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"Males of the Rose House are to remain gagged when their mouths are otherwise not in use. While any male we would accept here has the obedience to learn to remain quiet, the gag acts as a symbol that myself and the fellow ladies are not interested in what any male has to say unless they are explicitly asked for their opinion."

Miss Alderton


The Rose House

As she sat in the foyer of the fabled Rose House, Kate was nervous. For herself, yes, but even more so for her boyfriend, Jeremy. He had been stone silent ever since they arrived and now sat next to Kate with his elbows on his knees and his head slumped into the cradle of his hands. Kate had explained to him what the night was all about–and how important it was that they make a good impression–but she could only provide scarce details, not knowing all that much herself aside from the broad strokes Miss Alderton had first shared with Kate.

She looked at him out of the corner of her eye. God, he was a handsome man. Well-built from good stock, with shining eyes and–Kate’s favorite–strong forearms, like thick tree branches. There were other parts of him she enjoyed as well, parts she would have to share with the ladies of the Rose House today, but beyond the physical, Kate simply adored Jeremy’s sense of self. He was composed, but not overbearing, kind yet confident, and perpetually generous. It was not lost on Kate that his generosity was the reason they were here first place—many other men, perhaps most if not all, would’ve flat out refused the invitation. But not Jeremy. He wanted to make Kate happy and this was what Kate wanted.

A paneled side door opened onto the foyer and through it walked Miss Alderton. She wore a sleeveless fitted navy dress with thin straps over her pale shoulders, white lace opera gloves that went past her elbows and matched her pearl necklace, and a vintage pillbox hat that crowned her pulled-back light copper hair. She gave the couple a prim smile.

“Kate, how lovely to see you,” she said. “I’m so glad you decided to come.” She turned her attention to Jeremy. “Please, introduce me.”

Kate stood up and instinctively smoothed her silk blouse and pencil skirt combo. She beckoned Jeremy to stand as well and he popped off his chair like a cork, dressed in trousers and a dress shirt, sans tie, per Miss Alderton’s instructions.

“Miss Alderton, this is Jeremy. Jeremy, please meet Miss Alderton. She’ll be our host for the evening.”

“Nice to meet you,” croaked Jeremy.

Miss Alderton didn't respond or hold out her hand or do anything of that sort. She observed Jeremy quietly, slyly, noting his frame and form, as if he was merely a picture on the wall for her to gaze at as long as she liked. When she spoke, she spoke to Kate.

“He is a fine specimen, isn’t he?” Miss Alderton asked. “I believe the ladies are in for quite a treat.”

She took a step forward, closing the gap between her and Jeremy, looking at him with a half-cocked smile and unblinking eyes. He seemed to shrink away from her, despite being larger and taller, and Kate could feel the innate power radiating from the petite Miss Alderton. Had she always been this way, or had her time with the ladies of the Rose House transformed her?

“Now Jeremy, this is important, so I ask that you listen carefully–I don’t enjoy repeating myself,” Miss Alderton started in a controlled, commanding voice. “You and Kate are here today as guests of the Rose House. As my guests. But your roles are very different. Kate will be joining the rest of the ladies to experience what it’s like to be a member here and all that entails. You, however, will be on a closer level to the help. You will be expected to follow direction, do as instructed to the best of your ability, and strive to delight, to entertain, and to please. If for any reason you don’t believe you can perform such duties, I ask that you inform me now so that I can avoid an embarrassing situation later. There will be no hard feelings. I simply run a tight ship is all and I take my work seriously to create memorable experiences for the other members of the Rose House.”

Done with her speech, Miss Alderton let out a small breath and relaxed her shoulders.

“Take a moment and tell me if you would like us to continue,” she said.

Jeremy’s face was tensed up. He went to look at Kate but fought the urge, perhaps intuiting that in Miss Alderton’s eyes this was his decision to make, not Kate’s, and on that front he was right: Kate had already extended the invite to him, he would have to make his choice on whether or not to proceed now that Miss Alderton had so directly challenged his resolve.

After a moment of consideration–feigned or otherwise, Kate couldn’t be sure–Jeremy spoke up. “I’d like to continue,” he said.

There was no surprise or relief on Miss Alderton’s face; this was what she’d planned for and so she continued on as if she’d never asked the question.

“Take off your clothes,” she told Jeremy. “You won’t be needing them the rest of the evening.”

Sheepishly, Jeremy began to undress in front of Miss Alderton. She did not move an inch, forcing Jeremy instead to provide her space so she could continue to observe him as he disrobed, her half-cocked smile growing at the sight of his brawny shoulders and bare chest and then at his muscled thighs and bulge beneath his boxer briefs.

“Those too,” she said, sensing hesitation. “No one enjoys ending dinner without dessert.”

Jeremy rolled down his underwear and stood before the women completely naked. Miss Alderton nodded to herself and took a seat, gesturing for Kate to do the same; Jeremy was left standing.

“Feet shoulder width and hands behind your back when you’re being left to idle,” Miss Alderton said to him. Jeremy complied, spreading his stance so that his cock and balls hung weightily between his legs. She turned to Kate. “We will need to outfit him before we bring him in to see the ladies. I’ve taken the liberty of selecting the appropriately-sized items based on the measurements and other information you’ve shared. First of all…”

Miss Alderton reached under her seat, sliding out a heavyweight clothing box. She set it on her lap and opened it up so only she could see inside, reaching past the crinkly white paper to retrieve a pink ball gag with black leather straps, the ball hollow and holed, like a small Wiffle ball. She set the clothing box back down, not ready to reveal the rest of what it contained.

“...males of the Rose House are to remain gagged when their mouths are otherwise not in use. While any male we would accept here has the obedience to learn to remain quiet, the gag acts as a symbol that myself and the fellow ladies–and you, Kate, should today be a success–are not interested in what any male has to say unless they are explicitly asked for their opinion.”

She beckoned Jeremy with a gloved hand.

“Over here,” she said, motioning fingers to palm as she continued to summon him like he had no more status than a cleaning lady. “I’m not standing to put this on you. Come and get on your knees, back to me.”

Kate watched as Jeremy clambered towards her, all nerves, his knees practically buckling as he knelt down before Miss Alderton and swiveled around. The proper lady raised the gag over Jeremy’s head and brought it down in front of his face, pulling back to guide the pink ball gag between his lips. It was larger than Kate thought at first and it spread Jeremy’s lips open wide until it found a spot between his teeth that didn’t look so comfortable to her. Miss Alderton fastened the straps snugly and Kate could see the gag was large enough that Jeremy was trying to figure out how to swallow.

“Do you think it might be too large?” she asked Miss Alderton. The flared look in Jeremy’s eyes said that he agreed.

“He’ll get used to it,” Miss Alderton said, with all the concern of saying the rain will stop soon from the safety of her own umbrella. “It is also rose-scented, as you may have noticed. He will grow to associate that scent with his submission over time.”

“I’m not sure he can swallow…” said Kate. She didn’t want to outright challenge Miss Alderton, but she cared about Jeremy–loved him–and didn’t want to see him suffer needlessly either.

“He’ll learn,” was Miss Alderton’s reply. “And if he has to drool before he learns to swallow, he can do that. I actually think some of the ladies might rather enjoy that sight.” And already Jeremy was drooling, a slight trickle seeping from the corner of his mouth as his spit crawled down his chin. Miss Alderton continued unfazed: “Stand up and face me. I have two more things for you.”

Jeremy stood back up and turned towards Miss Alderton, his cock and balls hanging right in her face. She pursed her lips to the side and carefully retrieved the clothing box, setting it now on the table between her and Kate’s armchairs. She took out something that looked like a studded black leather wrist cuff, although it was far, far too small for Jeremy’s large forearms. It took Kate only a moment to realize that’s not what it was meant for.

“In time you may decide you prefer a different fashion,” said Miss Alderton, sliding the cuff around Jeremy’s balls. She tightened it, fastening the strap as far as it would go to make Jeremy’s sack bulge as it was cinched away from his cock by the leather strap, which Kate now saw had a small ring hanging from its front. “But studded black leather is a classic look and I must say it looks rather good on him.”

Kate was about to ask if the strap was too tight and then, feeling like she’d already contested once, held her tongue. But Miss Alderton saw the look of concern on her face regardless.

“Unless the leather gets wet, there is no need to worry,” she said, addressing the unspoken thought. “Rubber or unsecured rope can often be troublesome, but this cuff will get no more snug than it already is. Though surely it too will take some getting used to…”

Feeling the need to defer to their host a bit, Kate asked: “You explained that the gag is symbolic, but what about the cuff? Does it signify anything?”

Miss Alderton hefted Jeremy’s balls in her hand like she was lifting a Christmas gift, trying to figure out what was inside. She was certainly enjoying herself.

“Even when obedience is freely given, it must be regularly reinforced at a psychological, instinctual level,” explained Miss Alderton. “When you bring your male to the Rose House–” Kate noticed Miss Alderton did not refer to Jeremy by name, but only as a male. “–he will transition into his role here by having his speech forcibly removed and by putting his precious testicles into bondage, offering them to you and the other ladies as a way to lead him about. To control him. There is something powerful about that to the male psyche, to have his very manhood–the thing he associates with his masculine prowess and even dominance–used as a tool of subjugation. The last item will also contribute to that psychological control, as you will see in a moment.”

Miss Alderton reached into the box one more time. What she took out of it was a squat, thick purple butt plug, along with a bottle of lube she set on the table. To Kate, it looked like a baby eggplant, with a rounded tip and a flared base, roughly an inch and a half or slightly more at its widest. Jeremy stared down at it nervously. Though Kate was worried Miss Alderton would take his reaction as defiance, she instead seemed amused by his wide-eyed stare and raised brows. Just then, a tendril of drool dripped from his chin and fell towards the floor, Miss Alderton catching it deftly on the plug.

“Don’t worry, we’ll use more lubricant than this today,” she assured Jeremy with a devilish grin. “Kate, let me show you how to insert the plug, though he will have to learn to do this on his own. That goes for all of his garments, by the way–after a few wearings, he should be able to don everything himself without needing your assistance. But for now…”

Miss Alderton held the plug up in Jeremy’s face.

“Take two steps back and turn around. Then touch your toes and point your feet together.”

She didn’t wait for Jeremy to obey before she stood, crowding his space so Jeremy was forced to stumble backwards two steps. He tightly swiveled and folded forward, presenting his backside to Miss Alderton, and then worked his feet into an upside-down V with the toes touching. Miss Alderton used her foot to inch his heels apart further and with a crook of her finger summoned Kate to watch; she felt herself get as tense as Jeremy now looked. Miss Alderton applied lube to the plug, then to Jeremy, who sighed through his gag at the cold sensation.

“Kate told me you’ve played like this before,” said Miss Alderton. “Though with fingers and not a plug. The plug is larger, by far–you will have to breathe deeply to let it in. I will guide you but I expect you to listen carefully. As I said, there will come a time when you are expected to do this yourself.”

Miss Alderton slid the plug between Jeremy’s cheeks and Kate watched the tip of it disappear. She pushed, gently, and then eased. Pushed and eased. Jeremy’s breathing tightened.

“Imagine your anus opening,” Miss Alderton instructed Jeremy. “Each time I push, see it widening, not just permitting my push but accepting it, desiring it.”

Jeremy grunted as Miss Alderton pushed more firmly. She held the plug against him for a few seconds and then relaxed. She pushed against and Jeremy’s grunt became a groan, little flecks of spittle raining down on the floor.

Miss Alderton tut-tutted. “Get out of your head. Stop thinking this plug is too big for you. Stop thinking at all. You are meat and bone to the Rose House, muscles and holes and a penis and testicles for us to use as we see fit. Your role is to obey, from brains to balls to anus. Now open and accept.”

There was a shuddering breath from Jeremy as Miss Alderton sank the plug back in and this time Kate could see it had made progress–an inch, maybe two, but enough for it to not slide right back out. Jeremy’s legs shook and his buttocks quivered as the plug stretched him nonstop.

“This is the point most struggle with,” said Miss Alderton, though whether she was speaking to Jeremy or Kate was unclear. “The plug is inside, but not fully. It will feel like a long, continued stretch, one that may seem impossible at first. You believe it is possible. Must welcome it. Accept it. Bring it into you as much as it enters you. Take a deep breath.”

Eager for any guidance, Jeremy took a big breath, his chest swelling. At Miss Alderton’s signal, he let it out in a long, rolling exhale and she pressed on the base of the butt plug, her focus unwavering. A crumpled moan slipped out of Jeremy and he shook for a second as the plug passed into him, stretching his hole to its limit before reaching its flared base to sit deep inside him. Miss Alderton dabbed her gloves dry on the clothing box’s tissue paper and ordered Jeremy to stand. As he did, Kate saw he was rock hard, jutting perversely out. Miss Alderton sat back down.

“Turn towards us,” she said.

With little halting steps, Jeremy turned around, cock bouncing merrily. Miss Alderton gave a biting-lip smile.

“You understand you are not to touch your penis without permission, yes?” she asked Jeremy.

Jeremy nodded. The drool was very heavy now, and it was making its way down his neck, to his chest, and it was then, despite Kate’s concern for Jeremy as her partner, that she had to admit that this was a handsome sight: Lips spread, balls bound, cock overeager, ass cheeks jiggling with whatever Jeremy felt from the fat plug being lodged inside himself.

Kate was beginning to get a little wet.

Miss Alderton pointed to a hook on the wall, from which hung a black leather lead; Kate now understood it what it was for.

“Go get that leash and attach it to your testicles,” Miss Alderton told Jeremy. “Then offer the other end of it to Kate.”

Jeremy obeyed with rigid steps, the plug making its presence known with everyone. He fetched the leash, clipped it to his cuffed sack, and then gave the free end to Kate, scarcely able to look her in the eyes. Miss Alderton stood and clasped her hands together.

“It’s time to show him off,” she announced.


Introducing...

The sensations were near-overwhelming for Jeremy: The pressure in his ass, the cinch around his nuts, the stretch in his jaw, the throb in his cock. It was maddening, the constant distractions just enough to take his mind off everything else going on as Kate led him on a ball-leash through the foyer’s double doors and into a lavish sitting room, where some fifteen or twenty women awaited them. They were outfitted much like the prim and proper Miss Alderton, in lace and vintage dresses and high society fashion. And, like Miss Alderton, most were older than Kate and himself, from their late 30s up to their 50s, maybe even a very good-looking 60-something or two.

All eyes fell on Jeremy’s naked body as he was walked to the center of their horseshoe seating setup and the blush burned in his cheeks as his cock continued its oblivious parade. The chatter began immediately, though Jeremy could only catch snippets of any one conversation:

“He’s simply marvelous! What a lucky girl.”

“We’re in for a treat today indeed.”

“I can’t wait to see him broken in. I want to see those cheeks glow.”

“He will be a fine addition to the stables.”

Miss Alderton directed Kate to show him around to each of the ladies, and so he followed meekly as they passed by each and every one. Lace gloved hands stroked his thighs and patted his buttocks, mischievous eyes met his, gleaming with need, plumped lips smiled and complimented Kate on her “stud”, using the word far more like one would describe a horse than some hunky adonis. Finally, once all the women had gotten their own look at him, Miss Alderton took the leash from Kate and showed her to her seat, bringing Jeremy to the front of the group.

“Welcome, ladies of the Rose House,” she said with familiar warmth. “We are here to introduce Kate and her male specimen here to our way of life and, should we all see eye-to-eye, welcome them both to join the Rose House.”

The ladies clapped as if on cue.

“As is tradition, we will begin with the Breaking.”

Kate furrowed her brow at that, showing she was as clueless as Jeremy now. Also as if on cue, uniformed attendants that Jeremy just noticed went to work, wheeling out a heavy wooden pillory, complete with slots for the head and wrists. Hanging off the pillory was something else–a long-tailed rawhide flogger. He looked from it to Kate, who had gone from confused to shocked. The attendants positioned the pillory in front of Jeremy, latched its wheels in place, and then swung it open. Miss Alderton pointed at it.

“Place your head and hands there, with your backside facing the ladies,” she told him.

His heart raced. He wanted to look at Kate again, but thought back to what Miss Alderton had said to him: Tell me if you would like to continue. He had agreed. He had made his choice. There was no going back now, not without extreme embarrassment for Kate. Breathing tightly, he walked around the pillory, Miss Alderton adjusting her hold on the leash so he could maneuver, and lowered himself into the wooden device. It was shut before he could second guess himself and he then felt something behind pressed between his ankles, pushing them out wide; he could no longer see Kate or the ladies, with only Miss Alderton in view.

“Bring in the strumpet,” Miss Alderton said to the uniformed staff.

Strumpet? What strumpet? What did that mean?

Jeremy soon found out when the staff wheeled in another piece of wooden furniture, this time a table with adjustable stirrup legs that were locked into an up position. On the table, Jeremy saw there was a young blonde woman, naked and collared, with wooden clothespins on her nipples and her legs spread wide to expose her rosy pussy that looked like it had recently been spanked into submission. Her makeup, once with heavy eyeliner and green eyeshadow, now ran down her cheeks in dried tears, telling the story of whatever it was she endured before Jeremy and Kate had arrived. The staff wheeled her towards Jeremy’s trapped head and then undid the latch-locks on the wheels of his pillory so the two could be turned in unison, providing a profile view for all the watching ladies… and for Kate. He was grateful she was behind him, not knowing how he would be able to put up with the sight of her over this blonde’s spread thighs.

Miss Alderton unfastened Jeremy’s gag and his jaw throbbed with relief as she took the oversized ball out from between his teeth. A moment later he heard a thunderous crack above his head as Miss Alderton struck the rawhide flogger into the air, demonstrating its weight and power.

“You, male,” Miss Alderton said sharply. “You are to make this strumpet orgasm. And to provide motivation, I shall personally be flogging your buttocks until you succeed. Begin.”

It all happened so fast that Jeremy didn’t know where to start–that is until the first hot flogger blow landed on his ass, drawing out a yelping gasp from him. Without thinking, he got to work, burying his still-sore face in the blonde’s spanked pussy. Miss Alderton did not take mercy on him, flogging him hard and rhythmically, making one ass cheek sizzle before turning to the next, over and over, each round of “motivation” becoming harder to bear. Jeremy wiggled his tongue deep into the blonde and kissed and sucked on her pussy lips, trying to find her secret spots of pleasure as he had done with Kate. Oh, Kate. What was she thinking, watching the scene unfold?

Jeremy would have to worry about that later. For the moment, he was caught between the thud of the flogger–which had the side effect of making the thick plug ride his ass–and the intoxicating taste of this unknown young woman’s slit, and of course his own painfully-hard erection, which poked against his belly. The “strumpet” tasted like sweet, crushed flowers bathed in musky jungle oils, a heavier and more primal scent than Kate’s and one that, along with the unceasing bite of the flogger, brought out the animal in Jeremy. He grew ravenous and far, far less shy, smothering his face against the blonde and swirling his tongue around her swollen clit to drive her wild. Her moans grew louder and turned into lusty cries of inescapable pleasure.

“I hope you’re enjoying your ‘meal’,” Miss Alderton said between flogger blows. “Here at the Rose House, you will have plenty to eat.”

Somewhere between the pain and the debauchery, Jeremy imagined himself on his knees before the proper ladies, servicing them as he was servicing the blonde right now. He had an almost hallucinatory vision of an endless row of pussies–pink, pale, dark, shaved, bushy–that he would be made to worship, pussies without faces attached, not to emphasize their lack of individuality but Jeremy’s own here in the Rose House. Then, he thought of the opposite side of this equation: Kate being serviced by other men, maybe even women like the blonde, trading and trying new partners like she might try wines at a restaurant. That’s what someone like Jeremy was now, like a wine, like an object, something to be given and taken, sampled and set down. It was a heady, dizzying thought and though it might’ve shaken another man to consider it, for Jeremy it made his cock ache with that secret knowledge that just as he had so thoroughly enjoyed pleasing Kate these past few years, he was enthralled by the idea of having to serve even more women who knew what they wanted and were not afraid to demand it.

In that haze of thoughts, the blonde stiffened and her cries reached that breaking pitch as she gushed into orgasm, grinding out her climax on Jeremy’s face to the sounds of the ladies clapping their elegant gloved hands together. The flogger blows slowed and the blonde was wheeled away from him, Jeremy then turned to face the women so they could see his pussy-wetted cheeks and heavy, swollen tongue hanging from his parted lips. His vision was hazy though he could see Kate with a not-appalled look on her face; in fact, she looked pleased in that bedroom way of hers and in the way so many of the women did right then and there. How many of them had become aroused at the sight they’d just witnessed? At the show of Jeremy being made to use his mouth while enduring the flogger?

Miss Alderton wasted no time putting the gag back into his mouth, just as tightly as before, if not tighter. Then he watched something similar happen to the blonde–she was fitted with what looked like a bikini bottom, only equipped with a dildo pointing inward, designed to fill her before the bikini bottom was locked at the waist. Her eyes were glassy, lashes fluttering, and her entire body was glowing with sweet pinkness from her orgasm. Miss Alderton flicked a small switch on the bikini bottoms, where the base of the dildo was, and a low vibrating began.

“I was hoping for a longer show,” she informed the blonde as she began to writhe helplessly. “Send her downstairs. Maybe an hour or two with the phallus will teach her some self-control.”

The blonde was wheeled away, already starting to moan again. Miss Alderton turned to Jeremy.

“You performed satisfactorily and as I'd hoped, you responded well to the flogger,” she informed him, giving her judgment. She unlatched the top of the pillory and directed him to stand; as he did, he felt the sizzling tenderness on his ass, knowing that he would be seeing marks of the flogger for some time to come. She gave the leash attached to his balls a tug. “But this will simply not do.”

At first, Jeremy had no idea what Miss Alderton was talking about, but as a towel, bowl of hot water and a shaving razor were delivered to her, he quickly understood that she wasn't referring to his cock or balls but to the pubic bush he sported. Carefully, she took off her white lace opera gloves and folded them up neatly before bringing a seat close to where Jeremy stood. The staff moved an end table over to put the hot water, razor, and a tub of lather on and Miss Alderton unscrewed the tub’s top, sliding three fingers in to scoop out a dollop of the lather. She applied it to his crotch and cock and balls, paying attention to get as little as possible on the leather cuff–or to come anywhere close to stroking his cock for pleasure.

She picked up the straight razor and Jeremy looked away. Unable to watch the sharp blade so close to his genitals, he was left to feel the warmth of the hot water and the easy cut of the razor as Miss Alderton drew it across his skin. She worked slowly, methodically, and once she was done with his crotch she attended to his balls, Jeremy holding his breath the entire time as she very carefully moved the blade across his taut scrotum. Cleaning up a few spots at the base of his shaft and under his sack, Miss Alderton then wet the towel and pressed it to him, wiping away the lather and the shaved away hair so that Jeremy was shockingly smooth. He looked down to see her work. It was immaculate and he almost didn't recognize himself without his familiar bush of dark, curly hair.

“Much better,” said Miss Alderton. “If you become part of the Rose House, you will be expected to tend to this work yourself, just so you're aware.”

Jeremy decided he would worry about that later. For now, his concern was that Miss Alderton seemed far from finished with himself as the house staff took the shaving implements away; already she was requesting new items be brought forth, this time in the form of a squat box that reminded Jeremy of a record case. It was set down next to Miss Alderton, who opened its fastened latches with loud clicks and swung the top open, her body blocking Jeremy from seeing what was inside. Just how many devious toys and tools of humiliation did this woman have?

“Kate, come forward, would you?” asked Miss Alderton.

Kate rose, stepping close and giving Jeremy a half-apologetic look even as she glanced down at his shorn crotch with interest. Miss Alderton handed her something. Another gag, from the looks of it, although this one did not have a ball or a bit of any sort but a rod that extended out from it which ended in a flat thin disc.

“Command him to his knees and put this on him,” Miss Alderton told Kate.

With upturned brows, Kate looked to Jeremy and brushed her hand downwards. “Kneel,” she said none too confidently.

That unease in her voice made Jeremy obey all the more quickly, lowering himself to his knees with rigid certainty as if to cover for Kate’s pale impersonation of Miss Alderton. Kate came around behind Jeremy and fumbled with the straps of his ball gag, taking a few moments to undo it while Jeremy kept his mouth painfully wide to assist. Next came this new gag, which had a very thick half-donut rubber insert that went between his teeth and a neoprene mouth guard that covered his lips, the straps thicker and wider than the previous gag’s. As Kate tightened the gag, Jeremy began to understand the item’s purpose: The rod extending a few inches from his face and leading to the flat disc was like a hovering metal coaster, suggesting it–and Jeremy–would soon be used as a makeshift table or a cupholder. He wondered about the balance required for that and then the levered weight of whatever might be put on that disc, knowing then that the large half-donut ring between his teeth was as much for steadying the disc as it was for gagging him. He took a shaky breath in through his nose, no longer able to breathe through his mouth thanks to the neoprene guard sealing up his lips.

“We will use this as well, but let me show you how to put it on him,” said Miss Alderton, turning back to Kate with a very thick, very strange-looking collar in her hands. It was maybe two inches wide and had a rubber hose hanging from it with a pump bulb.

Miss Alderton wrapped the collar around Jeremy’s neck. It was padded and when it was buckled shut, it felt like there was a leather pillow all around his neck. Then came the demonstration.

“With this,” Miss Alderton said, showing Kate the bulb. “You can teach your male that while he is at the Rose House, even breathing is a privilege that you grant him.”

She pumped the bulb once, twice, three times. Jeremy felt the pressure around his neck and the not-so-subtle bulge of blood in his face as he was forced to take slower, more careful breaths. Miss Alderton released the bulb valve and Jeremy could breathe freely again.

“We’re going to do a bit of live training now,” Miss Alderton said to him, moving the heavy box closer. “While we’ve had a lovely bit of fun with you so far, you can’t expect to be the center of attention all the time. And when you, or any other male here is not being actively played with or admired, you are instead to be useful, the way a settee or an end table is useful. For starters, you will practice being a handsome beverage holder, something for Kate or another lady to rest her tea or champagne on. Now, we can’t go right to glass or cupware–we might very well have a mess on our hands if we did that! So instead we will use a few more… durable items instead.”

Miss Alderton reached down into the box. Out she pulled a small purple dildo, the sort with a flat suction cup like base. She held it up for Jeremy to see. Then she set it on the ground, followed by two more–a soft pink one an inch or two longer and more wobbly and then a much larger magenta one that had molded balls and a natural bend thanks to its weight and size. Jeremy didn’t like the sight of that one at all.

“Kate, dear, you will be in charge of the pump. We will start with one pump every minute.” Miss Alderton took the first dildo, the small purple one and set it on the disc. It had weight to it, but not much, and it didn’t seem to shake at all. “And you, beverage holder, are to keep your mind focused on not dropping the phallus. I suggest you concentrate on your breathing to steady yourself.” She looked at her wristwatch. “Now, let’s begin.”

There was a split second of Jeremy thinking that Miss Alderton hadn’t said how long he’d be expected to hold the dildo, but Jeremy quickly cast the thought away, not wanting it to distract him from the task at hand. He stared at the mock cock in front of him and steeled himself, thinking that so far it wasn’t so bad. All around he could hear low chatter begin and as Miss Alderton gave Kate some secret signal to pump the inflatable collar and the pressure built around Jeremy’s neck, he realized just how long of a way he had to go.


Cockholder

One minute, one pump. That was the rhythm Miss Alderton had given and, at each of her nods to Kate, that’s what Kate did, squeeze the bulb pump in her hand to tighten the collar around Jeremy’s neck. His face reddened and his eyes began to bulge slightly as his air was taken away, though Kate was proud to see him so diligently hold the dildo for the amusement of Miss Alderton and the other ladies. And from what Kate could see, they were amused–there were blushed faces and licked lips and even an errant hand or two brushing their crotches as the stolen away oxygen perversely made Jeremy’s cock surge, looking even more obscene now that his pubic hair had been shaved away.

Beyond the show, Kate thought of actually using him this way, to hold a glass of wine for her. There was something heady about that thought, that Jeremy with all his good looks and obedient charm could be transformed into the most pleasant to look at pedestal all for her private use. She was beginning to understand how the ladies of the Rose House had become so comfortable here–they must’ve gotten used to being served this way, their standards rising until the idea of putting their glass anywhere except off a stand jutting from a handsome man’s face was disappointing.

Another pump. They were up to three now, and Jeremy was still going strong. His eyes were laser focused on the dildo and thanks to its size–maybe five inches at most–it barely moved. She saw Jeremy’s hands flex behind his back, fingertips pressed together in focus. A fast minute and a fourth pump. This, Kate could tell, was a turning point, Jeremy having to breathe more slowly and focus harder to keep from letting the lack of air get to him. Soon even Kate was counting down the seconds and she was flooded with relief when Miss Alderton ended the first trial.

“You may release the valve,” she said to Kate.

Kate did and the moment Miss Alderton took the dildo from Jeremy’s attendant gag, he sucked in a deep breath through his nose, bending forward to collect himself. Miss Alderton smirked.

“Very good, you did well with the practice round. Take another few deep breaths. You’re going to need them.”

Jeremy looked rattled. Practice Round. Of course. What would the next round have in store for him?

Miss Alderton informed them: “For this next phallus, we will go thirty seconds on, thirty seconds off, starting with three pumps. Is that clear?”

Kate nodded. So they would reach… six pumps then? Seven? She wasn’t sure how much over four Jeremy would be able to take and looked on anxiously as Miss Alderton directed him to raise his head so she could put the larger, soft pink dildo on the end of his gag. For the most part it stayed much like the first one, but Kate could see a slight wobble to it; Jeremy stiffened up, preparing himself.

“Let’s begin,” said Miss Alderton. “At the thirty second mark, we will begin the pumps.”

It passed all too quickly. Miss Alderton nodded at Kate and she pumped up the collar, one, two, three, four. Jeremy’s face darkened and fingertips pressed against each other until they whitened. The dildo remained balanced.

“And release,” said Miss Alderton, vocalizing the point of rest for Kate and Jeremy both.

As the valve hissed in release, Kate heard Jeremy sniff in a breath.

“This is where you must be careful,” Miss Alderton told him, walking in a slow circle around the man. Yes, the air is quite the relief, isn’t it? But take it too greedily and you may break your concentration…” She nodded at Kate. The thirty seconds of rest were already over.

Kate pumped to five this time and the fear shone in Jeremy’s eyes. They were in the depths now. Miss Alderton continued to walk around him, making little remarks as if to break him that way.

“Tables don’t need to breathe. They merely need to do their job, their singular purpose. That is how you are to think, male. Perform your singular purpose, whatever we may assign that as. Nothing else is to matter to you other than doing your job. Not how you feel, not what you want, not being able to breathe… and release.”

Kate turned the valve. Jeremy’s inhalation was shuddering and his body was beginning to shake, his cock continuing to throb thanks to the asphyxiation. He was desperately trying to balance taking in many breaths with not taking them in too quickly and he looked disappointed when he felt the first new pump after Miss Alderton had nodded to Kate once more.

Six this time. Jeremy’s eyes went glassy and he stared unerring up at the mock cock perched in front of his face. The amount of unblinking singlemindedness on a sex toy emulating a penis added another layer to Jeremy’s submission–it was a flavor of humiliation, of all his effort and lack of breath going to be a stand not for an expensive glass of wine or champagne but for another cock. Humiliating for him, yes, but Kate–like the other ladies–was beginning to see the eroticism of it too. She had to admit she’d had her fantasies about Jeremy, ones where he and another man pleased her at the same time and, after having pleased her, were made to please each other. It was not a fantasy she’d ever admitted to Jeremy–nor one she thought they shared–but even the daydream of Jeremy’s pretty mouth wrapped around another man or vice versa made Kate steamy.

“Release,” Miss Alderton said, snapping Kate out of her thoughts.

The hiss of the valve, the stifled inhalation from Jeremy. It was a familiar song by now.

“Just one more to go,” said Miss Alderton to Jeremy. “You’re doing very well with this phallus too. Perhaps we’ve found your greater calling in life–a cock holder. Maybe Kate ought to keep you bedside from now on, with a phallus at the ready for her to use. You’d even get to breathe. How nice is that?”

A nod towards Kate and then Kate was pumping the collar again, up through four, five, six, and then seven. Jeremy’s hands were now balled into fists and he wiggled his toes as the effort began. His breathing was very, very strained now, almost like a croaking gasp but through his nose, and the dildo he was holding jiggled harder, threatening to fall into a wobbling feedback loop Jeremy would never be able to recover from. But he calmed himself down and seemed to summon a centering zen that made him look like a perfectly still statue. Miss Alderton was impressed.

“Well, well. Barely even a risk of failure. I’m excited to see the last phallus. Release.”

Jeremy was given a little longer to catch his breath now. His face was dark crimson that was slow to pale and he stared at the floor in his own world, with God knowing what thoughts were racing through his mind. Only one more to go… the biggest, least sturdy-looking one of all.

“Head up,” snapped Miss Alderton with the big magenta dick in her hand.

With smothered reluctance, Jeremy raised his head and Miss Alderton carefully perched the cock on the disc. It was stiff enough to stay erect, but just barely.

“We will begin at four,” Miss Alderton told Kate. “And every thirty seconds, we will increase by one–for two and a half minutes.”

Kate did the math. They would reach eight pumps by then, with not a single bit of rest. How would Jeremy persevere through that?

But she had no time to think of that when Miss Alderton went, “Begin.”

Four pumps. Jeremy kept his jaw stiff and his head raised, seeking out the center of gravity for the big dick he was holding and mustering up every bit of strength to keep it steady. Miss Alderton nodded. Five pumps. Jeremy’s face darkened, his eyes goggled wide. Slowly, his breathing became ragged. Six. Only ninety seconds to go. Kate hoped Jeremy realized that as well, but nothing seemed to exist in his life other than the large, colorful dildo before him that dominated his vision–and so much else of him. Seven. His inhales were both slight and greedy now and he was moving his fingers, maybe trying to keep himself together. His face almost seemed fat with the trapped blood and lack of oxygen, but Kate swelled with pride that he persisted nonetheless. Eight. New territory. The collar grew inward, cinching Jeremy’s throat, and Kate herself counted the time in her head. Thirty seconds down to twenty-five, then twenty. Desperate, strained breaths from Jeremy. The push of his fingertips against each other. The curl of his toes. Fifteen. Ten. The dildo began to shake, but he was almost there. And then…

…Jeremy began to slink backwards, as if he was sitting on his heels. The dildo rolled off the gag and bumped against the floor and Miss Alderton sprang forward with surprising agility, taking the bulb from Kate and pulling it right off its rubber hose. There was a long, loud hiss of air and Miss Alderton went to the collar around Jeremy’s neck, deftly undoing it and then undoing the gag. She guided him the rest of the way down to the floor and into a lying down position and he gasped, snapping back into coherence.

“That’s alright, you’re alright,” she said to him gently. “Just breathe.”

Kate knelt down next to Jeremy and aped Miss Alderton’s words: “It’s okay. You’re okay. You’re alright. Breathe babe.”

Jeremy blinked as he realized what had happened. His eyes shifted towards the dildo. “Did I… did I do it?”

Miss Alderton held back a smile. “You were very close,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” Jeremy said to Kate, eyes fluttering.

“Okay, we’re going to sit up and you’re going to have some water,” Miss Alderton said, ignoring his failure for the time being. One of the other ladies brought over a tumbler of water that Miss Alderton held to Jeremy as he slowly sat up. “Take your time. There’s more if you need it.”

Jeremy gulped the water down and looked at Kate. “I… it was like I was dreaming. And I woke up, and I wondered… how things went today…”

Miss Alderton let out a tiny sigh through her nose. Despite her kindness with the water, she was clearly not interested in these details.

“Shh, shh, shh,” urged Kate. “We can talk later. We’re still here.” The subtle reminder sharpened Jeremy’s awareness and he quieted right up, turning his attention to the glass of water. He finished it and then another and then handed the glass back to Miss Alderton with a quiet “thank you” as he did.

“Are you feeling better?” Miss Alderton asked him.

Jeremy nodded.

“Good.” Her voice grew stony. “Because unfortunately you failed. And at the Rose House, failure always comes with a price.” She looked for the nearest uniformed staff member. “Have the harness lowered and bring me the controls for the winch.”

Miss Alderton gestured to the ceiling as she spoke, and when Kate looked up she noticed that nestled in the overhead artscape of fairy lights and textured design, there was a black metal square with a winch at each corner. From those winches, there were huge metal hooks and those hooks were clipped into a bundle of dark leather straps that, until now, Kate had thought was just a part of some avant-garde light fixture. Moments later there was a loud whirring and the winches moved in unison, the leather strap bundle descending down from the ceiling and to a spot just two or three feet away.

While this happened, Miss Alderton put Jeremy’s ball gag back in and directed him to stand, albeit slowly. She invited Kate to come with her with a wave of her hand and the trio walked towards the now-lowered harness. It was impressively designed, with straps for the shoulders, legs, sides, and across the chest. It took Miss Alderton a few long minutes to fit it on Jeremy’s frame, giving the staff time to bring her the winch remote, and when she was done fitting and tightening everything, it looked like Jeremy was wearing a parachute or a military harness, only with thick, padded straps for holding and distributing heavy weight loads. Miss Alderton pressed the remote until the winch lines were just beginning to get taut and Jeremy was starting to have to lift on the balls of his feet. This was when she directed one foot back to behind his thick, slipping it into an attached cuff there, and then did the same for the other so that as she ran the winch lines again, he was pulled upwards with his feet behind his legs, his knees bent and splayed wide, and his entire body exposed. As a finishing touch, Miss Alderton tucked Jeremy’s wrists into cuffs that were affixed to the sides of the harness, removing any chance he might’ve had of covering or fending for himself. Now he was strung up like a piece of meat, drool dripping down from his gagged mouth, his ass and cock and balls fully available.

Miss Alderton picked up the magenta dildo he had dropped and showed it to him.

“This is either going down your throat or up your bottom,” she told him. “Because I’m so kind and considerate–and because you performed adequately up until the end–I am going to allow you to choose. Which shall it be?”

Jeremy and Kate made the same wide-eyed face. He stared anxiously at the big cock, no doubt thinking what Kate was thinking–both seemed equally impossible.

“Or I can choose for you, if you prefer,” purred Miss Alderton with an impish grin.

“Bafum,” Jeremy said through his gag. “Bafum, bafum.”

Miss Alderton cupped a hand around her ear. “Hmm? Did you say your bottom?”

Jeremy nodded. It was, Kate realized, the right and probably only choice–the dildo was easily seven or eight inches long, and even in Kate’s fantasies, she couldn’t imagine Jeremy taking something that large down his throat. Few could. But was having to take it up his ass much better?

“Will someone please get Kate a strap-on harness?” asked Miss Alderton.

“Wait… me?” asked Kate in disbelief, feeling foolish for speaking out of turn.

Miss Alderton smiled at her. “Yes, you, dear. Don’t worry, we’ll be here to help.”

One of the ladies brought over a strap-on harness a few minutes later. Miss Alderton took it and looked at Kate with pursed lips.

“I’m afraid you’ll have to take your skirt off,” she said.

Kate held back the urge to protest. She had been waiting for some time for Miss Alderton to pull her deeper into Jeremy’s “breaking” and now that the moment had finally come, she knew she could not say no. She unzipped her pencil skirt and shimmied out of it, left in her emerald green panties instead.

“I see you have good taste all around,” Miss Alderton said as she came to help Kate with the harness. Together, they strapped it onto Kate, threading the big magenta dildo in first and adjusting the fit so that it hung heavily from her crotch.

Kate hefted the shaft. Was this what it was like to have a cock? It was so… present. So there. She was given a pair of black latex gloves that she snapped on as Miss Alderton adjusted the height of the winch lines, lowering Jeremy so that he was lined up with the hang of the dildo.

“You’ll need to remove his plug before you begin,” said Miss Alderton, retrieving a bottle of lube from the heavy box from before. “It will be good practice for you both. Male, make it easy for her and it will be easy for you, too.”

Kate approached Jeremy from behind, enjoying the view even as she fought off her nerves. She had never quite seen him this way and certainly didn’t mind it. Her hand glided between his muscled, spread cheeks and she reached for the base of the plug, beginning to pull. Jeremy moaned. Kate pulled gently yet firmly, keeping the pressure on, and slowly she felt it give until all at once it slid out as Jeremy gave a low, grumbling moan that excited the watching ladies. Miss Alderton took the liberty of exchanging the plug for the lube and Kate anxiously squirted way, way too much on the dildo–or so she thought–using her gloved hands to smear it up and down the impressive, realistic-looking shaft. She positioned the head of it at Jeremy’s backside and was able to see that thanks to the plug he was already open for her, the head of the cock having no trouble finding its way inside him.

Then she started to push her way deeper in.


X Marks the Spot

Thank God he had picked his ass and not his throat. The dildo was bigger than the plug for sure, but amazingly it didn’t seem to take Kate much to get it in Jeremy, going all the way until he could feel her body up against him. He hung against gravity, swaying slightly as Kate adjusted herself, and in that moment felt utterly helpless, on display in a way that trumped everything he’d already experienced. Miss Alderton stepped into his vision, holding a small vibrating wand in one hand. She flicked it on.

“Just as you have learned you don’t control your breath here at the Rose House, you are going to learn that you don’t control how you get to release, either.” Miss Alderton pressed the vibrator against Jeremy’s cock and he moaned, pushing himself against the pleasurable sensations until Miss Alderton removed it, denying him. “Kate, hold on tight to the straps and show us that you’ve got the spirit of a Rose House lady inside you.”

The dildo thrust into Jeremy and he grunted into his ball gag. It took Kate a minute or two to figure out her timing and how to hold onto him to get a good rhythm going, but the stakes were high for her and she pushed through whatever apprehension she might’ve had to start fucking Jeremy in earnest. He grunted and he groaned and, not wanting to miss the opportunity to humiliate him further, Miss Alderton timed the presses of the vibrator against him to morph those sounds into moans, the two women playing him like some kind of sexual instrument.

“Here, we are your masters, male,” Miss Alderton said to him, having a grand ol’ time using the vibe to bring Jeremy to the edge before backing away again, teasing him instead by holding it to his thighs or his nipples. “You will come to find predicaments like this quite normal in time, I imagine. Who knows how far we will push your limits–who you will become.” Miss Alderton spoke directly into his ear, so only he could hear: “We will extract every last drop of entertainment out of you and then–and only then–when we have had our fill, might you get something like the pleasures you’re used to in the outside world. For now, consider this your first–but not your last–slave milking.”

With that, Miss Alderton held the vibrator against the underside of Jeremy’s shaft, right at the base. The position made it so that he had to thrust awkwardly in the air to feel any real enjoyment, riding Kate’s strap-on and waggling about ridiculously in the harness, full of desperation and pent-up desire. It made the dildo thump nonstop against his prostate, further stoking his need, and he gave himself over to the lusty sounds he managed through the gag and to the feel of his drool and sweat and precum all leaking down in a steady rain as he provided the entertainment Miss Alderton spoke of. He looked around with dazed eyes at the rest of the ladies. All eyes were on him, some of them with hands up their skirts or down the fronts of their blouses to tease themselves; Jeremy tried to arch his body to push his cock harder on the vibe but he was afforded no such flexibility thanks to his bondage, instead thrashing about helplessly like an animal.

“What do we think, ladies?” Miss Alderton asked the room. “Would Kate and her male make a nice addition to our House?”

“Hear, hear!” one lady called out.

“Absolutley!” said another.

There was a short round of gloved applause–sans the women whose hands were busy, which was most–and Kate sped up, seemingly invigorated by the knowledge that she had passed this bizarre interview. Jeremy too let himself relax as best he could, his sounds getting much louder and freer, not caring how they echoed off the walls.

“If you were thinking of release, you’d better do it soon,” warned Miss Alderton. “My hand is getting tired.”

Jeremy strained, now humping the air–and Kate’s strap-on–so loudly that the leather straps of the harness were squeaking nonstop. A chant began from the other ladies.

“Cum, cum, cum, cum, cum!”

More voices joined in and it got louder.

“CUM, CUM, CUM, CUM, CUM!”

Miss Alderton rubbed the vibrator against Jeremy. “It’s time, male. Do as your masters demand. Cum for us!”

With a groaning cry, Jeremy started to spurt and at that very moment, Miss Alderton pulled the vibrator away, ruining his orgasm as he sputtered futilely on the floor with Kate drilling his ass to milk his balls dry. His face scrunched up in despair over the stolen pleasure and Miss Alderton laughed at the sight of him, his cock continuing to spurt a tremendous amount of joyless seed. Kate continued on until there was nothing left to milk out of him and then was given the signal to slow by Miss Alderton. Jeremy continued hanging there, his cock dripping along with the rest of him, as Miss Alderton helped Kate pull out and get dressed again; the puddle under him was large and though Jeremy should’ve felt ten pounds lighter, his balls still ached with the need for true satisfaction.

And yet, his torment wasn’t over. The women stood, one by one, and approached Miss Alderton, the group gathering around Jeremy’s spilled seed. They took off their gloves and reached down, slicking up a few fingerfuls, and Jeremy watched in horror as they brought the mess to his mouth, Miss Alderton undoing his ball gag so they could shove those fingers right between his lips. He was made to suck those fingerfuls clean, coughing and sputtering on the bitterness of his own cum, the whole affair taking ten, twelve minutes until there was barely anything left of Jeremy’s orgasm to consume. Kate was given the last of it to feed him, their eyes meeting with a strange kind of shyness, like they didn’t even know each other anymore.

Maybe that was true, in a way. This… this was different than anything they’d ever done, and it was as if they’d walked through a portal, emerging through the other side not as Kate and Jeremy, but as alpha and beta, master and slave. Jeremy averted his eyes and sucked on Kate’s fingers, continuing on until she slid them out of his mouth.

“It’s time for you to be pleasured as well,” Miss Alderton said to Kate, waving over a chair for Kate to sit in that was positioned under Jeremy. She pressed the winch remote, lowering him as Kate took a seat so that he was hanging right in front of her pantied crotch, hanging just an inch or two above the ground. Excitedly, Kate rolled her panties down and from behind, Jeremy felt the prod of Miss Alderton’s toes poke into his balls. “Male, get to work.”

This time, Kate used the harness straps around Jeremy’s shoulders to pull him close, into her already-wet crotch. He began lapping at her, knowing the spots and movements she enjoyed even as he felt the padded leather digging into his thighs and chest. Not having felt the ease of an unfettered climax, Jeremy’s cock soon grew hard against and as he bobbed up against Kate’s pussy, his cockhead rubbed uncomfortably against the floor but there was nothing he could do–he was trussed up and being used as a living sex toy, with no choice but to lick, lick, lick until he had given Kate an orgasm she would certainly enjoy more than the one he’d received.

“Ladies, if any of you would like to go next, please form an orderly queue beside Kate,” announced Miss Alderton. There was the scrape of chairs and the clack of shoes on the hardwood floors. She laughed. “My oh my, that’s almost the entire room. We might be here all day at this rate!”

Not all day, but by Jeremy’s estimation it was at least another two hours before he finally was let down from the harness. By then, long after Kate had cum and left Jeremy with the taste of her all over his face, the straps had rubbed his body raw on the thighs and shoulders, his arms and legs screaming for the chance to move freely. He’d eaten so much pussy. Sixteen, he counted, though he might’ve been off by one or two. A whole tasting menu of pussy, some light and floral, some deeply musky, one even reminding Jeremy of roasting coffee beans, all jungle acid and intensely rich aromatics. His tongue felt swollen, his jaw like it was on fire, and Jeremy was almost grateful for the ball gag to be put back in his mouth, knowing that if he had to speak there would be nothing but embarrassing babbling nonsense coming out of his mouth.

He was marched with wet noodle legs out of the sitting room and into an oversized wardrobe closet of sorts, to a wooden X in the corner, where he was strapped in and allowed to lean back on its slight decline. Jeremy was so tired that he didn’t even realize until he was strapped in with his arms and legs spread that he was not alone. There were two other men and one woman in here who was not the blonde from before, all of them in their own X in their own corner, each of them strapped by the wrists, ankles, and waist, and all of them with leather hoods on to take away their senses and their identities.

Jeremy’s hood soon followed and rather than recoil from the idea of being blindfolded, he welcomed the comforting darkness, accepting it as a form of rest. Miss Alderton patted him on the chest.

“Fine work, male,” she told him. It was just her in there with the four bound bodies in the corners, Kate having stayed behind to gossip and chatter with her new friends. He felt Miss Alderton wrap her fingers around his cock, expertly teasing him until he was twitching with excitement. Then she let go. “Try to relax a little. We’ll come for you if your services are needed.”

And then Jeremy was left alone, throbbing impotently.

People came and went in the wardrobe, taking the other bound servants out to play with for a while before depositing them again, the ladies growing more and more buzzed on champagne and–as far as Jeremy could tell–the redeposited servants sounding more and more exhausted. Occasionally Jeremy would hear a particularly loud moan or cry of pain and be grateful that he had been left alone; other times he swelled with envy, wondering why it wasn’t his turn again, why others had been preferred over him.

After a long while, by which point Jeremy had gotten his strength and energy back, he heard someone come into the wardrobe and jumped as they stroked his belly and crotch.

“Babe,” Kate said into his ear, very clearly tipsy. “This has been fantastic. We’re in, really in! I’m a member of the Rose House!”

Jeremy noted that she said “I’m a member” and not “We’re members”.

Kate’s stroking slowed. “Miss Alderton has said it’s best if you stay the rest of the weekend. So she and some of the other more experienced ladies can do a bit more focused training with you. I think I agree. You’ve done really well, but… well, we can always be better, right?”

It was an attempt to justify a decision that had already been made. Jeremy hung his head, nodding to make it easier on both of them, even as he wondered what another day and a half with the women of the Rose House would do to him.

Kate kissed him on the cheek. “You’re amazing, you know that? I’m so proud you’re mine. I also asked Miss Alderton and got permission to give you a little something…”

The next thing Jeremy knew, there were warm lips wrapping themselves around his cock and a hot tongue swirling about in a wet mouth. He moaned.

“Enjoy it, babe,” said Kate, giving away that those weren’t her lips sucking him off. “I know I will.”

If it wasn’t her mouth, then whose? The blonde, from before? The other woman bound to an X just like Jeremy? Or…?

He hesitated to even think of the last possibility, but as Kate quieted and Jeremy felt the strong suck of the lips and lash of the tongue around his cock, he dreaded he already knew the truth. Enjoy it, babe. Jeremy tried, closing his eyes underneath the hood to focus on the pleasure and not the person sucking his cock, fully aware that was too denied and too in need to keep from eventually cumming in that mouth–and also fully aware that one day it might be him on his knees, sucking off a stranger’s cock, having to take and swallow his load.

Jeremy breathed in deep through the ball gag, rekindling its rose scent that made him swell in the mystery mouth. Already, the House and its conditioning was having an effect on him.

He could only wonder what conditioning was coming next, though he would find out soon enough.

THE END
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