You can," Sasha said in a quiet voice that nevertheless sent a shiver racing down my spine. And Alicia clearly heard the same thing I heard. A wild smile spread across her beautiful face. As always, Alicia had got what she wanted. 
 
    "Really?" she said. "Because I want to do things to you, Sasha — you have no idea. I just want to own this perfect little body of yours. I want to make you scream." 
 
    “Okay,” Sasha giggled. 
 
    "Boys." Alicia's voice was suddenly harsh as she turned her face towards me and Steve. "Take her to my room. You know where the restraints are, Pete. Tie her to the bed. Arms and legs. Spread out and ready for me." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," Steve said, rising at once to his feet. I said nothing. Sasha was staring right at me, her eyes wide in shock. Her lips trembled. But they trembled around a smile. 
 
    "Oh my God," Sasha breathed. Alicia smirked. Removing her arms from my ex-wife's body, she stepped back, folding her arms underneath her boobs as they swelled in her corset. I stepped forward and took hold of one of her arms. It wasn't like Sasha was resisting. She went along with us, her high heels rapping on the floor as I led her toward Alicia's bedroom. For her part, Alicia stayed where she was in the living room for now. And Steve went with us, his cuffed hands making him unable to help me but his instructions clear. 
 
    Inside the bedroom, I guided my ex-wife toward the bed. Without protest, she sat down on the mattress. I turned towards Alicia's favorite drawer and removed some long restraints with soft fabric cuffs on each end. 
 
    “Lie down,” I said to Sasha.  
 
    "You just do anything she says, don't you?" she said. She was already moving as she spoke, already turning. I reached for her arm. Sasha let me lift it toward the headboard and fasten a cuff around her wrist, then closed the other end around the bedpost of my girlfriend's bed. 
 
    "Yeah," I said. "But so would you if you were me." Sasha groaned again, as though my words excited her. Moving down the bed, I fastened the cuff around her ankle and pulled it toward the far corner of the bed. Then I moved around the bed, stepping past Steve to do the same thing with her other limbs. Soon, Sasha was immobilized, spread out my on girlfriend's bed, her boobs rising and falling in her bra as she breathed rapidly. Her head moved as she directed her gaze from me to Steve and back again. I knew how thrilling it could be to feel as venerable as she no doubt did. But after all, there wasn't much Steve and I could do to her with our cocks locked away. 
 
    The sound of Alicia's high heels on the floor echoed in all of our heads as she finally entered the bedroom. Stepping through the door, she looked at Sasha. Her brow furrowed, and she turned to me. 
 
    “She still has her underwear on,” Alicia said. 
 
    "You — you didn't tell me to remove it, Miss Alicia." Sasha giggled as Alicia scowled at me. 
 
    "What do you think I wanted her tied down for? It wasn't to talk about the weather. I guess I have to do everything myself. You. Kneel." That last part was a command for Steve, uttered without looking at him as she stepped past him. He did as he was told, dropping to his knees at the foot of the bed. Meanwhile, Alicia went to her drawer and removed a pair of handcuffs and a pair of scissors. Walking toward me, she ordered me to place my hands behind my back. Then she locked them behind me and forced me to my knees too. 
 
    Still holding the scissors, she climbed onto the mattress. I watched the black latex straining over her ass as she crawled over my ex-wife's body. Setting aside the scissors, she kneeled at Sasha's side. Turning to look at me again, her hand reached between Sasha's thighs and began to stroke. 
 
    Sasha moaned. Lifting her hips off the bed, she pressed her pussy against Alicia's hand, gazing up at the other woman with obvious rapture. But Alicia was looking straight at me. She wanted me to watch her pleasuring my ex. And as Sasha's pleasure swelled, Alicia's grin only grew wider. Soon, Sasha was moaning and wailing, her thrashing body testing the strength of the restraints I had put on her.  
 
    But Alicia stopped before Sasha reached a climax. I watched Sasha's eyes snap open as Alicia removed her hand and reached again for the scissors. Carefully, she cut away Sasha's panties, pulling the ruined rag off her body to expose her dripping pussy. Then she did the same with her bra. 
 
    “There,” Alicia said, crawling toward the edge of the mattress and climbing off the bed again. “When I say I want a sexy girl brought to my bedroom, this is how you do it.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said, and Steve echoed my words. Meanwhile, Alicia set the scissors back down on top of her dresser and threw Sasha's bra carelessly to the floor. She stepped toward me, balling up my ex-wife's wet panties in her hands. 
 
    "I've heard enough from you for now," she said. "Open your mouth and taste the pussy you can't have. Ever." As always, I did as I was told. I opened my mouth, and Sasha gasped as she raised her head from the mattress to watch Alicia stuff her damp underwear into my mouth. I could taste my ex-wife's excitement, could feel her juices soaked into the fabric. Patting my cheek, Alicia smiled and turned back to climb onto the bed again. Now she had three people helpless in her bedroom, all looking at her, all overcome with desire for her gorgeous body. Our pleasure, all three of us, was entirely in her hands. Just the way she liked it. 
 
    “I’m going to have such fun with you three,” Alicia smirked, rising up on her knees on the mattress to look around the room at all of us. “You’re all my fucktoys now.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    33. Falling For Alicia 
 
      
 
      
 
    On the bed, Sasha trembled. It wasn't fear or nervousness that made her body shake like that. It was pleasure. And kneeling at her side, bending over her body, Alicia was playing her like an instrument. 
 
    Between her legs, the vibrator buzzed. Sasha's cries of pleasure were torn from her body, the sensations the toy gave her completely irresistible as she thrashed on the mattress. As though Alicia's toy was dragging Sasha's pleasure up from some deep well within her, dragging it out in the light, making it explode in the bedroom with us. My girlfriend working on my ex-wife, making her howl in ever-increasing bliss, and making my frustration grow by the second. 
 
    I kneeled at the foot of the bed, bound and gagged and humbled, unable to do anything but watch. Unable even to get hard with Alicia's cruel chastity locked around my manhood. The same went for Steve, over at the other corner of the bed. As usual, I tried not to think about him. At least for now, Alicia and Sasha's wild game was claiming all my attention. It was easy not to think about anything else. Easy just to watch and lose myself in the bittersweet mixture of sexual desire and helplessness as Alicia toyed with Sasha right in front of us. 
 
    "Oh my God!" Sasha could barely form the words as pleasure coursed through her, seeming to explode inside her before echoing in our ears. Her whole body tensed, testing the restraints that held her anchored to the bed, the same ones I had obediently put on her at Alicia's command. But the cuffs held. Even when it seemed that Sasha was about to rise right off the mattress and levitate with all the ecstatic bliss she was feeling. The restraints kept her anchored. It kept her as helpless as Steve and me, as helpless as everyone in the room except Alicia. 
 
    And Alicia was far from finished. She switched off the vibrator, Sasha's breathless moans of ecstasy seeming even louder without the low hum of the toy underneath them. I could hear each ragged breath rising from her throat. I watched her chest rise and fall, her legs thrashing as she tried and failed to squeeze her thighs together, hindered by the restraints. But there was nothing she could do. I knew all too well that would only make things more exciting for her. I knew, better than anyone else in that room, just how thrilling it was to be under Alicia's control. The woman was an absolute sex goddess, and now we were all under her spell. 
 
    Alicia set the toy aside as she gave Sasha some time to recover. She smiled down at my ex-wife, still kneeling at her side, still dressed in her provocative goddess outfit. As Sasha slowly recovered herself, she blinked and looked up at Alicia, her face shining with the sweat of orgasm and her eyes widened in disbelief. Until Alicia came along, I knew, Sasha had never been with another woman. But I also knew what this kind of sex can do. How this powerful pleasure could rewire a person's brain and make them long for things they were never interested in before. It had done the same to me. 
 
    If someone had pitched me the idea of handing over control of my sexual pleasure to a woman, no matter how beautiful, I would have refused. And look at us now. Now, serving Alicia was becoming a bigger and bigger part of my life. Just as it was about to for Steve, I knew. And perhaps even for Sasha as well. 
 
    Smiling a satisfied smile, Alicia leaned forward. Her dark hair shone, mimicking the provocative sheen of her black satin corset as she bent over her captive. She kissed Sachsa on the lips. I watched Sasha kiss her back hungrily, raising her head from the mattress to press her lips against those of my girlfriend. Sasha had wanted Alicia from the moment she stepped through the door, the moment she saw her in her goddess outfit. But now, flushed with a powerful orgasm the other woman had given her, she wanted her more than ever. 
 
    As the kiss broke, Alicia sat up again. I watched, we all watched, as she reached down between her legs for the zipper of her tight latex pants. Slowly, she parted the zipper. We all wanted the same thing. That was undeniable. And Alicia enjoyed nothing more than taunting us with it, savoring the total power she had to either grant or deny the most desperate wish of three different people. 
 
    With the zipper drawn down on her pants, Alicia's pussy was exposed. I watched as she reached for her boot and drew out the riding crop again. Holding it one hand, she crawled over Sasha's body. I watched her lift her leg, one tall boot shining in the light as she straddled my ex-wife's face. Kneeling on top of Sasha, Alicia drew the tip of the riding crop over her skin, stroking her inner thighs. Sasha squirmed underneath her. Lightly, she tapped the crop against Sasha's leg, not hard enough to hurt. And the maddening little taps traveled over Sasha's body, making my ex-wife moan as they reached her quivering slit. All the while, Alicia smiled that little smile of hers, her total joy at her complete control. 
 
    "Look at you," Alicia smirked as she kept tapping the riding crop against Sasha's pussy. "Such a needy little slut, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes," Sasha groaned, her words slightly muffled by Alicia's thighs on either side of her head. "Oh my God, yes, Alicia!" Alicia giggled to herself. One more person reduced to a gasping, begging, horny wreck by her beauty and dominance. She made it look easy. 
 
    "Tell me who this pussy belongs to," Alicia said. There was no venom in her voice, no meanness. She was just asking a simple question as though she already knew the answer. As though Sasha's submission was inevitable. I suppose it was. Clearly, none of us could resist Alicia for long. 
 
    "You do," Sasha murmured underneath her. I couldn't see my ex-wife's face, of course. But from the tone of her voice, she sounded almost surprised at the words coming from her own mouth. She couldn't quite believe what this other woman was doing to her. Probably she couldn't believe just how badly she wanted her to do it. 
 
    She was discovering the same thing Steve was discovering, the same thing I had discovered when Alicia first began to dominate me. That it feels good to surrender control. It feels good to do as you're told. It feels good not to have a choice. All any of us had to do was hand over control to Alicia. She would make us suffer, because it amused her. It turned her on. But also, I knew, she would give us the greatest pleasure of our lives. 
 
    "That's right," Alicia grinned. "Just another of my needy sluts, aren't you? Just like those boys at the bottom of the bed. Except you're prettier than they are. Plus, you're a girl. So you get to cum, and they don't." 
 
    "Oh fuck," Sasha gasped, and Alicia giggled again as she felt my ex-wife's breath against her pussy. Alicia's latex pants shone as she moved, swaying her hips back and forth, taunting Sasha with the pussy that hovered right above her mouth while the tip of the riding crop slid over Sasha's sex teasingly. 
 
    "I should lock this pussy up too," Alicia mused, almost as though talking to herself while the crop continued its work between Sasha's legs. "Keep you horny and frustrated the way I do with these boys. You'd be just as eager to obey me as they are then, wouldn't you? Just as desperate to serve your mistress." 
 
    “Yes,” Sasha groaned beneath Alicia, “yes, yes!” 
 
    "Well, you're lucky," Alicia said. "I don't have any chastity devices for girls. Besides, I don't think Trent would like it if I locked your pussy away. Then again, maybe he would? I mean, I'd have to take your place. I'd have to make sure I kept him happy and gave him all the pussy he deserves. Pretty good deal for me. I could steal your boyfriend and get to have sex with him constantly while you three would just have to do as we say." 
 
    "Oh fuck," Sasha gasped. It took an effort not to gasp myself. I knew better than anyone just how creative and devious Alicia's imagination could be. But sometimes the ideas she came up with startled even me. I also knew that Alicia's fantasies had a way of coming true. There was seemingly nothing she couldn't do if she set her mind to it. If she wanted to steal Trent from Sasha, I wouldn't put it past her. And from the agonized moaning noise she was making, I guessed that Sasha suspected the same thing. Alicia was playing on her insecurities, toying with some strange inadequacy. And it was working. I've said before that Alicia missed her true calling in life. She loved teaching, but in many ways, she was wasted as a teacher. She would've made an incredible psychologist. Not to mention a mind-blowing dominatrix. 
 
    "Okay, you can lick me now," Alicia grinned, turning to look at Sasha's face over her shoulder. "Lick my pussy while I think about stealing your boyfriend." Alicia's black latex pants grew even tighter around her thighs as she spread her knees and lowered herself down onto Sasha's mouth. Sasha didn't even hesitate. I cringed as I heard the wet sound of her tongue moving over my girlfriend's pussy. A tiny tremor raced through Alicia's body, her goddess outfit shining in the light with every movement she made. I stared at her, watching her eyelids flutter, watching her mouth open to form a gasp of delight. And Alicia smiled at me as she sat on my ex-wife's face, the riding crop in her hands like a symbol of her total authority as she treated herself to selfish pleasure while Steve and I kneeled and watched. 
 
    "Oh fuck, that's good," Alicia moaned theatrically, the riding crop's flexible shaft bending between her hands as she gripped it. "I love making a straight girl eat my pussy. Especially when it's your ex-wife, chastity boy. Face it. She loves licking my pussy way more than she ever enjoyed sucking your cock." 
 
    With Sasha's panties in my mouth, I couldn't respond verbally. Then again, we all knew what I would say anyway. The only thing I ever said when Alicia was feeling like this, the three words that symbolized my entire attitude to my wild and sexy girlfriend. Yes, Miss Alicia. Because after all, she was right. With the desperate enthusiasm I could see in every line of Sasha's body, it seemed my cruel girlfriend was telling the truth. If she wanted to, I knew, Alicia was capable of making Sasha beg and plead to eat her out. She had never done anything like that for me. I didn't blame her. I would rather eat Alicia's pussy than do almost anything else myself. 
 
    And the taste of Sasha's excitement in my mouth, her fragrant juices soaking the panties that gaggged me, continue to feed my own helpless excitement. The pain of my cock trying to harden in the chastity device was more or less constant now, the background theme to my daily existence. Just being around Alicia was enough to trigger it. But this was something else. This was wild and strange and unbelievably kinky. I felt dizzy as I watched, a strange unreality creeping over the scene I was a helpless witness to. I had known Alicia was kinky from the day we met. But I'd never imagined she would take things this far. And even as I squirmed uncomfortably and battled with my helpless desire, the need for orgasm become like some exterior force pressing down on me, grinding me into the floor. I knew I didn't regret a moment of it. Until I met Alicia, I had never even imagined sex like this. But now, my entire life had become some kind of wild fetish scene. I have my dominant mistress to thank for that. 
 
    "Tell them how my pussy tastes, slut," Alicia said. As she spoke, she leaned forward, balancing herself on her hands as she lifted her hips away from Sasha's mouth. She was looking back over her shoulder again, and I gazed forlornly at the deep cleavage that threatened to spill over the top of her corset as Alicia crouched on all fours above my ex-wife. 
 
    “Delicious,” Sasha spluttered, completely overcome with desire and submission, a cocktail I knew all too well. “You taste amazing, Alicia.” 
 
    "Glad you're enjoying it. I wonder if Trent would like it too. One of these days, I'm going to have to get your sexy boyfriend to eat me out." 
 
    “Oh my God!” 
 
    "Then again, I have lots of slaves to do that for me," Alicia went on, still smiling as her dark hair fell down around her face. "Chastity boy over there. This new kid. And now you too. I could have you all lining up to go down on me while I suck your boyfriend's cock. And then you could all watch as he fucks me and wish it was you. That sounds like fun to me. What do you think, slut? You want to watch me steal your boyfriend?" 
 
    “No,” Sasha gasped, shaking her head so hard that the headboard she was tied to shock with her movements. “Please!” 
 
    "You see, that's the trouble with you horny sluts," Alicia said with a grin. Slowly, she sank down on Sasha's face again, muffling her cries and moans with her pussy. Immediately, Sasha began to lick and kiss the other woman's sex again, as though she had never tasted anything more delicious in her life. "You don't even know what you want. Not that it matters anyway," Alicia went on as she settled down on Sasha's face, once again enjoying the feel of the conquered woman's hungry mouth between her legs. "it's what I want that matters. Me and Trent. We're the ones who deserve orgasms. The rest of you only get them as an occasional reward for good behavior." 
 
    On the other side of the bed, I heard Steve sigh in disbelief. I knew what Alicia was like when she got going, how wild and crazy she could be in the full flood of desire. But he was seeing it for the first time. He was seeing just what he had gotten himself into, what a quickie in the bathroom of his workplace had led him to. Not that he seemed to be complaining. He was watching Alicia with the same expression of frustrated desire on his face I was sure I had on mine. He had taken to this new role even quicker than I had. And I knew exactly the feelings he was having as he watched, because I was having the same ones myself. An almost unbelievable sensation of desire and frustration and unrelenting lust, so powerful that it drowned out almost everything else. In Alicia's bedroom, I knew, you forget everything else. You forget who you are, at least a little, sinking instead into the role she has mapped out for you. 
 
    And Alicia was clearly in her element. She looked so beautiful as she sat on top of my ex, the riding crop still in one hand as she ran her palms over her breasts, down over her stomach, along her thighs, surrendering completely to overwhelming pleasure. Her eyes closed now, she threw back her head, her dark hair streaming out behind her as she rocked her hips back and forth, anointing Sasha's face with the juices of her streaming pussy. Her orgasm was coming, and as I watched from my knees, I found myself longing for it. Even though I knew it would only add to my tormented frustration. I wanted to see it, knowing how beautiful her ecstasy always was. And soon, I saw it again. Alicia's whole body convulsed, her outfit shining, her skin seeming to glow as she howled her pleasure at the ceiling. Her cry seemed almost angry, torn from her by an irresistible passion that eclipsed everything else. 
 
    Those wild cries were still hanging in the air as Alicia's eyes opened. She leaned forward, her hands reaching out to grip Sasha's boobs and squeeze them. The look of sadistic glee on Alicia's flushed face made me tremble as I watched from the foot of the bed. I heard Sasha squeal underneath her as my girlfriend grabbed her boobs, tweaking her swollen nipples. 
 
    "You lick pussy even better than your ex-husband does," Alicia grinned, looking right at me as she spoke. "If you don't start upping your game, chastity boy, I'm going to find I have no use for you at all." I trembled on my knees as she spoke. Desperately, I hoped she was only joking. This was all part of her standard humiliating chatter, the dominant persona she adopted that was so close to her own, yet not quite the same. I desperately hoped she didn't mean what she said. Because nothing scared me more than the thought that Alicia would stop wanting me. That any day now, she would realize that she could do so much better. But with Sasha's panties stuffed into my mouth, I couldn't even argue. I couldn't even protest. I just had to kneel there and take it, as muted and insignificant as a piece of furniture. 
 
    Alicia swung her leg over the other woman and climbed off Sasha's face. The sound of Sasha's panting breath grew louder now, and I got a glimpse of her as Alicia kneeled at her side once again. The riding crop slashed through the air. I heard my ex-wife yelp in pain as Alicia struck her thigh. 
 
    "What a naughty little slut you are," Alicia purred while Sasha mewled and squirmed, writhing in her restraints. "Eating my pussy when you have a boyfriendat  home. Trent is going to hear about this, you know. You're lucky he likes it when we play together. But wait until I tell him what a horny girl you really are." 
 
    "Please," Sasha gasped. As I looked at her wild-eyed face, staring up at Alicia as though she were the only thing that mattered in the universe, I know exactly what Sasha was feeling. She was begging without even knowing what she was begging for. Did she want Alicia not to tell Trent? Or was that exactly what she wanted? To be disgraced and humiliated. To have her deepest desires revealed to a man who, I suspected, would know exactly what to do with them. Sasha didn't know herself. "Please, please," she babbled, shaking her head as she spoke as though she didn't know herself what it was she was asking for. But Alicia just giggled. In the bedroom, nothing ever fazed her. She always knew exactly what to do. 
 
    Sasha yelped as Alicia struck her thighs with the riding crop again. Then Alicia set the whip down and climbed over Sasha. I watched her swing her legs off the bed and stand. She was on the other side of the bed from me, and Steve watched her open mouth as she walked toward him. I felt again a stray stirring of jealousy in my heart as I watched my girlfriend run her fingers through the hair of her latest conquest, this new slave she had taken right in front of me. Her hip pressed against his cheek as she pulled his head toward her. Her dripping pussy shone in front of him. 
 
    "Smell it," Alicia ordered, a snarl in her voice now as she towered over the young man. "Smell the pussy you're not worthy of. Smell my orgasm so you know what you can't have." Pathetically, I heard Steve sniffing and snuffling between Alicia's legs, his nose less than an inch from her sex. Not that I would have done any better at resisting her in his position. Neither of us had any choice. 
 
    "How does it smell?" Alicia prompted. 
 
    "Amazing, Miss Alicia," Steve dutifully said. A beautiful smile spread across Alicia's face as she looked down at her boy toy. 
 
    “Good answer,” she said. “But that’s still not going to get you released. Remember, your cock belongs to me now.” With her free hand, Alicia reached up and jingled the chain around her neck, making our keys bounce on her beautiful breasts. 
 
    “You want to lick it?” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia."Steve's answer was unequivocal. Alicia laughed out loud, throwing back her head, and over on the bed, I heard Sasha giggle too. Not that she had fared any better at resisting our mistress. 
 
    “Of course you do, you horny little slut boy,” Alicia said. “I’ll let you taste me. But then afterward, I’m going to make you use your mouth for something else. Agreed?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alicia.” Steve didn’t even hesitate. Somehow, he didn’t seem to have any doubts. I knew better. I knew how easily Alicia could make you regret writing her blank check like that. Then again, maybe Steve was right. Maybe he saw what had taken me a long time to learn. That it was pointless trying to resist. Whatever Alicia wanted us to do, she would find a way to make it happen. 
 
    "Good boy," Alicia smirked. "Go ahead then. Have a little lick of my beautiful pussy." 
 
    At once, Steve moved forward. His eyes were fixed on her as he ran his tongue along her sex, pressing it against her to scoop up every drop of her nectar. I cringed as I watched from the other side of the bed, my heart on fire with jealous lust. Alicia sighed happily, continuing to run her fingers through his hair affectionately, petting him as he worshiped her. Steve licked and lapped, his pink tongue curling over her pink lips as though he was hoping to coax another orgasm out of her as she stood above him. Soon, Alicia stopped him. 
 
    "Enough," she said, pushing his head away. "If I let you all lick me as much as you obviously want to, we'd be here all day. And I have other plans." I watched as Alicia stepped past her new slave to her famous dresser drawer again. Rummaging among the hidden items, she produced what looked at first like a large black dildo. But as she circled back around Steve, I saw there was more to it than that. A series of straps hung from its base as Alicia held it by the shaft. As I looked at it, I noticed it had two ends. Inside the network of straps, there was another curved projection. 
 
    Steve didn’t have much time to wonder what it all meant. Soon, Alicia was standing above him again, reaching out to seize a fistful of his hair. He winced as she cranked his head back, forcing him to look at her. 
 
    "Open up, slave boy," Alicia sneered as she guided the dildo toward his mouth. "I want you to hold onto this for me." I could see the reluctance written all over the young man's face. But he did as he was told. He opened his mouth, and Alicia grinned as she forced dildo past his lips, sliding it deep inside. Steve tried not to choke as he took the toy into his mouth, his cheeks burning with disgrace. On the bed, Sasha was laughing wildly as she lifted her head to see the twisted display. 
 
    Once Steve had the dildo in his mouth, Alicia instructed him to hold still. Reaching between her legs, she stepped forward. I watched as she swept the straps out of the way and guided the inner projection of the dildo between her dripping lips. 
 
    Now I understood. It was a strap-on, and the inner head would serve to give Alicia sexual pleasure as she used it. Steve almost went cross-eyed as he watched Alicia guide her pussy onto the dildo, sighing in pleasure as it opened her up. Then, she wrapped the straps around her hips, buckling them tightly in place. I groaned into Sasha's panties at the way the latex that covered her ass shone as she tugged on the straps. Finally, she was ready. Placing her hand on Steve's head again, Alicia stepped back, sliding the fake cock out of his mouth. 
 
    "Good boy," Alicia said approvingly. "Good job helping me get ready to fuck this slut." With that, she turned, her dark hair swinging in a circle around her head. 
 
    The fake cock swayed obscenely from her body as Alicia climbed onto the bed. I watched, and from her position tied helplessly on the mattress, Sasha watched too. We all knew what was coming next. And as Alicia kneeled between my ex-wife's legs, Sasha was trembling again with anticipation. 
 
    "Time to fuck you properly," Alicia said. Her hand moved up and down the fake cock, slowly stroking it, lubricated by Steve's saliva. "I'm no Trent. But I guarantee I'm going to fuck you better than your ex-husband ever did. And he's going to watch and wish he could cum like us girls get to. But he's not going to. He doesn't deserve it, does he?" 
 
    "No, Alicia," Sasha said, her voice breathless as she grinned up at my girlfriend. She didn't even try to conceal her excitement. And Alicia moved above her, lying down on top of her. I listened to Sasha gasp as Alicia slowly guided the huge toy inside her, sliding it inch by inch into her pussy and making her scream in pleasure. Once the dildo was all the way inside, Alicia raised herself up on her arms. She tossed her head to fling her trailing hair back from her face as she grinned wickedly at me. The latex pants shone as her hips rocked back and forth, making Sasha moan in pleasure as she fucked her. 
 
    "No," Alicia grinned, staring right into my eyes as she spoke. "He really doesn't." 
 
    

  

 
   
    34. Irresistible 
 
      
 
    Sasha screamed. And every cry my ex-wife released made my defeat and more bitter. She was making noises I had never heard back when we were together. I had never considered myself bad in bed, but Alicia seemed determined to prove otherwise. Of course, I remembered how it felt to watch Sasha enjoy unearthly pleasure as Trent fucked her like I never could. And now, Alicia wanted to do the same. 
 
    Of course, I didn't look like she did. As she thrust her hips back and forth, driving her strap-on dildo into Sasha's pussy, Alicia looked incredible. A beautiful woman all dressed up in her goddess outfit, tight and shiny fabric that clung to her amazing body and showed off her incredible figure. Yet she was fucking like a man, claiming Sasha's body and making her scream and yell in outrageous pleasure. 
 
    Plus, Alicia was tireless. Her stamina was impressive. And the cock between her legs would never go soft. The hard silicone would remain as rigid as I could ever hope to be and far bigger than I ever would be as it forced Sasha's dripping lips apart, driving her onward to ever greater heights of ecstasy. The restraints I put on my ex-wife gripped her wrists and ankles tightly as she strained against them. Not to escape, but as a reaction to the pleasure Alicia was bringing out in her. My girlfriend was pounding her as she lay in the bed, and from the way Sasha was responding, I could see that Alicia was giving her some of the best sex she had ever had. 
 
    Alicia wasn't exactly going without either. The head on the dildo that was buried inside her was much smaller than the one she was pumping in and out of Sasha's body. Still, I could see it was doing its job. As she crouched above Sasha, Her latex pants shining as her hips plunged back and forth, I could see the tension in my girlfriend's body. I could hear the way her breath caught in her throat, the way her shoulders shook and her legs trembled. As Sasha howled, abandoning herself in another powerful orgasm, I heard Alicia moan too. And as she continued pumping away, fucking Sasha right through her orgasm, I could see my mistress was close to one of her own. As Sasha's orgasm peaked and declined, Alicia's rose. My caged cock ached desperately as I watched, hearing the music of one woman's pleasure give way to another. 
 
    And I knew Alicia well enough to know it would never be enough. She didn’t get all dressed up and tie up the three of us to be done with one quick fuck. She gasped and spluttered and moaned in pleasure as her orgasm tore through her. But then, she recovered herself. After only a moment to catch her breath, I had Sasha cry out as Alicia once again began to slide the stiff cock in and out of her shaking body. 
 
    My knees ached. My cock ached. But I barely noticed the various discomforts I was enduring. I was caught up in the wildest sexual spectacle I had ever seen, a scene like nothing I would ever have dared to imagine. Alicia had taken full control of Sasha's body, and the whole house seemed to shake with the thunder of their pleasure.  
 
    I didn't try to count their orgasms, and I knew I would have lost count if I had. All I knew was that the show went on and on, and the air reeked of sex, and before long, if one of them wasn't thrashing in orgasm, the other one was. Each bright burst of pleasure seemed to make the next easier to achieve. Each moan and kiss and thrust seemed to make the next more urgent. Soon, it seemed as though the air was melting into one long female orgasm, the pleasure of these two beautiful women merging together into an unending peak. It was like nothing I had ever seen before. And helpless and frustrated and humiliated as I was, I couldn't tear my eyes away. 
 
    It seemed endless. As I hovered in a kind of submissive waking coma, motionless and silent and losing sight of myself in the adoration of these two, I completely lost track of time. But even Alicia, for all her skills and stamina, couldn't last forever. She cried out as yet another orgasm shook her body, seeming to sweep away her previously limitless energy. She collapsed on top of Sasha, the light reflecting off her latex pants and patent leather boots as her legs trembled. She moaned into the pillow, her face next to Sasha's, and Sasha groaned too, finally relaxing as much of the restraints that held her would allow.  
 
    The two women lay like that for a while, one on top of the other, their beautiful bodies pressed together in Alicia's bed in a tableau I knew I would never forget now that I had seen it. And at the bottom of the bed, I waited. With Sasha's panties stuffed into my mouth, I couldn't have said a word even if I wanted to.  
 
    And there was nothing to say. Over at the other side of the bed, Steve was as silent and motionless as I was. We were both watching, completely swept away with what we had seen, like some bright miracle you can't bring yourself to believe is real. 
 
    Eventually, Alicia stirred. I watched Sasha's eyes roll back in her head as Alicia carefully drew the strap-on out of her ruined pussy. My ex-wife looked exhausted, her eyes shining with tears of pure ecstasy, practically sobbing in the afterglow of powerful orgasms. And Alicia didn't look much different as she sat up. Stray strands of her dark hair clung to her face, her skin shining with sweat. The key to my cock as well as Steve's shone just above the outrageous cleavage her corset gave her, and the moist sheen on her breasts made my mouth water as I gazed up at her. 
 
    Slowly, Alicia crawled toward the end of the bed. With a sigh, she swung her legs over the edge of the mattress, sitting down. Her cheeks were flushed red with the many orgasms she had just had. And her eyes were shining as she looked at Steve and at me. My mistress might be exhausted by multiple orgasms. But she didn't seem like she wanted to end the game to end yet. 
 
    "Which of you two bitch boys wants the honor of cleaning my cock?" she said. On the bed behind her, I had Sasha bark with laughter. And Alicia couldn't keep the smile off her face as she spoke to us, her hand sliding over her well-lubricated toy that shone in the light as it rose from between her thighs. "Look," she went on. "It's all covered in Sasha's pussy juice. You know how delicious that is, Pete. It's just a toy. Put your stupid male egos aside and you might actually get to taste a woman's c 
 
    um." 
 
    "I'll do it, Miss Alicia," Steve said. Alicia turned her smile on him. With my mouth gagged, I was spared having to decide whether to give in or not. I couldn't say a word. But things were going to go the way Alicia wanted them to go. As always, she would decide everything that happened. 
 
    "Then get over here," she said, shifting on the mattress as she spread her legs wider. "You too, Pete. I want you both to clean my cock. I want you both tasting the pussy I just fucked and knowing you're not worthy to do the same." Behind her, Sasha howled with laughter. Steve cast only the quickest glance in my direction before crawling forward on his knees. Reluctantly, I crawled toward Alicia too. She watched me come, grinning in triumph as she held the strap-on toy at its base. When I got close to her, Alicia reached into my mouth and pulled Sasha's wet panties out. I worked my jaw stiffly as she dropped them to the floor. Then she leaned back, supporting herself with her hands on the mattress behind her as she slid her hips further forward. 
 
    "Get to it, boys," she ordered, her breasts rising and falling provocatively over the top of her corset as she breathed. "Start licking. And don't stop till I tell you." 
 
    Immediately, Steve leaned forward. Sticking out his tongue, he closed his eyes as he licked the shaft of Alicia's toy. He was reluctant at first, I could tell. But as he tasted my ex-wife's pussy, his enthusiasm grew. Kneeling at Alicia's feet, he licked one side of the dildo with growing passion. And I felt my girlfriend's eyes on me as she watched expectantly.  
 
    Cringing, I did what she wanted. I leaned forward and started to lick the other side of the toy, trying to avoid having any part of my tongue touch Steve's. Alicia laughed at the ridiculous spectacle, and Sasha laughed too. But both women knew the power Alicia held. With those keys dangling from her neck, she could make us do anything. And the more degrading and humiliating her orders were, the more we would love her for it. The taste of Sasha's orgasm on the toy continued to fuel my desire, making my cock ache inside its inescapable cage. 
 
    "I bet you didn't expect this when you got up this morning," Alicia said, turning to address Sasha over her shoulder. "To be watching two humiliated slave boys licking your cum off my cock." 
 
    “No,” Sasha said breathlessly. “Not at all.” 
 
    "Me neither, to be honest," Alicia said. "That's the fun of having slaves. You never know where things are going to go. Okay boys, you can stop now." Gratefully, I lifted my head from her crotch. On the other side of her legs, Steve did the same. We kneeled on either side of her, looking up at her, waiting with churning stomachs to see what she would decide to make us do next. And Alicia grinned as she turned her face from Steve to me and back again. She seemed as though she was on the verge of bursting out laughing. I couldn't blame her. I knew we must've looked totally ridiculous licking her toy, and another bright burst of shame spread through me as I waited. 
 
    "You've been such good boys," Alicia said. "You've done everything Mistress has said. Which is no more than your duty, to be fair. Still, fucking your wife has made me generous. I think I might let you boys cum. What do you say?" 
 
    "Thank you, Miss Alicia." The words fell from my lips without any involvement from my brain, as though Alicia had conjured them out of me herself. Steve echoed me, looking over at me just for a second as though to see what was expected of him. Alicia cackled, clapping her hands together with delight and making her breasts bounce once again in her corset. 
 
    "That's right," she grinned. "Okay. One quick spurt, and then you'll both be locked up again. Come on. Stand up. Follow me." Alicia's outfit creaked as she rose to her feet. Grateful to get off my knees at last, I stood. I saw the stiffness I could feel in my body echoed in Steve's movements as he rose to his feet two. Strutting confidently, Alicia let us around the bed, down the far side. She arranged us so that we were standing on either side of her, all three of us looming over Sasha. I saw the confusion on my ex-wife's face as she looked up at us. Just like Steve and me, she was simply passively waiting to see what Alicia intended to do next. 
 
    The silver necklace glittered as Alicia unfastened it from around her neck. Reaching toward me, she unlocked the device that held me prisoner. I sighed gratefully as she removed it, my cock instantly swelling and hardening. I felt dizzy with the force of it, the blood draining from my brain to go somewhere more important. And as my teased cock throbbed in the empty air, free at last but as untouchable to me as ever, Alicia turned toward Steve and unfastened his cage too. She set them both down on the bed next to Sasha. Then she turned to me. 
 
    "Actually, Pete, get on the bed," she said. "Over there. Kneel next to her head." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." My cuffed hands made the task a challenge, but I did what she wanted. I raised my knees onto the bed and began to crawl across the mattress, carefully climbing over Sasha, who watched my every move I passed. Circling around her, I kneeled on her side, close to her head. Then Alicia climbed onto the mattress too. Straddling Sasha's body, she sat on top of her, my ex-wife's breasts between my girlfriend's thighs. I groaned as Alicia reached out and took hold of my cock with her left hand. Steve, still standing at the side of the bed, groaned as she took hold of him with her right. Alicia beamed down at Sasha, her dark hair hanging around her face as she smiled. 
 
    "What are you doing?" Sasha asked. 
 
    "Isn't it obvious?" Alicia smiled. "I'm going to let these boys cum all over your slutty face. It's what you deserve for being such a tease. Your ex-husband and some random dude you just met are going to spurt their juice all over your pretty face. What you think of that?" 
 
    "Oh my God," Sasha gasped. Her eyes rolled as she spoke, barely able to believe what her new mistress was saying. I could scarcely believe it either. But as Alicia's hand slid up and down my cock, all rational thoughts shattered and fled. Any kind of doubt or reluctance vanished, as though my body refused to listen to anything that might get in the way of the pleasure I so desperately needed. I didn't care where or how Alicia was planning to make me cum. I only cared that she was. 
 
    "Imagine if Trent could see you now," Alicia grinned, using both hands to stroke both me and Steve as we moaned in growing pleasure. "If he could see what a silly little slut you are. Maybe he'd decide he could do better. He could be dating someone like me. And we could just use you as a fluffer and sex slave so he could do nasty things like this to you. Don't act like it doesn't turn you on."  
 
    Sasha groaned as she writhed on the bed beneath us, her eyes closing as she surrendered to Alicia's power. And I could feel my orgasm surging inside me as I watched. The things Alicia said were almost unbelievable in their cruelty and depravity. But in the state I was in, they sounded unbelievably hot. Any time Alicia took control, I was helpless to resist her. Seeing her take control of my ex now too was a whole other level of dominance. 
 
    Alicia laughed as she felt my cock swell in her hand. I cried out as my orgasm came, and Alicia guided my spurting cock to point out Sasha's face. I heard her gasp as my hot cum splattered over her skin. 
 
    "Keep your mouth open," Alicia ordered. And I noticed that Sasha did as she was told. She opened her mouth, and Alicia aimed my still-erupting cock at it, and I trembled as I launched my seed into her.  
 
    Meanwhile, Steve was doing the same. Alicia howled in triumph as he groaned and exploded in her hand, splattering Sasha's face with cum from the other direction. She lay between us, her face shining with semen, her mouth open and her eyes closed. Used and humiliated, just as we were.  
 
    As my orgasm slowly subsided, Alicia let go of my cock. Drained, it dangled sadly between my legs, finally spent. It took every ounce of willpower I had to stay kneeling, not to collapse on the bed and luxuriate in their long denied feeling of sexual bliss. 
 
    And Alicia worked quickly. Reaching down beside her, she picked up my chastity device. I didn’t even try to resist as she slid it over my now soft cock. There was no point. She would always get her way. Alicia always got what she wanted. Resistance only made it harder. 
 
    Once I was locked back up, she did the same to Steve. In a matter of minutes, she had us both in chastity again, locked up and helpless, our manhood once again firmly under her control. Sasha carefully opened her eyes in time to see Alicia pick up her necklace and fasten it back around her neck. My ex-wife yelped as Sasha suddenly delivered a stinging slap to Sasha's trapped breasts. 
 
    “You look like such a whore,” Alicia giggled. “How do you feel?” 
 
    "Like — like a whore," Sasha admitted. Giggling, Alicia crawled over her body. Climbing over Sasha's bare breasts, she placed her knees on either side of the other woman's head. Both Steve and I watched as she guided the toy she was still wearing over Sasha's cheeks and forehead until it shone with our mingled semen. 
 
    "Suck it, whore," Alicia demanded. Wrapping one hand around her strap-on, she guided it toward Sasha's mouth. And Sasha didn't resist. In fact, she raised her head from the mattress to wrap her lips around the toy. Her heeks hollowed as she sucked it, her eyes gazing up at Alicia. Alicia laughed. 
 
    "Wow. I see why guys like this so much," she said. "It feels so powerful. I think I might train all three of you to be my submissive cocksuckers. I never used to toy like this before, but I like it. I think I'm going to keep wearing it for a while." When she withdrew the strap-on dildo from Sasha's mouth with a wet pop, I could see my ex-wife had cleaned all the cum off it. With an imperious snap of her fingers, Alicia ordered me off the bed. Then, she reached up toward Sasha's wrists and unfastened the cuffs wrapped around them. Sasha massaged one wrist with the other hand as Alicia climbed off her. All three of us watched our mistress circle around to sit on the other side of the bed. 
 
    "I think the three of you need to go clean yourselves up," Alicia said, her eyes moving between us as she spoke. "Go take a shower. All three of you. Together. After all, I know you boys can't do anything without these." Again, she jingled the keys around her neck at us mockingly. Lying down on the bed, she watched as Sasha slowly sat up and began to unfasten the cuffs around her ankles. Naked, she stood. 
 
    "Untie them," Alicia ordered. And Sasha did as she was told. Standing behind Steve, she unfastened the cuffs that held his wrists behind his back. Then she moved around the bed and did the same for me. I moved my shoulders in small circles, trying to loosen them up after a long period of captivity. Once again, Alicia was looking at all three of us as she lay back on the bed. She looked so beautiful, in the afterglow of orgasm, still wearing her amazing goddess outfit. Now, a shiny black cock rose from between her legs like a threatening weapon, reasserting her authority over all three of us. 
 
    "Well, what are you waiting for?" she said. "Go take a shower. Then report back to me here." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said, and Steve said the same. Turning, I headed toward the bedroom door. After a moment, I heard Sasha and Steve following me. Behind us, Alicia laughed under her breath to see us all so cowed and obedient.  
 
    In the bathroom, the water hissed as I turned it on. I could feel the atmosphere change almost immediately. Now that Alicia was no longer there, directing everything we did and word we said, we didn't quite know what to do with our relative freedom.  
 
    And we were all embarrassed. Each one of us had been reduced to a pathetic slave, three horny sluts who would do what ever their gorgeous mistress commanded of them. Unspoken questions hung in the air that began to fill with steam from the shower. 
 
    “This is so crazy,” Sasha finally said. 
 
    "No shit," Steve answered. For a moment, Sasha turned to him, smiling slightly even as she struggled to meet his eyes. Streaks of his cum were still drying on her face, and they had never even been introduced. Crazy was an understatement. 
 
    "I know," I said. "You know what Alicia's like. It's better just to do what she says. Otherwise, she just makes it worse." Turning, I stepped into the shower. The feeling of the warm water on my tired muscles was soothing. I held a hand towards Sasha, and after a momentary pause, she took it. I helped her into the shower, and my cock began to swell in the cage as I watched the shining water cascading over her beautiful body. 
 
    “Do you think she’ll actually try and take Trent from me?” 
 
    "I have no idea," I said in response to Sasha's question. "I mean, she's capable of anything. Look us. Look what she's done to us. If she wants him, I wouldn't put it past her." Sasha said nothing. Her big brown eyes peered up into mine as the water plastered her hair in wet strands over her shoulders. Behind her, Steve stepped into the shower too, the three of us making the warm wet space tight as we pressed against each other. I reached for the soap and squirted some into my hand. Sasha smiled faintly as I applied it to her body instead of my own. The soft feel of her breasts in my hands drove me wild with desire. But of course, that was exactly what Alicia had planned. 
 
    "I just can't say no to her," Sasha went on. And as my hands slid over her nipples, I felt them harden. I heard the faint catch in her voice as she spoke. I already knew what she was thinking. 
 
    "No one can," I said. "But look, Sasha. She's a tyrant, but she's not actually evil. If you wanted to stop, she'll stop. I said the same to Steve earlier. She loves making me do things I don't want to do, but only because I want her to make me. If that makes sense." 
 
    Sasha nodded. Behind her, Steve murmured his agreement, but I wasn’t looking at him. 
 
    "I can't believe she made me do that," Sasha said. But now she was smiling. I noticed she didn't stop me as my hands slid down, over her taut stomach, over her hips. Things had been so simple back when we were together, before Taye was born and after. Maybe if I had been a better man, none of this would've happened. Maybe me and Sasha would still be together, and I would have no idea how good it felt to be ordered around by a bossy dominatrix. She wouldn't know how it felt to be tied down and have two slaves ejaculate on her face. But now she did. And even if she bailed out now, even if we all somehow broke free of Alicia's dominance, I knew Sasha and I were never going to forget the things we had done together because of her. 
 
    “Get used to it,” I said. “Unless you stop her, she’s only going to get worse.” 
 
    "Worse? How could she be worse?" Sasha was smiling up at me as she spoke. My hand was between her legs now, and tentatively, I slid my fingers over her pussy. I heard her moan faintly, but she didn't stop me. Behind her, Steve stepped forward. I saw her close her eyes, just for a moment, as he wrapped his arms around her waist. His hands reached up toward her breasts, caressing her soft flesh, sliding his fingers over her puckered nipples just as I had done moments earlier. When she opened her eyes to look at me again, she was still smiling. I watched as she leaned back against Steve, a man she didn't know, and he held her up, groping her boobs with greater freedom as I continued moving my hand between her legs.  
 
    Sasha gasped as I curled my fingers inside her. Reaching back behind her head, she wrapped her arms around Steve's neck. But her eyes stayed on me. 
 
    "She could do to you what she's done to me," I said. "She could lock you up. Put you in chastity." 
 
    "You really think she'd do that?" I felt Sasha's pussy tighten around my fingers as she spoke. For all the wild orgasms she had had in the bedroom thanks to Alicia, somehow, she seemed to want more. As though she had somehow contracted Alicia's sexual insatiability. As though the dominant woman triggered a wild desire in my ex-wife that had never been there during the years of our relationship. Still, there was no point pining for the past. What we have now, at least in my opinion, was so much better. 
 
    "I know she would," I said. And Sasha's eyelids fluttered again as Steve leaned forward to kiss her neck, still fondling her boobs from behind as she clung on to him. "You heard what she said. And you know what she's like. Trust me. If she locks you up and makes you dependent on her for sexual release, she'll be able to get you to do absolutely anything." 
 
    "Oh my God," Sasha said. Closing her eyes, she let her head fall back again Steve's shoulder. Her open mouth emitted a series of moans as I fingered her, finding her G spot easily and teasing her clit with my thumb. Her legs trembled on either side of my hand, and if Steve had been there to hold her up, I wondered if she would have been able to stand.  
 
    Between the two of us, a man she once loved and a man she barely knew, Sasha gave in to her darkest desires. And as horny and frustrated as Steve and I were, we couldn't resist the impulse to touch her beautiful body. Soon, Sasha was howling with another orgasm as the warm water streamed over her body. Because, as Alicia often liked to say, orgasms are for girls. 
 
    

  

 
   
    35. Feminized By His Ex-Wife 
 
      
 
      
 
    When you date a woman like Alicia, you’re never bored. 
 
    The thing is, she doesn’t even need to be around. I can’t stop thinking about her. Maybe that would be true even if she didn’t have my cock locked away in inescapable chastity, forcing me to remember her power over me every time my manhood so much as twitches. But she does. And so it’s impossible not to be thinking about Alicia more or less constantly throughout the day. 
 
    But on this particular day, I was alone and thinking of her. Wondering what she was doing, and with whom. I still didn't know how to feel about this new development of her locking another man up in chastity. Of course it made her even hotter to me. It reinforced her sexual power and dominant nature, and that was what made her so endlessly appealing. I'll admit it. It was sexy to think about her holding the keys to another man's cock. But also, in a way I wasn't really comfortable talking about with her, it made what we had less special. Enforced chastity isn't for everyone. Sometimes, when the endless sexual frustration hits me particularly keenly, I wonder if it's really for me. But until Steve came along, these games, crazy as they undoubtedly are, were something only Alicia and I shared. Something for just us, even as my girlfriend willingly shared her body with Sasha and Trent. Now that Steve was in the picture, I couldn't help having doubts about my place in Alicia's life. I loved being her slave, but I also loved being her boyfriend. And lately, things were tending more toward the slave part of the equation and less toward the boyfriend.  
 
    But it wasn't my place to ask her what she was doing or to beg for her attention. When she wanted to see me, Alicia would let me know. And even though my mind raced with all the wild and kinky things she might be doing, a big part of me didn't want to know. What could it bring me except more pain and frustration? 
 
    So there I was, rattling around my empty house with nothing much to do. Taye was at Sasha's place, and without either my son or my girlfriend around, my days had a way of sagging and collapsing into unhealthy patterns. I watch TV. I ate too much. I did everything I could to try and distract myself from the reality of what my life had become, with only partial success. When Alicia is your key holder, there's no possibility of forgetting about her. And thinking about her, as usual, only made things worse. 
 
    When I heard a knock on the door, I was almost grateful for the distraction. Still, as I rose from the couch and headed toward the door, I wondered who it could be. Alicia would never knock. She walked into my house like she owned the place. Probably somebody trying to sell me something, I mused to myself as I reached for the handle. But as I swung the door open, I almost gasped in surprise. It wasn't a salesman standing on the doorstep in front of me. It was Steve. 
 
    "What are you doing here?" 
 
    Even as I spoke, the young man was looking past me, his blue eyes peering into the house over my shoulder. 
 
    "Can I come in?" He asked. 
 
    "Okay." Stepping aside, I let Steve walk into my house. It's not that I disliked him. It's more that I had to constantly remind myself that I didn't dislike him whenever I was around him. It wasn't him as a person that I didn't like, I reminded myself. It was the situation he was a part of. In fairness, I could hardly criticize Steve for succumbing to Alicia's wiles. After all, I had done exactly the same thing. Still, I didn't like it when he was around, and that translated into a kind of hostility toward the young man himself. It was nothing personal. Alicia just had that effect on me. And I think she enjoyed it. She certainly loved to play with my jealousy whenever she got the chance.  
 
    Closing the door behind us, I led Steve toward the living room. He was still looking around, as though he had never seen my place before. When he turned to me with a question on his youthful face, I realized what was bothering him. 
 
    “Alicia isn’t here?’ 
 
    “No,” I said with a scowl. 
 
    "She texted me and told me to come here," Steve said. "I thought she would be here." 
 
    “Well, she’s not,” I said. 
 
    “Is she coming over later?”  
 
    "I have no idea. Here, let me see what's going on." As I fished my cell phone out of my pocket, I tried to ignore the rising feeling of excitement in my guts. After all, I was bored and lonely. I wasn't exactly happy to see Steve turn up on my doorstep. But with any luck, it would mean Alicia wanted to play with us. If I couldn't have her all to myself, I was willing to share if that's what it took.  
 
    Why is Steve here? I tapped out the text and sent it to her, my phone ominously silent for a while. Sliding it back into the pocket of my pants, I looked at Steve and saw the same uncertainty I was feeling reflected on his face. Neither of us knew what was about to happen. Neither of us had any control of the situation. We were both there in the hope that my girlfriend would allow us an orgasm that day. And we both knew that Alicia would make us earn it. In a certain sense, nobody understood my predicament better than Steve. But then, he had only been living this life for a couple of weeks. For me, it felt like years longer than that. 
 
    “You want a beer or something?” I asked. 
 
    "Sure, a beer would be great," he said, a smile spreading slowly across his face. He was only just old enough to drink. Much younger than me, and younger than Alicia too. I knew that was part of the thrill for her, having this young man submitting so eagerly to her sexual dominance. But after all, she had picked him up in a bar. He was a grown man, and while he might be inexperienced at these games, we all have to start somewhere. The truth was, I knew nothing of these wild adventures until Alicia came along either. 
 
    Leaving Steve alone in the living room, I headed to the kitchen and grabbed a couple of beers from the fridge. Opening them, I brought them back to the living room. I didn't bother fetching glasses. Steve didn't seem like the type who would mind drinking out of the bottle. And as I handed one to him, he didn't complain. Lifting the bottle, Steve clinked the narrow neck against the one I still held. In silence, we both took a swig. 
 
    "That's her now," I said as I felt my phone buzzed in my pocket. Steve's eyes watched me urgently as I switched the beer to my other hand and reached into my pocket. I was right. Alicia had responded. Frowning at the screen, I read Alicia's cryptic message aloud. 
 
    “Keep him there. Await further instructions.” As I spoke, Steve gulped, and this time, I knew he wasn’t swallowing beer. 
 
    "What do you think she's going to do?" he asked. In spite of myself, I couldn't help smiling at the ingenuousness of the question. 
 
    “If I had any idea what Alicia is going to do next, I don’t think either of us would be here,” I said honestly. “She does whatever she wants, whenever she wants. You know that by now. I don’t know where she comes up with these ideas, but she never seems to run out. I guarantee she’s got something fucked up planned for both of us.” 
 
    "Do you think she'll let us - fuck her?" Steve seemed to almost choke the words out, hesitant to vocalize them. Probably he knew already how pathetic they sounded. But there was no point being coy in front of me. I was hardly in a position to judge. Still, I couldn't help chuckling at the kid's naivety. 
 
    "I wouldn't count on it," I said. "Alicia gets off on denying us. It turns her on knowing how badly we want her. And she has other ways to get off that don't include us. Then again, maybe she'll be generous. That's the point. We never really know. It keeps us working hard to please her. That's the secret." 
 
    Steve slowly nodded as he took another swig of beer. He knew all this already, of course. Maybe not with the clarity and certainty that I did, but he knew how much delight Alicia took in being cruel and withholding. After what she had put us through with Sasha, he couldn't be unaware of what exactly it was that made Alicia's cruel heart sing. More likely, I reflected, he was just trying to come to terms with it in his own way. Trying to understand the position he was in and the woman he served. I knew from experience how difficult that could be. I still wasn't fully okay with it myself. It still bothered me sometimes that I let her treat me this way, that I was so pathetic and needy that I let her get away with it. I guess time just made me more resigned to it than Steve was. 
 
    "Well, this is weird," I said, and Steve laughed almost in relief as the tension between us relaxed just a little. 
 
    “Super weird,” Steve nodded. 
 
    "I guess we just have to wait. Have a seat. I was just watching a highlight show." I sat down on the sofa, and after a moment, Steve sat down beside me. We both stared at the TV, watching the week's best plays and saying nothing. It was easier that way. Easier to pretend we were just two guys enjoying a beer and watching some sports instead of two horny slaves of the same dominant mistress. Not that Alicia strayed from either of our thoughts from moment. How could she? She was all I was thinking about, and I had no doubt that the same went for him. 
 
    When the front door opened again, my heart surged with hope. I rose to my feet, and Steve did the same, the same excitement I felt shining on his face as we both turned toward the door to greet Alicia's arrival. But my racing heart tripped over itself as I realized it wasn't Alicia stepping through the door of my house, but Sasha. And the faint spasm of disappointment I felt at not seeing my girlfriend was immediately eclipsed by surging excitement. Because Sasha's eyes were glowing the way they did when she was excited. And my ex-wife had come dressed to play. 
 
    Sasha closed the front door behind her and stepped further into the house. Entering the living room, she paused. Standing still with her hand on one cocked hip, she looked at us both with a smile on her pretty face. And we looked at her. Steve and I were both staring open-mouthed at my ex-wife. I could barely believe what was right in front of me. 
 
    Sasha was dressed as a sexy schoolgirl. Her brown hair was tied in braids on either side of her head, her lips shining with a glittering coat of pink gloss. Her short-sleeved white shirt was unbuttoned dangerously low, her cleavage appearing in the gap supported by what was obviously a push-up bra. Her pleated skirt was scandalously short, the red plaid swirling and bouncing around her thighs with every movement she made. White knee socks and a pair of Mary Janes completed the look. I had never seen my ex-wife wear anything quite like that, not even on Halloween. But it was clear from the look on her face that Sasha was enjoying herself. And no doubt enjoying the reaction from me and Steve as we stood staring at her. My chastity device grew suddenly tight as my eyes traveled over her body. I had no doubt that Steve was experiencing the same thing as he groaned beside me. 
 
    "Hello, boys," Sasha said. As she strutted into the living room, I could almost see her confidence growing with every step she took. Caught up in the way she looked, it was only when she swung a large bag off her shoulder and onto the couch that I even noticed she was carrying it. And my heart beat even more urgently in my chest as I wondered what secrets the bag might contain. After all, Sasha hadn't dressed up like this for comfort. She was doing it to turn us on. And it was working. Only one doubt plucked at my brain as I watched her move, her tiny skirt offering thrilling glimpses of her thighs as she flounced around my house. 
 
    "Where's Taye?" I asked.  
 
    “At his grandmother’s,” Sasha answered. “Alicia told me to come over here and get you two ready.” 
 
    ”Ready for what?” Steve asked. Sasha smiled at him as she unzipped the bag she had brought. 
 
    "Ready for some fun," Sasha answered. "She said you're to do as I tell you while she's not around. I'm in charge now. Understand?" 
 
    "Yes, Sasha," I said with a sigh. Already, I could feel that strange submissive state coming over me, the unique mindset in which even the most outrageous events seemed somehow acceptable. A state of mind which steadily eroded my ability to say no to a beautiful woman. And beside me, I heard Steve mumble the same thing, with only a little more hesitation. After all, he barely knew Sasha. But already, the two of them had played some incredibly kinky games together. I knew he wanted her as badly as I did. And the strict chastity Alicia kept us in made sure that both of us were ready to bow down to any pretty woman. Which Sasha undoubtedly was. 
 
    "Good," Sasha said as she straightened up again. Leaving the bag alone for a moment, she turned and sat down on the sofa. Her tiny skirt rose even higher up her legs. She didn't cross them, sitting instead with her knees together, her ass almost exposed by the sexy miniskirt. She looked incredible, and she knew it. But I knew, too, that Alicia had to be behind this. This had my dominant girlfriend's fingerprints all over it. 
 
    "We have some time before the real fun begins," Sasha went on, her glowing eyes moving from Steve to me and back again. I always forgot how much pleasure Sasha got out of being dominant. Lately, all I had seen from her was submission to Alicia, and my ex-wife clearly loved doing that as much as I did. But Sasha had a dominant streak too, at least when it came to me. In the hierarchy Alicia had established, Sasha was endlessly superior to me and Steve, even if she was inferior to Alicia herself. After all, Sasha got to cum. Sasha still had at least some control over her own sexuality. That placed her miles above me and Steve. And being in charge only fueled Sasha's confidence. Which in turn, made her even more sexy than she already was to me. 
 
    "Now, which of you silly little chastity boys wants to eat my pussy?" Once again, Steve gasped beside me. But he could hardly have been more shocked than I was to hear the mother of my son talk that way. It seemed that no matter how many times I heard these dirty comments from Sasha, I never quite got used to it. She was a good mom and a respectable woman in the eyes of society. But behind closed doors, Alicia had taught me what a slut my ex-wife could be. And as I had often reflected before, maybe if I had known and understood that side of her better, things might have gone differently between us. But the past is the past, and there's no going back. Besides, as I've often reflected before, I wouldn't want to even if I could. As alluring as Sasha could be now that she had discovered her own kinky side, it was nothing compared to what I had with Alicia. Sasha enjoyed being dominant from time to time and playing games with me and with Steve. But that's all they were, games.  With Alicia, it was different. 
 
    "Me, Sasha," I said, stepping forward. 
 
    "No, me," Steve responded. And Sasha giggled in the light, squeezing her thighs together as she looked up at us both standing in front of her, both eager to pleasure her and knowing she couldn't reciprocate. 
 
    "You. New boy. Get that handsome face between my legs." Sasha pointed at Steve as she spoke. And as he dropped to his knees on the floor of my living room immediately, she parted her thighs. Underneath the skirt, she was naked. She had come all the way here dressed like that with no underwear on, risking exposure with every step she took. No doubt that had added to the thrill my ex-wife was so obviously feeling. And as Steve crawled forward, burying his face between my ex-wife's thighs, I watched with a rising sense of disbelief as he began to lick her pussy. 
 
    “As for you,” Sasha said, her eyes blazing joyfully as she turned them on me, “you can take your clothes off. Alicia says you need to get changed before we go see her.” 
 
    “Changed into what?” But Sasha only giggled in response, a wild secret she wasn’t yet willing to share. 
 
    “You’ll see,” she smirked. “Go on, take your clothes off. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before.” 
 
    Of course, she was right about that. Sasha's eyes stayed on me as I pulled my T-shirt over my head. There was no point in being coy. We had all seen each other naked many times, all played sexy games together in the shower and in the bedroom under Alicia's direction. Just because my girlfriend wasn't there didn't mean she wasn't still calling the shots. Sasha knew that all she had to do was threaten me with Alicia's displeasure and I would fall into line.  
 
    So I did what she wanted, casting off my T-shirt and pulling down my pants and stripping away all my clothes until I stood naked in front of her. Or as naked as I could get these days, anyway. My ex-wife smiled at the sight of my shining chastity device, twitching slightly as my eager cock tried pointlessly to harden inside it. 
 
    "It's so funny how she has your little cocks locked away," Sasha said. There was a catch in her voice now, a faint echo of pleasure that told me Steve was getting to her. Doing his best to give her what she wanted, to make her cum even though he couldn't have an orgasm of his own. I knew that feeling all too well, the desperate desire to please a woman even when you know it can't immediately help your situation. As horny as we both were, I knew that licking a beautiful woman's pussy would be its own reward for him. 
 
    "Look in the bag." Sasha was gasping now, her speech punctuated by thrilling moans of pleasure. Following her instructions, I took a step toward the sofa and peered into the bag she had opened. Inside, I saw some clothes. As I carefully rummaged through them, I realized what I was looking at. The clothes inside the bag were exactly the same as the ones so she was wearing, right down to the school girl pumps and the tiny plaid miniskirt.  
 
    My heart raced as I looked at her. Sasha's head was thrown back against the couch cushions now, her mouth open as she released a series of moans and shrieks of ecstasy. And the look on my face only seemed to fuel her excitement. Laughter poured out of her, mingling with her shouts of sexual bliss. As though my fear and doubt had triggered her, I watched her cum right in front of me. Her eyes stayed locked on mine as she released her familiar yells of pleasure, her whole body vibrating on the sofa as Steve kneeled between her legs. I saw her hands gripping the back of his head, pulling his face against her as she thrust her pussy toward his busy mouth. My cock ached for impossible release as I watched her orgasm, taunting us both with the pleasure we were destined to be denied yet again. 
 
    Sasha sighed as her pleasure slowly faded. On the other side of orgasm, she sprawled back on the sofa, pushing Steve's head wordlessly away. I could see the tremors of bliss that still raced through her legs, and the look of satisfaction on her pretty face. And she was still smiling at me. Still savoring my frustration and confusion as I watched her. 
 
    "That's right," she said at last, her voice hoarse with pleasure. "Alicia is a teacher, after all. And today, we're all going to be her students. You two sluts are going to get dressed up just like me, and then we'll go and see what our mistress wants to do with us." 
 
    "You've got to be kidding me," I said. Still kneeling on the floor, Steve turned his head as he looked at both me and Sasha in total confusion. Absorbed in his task, he was struggling to catch up with what was going on. He hadn't seen what the bag contained. But Sasha was making it pretty clear what was expected of us, and Steve seemed just as shocked as I was. 
 
    "No," said Sasha, slowly shaking her head so that her pigtails moved over her shoulders, "I am not kidding you're That's what Alicia wants. She sent me over here to make sure you two bitches do as you're told. Do you want me to call her and tell her your disobeying her orders?"  
 
    Sasha grinned as she spoke. She already knew the answer. She was even newer to these kinky games than I was, but she was quick to learn the truth. The chastity device Alicia locked on my cock gave my girlfriend infinite power over me. Alicia didn't need to threaten pain and physical violence. She already had all the power she needed right there between my legs. Alicia was my only hope for orgasm, and that gave her a power that was almost beyond belief.  
 
    "No," I said, cringing in shame as Sasha's smile widened at my surrender, "don't do that." I reached into the bag, trying to control the trembling in my hands as Sasha watched in delight. Carefully, I lifted out the uniforms inside. Two of them, exactly the same as Sasha's, but bigger. Designed to fit us. Steve's blue eyes were wide in disbelief as he watched me lay out the slutty schoolgirl costume on the sofa and begin to put it on. 
 
    Sasha beamed. From the look of delight on her face, you would almost think the whole thing was her idea. For a while, she said nothing, simply enjoying the show as I dressed. And as I put on the humiliating uniform one piece at the time, I told myself they were just clothes. Just fabric. A skirt means nothing in itself. It's only society that says fabric worn this way is for girls, and worn another way for men. But it didn't help very much as I struggled into the disgraceful uniform. The shirt was tight, and the skirt was tiny, barely long enough to cover my chastity device that hung beneath it. Plus, I soon saw there were some additional items in the bag that Sasha wasn't wearing. A couple of pairs of heavy leather cuffs. A matching collar. Once I had the uniform on, Sasha rose from her seat on the sofa and stepped over to me. 
 
    "I'll put these on," she said in a soft voice. And of course, I didn't resist. As Sasha picked up the leather cuffs, I held out my wrists and allowed her to wrap the cuffs around them. Then she reached for the collar, wrapping that around my neck and buckling it in place. I hung my head as my ex-wife laughed at me, completely disgraced by this new idea of Alicia's. We both knew I couldn't fight it. But that didn't make me feel any better about myself as I stood in my own living room dressed like some ridiculous transvestite schoolgirl. 
 
    "Alicia was right," Sasha said as she looked me up and down. "She said you wouldn't have the balls to put up a fight, and you didn't. She also said you look super cute with your locked-up little cock just peeking out from under your skirt." I winced as Sasha reached for the front of the fabric, running her fingertips over the steel that encased my manhood. "If you weren't locked up in there, your dick would be hanging out under that skirt, wouldn't it? And that would look unsightly. No, this is better. You two aren't real men, so why shouldn't you dress like girls?" 
 
    I said nothing. There was nothing I could possibly say. All I could do was mutely endure my ex-wife's mockery. Satisfied, Sasha finally turned to Steve.  
 
    "Your turn," she snarled at him. "Hurry up and get dressed. It's not in any of our interests to keep Alicia waiting." 
 
    

  

 
   
    36. Serving Miss Alicia 
 
      
 
    Sasha's skirt swayed maddeningly as she walked along in front of us. The tiny plaid garment swung from side to side, lifting with every step she took and exposing glimpses of her ass. Of course, she knew that. She was enjoying it. And the fact she was doing it out in the open air only made the whole thing even more erotic and even more humiliating. Sasha was happy to expose herself in front of us, knowing there was nothing we could do about it. Knowing it was driving both me and Steve crazy to look at her body and be unable to touch. 
 
    Thoroughly defeated, we shuffled along behind her. It was awkward walking in the oversized Mary Janes she had brought to my house, even the low heel making things tricky. We both had our hands cuffed together behind our backs, the leather cuffs clipped together by Sasha before we left my house. She had also clipped a leash onto each of our collars, using them to lead us out of the house toward her car. I had cringed in terror in the driveway, afraid one of my neighbors might see me in this ridiculous get-up and playing this wild game. But Sasha didn't seem to care. Instead, she led both me and Steve over to her car and told us to get into the back seat. Then, she drove us toward the school. 
 
    It was summer. The school was abandoned, the kids free until September. As we pulled up in the parking lots, I saw there was only one other car there. Alicia's car. And under the embarrassing skirt I wore, my cock surged and throbbed in the unforgiving chastity device. That's how infatuated I was with my dominant girlfriend. The sight of her parked car was enough to get me going. 
 
    Parking her own car, Sasha got out and let us out of the backseat. Taking up our leashes again, she began to lead us toward the school. I had walked that same concrete path so many times, but it never felt nearly this long. And Sasha seemed in no hurry to get there. I didn't know how my once vanilla wife was so comfortable risking exposure, but I suspected it had something to do with us being there. After all, if we were seen, her embarrassment would be nothing compared to that of Steve and me. She merely looked sexy in her slutty schoolgirl outfit. We looked ridiculous. We looked exactly like what we were, two beaten and chastised men letting themselves be led on leashes by a pretty woman to an end we couldn't control. The humiliation was incredible. I could feel it sinking its claws into my soul, stirring up all the strange submissive feelings it always did. My cock was raging inside the chastity device, just as I knew it would be. Just as Alicia knew it would be. And inside the school, she was waiting for us. 
 
    Finally, we reached the door of the building. It was unlocked, and Sasha pushed it wide. Our shoes echoed on the polished floor of the hallway just like hers did, three grown-up schoolgirls parading through the empty corridors. Brimming with sexual confidence, Sasha led us through the school toward Alicia's classroom. Our mistress was waiting inside. 
 
    "Hello, class." My girlfriend's voice dripped with delight as we entered. I watched her rise from her chair behind her desk, smiling wickedly at the sight of us. Alicia was playing out the most elaborate fantasy yet, and I saw at once that she had dressed the part. She wore a crisp white shirt so tight it might've been painted on to her body, her ample breasts straining the buttons at the front of the garment. Her black hair was pulled back in a severe ponytail, her glittering blue eyes framed by a pair of glasses I had never seen her wear before. But what struck me most about her outfit was the skintight black leather pencil skirt she wore. With every step she took, her thighs and hips strained against the creaking material that shone under the light. Below its kneelength hem, she was wearing black stockings that gave her legs a provocative gleam. A pair of black stiletto heels completed the outfit, making her body sway as she walked slowly toward us. 
 
    "Hello, Miss Alicia," Sasha said, smiling at the other woman shyly. All of my ex-wife's former dominance seemed to evaporate at once in the presence of a true mistress. Sasha could play the game of being a dominant woman, and she loved to take a turn in charge when she got the opportunity. But Alicia was the real thing. Being a dominatrix was less a hobby for my girlfriend and more of a reflection of who she was. Ever since she had locked my cock away, Alicia had become increasingly comfortable with giving the orders no matter what the situation or the time of day. Domination and submission was becoming a part of our everyday life, and it thrilled and terrified me at the same time. But this was Alicia's show. She was directing the action. She was calling the shots. And she had a way of getting everyone to go along with even her craziest ideas. Sasha and Steve were living proof of that just as much as I was. 
 
    "Hello, Miss Alicia," I said too, and Steve mumbled the same thing. We all knew the rules. And we were helpless in her presence. Alicia, we all recognized, was more than willing to enforce even her most arbitrary commands. 
 
    "It's time for you little sluts to learn a lesson," Alicia said, standing in front of us with her hands on her hips and her feet spread as far apart as her tight pencil skirt would allow. "You're learning your place beneath me, but you still need to be taught. So the name of today's lesson is Serving Miss Alicia." As she spoke, Alicia lifted one hand and pointed toward the whiteboard at the front of the classroom. She had written those words in huge letters on the board. Alicia had the whole thing worked out. I could only imagine what kind of kinky thoughts had propelled her to this extreme. My heart raced in my chest as I wondered how this lesson was going to play out. 
 
    "Take them to their seats, head girl," Alicia said, smiling at Sasha as she spoke. "Sit them next to each other and tie their leashes to the chair so they can't go anywhere." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Sasha couldn't have seemed any happier to follow Alicia's demands. She all but curtsied as she turned and led us across the classroom. Steve and I followed, our leashes in Sasha's hand as she picked out two desks. Following her orders, we sat. Following Alicia's orders, Sasha tied the ends of our leashes to the small chairs we sat uncomfortably in. Her task complete, Sasha stood beside my desk, her hands folded in front of her. I noticed she was bouncing slightly up and down on her toes in anticipation. Clearly, this elaborate scenario was really turning my ex-wife on. 
 
    "Now, first things first," Alicia said. All our eyes followed her as she strode across the room, her high heels clicking menacingly on the floor with every step. My mouth felt dry as I saw her open the supply closet where we had had our first sexual encounter what seemed like a lifetime ago. I gulped as I saw her produce the wooden cane she had introduced me to on that very night, the family heirloom that had made me a slave the first time we met. The antique wood flexed between her hands as she stood in front of the whiteboard, her blue eyes shining with desire and cruelty as she surveyed what she had reduced us to. 
 
    "Dress code," she said. "You are all naughty little sluts, and in my classroom, you will dress like it. Shirts must be tight. Shoes must be polished. If your skirt doesn't expose you when you bend over even slightly, it's too long. Understand?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," Sasha said eagerly, while Steve and I echoed with a little less enthusiasm. 
 
    "Of course, underwear is strictly prohibited," Alicia went on. "Underwear isn't for sluts like you. It's for people who can control themselves. Come here, head girl." The tip of the cane tapped against one of Alicia's high heels as Sasha stepped forward. I could see both the nervousness and the desire in her movements as she approached our mistress. When she reached the head of the class, Alicia ordered Sasha to turn and face us. 
 
    "Sasha has been chosen to be my head girl and is in charge of you sluts when I'm not around," Alicia explained. "I want you to model yourselves on Sasha. The way she behaves. The way she looks. This is how a slut should be." Sasha was practically brimming over at the bizarre compliments Alicia was giving her. And as Alicia stepped up close behind Sasha, running her free hand over her body, I could see my ex-wife practically melting with desire. Alicia's hand strayed over Sasha's boobs, caressing them through the fabric of her shirt and making her eyelids flutter. Then it traveled down, over her flat stomach, over her hip. Finally, Alicia pulled up the front of Sasha's skirt. Sasha's eyes went wide, but the smile never left her face as Alicia began to rub her free hand against the other woman's pussy. 
 
    "Look at this pussy," Alicia growled over Sasha's shoulder. "That's why she's better than you. That's why she gets to give you sluts orders. This Percy belongs to me now. It's nice and juicy for me too, isn't it, head girl?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Already, Sasha's voice was vibrating with lust. Both Steve and I watched helplessly from our desks as Alicia slid two fingers inside Sasha's pussy, making her moan and squirm as she stood at the head of the classroom. Slowly, teasingly, Alicia fingered Sasha right in front of us. Soon, Sasha was mewling in pleasure, leaning back against Alicia while she gripped her tiny skirt in her fists, crumpling the fabric as she lifted it out of the way. 
 
    But Alicia never gives pleasure easily. Sasha gasped as the other woman abruptly slid her fingers out of her streaming pussy. 
 
    "Rule one of serving me," Alicia said. "Your pleasure is irrelevant. It's only mine that counts. Get over here, head girl. Bend over my desk." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Sasha looked genuinely fearful now as she turned toward our mistress. But still, she did as she was told. As she stood at one end of Alicia's desk and bent at the waist, the tiny skirt rose up over the bulge of her ass, concealing nothing. Alicia's high heels clicked as she circled around behind the other woman, the cane hissing menacingly through the air. 
 
    "Now you'll see what happens when you don't follow the teacher's rules," Alicia said, smiling wickedly at me. Setting her feet, Alicia swung the cane. The weapon sang through the air before cracking loudly against Sasha's exposed ass. For a moment, the only sound in the classroom was the echo of the loud blow. Then Sasha cried out, howling in pain as a red stripe formed across her pale buttocks. 
 
    "Take it, slut," Alicia snarled as she raised the cane again. "If I feel like beating your ass, that's what I'll do. And you'll take it like a good girl, won't you?"  
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia – ow!" Alicia barely gave time for Sasha to reply before the cane struck again. Sasha howled, but Alicia was merciless. The cane swooped through the air again and again, leaving a pattern of bright red bars across my ex-wife's ass. Sasha squeezed her eyes shut, gripping the edges of the desk as she winced at the blows. When Alicia had given her six harsh lashes, she abruptly stopped. 
 
    "And she didn't even do anything wrong," Alicia said, speaking slightly breathlessly as she turned to us. "But that's what happens to sluts who displease the teacher. And you two deserve all the punishment I can give you for having those pathetic little peckers between your legs. If you were real men, I'd let you fuck me. Instead, you get dressed up like sluts and beaten for being unworthy. Now, who wants to take their punishment next?" 
 
    Silence followed Alicia's words. In my peripheral vision, I saw Steve glance over at me, a look of panic on his face. But I knew Alicia better than he did. I knew she meant what she said. And that if she was in the mood to punish us, there was nothing we could do to prevent it. In complete control, Alicia could do whatever she wanted with us. If that meant inflicting pain as well as humiliation, that was what she would do. And so I screwed up my courage, telling myself there was no point delaying the inevitable. 
 
    "Me, Miss Alicia," I said. The evil smile that spread across my girlfriend's face made my cock surge in its prison. 
 
    “Good girl,” Alicia grinned. “Sasha, go bring your husband to me.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Sasha sniffed as she pushed herself up from the desk. There were tears in her eyes from the pain I knew she would still be feeling. But she did exactly as she was told. With her ass glowing red from the beating, she walked through the desks to where I sat. Untying my leash, she tugged on it, and I rose to my feet. Condemned, I followed her to the front of the classroom and bent over my girlfriend's desk. 
 
    "I can't believe you two used to be married," Alicia said as she took a few practice swings with the cane. "No wonder it didn't work out. Submissive sluts shouldn't be married to each other. People like you need a mistress to keep them in line." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I growled with my face pressed against the desk. All I wanted was for her to get it over with. If I had to feel pain, better to get on with it. But Alicia knew better. Like any good mistress, she knew that anticipation was all part of the game. 
 
    "Well, it's lucky I own you both now," Alicia said. "Now you can do what you were born to do and devote yourselves to making a superior woman happy." The cane whistled through the air, and I braced myself. It cracked loudly against my ass, louder even than it had against Sasha's. As burning pain flooded my backside, I wondered if Alicia was hitting me harder than she had my ex-wife. It certainly seemed that way. But there was no point complaining. I wouldn't be listened to anyway. With my hands cuffed behind my back, all I could do was take my beating as Alicia laid into me. 
 
    “What do you say, slut?” Alicia snarled behind me, clearly breathless now from her exertions. 
 
    "Thank you, Miss Alicia," I said between gritted teeth. If I was thankful for anything, it was only that the beating was finally over. My bare ass was throbbing from the strongest blows my girlfriend could give it. The angry red marks of the cane stung even worse than the humiliation of being whipped by my girlfriend like this in front of an audience. But when Alicia ordered me to stand up, one look at her reminded me why I put up with it. Long tendrils of her dark hair clung to her face, and her white shirt strained more than ever against her breasts as she panted. She looked beautiful beyond belief, sexy and dominant and in charge in a way I could barely handle. Every time she found some new way to treat me badly, I inevitably found myself falling for her harder than ever. Probably Alicia knew that. Maybe she didn't care. But standing there in her sexy teacher outfit with a wicked cane in her hand, my dominant girlfriend looked more beautiful than ever. 
 
    "Take him back to his seat," Alicia ordered, and Sasha did as she was told. Taking up my leash, she led me back to my seat. I followed as meek as a lamb. I winced in pain as I sat down on the hard chair, my ass aching from my girlfriend's blows. But for now, Alicia wasn't thinking about me. 
 
    “Bring me that other worthless specimen,” she said. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Dully, I watched Sasha's skirt rise up again, exposing her beaten ass as she bent over and untied Steve's leash from his chair. Just as she had with me, she led him to the front of the classroom. I could see his reluctance, but he didn't put up a fight as Alicia ordered him to bend over her desk. And once again, the cane sang and cracked as she beat him just as she had beaten me, raising red lines of pain on his young body while he winced at the blows. Once she was finished, Alicia ordered Sasha to take him back to his desk, and soon, Steve was sitting beside me again. 
 
    “Now, you see what happens to naughty girls?” Alicia said, standing triumphant at the head of the classroom. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," the three of us echoed, too overcome with humiliation and pain to fight her any longer. 
 
    "Tell me you'll all be good girls for me from now on," Alicia demanded. 
 
    "We'll be good girls, Miss Alicia," Sasha said urgently, and Steve and I echoed. Alicia's triumphant smile was devastating as she stared at the three of us, completely overcome by her beauty and power, willing to do unspeakable things for no other reason than that she told us to. This is how she increases her power, day by day, one kinky game after another. Alicia knows I can't say no to her. But nor can Steve. Nor can Sasha. And that makes her feel like the beautiful goddess she is. It only makes her even crueler. 
 
    "Okay, you can unfasten their cuffs now, head girl," Alicia said. "I think they've learned what happens if they act out." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Crouching behind me, Sasha reached my bound wrists. I felt her unclip one cuff from the other, freeing my arms. Then she repeated the procedure with Steve.  
 
    We both sat at our desks, waiting to see what happened next. Just because our arms were free didn't mean we were. After all, I was burning up with desire for Alicia, and I knew Steve felt the same way. What I really wanted was to throw her down on that desk at the head of the classroom and plunge my raging cock into her tight pussy. But that wasn't possible with the chastity device locked onto my manhood. The only thing I could do to get what I wanted was to keep doing exactly what Alicia said. 
 
    "There are some pens and paper on my desk," Alicia said to Sasha. "Hand them out. Take one for yourself as well and sit at a desk." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia." Uncertainly, I watched as Sasha followed Alicia's latest orders. Just like the teacher's pet, she distributed paper and pens to me and Steve, then sat down at the desk on my other side. Up at the head of the classroom, Alicia smiled in sadistic glee. 
 
    "Now, you're all going to write an essay on why you think it's a privilege to serve me. I want at least a thousand words. You'll be given extra points for creativity and groveling. Make sure to focus on how beautiful I am,  how unworthy you are, and how happy you are that I own you all now." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," Sasha said beside me. For my part, I stared at my girlfriend in disbelief. Not that this was exactly out of character for her. Alicia loved this kind of submission to her will. But there's nothing sexy about writing an essay. At least, not unless you're ordered to by your dominant girlfriend.  
 
    And as Sasha began scribbling away beside me, clearly already full of ideas of how to give our mistress what she wanted, I picked up my own pen. I was never all that great in school. And I never had a teacher nearly as distracting as Alicia was. Then again, I never had as much motivation to write well as I did now. 
 
    And so I began to write. And beside me, Steve did the same. Our scribbling pens were the only sound in the room for a while. That, and the provocative creak of Alicia's tight leather skirt as she moved around behind her desk. Looking up for a moment, I saw her pick up her phone and type out a text. A few minutes passed in studious silence. And then, I heard something new.  
 
    My pen stopped as I listened. So did Steve's. After a moment, so did Sasha's. Because there were footsteps coming toward the classroom through the empty hall of the school, heavy footsteps. And as the door of the classroom opened and Alicia turned toward it with a bright smile, I was alarmed yet hardly surprised to see Trent standing there. 
 
    "Hi, babe," Alicia beamed. Beside me, I noticed Sasha stiffen as she watched. Alicia's high heels rapped like gunfire on the floor of the classroom as she hurried toward her lover as fast as her tight skirt would allow. Flinging her arms around his neck, she pressed her body against his, kissing him passionately. For a moment, her feet left the floor as he picked her up, his arms around her narrow waist. When he lowered her back to the ground and the kiss broke, Alicia was beaming in a way that made my heart burn just as much as I knew Sasha's must be beside me. 
 
    "Holy shit, you did it," Trent said as he looked over at us where we sat at our desks. Cringing with shame, I turned my eyes back to the paper in front of me. I couldn't meet his stare, not dressed as I was. The humiliation was too great. 
 
    "Of course I did," Alicia smiled. "I told you. They're a bunch of submissive sluts, and they know they're lucky to be allowed to serve me. Right now, they're all writing an essay about what an honor it is to be my slave. And while they're doing that, I know what we could be doing." 
 
    Alicia took Trent's hand. He smiled as she led him across the classroom, past the whiteboard, toward the desk. He saw at once what my girlfriend was planning, just as clearly as I did. Standing at the side of her desk, Alicia kissed Trent again. Only this time, the kiss was more forceful, more passionate, more hungry. Alicia's hands moved over Trent's body, and his moved over hers, grabbing her hips, squeezing her ass through the tight leather of her skirt. Soon, he was reaching for the zipper. Pulling it down, he pushed Alicia's leather skirt to the floor. She stepped out of it, kicking it aside. Underneath, I saw that she was wearing thigh-high stockings and a pair of black panties. As he kissed his way down her neck, Trent began to unbutton Alicia's shirt. And she did the same, pulling his shirt down over his muscular arms before tossing it to the floor. As she kissed his broad chest, nipping playfully at his skin with her teeth, Trent picked her up with his hands on his hips, and Alicia squealed as he placed her down on her desk. Stripping off her shirt completely, he pulled down her panties, letting them slide down her stockinged legs and onto the floor. Hungrily, Alicia reached the front of his pants. Skillfully, she retrieved his cock, already hard and erect for her just the way mine would have been had it been free. 
 
    With one hand clinging onto his shoulders, Alicia turned her face toward us. 
 
    “Keep writing, class,” she said, once again breathless with desire. “Keep watching while Sir fucks me. Maybe he can give you some inspiration for your essays.” 
 
    Trent chuckled against Alicia's neck as he kissed her. Over at our desks, none of us answered. All three of us were gazing at the dominant couple in disbelief. Sasha's eyes were glittering as she watched, her cheeks pink with shame and jealousy and desire. 
 
    And Alicia howled in ecstasy as Trent plunged his thick cock inside her. Throwing back her head, she howled in pleasure, letting us all know just how good it felt to be penetrated by him. And as Trent's pants fell to the floor, as he hunched his body over her, pounding our mistress while we watched in utter frustration, Alicia screamed in sadistic delight. This was exactly what she wanted. All the pleasure for herself, and none for us. All we could do was watch and worship from afar and wish that it was us making her scream like that, not him. 
 
    Beside me, Sasha's pen began to move over the page again. She scribbled furiously, continually glancing up from the page to watch the show going on in front of us as Trent pounded Alicia on top of her desk. As though she was channeling all her rage and jealousy and frustration into the words she was writing, praising the woman who had beaten and humiliated her and was now betraying her with her boyfriend. 
 
    And I just sat there silently beside her. As Alicia’s moans of pleasure filled the classroom where we had met, I couldn’t think of a single word to write. Not even under the threat of whatever terrible punishment my kinky girlfriend had in mind. All I could do was watch and wonder how I had gotten into this embarrassing mess in the first place. 
 
    

  

 
   
    37. Pete’s Plan 
 
      
 
      
 
    Alicia screamed. Over on her desk at the front of the classroom, her body writhed, releasing a long series of gasps and moans of pleasure. I knew my dominant girlfriend well enough to know that she was playing to the audience. But that didn't mean it wasn't real. And the presence of an audience, me and Steve and Sasha all dressed up in our humiliating outfits and forced to watch as our mistress treated herself to selfish physical pleasure, would only make Alicia even more excited. That was how it worked, and I knew that very well by now. Her excitement fueled mine, and mine fueled hers, and knowing that all eyes were on her would only make Alicia feel even more excited. Even more sexy. Even more in control. 
 
    My heart burned with jealousy and hatred as Trent bent over her. Her body bounced as he drove his stiff cock deep inside her, forcing sobs of pleasure and bliss out of her while I helplessly watched. While we all watched. Steve's eyes were glazed over as I glanced briefly in his direction, his mouth open as though he couldn't quite comprehend the situation he had been drawn into. And Sasha was watching with a fierce glare, alternating between the teacher's desk and the paper in front of her as she continued doing what Alicia had told her to. Writing in praise of this wicked woman who was stealing her boyfriend right in front of her. Sasha must have the same confused feelings of hate and jealousy that I was feeling. Then again, I told myself, things were different for her. Recently, she was becoming more and more submissive to Alicia. But still, her predicament wasn't like mine. At least she got to cum. At least she got some physical pleasure out of it, even if she had to earn it with subservience and humiliation. She wasn't locked away in chastity like Steve and I were, unable to even get an erection, let alone have sex.  
 
    When Alicia's orgasm finally arrived, I felt it like a wave of pain in my own stomach. She held nothing back, clawing at the desk as she cried out in pleasure. I heard Trent groan above her, and I knew what he was feeling. Some tormenting memory of the last time I had been inside her echoed in my skull, and I felt a kind of phantom spasm to match the real one he would be feeling as her pussy tightened around his cock. He had everything I wanted, and being forced to watch it compounded my absolute inferiority. That was the whole point. And it was working magnificently. 
 
    Alicia sighed as her climax peaked and slowly faded. Another guttural moan rose from her throat as Trent slid his thick cock out of her dripping sex. Smiling in giddy delight, she slid down off the desk. I watched her crouch and pick up her clothes, slowly getting dressed again so that she was once again the dominant and unbelievably sexy schoolteacher. And Trent just watched it all with a giddy grin on his face, not displaying an ounce of self-consciousness as he stood naked in front of the classroom. Why should he? Both the beautiful women in the room desired him, and he knew that as well as I did. He could take his pick of Sasha or Alicia or both, while I could get neither. 
 
    Alicia adjusted her hair as she composed herself. Turning toward Trent with a smile, she kissed him again, their lips smiling against one another as they basked in the afterglow of sexual pleasure. Then she turned. Picking up her wooden cane, she began to walk toward the desks where the rest of us sat. And I watched her coming, unable to look anywhere else, watching the way her hips swayed from side to side with every step she took, straining against the tight leather pencil skirt she wore. 
 
    "Pens down," she said as she stood in front of our desks. "Time's up. Let's see what you've been able to come up with." 
 
    Sasha sat back in her chair, gazing up at her mistress as Alicia picked up her paper. The look of hate on my ex-wife's face was gone now, replaced with a strange look I had seen before. It was desire, a desire for Alicia that seemed to bend almost toward adoration. Sasha had long ago stopped struggling with labels and trying to understand why she was so desperately attracted to my girlfriend. She was resigned to it. And more than that. She loved it. Just as it did with me, Sasha's desire for Alicia pushed her to do things she would never have contemplated otherwise. That was the dark spell that embroiled us all. The fact that my ex-wife felt it as keenly as I did only served to make it seem even more powerful than it already was. 
 
    We all waited while Alicia's beautiful eyes drifted rapidly over the paper in front of her. Her lips lifted in a devious smile. She was a fast reader. When she was finished, she set the paper back down on Sasha's desk and turned her beaming smile on the other woman. 
 
    “That was lovely, Sasha,” Alicia said. “You really know how to make your teacher feel special. Good job.” 
 
    "Thank you, Miss Alicia," Sasha said humbly, color rising to her cheeks as she squirmed in her chair. I know exactly what she was feeling. Pride at being praised and shame at feeling that pride. Alicia had a true gift for giving her submissives an endless tangle of conflicting feelings to struggle with. But she also had a gift for keeping us too busy to think about anything much except her. 
 
    “You’re welcome, head girl,” Alicia grinned. “Go report to Sir at my desk. I’m sure he has a reward for you.” 
 
    "Thank you, Miss Alicia!" The way the words burst out of Sasha's mouth told me she was genuinely grateful. Once, not long ago, my ex-wife would never have countenanced requiring permission from another woman to do anything with her boyfriend. But a lot of water had passed under the bridge since then. Alicia had woven her dark magic over all of us, and now, Sasha was as grateful for the scraps of pleasure my girlfriend offered as I would have been in her place.  
 
    Sasha rose quickly from her desk, her tiny plaid skirt swaying and bouncing as she walked past Alicia toward her boyfriend who stood grinning and naked next to Alicia's desk. Alicia turned to watch her go, smiling faintly to herself at the total control she had. But as Trent took my ex-wife in his arms, Alicia turned to me. The leather skirt creaked as she sat down on the edge of my desk and snatched up my paper. I gulped. The show she put on with Trent had been far too distracting for me. I had barely gotten down more than a few sentences. And I saw a frown darkened Alicia's face as she stared at my mostly empty page, scowling at the few unedited lines I had managed to put together. 
 
    "What's this?" she said, her pretty eyes flashing as she lifted them from the paper to fix me with a glare. "You barely did anything at all." 
 
    “Sorry, Miss Alicia,” I mumbled. “I couldn’t focus. You looked so beautiful up there, I couldn’t tear my eyes away.” 
 
    “No excuses,” Alicia snapped. “You were given an order by your teacher, and you didn’t obey. So now you need to be punished.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I said quietly. As though I hadn't already been punished enough. I didn't relish the idea that Alicia was going to do something mean to me. But I knew it was useless to protest. I knew that would only get me into more trouble. Docile and humbled, all I could do was accept whatever Alicia decided to give to me. 
 
    "What about you, slut boy?" Alicia's leather skirt creaked as she rose from my desk. As she stepped toward Steve's desk, I raise my head to see what was going on over by the teacher's desk. As though the spell Alicia's presence cast over me was momentarily broken, I was able to notice as I had not noticed before Sasha's squeals of pleasure. Trent had her bent over Alicia's desk, her legs spread, her tiny skirt lifted up around her waist to allow him access to her pussy. And he was plunging his tireless cock into her, holding her by the hips, pounding her against the wood of the desk as though he had not just had sex with my girlfriend. He was tireless, an absolute machine when it came to sex. My envy and jealousy only grew more bitter as I watched him pounding my ex-wife in her sexy schoolgirl outfit just as he had pounded my girlfriend only moments before. 
 
    "You've done nothing either!" Alicia's harsh words brought my attention back to her. Standing in front of Steve's desk, he threw his paper down on the surface in disgust. "You boys are useless. You can't fuck a woman, and you can't even write an essay about how pathetic you are and how lucky you are to serve a woman like me." 
 
    “I’m sorry, Miss Alicia,” Steve stammered. “I’m not good at this kind of thing.” 
 
    "What exactly are you good at, slut?" Alicia sneered. "Not sex. I know that for a fact. Because if you were, I wouldn't have had to lock your useless cock away and have you serve me in other ways. Would I?" 
 
    "No, Miss Alicia," Steve mumbled, his eyes sinking in embarrassment to the desk in front of him. Alicia stood over him, the cane in her hands, a look of total cruelty and domination on her beautiful face. Then she moved. Her high heels echoed on the classroom floor, forming a counterpoint to Sasha's shrieks and moans as she circled around behind the unlucky man. I watched her body bend as she seized Steve's arms and pulled them behind him. He didn't resist as she clicked together the leather cuffs he wore.  
 
    And once he was bound, Alicia straightened up and turned toward me. I felt her take hold of my arms too, pulling them behind me to clip my own cuffs together. I put up no more resistance than Steve had. It was pointless. As long as this woman had our cocks locked away, she could put us in any other form of captivity she so chose. 
 
    "Stand up. Both of you," Alicia ordered. Her voice was brisk now, a tone that suggested she would tolerate no nonsense, no defiance, that she would assume her orders would be obeyed. And she was right. My chair scraped beneath me as I rose to my feet, and beside me, I heard Steve do the same.  
 
    Over on Alicia's desk, Sasha was howling and screaming and gripping the edge of the furniture as Trent continued to fuck her. She had already had one orgasm, the climactic shrieks reaching me even in the fog of nervousness and submission that enveloped me. But Trent wasn't finished with her yet. And from the expression of joy on Sasha's red face, she didn't want him to be. She turned her head to look at us, and I heard another moan rise from her throat at the ridiculous sight of me and Steve standing bound and emasculated in front of her. 
 
    "Bend over your desks, sluts," Alicia ordered. "Keep your legs straight. Let me see those asses." Thoroughly cowed, I did what my girlfriend said. I bent at the waist, lying down on the desk I had been sitting at. I knew what was coming. The skin of my ass was still hot and aching from the blows of Alicia's cane earlier, but she didn't care about that. I felt her lift my skirt with the tip of her cane, letting it lie over my back. Standing between Steve and I, she swished the cane through the air a few times, laughing as we flinched at the sound. 
 
    "Look at that," Alicia said, a smile in her voice as she spoke. "Watch Sasha get fucked while you get punished. She was a good girl and did all her work, so now she gets to have sex with a real man. You boys just get to watch and wish it was you fucking the head girl while I beat you for your insolence." 
 
    Abruptly, the cane whistled through the air with real venom. I felt a crack against my ass, the loud noise reverberating in the air of the classroom, audible above Sasha's wild howling as Trent continued to fuck her. And as I winced and groaned in pain, the cane slashed again, exploding loudly against Steve's ass this time. Alicia beats us both at the same time, standing between and behind us, switching our asses while we squirmed and cursed. Forehand and backhand, she alternated the rhythm so that we never knew which of us would bear the brunt of the next blow. My girlfriend made the cane sing, the slender wand never still as it carved the air to ribbons and left bright bars of pain across our tormented skin. And all the while, in front of us, Trent kept on plowing Sasha, his own weapon driving pleasure that sounded almost like pain from her while Alicia inflicted true pain on us. It was a strangely intoxicating spectacle, something I had never thought I would experience and that I knew I would never forget. Every painful blow hammered home my ridiculous position, my complete inferiority. I was Alicia's property, to punish and reward as she saw fit, and if she tended more toward punishment lately, that was her business, not mine. My only task was to take it. And not for the first time, I felt the strange paradoxical freedom of serving a woman like her. Alicia made it easy. All I had to do was exactly as she said. 
 
    And right then, in her summer classroom under the rapid blows of her cane, an idea whose birth I had barely noticed rapidly grew. 
 
    This was hardly the time for unexpected ideas. Not mine, anyway. It was only Alicia’s that mattered. And as the cane suddenly stopped whistling behind us, Alicia’s rage seemingly sated for now, I fought against the pain of my beaten backside and wondered what would happen next. 
 
    Alicia circled around to stand in front of me. Her eyes were blazing the way they did when she felt so fully in control. I gulped as I looked at her, the conquering goddess of my wildest dreams in the flesh in front of me. And behind her, Trent fucking Sasha, making her scream and yell in transports of delight to taunt me as my cock ached inside the chastity device. 
 
    "Sit down," Alicia ordered. It was the last thing I wanted to do. She didn't care. She just watched, her face stern as I eased myself down onto the chair, grimacing at the additional pain it caused me to sit on my beaten buttocks. But all the pain seemed to lessen as Alicia set the cane down on my desk behind herself to pull down the zipper of her skirt. The leather garment dropped to the floor, and Alicia stepped out of it. I watched, the blood roaring in my ears as she sat down on my desk. Swiveling, she threw her legs over my shoulders, the sleek material of her stockings sliding over my face. Her pussy shone in front of me, fragrant with sex, wet and dripping with sadistic desire. And at the sight, my cock pulsed again in its inescapable prison, an unnecessary reminder of just how screwed I was. Fumbling on the desk beside her, Alicia picked up her cane again, bending the flexible wood shaft between her hands. 
 
    "Lick it," Alicia ordered, while I stared up at her disbelief. "You're going to be my clean up boy. Eat me out and see what a real man's cum tastes like. That's what you get for not doing as you're told." 
 
    Beside me, I heard Steve gasped. As well he might. Myself, I was speechless. It's not like the possibility of something like this hadn't occurred to me before. Alicia had alluded to it in several occasions. But she had always stopped short of actually doing it. As much as she liked to humiliate and degrade, Alicia had some lines she wouldn't cross. Or so I thought, anyway. 
 
    But now, she was totally caught up in her own dominant desire. Totally swept away in a flood of sadistic passion. I found an echo in my own submissive soul. As I sat there cuffed and emasculated, my girlfriend's pussy shining in front of me, I was confronted with the painful fact that I wanted to lick her. I wanted to give her pleasure in any way I could, to touch her most intimate area with my tongue since my cock was off-limits. And desire pushed away much of the disgust I would have felt at what she was proposing. Besides, I told myself, I had no choice. It was either do what Alicia said or get beaten again and then do what she said. I knew my girlfriend well enough to know she wasn't going to back down, and she could never allow disobedience to go unpunished. 
 
    "Do it," Alicia snarled. And slowly, I lowered my head between her thighs. Over on the desk, with Trent still pumping away behind her, Sasha gasped and moaned at the humiliating spectacle. And as I ran my tongue over her dripping folds, Alicia sighed in pleasure. She had won, just as she always did. And once again, one more of my boundaries burned up and floated away like smoke. Yet another line that, now it had been crossed, would probably be crossed again and again.  
 
    But I had no choice. I had a job to do. In between Alicia's thighs, I licked and slurped and swallowed, cringing at the mingled juices that poured out of her ravaged pussy. I tried not to think about the fact that I was swallowing Trent's cum, but it was hard to ignore when I could taste it clinging to my tongue and throat. And of course, Alicia wasn't going to let me forget about it for a minute. 
 
    "That's right, eat it all up," she said, her voice dripping with pleasure as she sprawled on the desk in front of me. She locked her legs together behind my head, trapping me against her sex so that every breath I took was heavy with her scent. "And when Trent leaves a nice hot load in the head girl's slutty cunt, guess what you're going to have to do, Steve?" I felt Alicia's body turn slightly as she faced the man at the desk beside me. "That's right. You're both a couple of cleanup sluts, and since you don't get to cum in a woman's pussy yourselves, cleaning us up after a real man has used us is all you deserve." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Alicia," I heard Steve say in a hollow voice at the desk beside mine. But I didn't pay much attention to his words. I was absorbed in my task. Slowly, I swallowed all of Trent's cum, and soon, all I could taste was Alicia. I heard her moan as I began to lick more enthusiastically, trying to wash away the taste of him with the delicious flood of her. And soon, my girlfriend was moaning and groaning on the desk in front of me, another orgasm swelling inside her beautiful body as I licked her to climax. 
 
      
 
    "Are you asking my permission?" 
 
    "No," I said with a scowl, even as my cock surged inside the chastity device at the question. This wasn't the time for those kinds of thoughts. Not that I could ever really banish them. But this was no game. As I sat at Sasha's kitchen table, I had a serious purpose in mind.  
 
    She regarded me over a steaming cup of coffee, her brown eyes glowing like polished copper as she looked me up and down, as though she was seeing a new side to me. But she wasn't. She was seeing the same old side that had always been there, but that she had forgotten about in the bright light of the games we had begun to play together. I could hardly blame her. The memory of the things we had done, including the bizarre spectacle Alicia had masterminded in her classroom that day, hung forever between us, impossible to ignore whether we talked about it or not. But there's more to life than kinky sex, even if sometimes we wish there wasn't. Even if sometimes we like to pretend that there isn't. And even though Alicia's domination of me was seeping more and more into my daily life, coloring every interaction not only between me and her but between me and my ex-wife too, we don't live that way permanently. We can't. We all have real lives to live, and Sasha and I have a son to raise. 
 
    Taye was watching TV in the living room while Sasha and I spoke. And if it hadn't been for him, maybe I never would have asked Sasha's opinion on this at all. Then again, maybe I would. The truth is, I don't have many friends, and no female ones. Besides, who else could I ask about this but her? Only Sasha knew the true nature of the relationship between me and Alicia. Only Sasha understood the danger as well as the delight. 
 
    "Well, we know she's good with kids," Sasha said, punctuating her words with a sip of coffee. "She already knows Taye. She's beautiful. I think she's good for you. You've really changed since you started dating Alicia. I mean, I know why. I know all the kinky stuff," Sasha said, lowering her voice slightly as she spoke even though there was little chance of Taye hearing us. Once he got absorbed in his favorite program, you could set fire to the house and he would barely notice. 
 
    “But it’s more than that,” Sasha went on. “I mean, you love her.” 
 
    "Yeah. I do. When we split up, that was the worst. I don't want to be without her. And you know what she does to me. It's hard. But I don't want to stop. Ever. You're right. It's not about the kinky stuff. That's just an extra bonus. I love her, and I don't want to be without her, ever." 
 
    "Then there's not much to ask me, is there?" Sasha said. "You don't need my permission. For what it's worth, you have my blessing. I think she's good for you. I don't know why what you guys have works for you, but it clearly does. And outside of the bedroom, she seems like a good person. She has a respectable job. She has her shit together. Inside the bedroom is a different matter."  
 
    Sasha smiled at me as she spoke. There it was again, the elephant in the room. My submission to Alicia was impossible to ignore. Then again, Sasha was hardly in any position to criticize. She did what my girlfriend said just as readily as I did. And as though we were thinking the same thing at the same time, a cloud passed over my ex-wife's pretty face. She opened her mouth to speak, but paused uncertainly before saying the words. 
 
    "Will this change anything though?" she said. "I mean, with us? Because you know I love playing with you guys, and so does Trent. I mean, he really loves it. He loves fucking your girlfriend and hearing her tell him how much better he is than you. I don't want to stop." 
 
    Sasha’s eyes peered deep into mine as she spoke. She was still smiling, still teasing me with the truth. Probably she could guess how I felt as I sat across the table from her, my cock once again uselessly testing the confines of the prison Alicia kept it in. Desire like that makes it impossible to think clearly. But that was what I needed, clear thought. Still, Sasha had a point. 
 
    "I don't think anything has to change," I said slowly, feeling as though I was drawing the words out of some deep cavern of my chest. "We can still play. I mean, Alicia loves it too. She's not going to want to stop just because of this." 
 
    "Good," Sasha said. "Then go for it. I think both you and Taye could benefit from more stability in your life, and she'll certainly give you that." 
 
    "Thanks, Sasha." My ex-wife's eyes followed my hands as I snapped shut the jewelry box in front of her and slid it back into my jacket pocket. Still smiling, she took another sip of her coffee. I stood, and she stood too, wrapping her arms around me. Between us, my caged cock pressed against her leg, another reminder of the power Alicia always held over me. 
 
    "Congratulations," Sasha whispered into my ear as she squeezed me tight for a moment. "You're in for a wild ride with that one." 
 
    “Don’t I know it,” I replied. 
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