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I was kneeling in the corner where she put me, my eyes scanning the room for anyone who might require a drink refilling, a cigarette lighting, or any one of the myriad other tasks I had been given over the course of the evening. The party was winding down, and it showed: couples were pairing off for the night, the dancing had stopped, and no one was demanding my attention. When they did, it was for a moment or two and no more, then they let me go back to my waiting spot and forgot about me as though I was never there at all.

Only Mistress seemed to notice me for more than a few seconds at a time. Her eyes flitted across at me every now and then, whenever she found time to take a break from being the consummate hostess, and when they met mine they were always wearing an expression that was half warning and half satisfaction.

You’re doing well, it seemed to say. Don’t fuck up now. Or else.

I had done my best. I wasn’t entirely comfortable with the idea of serving in such a large crowd – especially a crowd of Mistress’s closest and dearest friends – but she had made it clear before I even accepted her collar that this was one of the duties that would be expected of me, as her lover as well as her slave. It was non-negotiable – and, while I would be trained into it, there was no room for doubt. If I couldn’t do it, I could always leave.

Except we both knew that couldn’t happen. I had been infatuated with her, right from the very first time I had met her. The thought that one day I might be hers had seized me from the inside out, and when the opportunity arose I grabbed it with both hands. I trusted her. She knew what was best for me: every humiliation, every stinging crop mark. They had moulded me into a better slave.

And she had been right about this, too. The blush I had felt cross my face as I greeted her first guests as instructed – almost naked but for my cage and collar and tight black underwear, kneeling on the floor, and with a kiss on each foot as they crossed the threshold – had halved when the time came for me to repeat it for the next couple five minutes later. By the time I had prostrated myself in front of her final guests, it felt like the most natural thing in the world.

Mistress knows best, I told myself. As long as I kept that in mind, nothing could go wrong.

And so it had gone throughout the evening. Whenever someone had clicked their fingers I had scurried to their side in a panic, wondering what embarrassment I would be subjected to, only to find that they wanted nothing more complicated than for me to fetch them a drink. Eventually, it started to feel almost... freeing. I didn’t have to worry about impressing them. All I had to do was exactly what I was told, when I was told.

Mistress had been off in the kitchen, leaving me in the living room with roughly half of the guests, listening in on their conversations and being ever-watchful for one of them trying to get my attention. I found myself wondering what time it was – almost midnight, surely? – but that didn’t mean anything. Mistress’s parties were rumoured to go on until the wee small hours. Even if I had felt tired, I still would have been expected to fulfil my duties.

Except I didn’t feel tired. I felt electrified. Every synapse in my body seemed to jump and buck with the excitement of my service.

The large double door to the kitchen was opened suddenly, jolting me out of my daydreams, and a large wooden table rolled in. It was sturdy-looking, and seemed heavy, but the two men that pushed it into place seemed to have no trouble with it. With a kick of their toes, the wheels were locked into place, and what had once been a large open space in the centre of the room was filled.

Was I supposed to offer to help out?, I thought to myself. Will Mistress be angry? It had all happened so suddenly, this large piece of mahogany put into position and secured there before I could even react.

No. My instructions had been clear. I was to wait, kneeling, until my assistance was specifically requested; if it wasn’t, I was to be seen and not heard. I was just as much a piece of furniture as the table, and unless I was given a purpose, I was to act like it.

I looked around the room, trying to see if anyone was judging me for not offering my help, but they didn’t seem to be looking at me at all. All eyes were firmly on the table, and a few wry smiles were beginning to creep out.

The two men who had brought the furniture in took their seats across the room from me as a faint tinkling sounded from the door they had just come through: the sound of a knife being tapped repeatedly against the stem of a wine glass.

‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ an unmistakeable female voice said. ‘If I might have your attention, please?’

Mistress always did know how to make an entrance.

She swept into the room like a celebrity at a red carpet premiere, all eyes instantly on her, in complete and effortless control of the situation. Even with her back to me, I could see that she had changed her outfit. Where once there had been an elegant dress, now a pair of tight, shiny black trousers hugged her shapely thighs. A white blouse was held in place by a red leather corset, its black lacework standing in stark, uniform contrast to the alabaster paleness of her skin. Her hair, previously left free around her shoulders, had been clipped and fixed into a high, tight bun.

She didn’t look as though she was here to party. Everything about her seemed suddenly businesslike and imposing. I was almost glad that I couldn’t see her face.

The room had fallen silent.

‘Those of you who have been to my parties before know that from time to time I like to mix things up a little,’ she began. Her audience sat enraptured, and so did I. ‘Those of you who haven’t had that particular fortune before are going to be in for a treat.’ A few nervous titters spread out across the room: apparently Mistress’s reputation preceded her.

I didn’t join in. It was the first of Mistress’s parties that I had been allowed to serve at, but I had been warned that they were serious business, and not to be taken lightly. The eleven guests represented the cream of the local BDSM community, the epitome of high-class kink. Whatever entertainment she had planned for them would no doubt be something extra special indeed.

‘Slave?’ she said, turning around for the first time.

It took me a moment to realise that she was talking to me. The way she said it made it sound less like a term of address and more like an inanimate object. By the time it had caught on my ear and burrowed its way into my brain, it already felt as though I had kept her waiting too long. She was looking at me expectantly, just like each of the other eleven people in the room. Sheepishly, I got to my feet and went to stand by her, where she was pointing. Dressed in nothing but a pair of tight black boxer-briefs, I was suddenly intensely aware of just how penetrating their gaze was. They seemed to be looking right through the fabric to what lay underneath.

‘I’m sure you’ve all met my newest boy over the course of the evening,’ she said, running her fingers gently – teasingly – down the length of my arm. ‘Informally, at least. But now I think it’s time for a proper introduction.’

I didn’t know quite what she meant by that, but she didn’t leave me wondering for long. With viper speed, she slipped her thumbs into the elastic waistband of my shorts and pulled them down. I had to fight every muscle in my body to keep from covering myself with my hands, but I knew that would have resulted in harsh punishment. Two of the women let out a slight giggle when they saw the cage that Mistress kept locked around my cock, but otherwise the assembled crowd just looked at me.

‘You work fast,’ one of them said, before taking another sip of champagne. ‘How long did it take you to get him all locked up?’

Mistress smiled at her, but didn’t reply. In truth, it had been almost immediate: my cock had been locked up for the entire six weeks I had been under Mistress’s control. It was something she insisted on, and a fact that I had almost – almost – managed to adjust to.

‘As you might have noticed, he’s not yet collared,’ she continued, ignoring the temporary distraction. ‘I plan on changing that tonight.’

A warm feeling spread out through me from head to toe. So that’s what this evening was all about. Mistress had decided to collar me, and wanted all of her friends around to witness it. Suddenly I felt a tremendous sense of pride, knowing that she thought highly enough of me to not only claim me for her own but also to have her friends watch as we made it official.

In its cage, I could feel my cock begin to stiffen. I didn’t care who might see it.

‘Do you have anything to say, slave?’ she said, acknowledging me directly at last.

I shook my head. ‘No, Mistress. Just... thank you for letting me serve you. I’m glad you’ve found me to your satisfaction.’

All around me, eleven faces smiled up from their seats. If I hadn’t been so caught up in the moment, I might have noticed that their smiles didn’t look happy – at least, not conventionally. Each and every one had a predatory undertone, like a cat playing with a mouse.

‘It’s OK, boy,’ she said softly. ‘You’ve always shown yourself to be so willing to try new things and push your limits. As submissives go, I couldn’t really have asked for better.’

‘Thank you, Mistress.’

‘You’d agree with that, then? That you’re always willing to push your limits?’

I nodded. ‘Yes Mistress. Anything to please you. If that’s what you want.’

‘Good boy,’ she said, running an affectionate hand through my hair before turning back to her audience. ‘You heard him, ladies and gentlemen. If I want his limits pushed, they’ll be pushed. And that’s definitely what I want tonight.’ She gestured to one of the large men who brought in the table. ‘Stephen, would you be a dear and go and fetch the holdall that’s in the hallway? As wonderful as this table is, it’s looking a little sparse, and I think we could use some extra equipment.’

Stephen grinned and went into the hallway, emerging a few seconds later with a large leather bag. It must have weighed a ton, but he held it out to Mistress as though it was filled with nothing but feathers. She dropped it heavily onto the table, and unzipped it.

I had expected that Stephen would go to retake his place on the couch, but instead he stood next to me, as though waiting for further instructions. Looking at him, though, it was clear he didn’t have a submissive bone in his body – in fact, none of Mistress’s guests seemed to. They each exuded a raw power that made it clear that I was below them, that my obedience was expected to be instantaneous.

Stephen smiled at me knowingly as Mistress rummaged around in the bag. Eventually, she emerged holding four thick leather straps. She handed two of them to Stephen. ‘Would you mind?’ she said, and he nodded. Within seconds, he was down on his knees in front of me, fastening the cuffs around my ankles. Mistress grabbed my wrists and held them in place in front of her as she began to fiddle with the leather in her hand.

I was shocked. She had never so much as played with me in front of a man before, and now there was one helping her restrain me. His grip was firmer than hers, and yet somehow less firm: as he wrapped his huge hands around my ankles, I could feel the raw power that lurked in his fingertips, but he held me almost gently, as though he was scared he might accidentally hurt me.

He was scared of damaging Mistress’s property.

Mistress herself had no such worries about roughness. She pulled my wrists towards her, wrapping the leather around them tightly and sealing them in place with padlocks that didn’t seem to have any keys handy: it appeared that I was going to be wearing them for some time.

Once I was cuffed, she pointed to the table. ‘Lay on it,’ she said, her voice holding no room for hesitation. ‘On your back. Legs over the side. Hands above your head. Now.’

I did as I was told. As soon as I was in position, I felt someone threading chain through the rings in the wrist cuffs, pulling it tight, and securing my hands to the table over my head. I pulled slightly, testing my bonds. They were secure.

‘What about his legs?’ asked one of her guests – a soft-voiced woman from over my right shoulder.

‘Leave them, for now.’

‘Won’t he struggle?’

‘Not if he knows what’s good for him.’

That got a laugh from the crowd, but not from me. I knew Mistress well enough to know that it was no joke – and for the first time, I felt nervous.

Mistress traced her hands across my body, running them down towards the steel that surrounded my cock. She leant down as though to kiss my torso, which I thought was horribly out of character for her, especially in front of all her friends – but I was even more surprised when she slipped the key from her necklace into the cage’s padlock and set me free.

Immediately – involuntarily – I sprang to life. For a brief moment, I managed to forget about the rest of the people in the room. It was just me and Mistress, alone, me restrained and waiting for a chance to serve, her looking down at me with a cruel glint in her eye. It wasn’t until she turned around to address her friends that I realised the difference between us: in that moment, I was looking at her like a Goddess; she was looking at me like a plaything.

As it should have been.

‘As you can see,’ she said, swatting lightly at my engorged cock, making it bob in front of me, ‘my slave seems to be eager and willing – and as you all know, when you’re in my house, what’s mine is yours. My food, my drink, my submissives. You’re guests here, and I want you to enjoy the hospitality to which my guests are accustomed.’ There was a pause, and then she said the words I was expecting and dreading in equal measure. ‘So who’s first?’

As silence spread out through the room like a fog, 

The longer it took for someone to speak up, the more anxious I found myself becoming. Suddenly, the restraints around my wrists felt tighter than ever, holding me in place while they decided which of them would be allowed to violate me first. I thought I heard a stirring from one of the couches, and tried to work out who it might be, but then someone else spoke up.

‘Well if no one else is going to make the leap, I guess that means it’s up to me.’

The voice came from behind me, and it chilled me: I had been hoping for one of the women in the room to speak up, but the voice was far too low and throaty for that. I recognised it instantly. His name was Simon, and I got the impression that he was some big shot in the city, full of confidence and an attractive swagger. If anyone would have been nervous about breaking the ice, it wouldn’t have been him.

I saw Mistress clap her hands together with glee, even as Simon took his position by my head. ‘Excellent!’ she said, excitable as a kid at Christmas. ‘I was starting to think I’d have to show you all how it was done.’

She couldn’t... she couldn’t really expect me to just open myself up like this, could she? With no training, or prior warning? We’d never even discussed me serving other people – let alone other men – and yet there was nothing in her eyes that implied she expected anything less.

‘Mistress, I...’ I began, but she cut me off.

‘Shut up,’ she said curtly. ‘I don’t want to hear it. You have your safeword. Use it, or be quiet and take what you’re given. And don’t you dare embarrass me in front of my guests.’

The tone of her voice made it clear that this was a test – maybe my final test. Take what I was given, push myself beyond my comfort zone, and perhaps there would be a future for me at her feet. If I was unwilling – or if I failed to meet her standards – then I was of no use to her.

I nodded softly, but didn’t say a word.

‘My apologies,’ she said to Simon. ‘That’s the problem with fresh meat. Sometimes it forgets its place.’

‘I’m sure it’ll learn soon enough,’ he said. His tone was reasonable and almost understanding, but there was no way of getting around the fact that they had both referred to me as ‘it’: not a man, not a boy, not even human. I was an object, and they were going to treat me as such.

‘You can punish it, if you like?’ Mistress said breezily. ‘I wouldn’t want you to feel as though I was giving it any special privileges.’

I felt him run his fingers through my hair in a tender, almost-innocent gesture. ‘No, no,’ he said softly. ‘I don’t think that will be necessary. Your boy is going to do just as he’s told, without any question or hesitation, isn’t he?’

I nodded softly.

‘Say it, boy,’ he said. ‘Tell me you agree.’

‘Yes, Sir,’ I mumbled quietly.

I heard the sound of a zip unfastening, but I didn’t dare to turn my head. His hand still ran through my hair, but a lot of the tenderness seemed to have vanished. Now, it was a display of force: a reminder that, even without my hands tied, there was nothing I could have done to resist him.

‘Look at it, boy,’ he said. ‘See what a real man’s cock looks like. Not like that shrimpy little noodle between your legs, eh?’

Reluctantly I turned my head to face him. His cock bobbed in front of me, hard as stone and so big – almost obscenely so, partly just a trick of it being so close to my eyes, but also due to what was obviously natural girth and length. Already, it was throbbing, waiting for me.

I knew instinctively that there was no way I’d be able to take it all.

‘Beg for it,’ he said. ‘Show me that you understand exactly what you’re for.’

It took all the strength I had to make the words form at my lips. ‘Please, Sir,’ I began, but then my mind went blank. Please what? Please give me your cock? Please fuck my face? There was nothing I wanted less in the world, but still...

I needed to do it – not for me, or even for him, but for Mistress. If there was any chance of her keeping me on, it would be through me proving myself in service.

‘Please use me,’ I said at last. ‘Please, Sir. I want to be used. I need to be used. Please.’

He barely waited for me to finish before he pushed his hips forward into my open mouth. Immediately I gagged at the unfamiliar sensation, but he didn’t even give me time to adjust. He drove on and on, fucking my face with increasing aggression, every thrust pushing him a little way deeper into my unwilling mouth.

‘Don’t fight it, boy,’ he said, his breath quickening. ‘You’d better up your game, because if I don’t come...’ He didn’t finish his sentence. He didn’t need to: his meaning was perfectly clear. If I didn’t make him come, the rest of the evening would not end well for me.

Slowly, tentatively, I began to suck at him, the way Mistress had taught me on her strap on: gentle suction, lots of tongue, and great care to keep my teeth covered. I had thought it was just part of the humiliation, but now I knew: I was being trained for a moment just like this. Even though I was being cautious, I could hear him begin to moan  as I worked my lips over his cock. ‘You see?’ he said to the assembled crowd, who had gathered to watch my humiliation. ‘The little slut likes it. Don’t you, boy?’

‘Yes Sir,’ I said, pulling my lips free from his cock for just long enough to form the words. I was surprised by how much it was true. It was almost as easy to give myself over to Simon’s control as it was to please Mistress: the humiliation had all but faded away, only to be replaced by a deep desire to please.

‘Stop hogging him, then,’ one of the women joked. ‘Some of the rest of us will want a turn. Don’t wear him out.’

‘No one’s stopping you,’ Simon said, to laughter from the crowd. ‘There’s still a lot of him to go around.’

The woman apparently took that as a challenge. When she stood up, I saw who it was: a woman I thought I remembered being named Julia. I couldn’t remember what she did for a living, but she had that same confident look that Simon had: one that said she knew exactly what she wanted from me, and that it was her right to get it.

I saw her look over to Mistress for approval, which was granted by a slight nod of the head, and then shimmy her skirt and blouse down to the floor, leaving her dressed in nothing but a bra and panties. A second later, I felt her jump onto the table. She slid one leg over my body and straddled me, pressing down hard. The crowd went wild, whooping and hollering encouragement.

‘I think he really does like it!’ she said to them. ‘I can feel his little prick getting hard already!’

I had barely noticed, but a combination of Julia’s panties gently rubbing over my cock and the humiliation of Simon’s dick in my mouth – and its rapidly approaching orgasm – had left me pretty much fully erect.

She was right: I did like it. I had long since forgotten about my shyness, and instead I was sucking Simon’s cock with gusto.

‘Good boy,’ Julia said, reaching across my body and squeezing my nipples tightly enough to make me gasp. ‘Don’t let me distract you. I want to see his come all over that slutty little face of yours.’

It seemed as though she wasn’t alone. As Julia ran her nails down my chest, it was as though everyone took her involvement as a sign that they were welcome to abuse me too. They came out of the woodwork like termites, first cautiously and then in a swarm of hands, touching me, groping at me, examining my body with the tips of their fingers. The room had never seemed more full, as all of the guests surrounded me. Eleven people, plus Mistress – off to one side, rummaging in the bag that held her toys – made twelve, and in the centre of it all was me: Lucky Thirteen, lost in a sea of groping hands and clawing fingers, opened up for use by anyone who wanted me. The longer I spent as the subject of everyone’s attention, the more confident I began to feel. I had been stupid to be so reluctant. As the cock in my mouth spilt its load down my throat, only to be almost immediately replaced by a neatly-shaved pussy that straddled my face and demanded to be serviced, I gave myself over completely to my new role: a slut and a whore, a willing fuckdoll for whoever wanted to use me.

The rest of the world faded away to a quiet hum. Nothing else mattered, as long as I was being used – as long as I was obeying.

‘Hold his legs up,’ I heard a familiar voice say, and then innumerable hands pulled them into position and kept them firmly in place. I barely noticed the cold wetness of Mistress’s lubed finger on my asshole, and it wasn’t until I felt the hard rubber head of her strap on cock at my entrance that I realised what was happening.

She was no more gentle with me than the others were. She slid the full eight inches of her dildo into my ass, making me moan around the cock that was currently filling my mouth – the third of the night? The fourth, perhaps? It was hard to tell. I had already begun to lose count. With every thrust I felt myself reminded of my place as the group’s little fuckdoll, and everything that entailed.

An unfamiliar hand reached out and grasped my cock. It was slim and dainty, but its grip was firm and the sharp pinch of the nails told me the person responsible wasn’t interested in being gentle with me. She timed her pumps of my throbbing shaft with Mistress’s assault on my ass, matching them stroke for stroke, just for a second giving me the strange sensation of being fucked with my own cock, giving and taking in equal measure. I felt my body tense as an orgasm threatened to break through my defences, but with my mouth occupied there was no way I could ask for permission. My muscles contracted as I desperately struggled to keep my body in check, but the grip of strong male hands around my legs kept me exposed, both for Mistress’s strap on and also for the teasing play of whichever one of her guests currently had my cock pulsing in her hand.

Stroke. Stroke. Stroke.

Thrust. Thrust. Thrust.

Suck. Suck. Suck.

Stroke. Thrust. Suck.

Over and over, a repeat cycle with no end in sight. My body cried out for release that never seemed to come, that could never break the monotony of what felt like an eternity in service to an endless crowd that demanded the satisfaction I would always be denied.

‘Come for me,’ Mistress said.

Almost immediately, I felt the familiar sensation bubbling up from deep inside of me, but either by accident or design the man whose cock had been so effectively gagging me responded. As it pulled out from between my eager lips it erupted, coating my face and naked chest with his load. I didn’t have long to react, as a moment later the woman’s rough touch brought me to my own climax, my come mingling with his on my chest.

Suddenly, I was overcome by the realisation of what I had just done: how easy it was for me to give myself up to these strangers, just how much I had loved the violation they had inflicted on me. The room span. Nothing seemed to make sense.

All I knew was what I was: a slut and a whore, made for use. Trained to give pleasure without expecting any in return.

Before I could say anything, I felt Mistress’s cock withdraw from my asshole, leaving me feeling empty. As though to make up for it, a hard rubber ball gag was forced between my teeth and fastened tightly into place. The crowd had no use for my holes by that point; they had already begun to disperse, and where once I had been the focus of attention I was left as nothing more than a broken centrepiece, with everyone’s interest directed elsewhere.

They collapsed in on each other, ignoring me as they began kissing and touching each other, playing with their naked bodies and eking out whatever vestiges of sexual tension were left after they had gained their satisfaction from me.

I closed my eyes, my face still sticky with another man’s come – at least three other men’s come, in fact – and tried to ignore the moans of pleasure that surrounded me. At that moment, it was more than I could handle.

‘Let’s take this upstairs,’ I heard Mistress’s voice say at last, closing the night’s ceremonies in what I had been informed was the traditional way: by escorting her guests to the large master bedroom, where they could enjoy each other to their hearts content. There seemed to be a fairly unanimous display of assent, with a dozen or so voices all making noises in the affirmative.

Behind the gag, I stayed silent.

‘Should we let your boy out so he can clean up?’ a male voice asked her. He didn’t specify whether he meant my body or the room itself. ‘He did a good job tonight.’

‘Leave him,’ she said. ‘He needs to get used to resting in filth if he’s going to serve.’

‘Shame,’ the man sighed. ‘I was hoping I might get to fuck his slutty little ass tonight. It looked so much fun when you did it.’

Mistress shook her head. ‘No, I don’t think so,’ she said, and I felt relief flood my naked and broken body. No matter what had happened tonight – no matter what indignities I had had performed on my body, no matter how willing I had been – there was a line that wouldn’t be crossed. She was facing away from me, so I was sure she couldn’t see the genuine smile that crossed my lips, but I made a silent promise to myself to thank her properly for her mercy once the humiliation of the night was over.

The light clicked off, and they filed out one by one into the hallway. I tried to ignore the pain in my arms from being restrained, not to mention the unpleasant sensation of my come-covered body drying in the cool air of the living room, and settled in for what I could tell was going to be a difficult night’s sleep.

‘Besides,’ I heard her say through the closed door as the sounds of the party headed upstairs to Mistress’s bedroom, ‘he’ll still be tied and helpless for you in the morning.’
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