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"How does it work exactly?" Patty asked, holding the plastic device in her hand, studying it carefully. I loved the little wrinkle that appeared on her otherwise smooth forehead whenever she raised her eyebrows in curiosity.
I felt flustered and excited. I've talked about some of my kinks with her in the five years we had been best friends, and even showed her my Fleshlight once, but I had never shown her something as kinky as a chastity device and it made me a little nervous, but most of all excited. I felt my heart pound in my chest.
"Here, let me show you," I said and gently took the chastity cage from her. I turned the key to unlock it, pulled the metal lock from it's sheathing and took the cage off the ring. "The ring goes around the cock and balls, behind the balls and when you put the cage over the penis and lock it, it keeps you from stimulating the penis and the tight space between the cage and the rings make it impossible to take it off without unlocking it," I explained, while demonstrating how it closed while talking to her.
I looked at her familiar face and saw a twinkle in her eyes.
"Interesting," she mumbled, eyes still glued to the cage. She seemed to hesitate a little, but then dropped her reservations and bluntly asked: "Would you show me how it works?"
"I just did," I said, a little confused about her question.
"No, I mean, would you show me how you wear it? Like put it on?"
I felt the blood flush to both my face and genital area at the same time. Part of me really wanted to show her, but it seemed a little weird to actually do it.
You see, Patty and I had been very good friends for a few years now, but it has always been absolutely platonic. Although we talked quite often and openly about sex and even slept in the same bed a couple of times, we never had done anything. It was not that I didn't want to, I mean, there was definitely some kind of love and attraction between us, but she always had a boyfriend. She'd had a number of boyfriends since we've met and I've met all of them and it was clear as the light of day that I was no match for them at all. They were all incredibly handsome, well build and tall alpha guys, while I was short, skinny and a nerdy beta. And of course she would have handsome boyfriends. Although she may not be a real classic beauty like a model, she was pretty enough. She was petite, with a slender, athletic body. Her eyes and hair where the exact same tint of hazelnut brown and although her tits were very small, B's or maybe even A's, She had a really, really nice butt. And she knew how to dress. At 23 years old, she had a talent of looking way younger and innocent or look like a 30 year old secretary, depending on how she dressed and did her hair. There was no denying Patty was hot as fuck and almost every guy should have noticed.
Next to that, she had that feisty power girl quality that can be really attractive. Like she knew she was hot and wouldn't take shit from any guy. She knew how to handle guys and how to make sure she would not be played by them.
Therefore I had concluded and made peace with the fact that the best place I could possibly reach in her existence was deeply in the friend zone, or maybe as a brother she never had, and Patty always had treated me like that: a friend she dearly loved, had fun with, shared her secrets with and felt a connection with, but who was not interesting to her in any other way.
Although I loved her and a part of me would want to be with her for the rest of my life, I was mostly fine with that position in her life. Since she told be just about everything, I knew she had a habit of looking down on guys, especially her boyfriends. At least, I thought so. She could sometimes complain endlessly about her boyfriends and seemed very focused on what was wrong with them and what they should do differently. She could talk pretty condescending about them. That was a part of her personality that I sometimes hated it. And at the same time, I found it very attractive. It made me love and fear her a little at the same time.
So, putting on a chastity cage and showing her my penis seemed like something that just was not done. I'd feel weird and what worried me the most: it might make her feel even weirder. There was no way to unsee what she would see if I did that. Our friendship may never be the same and I cared to much about her to just let that happen.
Still, I would really like to show her.
"I don't know Patty, won't that be weird?" I stammered, really doubting if that would be a good idea.
"Nah, it'll be fun," she said, grinning mischievously.
I just stood there for a second, staring at the chastity device, considering my options.
"Are you shy, Conrad?" she teasingly joked. She knew I was. We had spent enough time together to have seen each other in underwear, but never naked, and I had mentioned numerous of times in our deep conversations I didn't feel at ease with my body.
"Yeah, a little, and you know I am." I admitted. "But I can get over that. I'm just wondering if that won't be crossing some kind of line or something?"
She briefly thought about it. "I don't think so. I mean, it's not as if we're doing something sexual, right? And if that thing does what it's meant to do, how would that be sexual?"
I felt my cock stir at the idea of me putting on that cage and showing her my caged penis. It would be very sexual for me, but I didn't tell her that.
"Come on, I really would like to see how it looks," she said, reassuring me. "It's the first time I've heard about anything like a chastity cage, and now I want to see. I'm really curious. And don't worry, I won't make fun of you or tell anyone."
My heartbeat raised again shortly before I hesitantly said: "Ok, I'll show you."
So, that was decided. Now what?
"How are we going to do this? Do you want me to show you how to put it on?" I asked.
She pondered the possibilities for a second. "No, just go into you bedroom and put it on there," she said. "I'll wait here."
I was really relieved she said that, because I could feel my cock get hard and whipping it out in front of her would make putting on the cage pretty much impossible. And also, I didn't want her to see that my hands would be shaking if I had to put it on while she was eyeballing my penis.
I went into the bedroom and put the chastity cage on. It was quite a hassle since my semi-erect cock was hard to get through the ring and I had to wait a few minutes to get it to go down enough to be able to stuff my penis in that tight, plastic cage. In the process my cock kept fighting the cage and I kept fighting the growth of my cock, but eventually I managed to get it on and locked correctly.
I pulled my pants back up and took a deep breath. I waited a few seconds while gathering the courage to go back into the living room.
When I entered the living room, my heart was pounding and my face must have been red as a lobster.
Patty was waiting for me, sitting on the couch, smiling a bit sheepishly when I returned, but she had an eager sparkle in her eyes. I knew that look. She had that look if she was going to tell me a sexual secret.
"Go on, show me," she said playfully.
"Are you sure about this?"
"Yes, stop nagging about it and just show me!" She looked at me with a played sternness in her eyes. "Drop your pants or I'll drop them for you."
That command made my cock bloat in it's tight cage again.
"Yes Mistress," I jokingly replied, while unbuckling my belt. I took a deep breath again and dropped my pants, while looking over Patty's head at the wall to avoid any awkward eye contact.
"Underwear too," Patty commanded.
I felt myself blush again when I lowered my underwear, still avoiding eye contact.
Patty laughed out loud. "That is so cool!" she said. "Come closer."
I slowly walked towards her and stopped right in front of her, my caged cock just a few inches from her face. She moved her head around, watching my penis from every direction. I felt really awkward, but found it extremely exciting as the same time.
"Is it supposed to be that tight?" she asked with genuine interest and even some concern.
I felt my face go bright red, but she didn't notice since all she could look at was my groin. "Errr, well, I might be a bit excited," I stammered. That was an understatement, I could feel my cockhead pressing against the plastic bars of the cage with a force I only had felt when waking up while trying to sleep with a cock cage on and I had become fully erect in my sleep.
"Ah, that explains why your penis is oozing precum," she said, giggling.
If I could have blushed deeper, I would have. I was sweating a bit and the room suddenly felt terribly hot. This whole situation felt a humiliating and very erotic at the same time. At least to me. I was guessing it was mostly just funny for her.
"Yeah, I'm sorry about that," I stammered.
"Don't worry, it's cute," she said, waving her hand. Cute, she said, I thought. That's exactly what a guy wants to hear when a girl studies his penis.
"Can I touch it?" she asked while looking at me, smiling her friendly, intimate smile.
I just nodded.
She ran a finger over the cage, tapped on it with her fingernail, then she squeezed the cage and pulled on it gently, to see if it would stay in place, which of course it did. I could feel my cock throb in it's tight prison as her fingers accidentally touched the parts of my flesh that were not covered by the cage. Then, with one finger, she lifted my balls, as if she moved something nasty out of the way, and inspected how the ring hugged my cock and balls.
"Very cool. It looks... kinky I guess," she said, still looking at my cock. I looked down and noticed my dickhead was deep red and trying to burst from it's cage.
"Does it hurt?" she asked.
"Not normally, only when I get really hard, then it can be a bit uncomfortable," I said, very aware how much pressure my penis was giving on the cage right now.
"Can you pee while wearing it?"
"Yes. I have to sit down though. But I can and I can shower with it. Theoretically I could wear it indefinitely, although I'd rather take it of when showering, for hygienic reasons of course. And I usually don't sleep with it, since my nighttime erections wake me up all the time if I wear it to bed."
She leaned back on the couch and I interpreted that gesture as if she'd seen enough. I quickly pulled my pants back up and sat next to her on the couch.
She broke the short, awkward silence by asking: "But what's the fun in wearing it?"
"Well, I like the way it feels," I explained. "It's like a form of bondage for my cock. And I like the idea that it's not up to me to decide if I can have access to my dick, although self locking as they call it negates that a bit, since I can take it off whenever I want."
Patty nodded and let it sink in. "I really like the idea of having such control over a guy, " she said.
I had already figured she would like that idea. That was actually the main reason I told her earlier this evening I had a chastity cage and asked her if she wanted to see it. I had an interest in BDSM since I was 14 and had often thought Patty would make an awesome Domme, although I never had hear anything from her that suggested she was into kink or BDSM at all.
"I'd love to have the power to put Ben's dick away when I don't need it," she grinned. "He just doesn't know when to stop poking that thing in my direction."
Ben was her current boyfriend. He was just 19 and of what I got from our conversations he had quite a high libido and usually wanted to have sex very late at night when she was tired and usually would rather sleep. It was a bit of an issue between the two of them.
"But I don't suppose he'd be willing to put on such a device though," she chuckled. "He's way to addicted to playing with his dick."
I chuckled, feeling my penis grow again of the thought of Patty locking Ben's cock away. "Maybe you should lock it in to place when he sleeps," I joked and Patty laughed.
"That would seem immoral, even for me," she chuckled. "And besides, I don't think he'll fit in there."
That actually hurt a bit, but I swallowed it, as usual. "They come in different sizes," I said.
"Oh, sorry, I didn't want to make you feel like your small or anything, he just has a pretty thick cock. It's not that long even, just thick." Patty loved bragging about her boyfriend's cocks.
An awkward silence started to form and I tried to save the evening by saying: "How about some Netflix and chill? I bought that wine you like."
"Sure," Patty said, smiling. "But leave that cage on please, I kinda like knowing you're wearing it."
I grinned sheepishly and got up to get the wine for her and a beer for me.
A couple of weeks passed since I confessed to Patty that I was experimenting with chastity and I'd shown her my chastity cage. We didn't really talk about it, although she asked me a couple of times when we hung out if I was wearing it. And I never was. She never replied when I answered that question and when one time I asked why she wanted to know, all she said was: "Just curious".
She did talk a lot about sex between her and Ben. Almost every time we met she was either bragging about the sex they had or complaining about it never being good enough. It seemed a bit contradictory, but that was just how she was. She often did that, especially when she and a boyfriend were in those first few months in which you have a lot of sex and get to know each other better.
They obviously had fun together and I always thought she talked about it so much to make sure I knew my place and that she was happily in love (and lust) with him and therefore unavailable to me, or that she just got off on talking about sex. It did make me a little jealous sometimes. Not just of them having sex, but also about having sex in general. I had been single for as long as Patty and I had known each other and I have had only one serious relationship.
One day, before Patty and I would meet for lunch, I realized she asked if I was wearing my chastity cage every time we met. Maybe she secretly hoped I would? I didn't know and couldn't imagine she would actually think of me as a sexual being, or even a man at all, but all of the sudden I thought: maybe today I should put the cage on, so I can say yes if she asks again.
So, just before leaving home to meet her for lunch, I put on my cage. I put one of the two keys on my keyring with my house keys, which I always did if I left the house while wearing it, just in case I wanted to take it off for some reason while not at home.
It was a warm summers day and Patty wore a thin, tight summer dress that accentuated her slender waist, the awesome curve of her lower back and her perky bubble butt. She wore her large sunglasses that were just dark enough to almost hide her eyes, but she grinned widely when we met and she kissed my cheek while greeting me, like she usually did.
We were a busy place next to the water side, but we had managed to find seating in a corner of the terrace. The food was great, the view even better and the conversation was amazing. We often couldn't stop talking to each other when we were together and we laughed a lot. I loved hanging out with her and the warm, sunny weather and great surroundings made this a wonderful day.
And then came the question again. "Are you wearing your chastity cage?" she asked, as if she asked if I wore socks today.
"Yes, I'm wearing it," I confessed, curious about her response.
She grinned a naughty grin and just said: "Good, that's nice." And then she switched topics to something that happened at work the day before.
After lunch we decided to take a stroll along the water side and enjoy the view of people hanging out on the benches and the grass next to the water and the boats further out on the lake.
"I love these summer days," Patty said while we walked next to each other.
"Yeah, me too," I said and smiled at her.
"It gives me opportunity to wear dresses," Patty said. "Sometimes I like dresses, although I don't wear them often. Dresses are way more fun when going outside without any underwear."
I looked at her and she winked and grinned, knowing I got the smooth confession.
I really didn't know what to say. I loved the idea of her walking next to me in that cute, tight dress, without any underwear, and I even felt my cock react a little, but I didn't want to give her the feeling I got the hots for her or anything, so I just smiled and said something like: "I can imagine they are."
We continued walking, silently, soaking in the sun.
"Oh, I forgot to ask: can I hang out at your place this evening? Ben is having a friend over to play video games tonight and I really, really don't want to be there and clean up after them all the time while listening to them shoot at monsters and yelling at each other." Her tone changed to genuinely annoyed. "He can be so incredibly immature sometimes. I swear, living with him is like living with a teenager sometimes."
I chuckled: "Technically he *is* a teenager."
She slapped my shoulder playfully, saying: "Shut up, you know I don't like it that he's so young."
I chuckled again: "You are just 4 years older sweetie, he's not that much younger." I carefully tried to make a point, seeing if she'd let me, because I'd met Ben a couple of times and although he was 19 and loved things like video games, he also had a very mature side to him that not only was very intelligent, but very compassionate as well. I liked him because of that, but did not want to get between my liking of him and Patty's annoyance of his age.
"Yes he is, I'm mature and a grown woman and he's just a horny little kid, I feel like a pervert sometimes. I don't know what I was thinking when I met him. I mean, I love him, but sometimes I wonder what I'm doing. Why am I dating a kid?"
"Well, he is pretty handsome," I said. "And he's funny too. I can see why you feel attracted to him."
"Yeah, he's cute and all, but I'm so sick of being like his mom all the time, making sure he cleans up after him and all. I even have to do his laundry or he would have nothing clean to wear He seems to be incapable of simply putting a dish in the dishwasher. And he's horny all the time. Don't get me wrong, I love sex and it's fun sometimes that he wants me that bad, but he really wants to have sex every minute of the day. I just get tired of telling him no. Sometimes I just jerk him off and let him cum just to get him to stop being so flirty and pushy all of the time."
"Having a boyfriend that is really into you must be really tiring," I joked.
"Yes, it can be," she said. Her tone of voice was unclear to me, she could have been sarcastic or she could even be annoyed of my joke, I wasn't sure. "Maybe you should deal with a horny teenager all day for a while, see how you feel."
I briefly wrapped my arm around her to let her know I did feel for her and I didn't want to offend her.
"But back to the question," she said, "can I hang out at your place this evening?"
"Sure, I'd like that," I said and smiled at my dear friend.
We had picked up something to eat and got a bottle of wine for Patty and a couple of beers for myself before heading to my apartment. After finishing our meal, we settled on the couch.
I had a hard time keeping my eyes of Patty, today even more so than usual. Her muscular legs, smooth as a baby's butt, disappeared under the short, tight dress and they seemed to grab my attention every time she moved. I was very aware of the fact that she wasn't wearing any underwear. I could imagine those legs going straight up to her naked pussy and ass. Of course, I tried to ignore her sexuality, being the good platonic friend that I was, but my mind kept wandering and glared at those legs or her butt whenever I thought she wouldn't notice.



"Is your cage still comfy?" she asked while sipping her wine.
Her question startled me a little. Had she noticed I was eyeballing her all the time? Was she implying I was getting hard all the time so it would feel uncomfortable?
I grinned awkwardly. "Yes, very comfy, I can hardly feel it," I lied, I had been very aware of me wearing it all afternoon.
"Truth or dare?" she asked suddenly and a little provocative. This was new. We regularly talked about sex of course, but this was more direct than usual. Of course playing truth or dare did not necessarily have to be something sexual, but who over the age of 14 has ever played truth or dare without it having a sexual component at the very least. I liked that she opened the game so directly though.
"Truth," I said, trying not to overthink it.
She paused a minute, seemingly thinking of a good question.
"Was the other day the first time you showed that chastity cage to anyone?" she asked.
"Yes, it was. Actually, aside from a few messages on a forum, you were the first person I told I was experimenting with chastity." I felt a little embarrassed answering such a question, but it felt good to talk to her about it.
"I'm flattered," she said smiling.
"Your turn," I said. "Truth or dare?"
"Truth," she immediately said.
"What is the kinkiest thing you have ever done?"
She thought about it. "I don't know," she said. "I don't think of myself as kinky or something, but I like to have fun every now and then and sometimes I do things I never thought of doing, but I wouldn't call it kinky. So.... Yeah, maybe, one time my ex and I got out of an elevator at the 8th floor. There was a large window there, from the floor to the ceiling. It was dark out and it was really late at night. You could overlook the entire city from there, it was beautiful, but the whole city could see people moving behind the glass, since it was dark out and there were always lights on inside. My ex then put me up against that window and fucked me right there. Anyone could have seen us and it was a public place, so anyone could have walked in on us. I thought it was really hot. It felt, well, naughty. Kinky maybe. She smiled dreamingly while thinking back at it.
I felt my cock stir at the mental image of her getting fucked, feeling all exposed.
"Truth or dare?" she said, shattering my mental image.
"Truth."
She looked around the room and sipped her wine, apparently thinking of a question.
"Have you ever had a finger up your butt?" she asked, a little giggly.
I chuckled, feeling a little embarrassed about answering that question honestly.
"My own finger of someone else's finger?" I asked, mostly postponing answering the question.
"Both," she said, grinning.
"My own fingers, yes," I confessed. Then I really had to think about it. "Someone else's finger, just once I believe. My ex girlfriend tried it once. I liked it, but I don't think she did."
I took a sip from my beer and a memory came to me.
"Oh, no, someone else too, I just realized," I said. I had sex with a guy once who put his finger up my butt just before he put his dick in."
I felt a little ashamed about telling her that, but I had told her a couple of years back that I had fooled around with some guys when I was younger and that I thought I was bisexual. It had been a bit of a weird conversation, since she obviously didn't know how to respond to a guy being bisexual. In Patty's mind, as she shared it back then, girls could be bisexual but guys were either gay, and in that case not a real man, or straight and guys claiming to be bi were just gay but not ready yet to come out of the closet.
I had tried to educate her back then, but it has never been clear to me if I succeeded in that or that she actually still thought that way, and in this instant, telling her this, I wondered again if she maybe saw me as gay. Or straight and confused.
"Was it weird that I just told you that?" I quickly asked.
"No, not at all," she said, smiling lovingly at me. "I think it's cute."
There was that cute word again. For some reason I hated it when Patty called me cute. Patty wasn't the kind of girl that referred to a guy as being cute, men were either hot or losers in her book. And it didn't answer my internal question as well, and I was too hesitant to ask her directly at that moment, so I quickly asked: "Truth or dare?"
"Truth," she said, moving around on the couch to find a more relaxed position while keeping her knees together. And that was a good thing, because I couldn't stop my eyes from glaring at her strong thighs when she moved.
"Have you ever been tried bondage?"
"No. Well, not really like in being all tied up. I have been fucked with my hands tied to the headboard with a scarf, but I wouldn't call that bondage really. I didn't like it either, so it was just the one time. My boyfriend at the time that wanted to try it."
"What didn't you like about it?" I asked, really interested.
"I felt a bit too vulnerable I guess. Like I want to be able to control or steer or maybe even stop my boyfriend if I don't like something he's doing and I need my hands to be available for that. I don't' know, I just didn't like it at the time."
I nodded, somewhat understanding that from a women's perspective.
"And have you ever tied up a boyfriend?"
"That's two questions," she said.
"No, it's not. I asked: have you tried bondage? Tying up your boyfriend falls in the bondage category," I responded, a bit smirk about my own cleverness.
She smiled. "No, I have not. The idea actually never came to mind."
"Would you like too?"
"Now that I think about it, maybe. I could be hot. But you know the type of guys I date. They're not really the tying up type, if you know what I mean. They're usually the type that like to fuck me and maybe I like that about them and I can't see how they can just fuck me when they're tied up, so I really don't know." She actually seemed to be a bit confused for a second.
I nodded, silently wondering about why she dated those guys and if she wouldn't be happier in a dynamic in which she could be more dominant, but I let the thought go.
"Truth or dare?" she said, changing the topic.
I thought about it for a second. I was feeling the buzz of my beer and felt a bit horny. Did I dare say dare?
"Dare," I said, grinning.
Her eyes twinkled for a second as she thought of a dare for me. "I dare you to hand me the keys to that cage you're wearing," she said, grinning widely.
I chuckled: "I don't know about that."
"Don't worry," she said, "I promise you'll get them back before I leave. And you have too, you chose dare yourself so you'll have to do as I say or you'll lose."
"In that case: sure," I said. I got up and got the key from the bedroom.
"Is that the only one?" she asked when I sat down again and handed it to her.
"No, I have another on my keyring," I said honestly.
"That one too then," she said.
I sighed and demonstratively rolled my eyes, got up, and gave her that key as well. She grinned widely when I handed it to her.
"Thank you," she said.
"You realize I just trusted you with my most important body part, right?"
She grinned again. "I do, and now it's up to me to decide what to do with that. I own you now Conrad," she stated playfully.
I swallowed demonstratively and jokingly and smiled at her, realizing I we both were having great fun.
"More wine?" I asked and when she held out her empty glass I made a quick trip to the kitchen to resupply us both with more alcohol.
"Truth or dare?" I asked her, really hoping that she would say dare too, although I didn't have a dare for her in mind yet.
"Truth," she said.
"Do you watch porn?" I asked.
"Sometimes, but not regularly," she responded. "I don't masturbate that often lately, I usually have my teenager with a raging hardon ready to go anytime I want," she said, laughing.
I chuckled. "But do you watch porn when you masturbate?" I wanted to know.
"Sometimes, but certainly not every time," she said, smiling slightly. "I don't usually have the urge to see others fuck when I masturbate. But I do watch it sometimes, even without masturbating. And I watch lesbian porn sometimes, I think women are beautiful."
"Interesting," I said. "And what about gay porn?"
"No, I've never watched gay porn. I don't know, it just never came to mind." She paused. "Have you?"
"It's not your turn to ask questions," I chuckled, dodging the question.
"Truth or dare?" she quickly asked.
"Dare," I said, a little scared of what she might come up with, but too horny and buzzed to care anymore.
"Well, I know you own a, what did you call it, a Fleshlight," she said. "And a chastity cage," she added, grinning. "So, what other kind of sex toys do you have? I dare you to show them all."
I immediately felt embarrassed, like I was going to get caught, since I knew what kind of toys I owned and I was afraid there would be toys in there that might set her off, or even repulse her. I wasn't sure if I was ready to show them all, since it would mean confessing some kinks I'd never told her about. It just felt really personal.
But she dared me and I either had to confess I didn't want to and thereby implying I had some really weird toys, or just show them and hope for the best.
"You sure you want to see my sex toys?" I asked, hoping she'd change her mind.
"Yes, really, I'm curious."
I swallowed. "Okay," I said hesitantly. "They're in my bedroom. It's easier to take you to the toys than to take all the toys to you, so let's head over there if that's okay with you?"
She chuckled. "Do you have that many toys?"
I nodded. "You'll see, I guess."
We walked to my bedroom. I let her enter before me and watched her amazing figure, very aware she was butt naked except for that single, tight summer dress. I watched her bubble butt move as she walked and felt my cock swell again.
"Those drawers all contain toys," I confessed while pointing at a large cabinet with three large drawers.
"All of those drawers?" she asked, empathizing the 'all' in her question.
"Yes, all of those," I seed, suddenly feeling like a pervert.
I stood aside so she could look inside them herself. My heart pounded, dreading her reaction on what she was about to discover.
"That's probably a bit more than my little bullet vibrator," she chuckled. "I love going through someone's drawers," she cooed while opening the first drawer.
And I hate people going through mine, I thought.
"Oh my god!" Patty exclaimed while immediately pulling out my largest dildo and she bursted into laughter. I felt really, really embarrassed but my cock grew at the site of this hot girl holding my dildo while going wide eyed and laughing like she discovered an amazing dirty little secret, which technically she actually did.
"Conrad! Wow, that's so big. Do you actually stick that up your butt?" she exclaimed, trying to wrap her hand around it to gage it's actual size.
My face was red as a lobster when I stammered: "Well, that one not usually, but I have, yes." I shuffled my feet like a busted little schoolboy. "I usually use the other one."
She grabbed the other dildo and held it next to it to compare sizes. This one wasn't actually that big, just about 6 inches.
"That's still a pretty big cock," she said, laughing and her eyes twinkling with the pleasure of digging through my dirty little secrets. She wrapped her hand around this one. "This one I could take," she stated, chuckling.
I just grinned sheepishly, feeling utterly embarrassed but also enjoying Patty's pleasure.
She put the dildo's back and rumbled through the drawer. Since it was my anal play drawer, I knew she was looking at a few butt plugs in different sizes and materials and a few other items.
"What is this?" she asked, holding out a toy, seemingly confused about its shape.
"That's a prostate vibrator," I stammered.
"Ah, yes, I definitely don't have one of those," she chuckled.
"This is so much fun!" she said while closing the drawer and opening my bondage drawer.
"This seems kinky," she stated, picking up my ball gag and briefly examining it before putting it back. "Oh, and these match!" she exclaimed, picking up my leather collar and cuffs ankle cuffs. She threw them on the bed while grabbing the matching wrist cuffs.
"Can I see how those look when you wear them?" she asked.
I tilted my head. "I believe that is another dare," I said, attempting to limit my embarrassment.
"No it's not, I dared you to show me your toys, I said nothing about not showing them on your body," she grinned.
I chuckled at how she used my own previous interpretation of the rules of the game against me now.
"Sure, why not?" I said, realizing I couldn't sink much deeper that I already had. I took the collar from the bed and started to put it around my neck.
"No, no, not like that," she said. "Take of your clothes first."
"What?" I went wide eyed.
"Take of your clothes. Or do you always wear them while fully dressed?"
"Well, no, usually I'm pretty much naked when wearing them," I confessed.
"So, strip. Show me how you look all dressed in your, what do you call them?"
"Cuffs and collar," I said, still not sure if I wanted to comply. Well, I knew I wanted too, but I felt embarrassed. Patty seemed to be determined though.
I sighed: "Alright then."
I took off my shirt while feeling my cock fill it's cage in the prospect of dressing up in my most kinky outfit for her.
Patty sat down in my chair, crossing those amazing legs, and leaned back. Her face was glowing, her eyes twinkling and she was obviously having a great time. She watched me undress with a smirk on her face. While putting on my collar and wrist cuffs, I suddenly wondered if she was getting turned on by all of this or that it still was some playful fun.
I took of my pants and started on the ankle cuffs, but Patty quickly said: "Underwear too."
I looked at her and she saw the doubt in my eyes.
"Come on, I've seen you in your chastity cage before, nothing I haven't seen yet. Take them off," she said determined.
I felt myself blush again as I took off my underwear. My cock got as hard as my cage would allow. I leaned forward to buckle my ankle cuffs on and then stood up straight, showing her my outfit while trying to hide my cage with both hands.
She leaned forward in her chair and said: "That looks amazing. Really nice."
She got up and went back to the drawer. She took out a dog leash made of thin chain and a leather grip and walked towards me, grinning at me playfully. "Here, this will finish it off," she said while she clipped the leach on my collar.
I felt the presence of her body and smelled her feminine smell when she was so close to me. A part of me wanted to embrace her at that instant, to hug her, push my naked body against that pretty dress, to feel the warmth and softness of her body, but of course I could not give in to that.
Patty grabbed the leash and started walking back to the living room. "Come on," she said, looking provocatively over her shoulder.
"I could really get used to this," she said, grinning from ear to ear as she led me to the couch and sat down again. She picked up her wine glass, downed the last bit of wine and held it out to me. "Go get me another glass of wine," she said.
"Yes Ma'am," I said, trying to play my role, and took her glass to the kitchen, where I filled it up again.
"So, now you've seen me wearing it," I said when handing her the glass when I got back. "Should I dress up now?"
"No, please, come sit," Patty said, smiling. "Or do you really want to get dressed?" She glanced at my cock cage, which leaked precum again and did a terrible job of hiding my arousal, and smiled.
I just sat down, still a little embarrassed, but also enjoying this very much.
"Truth or dare?" I asked her, mostly to prevent an awkward silence.
"Okay, last one and then I'm done with this game," she said. "Truth."
I was hoping for a dare, but I figured she wouldn't go for the dare option at all.
I hesitated. I really wanted to know something, but I was afraid my question would be too personal. Then I realized I was sitting butt naked next to her, wearing a cock cage and cuffs, so I thought, what the hell.
"Does this turn you on?"
She smiled slightly, almost shyly. "Yes, it does," she said, then paused for a second. "I'm soaking, to be honest. Don't get any ideas though, I'm not going to have sex with you."
I chuckled. "No, not with this cage on," I joked.
"No, luckily I have control over that," she said, grinning deviously. "But I like it. I never thought having control over a guy would turn actually me on. Not like this anyway."
"So it's about the control for you? Not me being pretty much naked?"
"Yes, I guess," she said. "Although I can't ignore your outfit of course."
"I always thought there is a Domme in you somewhere, hidden, trying to get out."
"I don't know about that," she said. "I mean, I like fooling around like this, but that wouldn't make me a Domme I think."
"Really?" I looked at her with a raised eyebrow. "Getting turned on from controlling a guy seems the very definition of a Domme to me."
Patty really thought about that. Then she decided: "Nah, now I got you in this state I have really no idea what to do with you, so I don't think I'm a real Domme."
I decided to let the Domme part sink in with her for a while. It didn't matter what it was called, as long as she had fun.
"I don't think you have to do anything," I said. Then, shyly added: "But if something comes to mind, I might be willing to do what you order me to do."
She thought about it for a second. "So, if I give you an order you would do it?"
"Yes, within limits of course."
"What if you don't really want to do it?" she asked.
"Then I could use a safe word," I said. I saw the puzzled expression on her face and gave her a brief explanation of the concept of safe words.
"So what kind of things could I ask of you... or order you to do?" she asked.
"That's totally up to you," I said, grinning.
"I don't know," she said, suddenly looking as if she felt really awkward. "Let's just continue our series on Netflix, okay?"
"Sure," I said.
And so we did.
I couldn't really keep my attention with the series we watched, my mind kept wondering. What were we doing? Wasn't this going to ruin our friendship? Was this a one time evening of fun or was there some kind of dynamic unfolding? I was seriously overthinking, but I had a hard time not to.
My arousal was wearing off a bit, but never went away completely. I noticed Patty gazing at my chastity cage every once in a while. Some time later, she just gave me a quick smile while taking the handle of the leash in her hand. She just held it quietly while watching TV.
A while later her phone pinged.
"Ah, Ben's friend left," she said while reading her texts. "I'm going to go home after this episode."
I nodded, feeling a little disappointed and relieved at the same time. I wanted her here, but it was getting a bit awkward and I really wanted to jerk off. I had a lot of friendly fun this evening, but it also was the most erotic experience I had in a really long time.
"Are we okay?" I asked her when the show finished.
She smiled at me. A warm, genuine smile. "Yes, I think so," she said. "I'm just a little confused I guess. I'll work it out. Are you okay?"
"Yes. Turned on and also a bit confused, but I'm okay."
She grinned. "I'm still turned on too," she almost whispered, and then she boldly stated: "I guess Ben gets lucky tonight."
I felt my heart sink a little. I hadn't thought about her relationship with Ben the entire evening.
She got her stuff together and started heading for the door.



I cleared my throat demonstratively. She looked puzzled.
"You still have the keys to my cage," I explained.
She laughed. "Oh yeah, I do." She took them out of her purse and handed them to me. "Just one thing," she said while I took them in my hand, "no jerking off tonight, okay?"
What?, I thought.
"Really?"
"Yes, really. Keep that thing on until you go to bed. I'd really like that."
I felt disappointed, but I loved the idea. "That's not fair," I complained. "You get to have sex as soon as you get home and I can't jerk off?"
"That's right," she said.
And then she left.
I tried to do as she had told, I really tried. But as soon as I took the cage off before stepping into my bed and my cock was available, I jerked off. I just wanted to edge a few times and then go to sleep, but as soon as the first edge arose I knew I was going to fail my edging plan and just cum. And it felt amazing.
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Patty and I met a few days later, at her house for dinner. Ben was there as well, so we had a real normal evening. I was relieved Patty and I didn't have to talk about our little kinky experiment. I did wear my chastity cage though and had the keys ready in my pocket, so I could hand them over quickly if she would ask me to. But she didn't.
The only reminder of our kinky evening was when we were in the kitchen together. She smiled at me and asked bluntly: "Did you jerk off the other night?"
I felt as if I got caught and briefly considered lying, but I didn't want to lie to her, so I just said: "Yes, I did."
I would have liked to elaborate and explain why or to apologize, but we had little time and Ben could walk in any minute, so I didn't.
"Hmmm," she said, wrinkling her nose. "We'll talk about it later."
Later that evening, just before I went home and Ben was in the bathroom for a minute, Patty quickly asked me: "Are you wearing your chastity cage?"
"Yes, I am." I somehow felt proud to be able to say yes.
"Give me the keys," she said, putting on a stern face, but with a playful twinkle in her eyes.
I had them with me, but if I gave them now and went home without them, I'd be stuck in the cage.
"What? No," I said. "I'm going home in a few minutes."
"I'll come by tomorrow evening, then you'll get them back. I promise. But please give them to me now."
"Why?"
"I want you to really think about cumming the other night when I said you weren't allowed to. Come on, it's just one night. Now hurry up and give me the keys before Ben returns from the bathroom."
My head raced. Did I want this? My mind had it's doubts, but my cock obviously wanted it, since it started growing immediately. And I had fantasized about someone holding the keys for me, so I decided I should take the opportunity and go for it.
I playfully sighed and rolled my eyes, took the keys out of my pocket and handed them to her. I held on for them for a second just as she wanted to take them and said: "Please don't make me regret this."
"I won't," she said. "I'll be at your place at 6, I promise."
That evening it felt really strange to be wearing my cage and not having the keys. I've worn my cage often enough by now, but not having the keys, and more importantly, knowing Patty had them, made a real difference. It turned me on all the time and it felt a bit scary as well. I thought about Patty a lot. I loved to see her opening up to her dominant side, finally acknowledging it apparently and I loved the constant state of arousal I had been in since I'd show her my caged penis, but it worried me as well. Had we started something of which no return would be possible?
I had a horrible nights sleep. I kept waking up with a raging hardon and the cage squeezed my cockhead while the ring pulled my balls up halfway to my erect dick, which was really uncomfortable, to say the least.
Showering with my cage on felt kinda hot. It turned me on knowing Patty has put me in this predicament and I let myself soak in that amazing, warm and submissive feeling while doing the best I could to clean my penis inside it's confinement.
During the day, while at work, I felt really sexy somehow, secretly wearing my chastity cage without anyone knowing. This was the first time ever wearing it to work, having only worn my cage twice when going outside, both times briefly while doing some groceries. My cock stayed limp most of the day, but I kept oozing precum all the time. Also, it was really hard to focus on the work I had to do. I was really looking forward to seeing Patty tonight, not just to collect my keys. I wanted her to know exactly how she made me feel, so slutty, so submissive, although I doubted I would actually tell her or if she'd even be interested at all.
I just hoped Patty would actually show up tonight. She did have a habit of changing her plans at the last moment, which normally was just a little annoying, but tonight I really wanted to see her. And I did really want my keys back. This game was hot, but I didn't know how long I could keep this up.
But she didn't cancel. She was right on time actually.
"Do you have the keys?" I asked as soon as she entered.
"Yes. You can have them back later tonight. Stop obsessing about your penis. First let's just make dinner, okay?" she said.
Knowing she didn't leave the keys at home and that she would give them back was enough to ease my mind and we made dinner together, as we often did. I loved cooking with her, we always had fun and we had the best conversations when our hands were busy. And somehow we could cook together without getting in each others way or even without talking much about it, as a meal just magically appeared while we talked. I never have cooked with someone like that, but we always seemed to be able to do it.
After dinner I made coffee and we settled on the couch.
"So, you jerked off the other night?" Patty said, casually addressing the topic.
"Yes. I was trying not too and just edge a few times before going to sleep, but I was so horny after our little... well... experiment, that I just came."
"What's edging?" she asked.
"Oh, that's when you stop stimulating just before you cum, at that moment you feel you are going to cum, but you don't."
"What? Why would you do that?" she asked. She clearly never heard of the concept.
"Because it's hot. It feels great and if you cum, most excitement will disappear immediately, so by not cumming you keep the excitement and you can do it again immediately. And again, and again."
"It just seems frustrating to me," she said, wrinkling her nose. "If Ben would stop right before I cum I'd be pissed off for sure."
I chuckled. "Maybe it's more a sub thing then. I like edging, but sometimes it's really hard to bring up the self control to stop in time and not just blow my load."
"Still, I said, no jerking off," Patty said. She tried to look stern but failing that look. She clearly found this kind of play amusing.
"I know, I'm sorry."
"You should be," she said.
"And what about you? Did you have sex that night?" I asked, moving the focus of the conversation from me to her.
"Yes, I did." She grinned. "Ben is getting a little better at it. It seems like you were right and he just needs some practice. He will have to practice quite a bit more though."
She'd told me Ben had been a virgin when they met two months ago and back then she wouldn't stop complaining about him not knowing what to do with his penis. She had been about to break up with him because of that, but I had convinced her to give it some time, and she did.
"That's good to hear," I smiled. "Did he make you cum?"
Him cumming way too quickly had been an issue as well in the beginning, often leaving her unsatisfied and frustrated.
"Yes." She blushed slightly. "Twice even."
"Good for you," I said, while I felt my cock stir at the thought of her getting fucked right and getting off.
"But don't change the subject," she said, now succeeding better at her stern look. "You jerked off and came while I explicitly told you not too."
"I said I'm sorry," I whined, exaggerating.
"I'm very disappointed in you Conrad," she said. I was surprised that her tone of voice actually made me feel quite guilty. I could handle her being mad, but I really didn't want to disappoint her.
"How can I make it up to you?" I asked, spotting a possible move towards some more play. Maybe I shouldn't have, but I was getting really turned on and just wanted to have some more fun with her.
"I'll think of something," she said. "Did you at least enjoy it?"
"Yeah, I did. I was so turned on, I really needed to cum."
"And when I give you the keys later, are you going to jerk off again tonight?"
"Yeah, I probably am," I confessed as I felt my cock starting to leak precum again.
"No, you're not," she said determined. Somehow she managed to look down on me while sitting at the same level as myself, at least, it felt that way.
"I'm not?"
"No, I'm not letting you. Promise me you won't jerk off tonight."
I felt conflicted for a second. I wanted to cum, but I wanted to please her more. "Okay, I promise," I finally said, not being sure if I would be able to keep that promise.
"Oh, I know how you can make it up to me," Patty exclaimed, like she had a genius idea.
"Really? How?"
"I'll tell you in a minute," she said. "First, I want you to go to the bedroom and take off your clothes. All of them."
I was getting more and more turned on but felt a little nervous, not knowing what she had in mind for me. I just nodded and made my way to the bedroom.
I was a little embarrassed returning to the living room, butt naked and with my cock gently throbbing in it's cage. She'd seen me like this before, but the last time I was at least wearing my cuffs and collar and without those I even felt even more naked. Also, her making me strip in the bedroom and returning made me really feel I was being bossed around by her. I found that really, really hot.
"Good boy," she said and she smiled at me when I entered. "Go sit over there where you're not so close to me and I can see you well," she added, pointing to the large chair. I silently did as I was told, while I quickly glanced at her hot legs.
"In a minute I'm going to give you the keys to your chastity cage," she said. She looked at me like a teacher instructing a mediocre student and I suddenly felt quite small and vulnerable, and I was a bit scared, since she sounded like she had something humiliating in mind after giving me the keys. "And when I give you the keys, I want you to unlock your cage and show me that edging thing you talked about."
I blinked my eyes. "Wait, what? You want me to jerk off? Right here?"
"No, I want you to show me how you edge."
"You do realize that involves me jerking my cock until I almost cum, right?" I asked, just to make sure she understood I would be performing a sexual act in front of her.
She grinned, but still sat up straight, as if that would establish more dominance. Which it did actually. "Yes, I know that. I want to understand the fun in that edging thing, so I really want you to show me."
I was incredibly turned on and nervous. She took the keys from her purse and threw them to me. Instinctively I caught them.
"Are you sure about this?" I asked, not sure if I asked her or myself. I felt really shy about showing her my cock. It was pretty small and I since Patty usually liked to brag about the sizes of her boyfriend's cocks, I knew she liked them big. I felt like I was going to disappoint her no matter what.
She nodded and smiled her friendly smile to me. "Yes, I'm sure. I wouldn't tell you to do this if I wasn't."
My hand was shaking a little as I unlocked the lock. I took off the cage part, trying to keep my almost hard cock out of sight with my hand. Next I tried to take the ring off, but I was just to erect to get my cock through it.
"I think I need to wait a bit before I can take off the ring," I stammered, still hiding my erection with my hand.
"Why?"
"I'm too hard to take it off."
She chuckled. "Really? Show me."
I hesitated.
"Come on Conrad, I'm going to see your peepee anyway. And I've seen a cock or two, you've got nothing I haven't seen before. So stop being a baby and just show it."
She was right and I pushed my embarrassment aside while letting my hands drop. My penis stubbornly stood up right, hard as a rock by now, veins popping out and pulsing with my heartbeat. The tight ring made it look more fierce that it usually looked. I glanced at Patty's face, gaging what she thought. She just looked to be really amused by what she was seeing, as if she trying not to laugh.
"Looks like you're having fun," she said teasingly.
"I guess I am," I chuckled. "But when it's this hard I can't take off the ring."
"Do you need to take of the ring? It seems to be pretty accessible."
"Well, no, not really," I said.
"Then don't," she said while leaning back on the couch and crossing her legs. "Just show me how you edge."
I awkwardly grabbed my penis and started stroking it. It felt really weird. I've had sex before of course, but I had never demonstrated to someone how I jerk off. And especially not to my fully dressed best friend who still seemed like she had to keep herself from bursting out in laughter. I was utterly humiliating.
I was sitting up straight, slowly stroking my dick and really just going through the motion. After a little while I realized that would not work well, so I leaned back in the chair and closed my eyes, trying to concentrate on the feeling of my hand stimulating my throbbing dick.
After a minute or so, Patty must have noticed my awkwardness, because she said: "Conrad, it's okay. You can just look at me. Just breathe and relax."
I looked at her and the warm expression on her face actually helped me relax. She looked really friendly now, gentle and loving even.
I took a deep breath, and jerked a little bit faster, concentrating on the feeling. My dick was hard as a rock and I was really turned on. I felt some precum oozing from my dickhead, lubricating it.
I looked at Patty again and let my gaze wander across her body. She seemed to be mesmerized by the sight of me masturbating in front of her. I suddenly wondered if she was getting wet, and that made the whole process easier, since I was betting she actually was.
I relaxed a little more and noticed my breathing intensifying. I thought about Patty's pussy, which I had never seen, but which was just a few feet away from me inside her tight, black pants. Was it tingling right now? Throbbing maybe? Oozing it's wetness?
That did it for me. I moaned softly, increased the pace, and after about a minute I felt my orgasm rise from between my legs. I felt my cock strain and gave it a few more strokes until I was right at the point of no return and then forced myself to quickly let it go. My cock stood right up, looking like it would erupt and spill it's juice, and I fought the need to cum for a few seconds before the edge rolled down again.
"Was that it?" Patty asked. "Did you almost cum?"
"Yes," I said, smiling sheepishly, my heart pounding in my chest.
"That was so cool." She just looked at me for a few seconds, leaning forward. "Can you do it again?"
"Yes. Should I?"
"Yes!" she said, leaning forward.
I grabbed my cock again and started jerking. I was still pretty close, so it just took 30 seconds or so before I felt an orgasm building again. I closed my eyes and felt the orgasm rise and rise and just in time I let go of my cock. Again, it looked all swollen, rock hard and ready to blow, but it didn't.
"What, so quickly?" Patty said. She was leaning forward, her eyes twinkling.
I tried to catch my breath for a second. "Yeah, I was, and am, still pretty close to cumming."
Patty giggled softly. "Do it again," she ordered. "But this time keep looking at me."
I was feeling more relaxed now about masturbating in front of her.
"Okay," I said, grabbing my cock again, which was dripping with precum. I started stroking softly, looking at Patty, first into her eyes, then I let my gaze wander down, along her neck, her small tits below her white shirt. I sped up the pace, my cock making wet sounds as I jerked it, and I let my gaze slide to her slim waist. Patty just sat there, watching me jerk my cock.
I looked at her hips, hugged tightly in her black pants. Then those muscular upper legs. I briefly wondered how they would feel and then, there it was, the arrival of my orgasm, quicker this time than the last.
I quickly stopped and sat up with a jerk, fighting to control my orgasm and to not cum. I was sure I was going to go over the edge this time and had to squeeze my legs and buck my hips to keep myself from cumming. I fought to will my orgasm away and eventually I won the battle.
Patty laughed softly. "That looked more intense," she noticed.
"Yeah, I almost went over the edge," I said. "But I kept myself from cumming."
Patty chuckled: "I wish Ben could do that." I actually felt flattered by that comment.
She gave me a few seconds to compose myself again and when she noticed my body relaxing again, she said: "Do it again and keep looking at me. I like it when you look at me. It turns me on."
I grinned at her, leaned back again and resumed masturbating. The precum made my whole cock slippery and it slid through my hand without any resistance. My hole cock was super sensitive now and hard as a rock.
Now I knew it was fine to look at her, I just staired at her hips, her upper legs and the place where her lower belly disappeared between her legs in a sexy triangle. Knowing that she was turned on by this scene made it even better. I felt my body tense and I pumped my fist up and down.
All of a sudden she spread her legs apart and pushed her hand down between her legs, cupping her pussy over her pants. Almost immediately my orgasm jumped up like a genie in a bottle. I quickly let go of my cock, pushing my knees together and trying not to cum, but I was just a little too late. I froze in my fight to keep it down, hearing myself exclaim: "No, no, no!" and then I knew I lost the battle this time. I was slowly rolling over the edge as I felt cum flowing up my cock, tantalizingly slow. My rock hard cockhead oozed a long, slow river of cum. It ran down my cock and along the ring of my chastity cage.
Patty burst into laughter. "Hahaha, made you cum!"
"Fuck!" I said, as if I lost a bet. Then I laughed with Patty, seeing how it was actually pretty funny.
"Damn it!" I said. Cum ran between my balls and leg, down the ring of my cage, and started to run onto the chair. I used my hand to collect it, got out of the chair with my hand between my legs to keep the cum from dripping everywhere and awkwardly walked to the bathroom to grab a towel.
When I came back in, still cleaning myself up, my cock was still throbbing in the air.
"Wow, you're still hard?" Patty asked.
"Yeah. That was a ruined orgasm. Sometimes I stay hard quite some time after that and sometimes I can even cum again pretty soon. It's just that a ruined orgasm doesn't give the feeling of release and satisfaction like a full orgasm."
"I see. So if you call it ruined, does that mean you didn't enjoy it?"
"Well, a little, but not as much as a full orgasm."
"And if you ruin it, does that mean you could go again?"
"I probably could," I said.
"Would you like too?"
"Sure," I grinned.
"Too bad, I won't let you. I have to go home. There is a cock I need to sit on for a while," she said, grinning. "Do I have to lock your chastity cage again and take the keys, or can I trust you won't jerk off anymore today?"
I actually had to think about it for a second, but then said: "No, I think I will be able to do as you ask."
She looked me straight in the eyes. "Are you sure? I really don't want you to jerk off again later."
I grinned, realizing Patty really was starting to embrace her dominant side. "Yes, I'm sure," I said.
What was the worst that could happen anyway, I thought. Her 'punishment' today was pretty fun. But I did want to please her and had decided I would try to obey her whishes.
"Okay," she said, as she grabbed her purse and got off the couch. Suddenly, with her standing there, all dressed up, I felt really naked and I covered my slowly shrinking penis with the towel I was still holding.
"I'll let myself out," she said, smiling lovingly at me. "Oh and Conrad, make sure you wear your chastity cage when we meet again, okay?"
My dick just got a little harder again. "Okay, I will," I promised as she kissed me on my cheek, carefully keeping her body away from mine. I watched her hips sway as she headed out the door.
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I didn't jerk off the night Patty and I last saw each other, like I had promised. We didn't see each other for a few days after that though, and I hadn't made any promises about those days. And since Patty really had my gears going, I jerked off a lot.
One day I even wore my chastity cage to work again. Not because I had too, but because I wanted too. It made me feel sexy. It wasn't the same though knowing I had the keys in my pocket, so I did it only for the one day.
Patty and I texted a few times. Just friendly messages, nothing kinky about it. I actually wasn't sure if our little games had been just a little sexy fun between friends or if they would continue in one way or another.
I had asked her on Wednesday if she wanted to come over, but she had replied that she was really busy at work that week, and wasn't sure when, so she said she'd let me know.
That Friday evening, around 9 o'clock, she texted: "Had a fight with Ben. Can I come over?"
"Of course," I replied right away.
I hoped she was okay. During the years that we'd known each other this had happened quite a few times. She had the habit of walking out the door after a fight and this had happened with most of her previous boyfriends, sometimes arriving at my place really angry or in tears. So this wasn't the first time she came over to my place after a fight, but it was the first time this happened since she was together with Ben.
Within a few minutes my doorbell rang. I jumped up and let her in.
She looked to be fine though. Maybe she sounded a bit annoyed, but there were no tears or screaming rants on what an asshole her boyfriend was, as I had witnessed often enough. She just walked in, hung up her thin coat and asked: "Do you have any wine? I really could use some."
"Are you okay?" I asked, a little concerned.
"Yeah, I'm fine," she sighed. She walked into the kitchen and opened the fridge, grabbing a bottle of her favorite wine. I usually had a bottle waiting for her.
I grabbed her a glass and opened the wine for her.
"Are you sure?" I asked.
"Yeah," she said. Her voice sounded fine. "I just needed to get out of there for a little while, since I was agitated and he pretty angry with me. I didn't want to make it worse, so I left."
I poured her a glass, grabbed a beer for myself and we went into the living room. I put on some relaxing ambient music and sat next to her, giving her some time to collect her thoughts.
"What happened?" I asked after a few minutes. "Want to talk about it?"
"It was my fault I suppose," she sighed. "I just got annoyed and may have been a little harsh." She paused for a minute, sipping her wine. "We were having sex. It started out fine, you know, kissing and feeling each other up. And then we started fucking and I was just getting into it and then he just came, in like no time. Again."
I looked at her, studying her face, gaging what she was feeling.
I sighed again. "I may have told him he was an egocentric asshole with a useless cock or something." She paused. "While he was still cumming, actually. He really didn't like that, so we had a fight."
I chuckled, imagining the scene, poor Ben cumming while she yelled at him that his cock was useless. My chuckle made her chuckle and then I knew she was actually fine and she had a clear understanding of her own behavior leading into a fight.
"Yeah, you probably should have waited until he was done cumming before scolding at him and degrading his penis." I said sarcastically, grinned at her.
"Yeah, of course," she said, rolling her eyes. "I may have been a little bit of a bitch. I felt bad right after, but didn't want to admit it, since at the time I really wanted him to feel that I need more from a guy than a 40 second fuck."
I just smiled at her for a while. I loved her, but she could be a bitch every now and then and luckily she knew that. She had little problems admitting it if she had been a bitch. The hard part for her was usually apologizing.
"Did you tell him you're sorry?" I asked carefully.
"No. And I know I should, but I really don't want to yet," she said. "That's why I left and came here. I need some time to let my feelings calm down and to get my head straight. And then I'll fix it, since he didn't really do anything wrong, I guess."
She looked at me like a guilt aware little puppy for a second.
"Except for cumming so soon," she added. "I hate it when he does that. I'm not putting up with that. I just can't do that."
I chuckled. "Honey, he's nineteen and his girlfriend is hot as fuck, what do you expect? He doesn't do it on purpose, he just can't help himself." I thought about adding: I would cum in a minute myself if I would fuck you, but quickly swallowed that sentence. "Give him some time, he'll get better in postponing his orgasms."
She shrugged. "I suppose," she said and briefly put her head on my shoulder. I kissed her hair.
"More please," she said, grinning, holding out her glass.
I took her glass and got up. "You know that's not lemonade, right?" I asked, hoping that she wouldn't keep drinking at that speed all night.
"I know, dad," she said, cynically empathizing the "dad."
"Give me your keys, that will make me feel better," she said before I left for the kitchen.
And that's when I realized I had forgotten to put my cage on.
"Erm, they would be useless, since I have forgotten to put my chastity cage on," I confessed.
She sighed. "Why is it that guys just don't listen when I say something?" she said, throwing her hands up, feigning despair.
I chuckled.
"Well then," she said, "go to the bedroom, strip, and put your cage on. You can get me my wine after you've given me the keys."
The lighthearted atmosphere made me agree easily, but still I felt a little embarrassed and vulnerable when I returned to the living room, wearing nothing but my chastity cage. I walked towards her while she stared at my naked body moving, feeling my cock swell a little in its cage, and handed her my keys.
"See, that's better," she said as she took the keys from me and threw them in her purse. "Now, more wine!"
I turned to walk to the kitchen and she slapped my ass, playfully, but pretty hard. I yelped and almost jumped in the air from the sting it gave. Patty just giggled.
While pouring her wine, I felt my butt cheek still sting. Nobody had ever slapped my ass before. I liked it.
When I returned, she had my laptop on her lap.
"What's the password for this thing?" she asked.
"It's face ID," I responded. She turned the laptop a little my way and I sat down next to her, leaned into her a little, feeling her body heat. It felt really weird to sit next to her naked, while she was fully dressed. It made me feel sexy and dirty at the same time. I held my face in front of the camera to unlock the screen.
"What are you going to do?" I asked her, curiously.
"Show me where you buy sex toys," she half asked, half ordered.
I named a website where I had ordered some things before and she entered the address.
I just sat next to her and watched the screen as she clicked through the pages. She went for dildo's first, scrolling through list of different sized and colored dildo's, before discovering the bdsm section.
She went through a couple of categories. Cuffs, collars, gags, ropes, chains, leg spreaders, hoods and arm binders scrolled by. Sometimes she looked at an item closer, just briefly. I watched, silently, wondering what she was thinking and which items she actually liked. She never gave a hint on what she liked though, she just silently consumed the information.
"Hey, no touching!" she said when I leaned a little closer and my naked shoulder touched her shirt, and she gave me a little push. "I'm not going to let a naked pervert shoulder hump me."
"Sorry," I said. I really felt like she put me back in place. Why does my cock always react when she does that, I thought.
"I don't even know what this is," she said.
"That's a ball crusher," I said, looking at the clear plastic device with holes and screws in it.
"Ouch," she said and continued looking around.
"And this?" she asked.
"Ball stretcher," I responded. "You can add weights to it."
"Interesting."
She looked around a little longer and then stated: "I don't even know what half of this is, let alone what to do with it or how to use it. How do you learn something like that?"
"Most of the little I know I learned by watching porn," I said.
"Where?" she asked, a bit hasty and business like.
I named a website I often used and of which I knew they had pretty good bdsm videos on it and while she typed in the address, I knew I was going to be caught out again with something I was embarrassed about. I swallowed but kept silent.
She scrolled through the list of videos on the opening page.
"These are all guys," she said.
My cock swelled again, this time really waking up and going erect instead of the smaller stirs I had felt until now, while I my heart skipped a beat. I felt really awkward when I stammered: "It's still on gay. You can put it on straight on the top." I pointed at the drop down control, but she didn't even go there.
"Conrad, have you been jerking off to gay porn the last few days?" she asked, like a mother asking a her son if he had been secretly smoking.
I cleared my throat. "Erm, I may have."
"No, don't evade the question by being vague. Did you jerk off to this?" She put on her stern face and looked me straight in the eyes, carefully watching if I was telling her the truth.
Why did I get so turned on when she does this?, I thought again.
"Yes, I have," I confessed to her, glancing down in shame.
"Do you get all turned on by guys?" she asked, half interested, half teasing me. "Does it get really hard if you watch this?" She looked down at my cage where my cock was visibly struggling against its bars. "Never mind, I can see the answer."
It felt really warm in here all of the sudden.
Patty clicked on a video and it started playing. It was a cute, young guy, sitting on all fours with a ball gag in his mouth, being fucked in his smooth ass by a fucking machine. His rock hard boner bounced up and down in rhythm with the machine, visibly dripping precum.
I felt busted. For some reason, I really hated Patty knew I watched stuff like this. I felt like any form of relationship between us would be destroyed forever and I actually feared she would see me as a perverted gay guy. I was okay with being bisexual, but knowing Patty previously having trouble understanding bisexual guys even existed, I feared she would forever see me as a being gay and she'd lose any interest in playing with me or even would never see me as a man again. My erection even started to go down in fear.
"When you watch this, would you like to be him or be with him?" she asked, studying my dumbfounded face, while I couldn't look away from the video.
"I don't know," I stammered.
"Conrad, just answer the question," she said. She sounded sweet. Like a girl talks to a gay guy who doesn't dare to come out, I thought. For a moment, I feared I might even cry.
"Both," I answered.
"You really are such a pervert," she said, closing the video and scrolling through the list of videos, selecting another one. This one was of a guy sucking a huge cock with his hands tied behind his back.
"And this one, would you like to suck a cock like that?" she asked.
I feared to answer her question, but she would get me to answer it truthfully anyway, so I said, dead honest: "Maybe, if I like the guy to whom it's attached."
Patty smiled briefly, studying the video. She shrugged: "It is a pretty nice cock." She watched the video for a second, smiling sheepishly. Was it the light or did I even see her blush a little.
She closed the laptop and put it away. She changed her position, as if she needed to compose herself for a second, and downed the rest of her wine.
"Do you like guys?" she asked me, her brown eyes on lie detector mode again.
Here it was, the moment Patty would conclude I was totally gay. The moment I would lose her forever.
"Sometimes, yes," I confessed.
She nodded. "And girls?"
"You know I like girls Patty," I said. "You know I lived with a girl and you even made me cum just by looking at you. In a way anyway." I really hoped she would take my attraction to girls, and to her specifically, seriously.
She stared at me for a few seconds, gaging me.
Then she smiled at me deviously.
"So, the truth comes out," she said quietly, grinning like she had an evil plan in mind. "And it just got crystal clear to me. I don't even know why I haven't realized it before, but now I do: you have been jerking off the last few days when I specifically said you weren't allowed to jerk off."
I was completely dumbstruck. I couldn't even think for a few seconds.
Wait, what?, I thought as a came to my senses. Here I was, all conflicted and scared of her opinion of me and about me losing her forever, and now she somehow started about me jerking off? And about not being allowed to jerk off? What was she even talking about? I didn't do anything that I wasn't allowed to. A thousand feelings and thoughts raced through me and I couldn't even think straight for a few seconds.
"Erm, yes, I did jerk off. But you only said: no jerking off tonight when you left last time."
"No, I didn't," she said. "I said: no jerking off. Period."
On top of all the other feelings, I felt a little bit annoyed now, like being accused of something I didn't do.
"No, you didn't," I stated.
"Yes, I did," she said, pretty sure of herself. "Why would I allow you to jerk off while the only pleasure I get from this whole ordeal is knowing that I control your cock?"
Now I seriously started doubting myself. I knew I had payed attention, I was sure she said 'tonight'. But what if I was mistaking? And all of the sudden I realized it didn't matter if I heard correctly or not. I wouldn't win this discussion. And I wasn't even sure if I wanted to win it.
"I'm not sure now," I said, shuffling my feet.
"Well, I am," she said. "And you just didn't listen. Or you didn't want to listen probably, since you seem so determined at playing with your thingy."
Now I felt ashamed, knowing I disappointed her. And knowing that she thought that I had a 'thingy'. I didn't know what to say.
"You know what," she said when she noticed I was dumbstruck again. "You go pour me another glass of wine and I'll go look through your toy drawers and think of a way to make you understand you are to listen more carefully when I say something, alright?"
It took another few seconds for me to realize I just got instructions, and I nodded when it sank in.
She got up and walked to the bedroom, leaving me alone for a second. I recomposed myself and grabbed her glass.
In the kitchen, I took a moment to get myself together. I tried to shrug off all the feelings about my bisexuality, about Patty maybe drawing conclusions that weren't true and about the discussion about what she actually said. I took a deep breath and told myself that it didn't really matter, it would all work out fine and that I'd better focus on what she had in mind next.
I became aware again of my nakedness. I looked down, at the little black cage hugging my cock and balls. I realized Patty was looking through my toys and that this smoking hot girl that I dearly loved was enjoying herself with me.
I returned to the living room and placed her glass right where she left it before sitting down on the couch again.
When she came back, she was holding my prostate vibrator and a bottle of lube.
Oh shit, I thought, she's not going to make me put that up my butt in front of her, right? But of course I knew what was coming and I swallowed nervously.
"Show me how this works," she said, smiling and stretching out the hand holding the vibrator.
"You'll need the remote," I said.
"It's got a remote?" she asked, pleasantly surprised.
"Yes," I said. I wanted to get up and get it, but suddenly realized I should probably ask for permission. "Should I get it?"
"Yes."
I got up and hurried to the bedroom to get it.
She seemed to be studying the vibrator when I returned to the living room.
"Here, I'll show you," I said, sitting down next to her again.
I briefly took the vibrator from her and held the button on the bottom for three seconds. "This is how you turn the power on," I said. Then I used to remote to let it vibrate.
Patty chuckled as the vibrator turned on and vibrated in her hands. I showed her the button on the remote and how to cycle through the different speeds and patterns. She seemed to like the vibrations because she smiled sheepishly for a second.
"And also, with this button you can inflate it," I said, pushing the button. The toy made a soft buzzing sound as the built in pump inflated the tip.
"Wow!" she exclaimed, watching the toy in her hand grow and grow with wide eyes. "That's so cool! How big can it get?"
"Pretty big," I assured her, showing how to deflate it again.
"That's amazing," she said. "Put it in!"
I knew she was going to say that. And still, part of me hoped she wouldn't. It would be really awkward for her watching me put that thing up my ass, I thought. But I knew that resistance would be futile and a part of me wanted her to watch me while I inserted it into my butt. The little part between my legs to be exact, since my cock seemed to love the idea.
"What, right here? While you watch me?"
"Yes, of course. I want to see how you put it in."
"May I get a towel first?" I asked her, having some experience with lube, but most of all desperately postponing the awkwardness of inserting it in my butt while she could see me.
"Sure. Hurry up."
I quickly got a towel from the bathroom, my cock growing in my cage in anticipation of what was to come.
When I got back, I needed a place to perform this procedure. Next to her on the couch would be too close, I decided. So I put the towel on the floor and sat on it.
"Are you sure you want to see this?" I asked her. I really had the feeling it would turn her off to see a guy put something up his butt.
"Yes. Stop procrastinating, Conrad. I know you want to."
"This is going to be awkward," I said, to both her and myself.
"I'm counting on it," she chuckled, taking a big gulp of her wine. That made my cock grow even more.
She leaned forward, watching me sit on my towel. "Now, do it," she ordered.
There was no way I was getting out of this, I realized. I sighed, took the bottle of lube and poured a big glob of it on top of the toy. With my hand I smeared it over its shaft, making sure it was covered completely. I took one last look at Patty, who watched me with twinkling eyes, her glass of wine in her hand.
I laid down on my back on my towel and pulled my knees to my chest, really glad I'd shaved my ass, exposing my asshole to my best friend. This felt really, really awkward for me. My cock seemed to love it though, since I felt it produce some precum already.
I lubed up my butthole with the lube still on my hand. Then I put the tip of the toy against it and pushed slowly. I felt it move in, stretching my butthole. I exhaled and tried to relax my ass as I moved the toy slowly in and out, getting ready to push the thickest part of it inside.
I pushed it in, slowly increasing the pressure, and once the thick part passed my sphincter, my ass seemed to suck in and swallow the rest of the toy in one go. The curved tip of the toy pressed against my prostate and the base of the toy pressing against my perineum, making my cock grow almost full size immediately. I heard myself sigh a soft moan.
I put my feet down, ready to sit up, just pausing a little to postpone feeling the embarrassment of looking Patty in the eye after what I just did.



Finally I sat up, as well as I could that is, with the broad base of the toy between my butt cheeks. In this position I could feel my cock pressing against the inside of my cage pretty hard. I hoped she would somehow not see that I got turned on by this, but I knew better.
"Wow, you obviously have done that before," Patty giggled. "It was hot to watch though." She seemed to blush a little. "Can you stand with that thing inside?"
I nodded, standing up to demonstrate her I could.
Suddenly it started vibrating. I shrieked and almost jumped. It wasn't the intensity of the vibrations that startled me, but having no control over it was a very different experience from operating it myself.
Patty giggled. "Can you do anything while wearing that?"
"Well, some things are hard or impossible. I can only sit with it with my ass forward and some movements will be really hard, so I have to do them slowly, like bending or squatting," I said, unconsciously keeping my hands in front of my encaged penis that was oozing precum.
Suddenly it started inflating. I went all wide eyed. That felt really scary.
"I won't accidentally make you explode if I push this button too long, will I?" Patty asked, grinning, while it slowly grew and grew within my abdomen.
"No," I said, my voice quite a bit higher than usual. "It will deflate automatically when at its max, but please stop before that." My voice seemed to get higher during that last sentence as I felt butt getting fuller and fuller and the pressure against my prostate increasing.
"Good," Patty said, holding the inflate button down until I visibly started squirming. Then she turned up the vibe a notch, making me moan. Patty just giggled at my predicament.
"Move your hands," she said. I looked down, realizing I was keeping my 'thingy' out of sight and dropped my hands, blushing.
She grinned her devious grin as she shut off the vibration. A second later I felt the large bubble in my butt deflate and I sighed with relieve.
"Okay, you've seen how it works," I said. "Can I take it out now?"
"No," Patty said. "Put your clothes on, we're going out."
"What!?" I exclaimed, going wide eyed again, not believing what she just said.
She stood up. "We're going out. The bars are still open and I want something stronger to drink," she stated determined, while picking up her purse. "Hurry up. Jeans will be fine."
"A bar? At this time?" I protested. I glanced at the clock and saw it was only 30 minutes past midnight. "The bars will be full of drunk teenagers at this time."
"I hope so," Patty grinned. "Now hurry up, get dressed."
Luckily for me, it was only a 6 minute walk to the nearest bar and Patty agreed to go there and not make me walk any further, although we both didn't like this particular bar too much. I felt like I was walking with my legs wide and I was sure I was making an absolute fool of myself, but she reassured me it wasn't noticeable that I walked funny at all. I wasn't sure if I believed her though. It didn't matter, I had no choice anyway, so I tried to keep myself together during the awkward walk. I felt the toy pushing against my prostate on every step I took and my underwear was getting soaked with precum.
"Patty, I really don't know if I can do this," I said when we were about 100 feet from the bar, suddenly feeling genuinely scared. There were people smoking outside and the noise of the music and all those people that would be inside made me sincerely doubt this. I had even briefly considered using my safe word.
We stopped walking. She stood in front of me, looking me in the eye, gazing if I was alright or just really nervous.
She stepped forward and hugged me. It was a gentle, very dear hug, as we shared so often as friends.
"Just one drink, alright?" she said, looking at me again. "You'll be fine and if you really want to go home, just raise your hand and we'll leave. I promise."
I took a deep breath and nodded. I could do this. I usually didn't like these bars too much, feeling socially awkward as I did, and with a prostate massager up my butt that could inflate or vibrate my sensitive insides at any moment made it even more scary for me.
We passed the people in front of the bar and entered. The place was absolutely crowded. Not just busy, but sardines in a can like crowded. I looked around and saw mostly very young people packed together, all in their summer clothes. Boys and girls were dancing, mostly squashed together due to the lack of space, and people moving between them holding drinks above their heads to keep them from spilling the contents of their glasses as they where mangled by the moving sea of drunken flesh.
We squeezed through the crowd towards a corner of the bar where there was a little more room to stand. I could feel elbows banging against my stomach and back, tits rubbing against my arms and butts bumping my hips the whole way. I was trying to keep my crotch from touching anyone in fear they would feel the hard cage in my pants, but I actually got bumped in the crotch twice during the way. I was wondering what made all those people defy a overcrowded space like this for fun, until I felt a soft, perky boob on my lower arm and realized being in such a crowded bar had is perks.
Patty luckily knew me very well and she knew I had a hard time with places like this. When we reached the corner, she shouted in my ear over the deafening music: "Wait here, I'll get us something to drink."
I nodded and stared at her butt as she started to make her way towards the bar, squeezing through the sea of teenagers.
I leaned against the wall and looked around me. Next to me a couple was kissing, a blonde girl with very round boobs in a very tight T-shirt that showed her bra, and a tall boy wearing a baseball cap. She pushed her tits against his chest while he rubbed her ass, almost burying his hand between her ass cheeks. She pulled her leg up, rubbing it against his while she grabbed his butt and pulled him against her. All of the sudden I was aware of my caged cock again, as I got turned on by the scene of teenage lust.
A girl squeezed passed some people in front of me and drunkenly lost her balance, almost falling, if it wasn't for catching herself with her butt on my hip. "Sorry!" she yelled across her shoulder as she restored her balance.
As I glanced to my other side, watching two young guys yelling in each other's ears in an attempt to have a conversation over the loud music, I suddenly felt the toy in my ass inflate. It slowly got bigger and bigger. I hoped she wouldn't inflate it all the way and just when I started to feel panic arise of it becoming too large for me to handle, it stopped growing. I felt really, really full. I looked around to see if I could spot Patty, but I didn't see her as my view was blocked by all those people.
Then the toy started vibrating, first slowly and then, almost immediately, at its highest stetting, sending very pleasurable vibrations through my prostate. I felt my cock twitch and knees buckle. God, that was intense. I tried to hide the reaction on my face as well as I could.
I looked back at the kissing couple next to me. They were really going at it, him kissing her neck while she had her head back, grinning in lust. When they moved a little I could see her hand on a unmistakable hardon in his pants. My dick let go of a large drop of precum, soaking my underwear. The toy pressed against my prostate, buzzing away, and I felt my breath increase. I had never cum from anal play at all, but I thought that maybe, on this setting, it might be possible. The muscles of my lower pelvis squeezed involuntary for a second and I felt the haze of horniness come over my mind. The buzzing fullness, pressing against my prostate and perineum felt amazing.
I got another glance of the girl squeezing the guys cock next to me and imagined how hard it was and how it would feel for the girl to touch it like that. I was wondering if she would be sucking that cock later tonight, when Patty appeared in front of me and pushed a large glass of beer into my hand.
She leaned against the wall next to me and shouted in my ear: "Are you alright?"
I smiled and nodded. I was alright. And very, very turned on. Again I wondered if this toy could make me cum like this.
She raised her glass of whiskey and took a sip. I quickly downed three big gulps of beer, realizing I might enjoy this place a little more if I got a little drunk.
"Look at them go," Patty shouted, referring to the kissing couple.
"Yeah," I shouted back. "She's rubbing is cock through his pants."
Patty looked a little closer and grinned when she saw her hand move between them.
Suddenly the toy in my ass grew a little more, increasing the pressure against my prostate. I went wide eyed for a second before I managed to relax again and just enjoy the feeling of it. Another lustful wave of deep horniness flowed through me and I moaned out loud, glad nobody could hear me over the music. The toy grew once more, now filling me up to the max of what I thought I could possibly handle. My breathing increased to almost panting. Patty just stood there and grinned at me, sipping her whiskey.
She deflated the toy and put on a pulsing vibrating pattern. I knew she couldn't see on the remote what pattern she had selected, but she watched my face closely to tell what was happening. This pattern pulsed, almost as if I got fucked slowly. It felt amazing, making me wish for it to actually move in and out of me.
A few minutes later she completely deflated the toy before she started inflating it again, watching me get filled up, the pressure and pleasure in my ass increasing. We looked straight into each others eyes as she kept pumping it up, until my facial expression changed, indicating she hit the right spot. I was so incredibly turned on. Not even that hard all the time but dripping with precum. I could feel it running down my balls. That full, vibrating feeling inside me, made me crave an orgasm, as if I was about to cum but just couldn't get over the hill. It was way more sensual than I had expected it be.
We slowly drank our drinks. The girl of the kissing couple was rocking her hips while his leg was between them, obviously riding his leg with her pussy like a puppy in heat. It was raunchy, erotic and sweet at the same time to look at.
Patty put her hand on my butt, squeezing my ass, softly at first and then really, really hard, digging her fingers into my flesh as hard as she could. I rolled my head back, moaning in pleasure and pain, while nobody could hear me over the load music.
All and all we were only there for maybe 40 minutes before we'd finished our drinks and wrestled our way back out of the crowd, my ass still very full and buzzing until we got outside in the relative cool air of this summer night. Once there, she turned off the vibration and deflated the balloon.
"Did you have fun?" she asked.
I nodded. "I'm so fucking horny right now," I confessed. "That was absolutely amazing!"
She grinned. "Do you want to jerk off when you get home?"
"Hell yeah," I said.
"Come on, I'll walk you home," she said, briefly wrapping an arm around me. I started my wide legged walk again, feeling the toy push against my prostate with every step.
"Did you have fun?" I asked.
"Yes, definitely. I love seeing you squirm, all blushing and moaning."
We silently walked back to my place. It was a friendly, understanding silence. I felt really connected to her and realized again how much I actually loved her.
At the door to my apartment building, she said: "I have to get home. I have to make up with Ben."
"Yeah, I understand. Will you be okay?"
"Yeah, I will. I just have to go say I'm sorry." With the 'I'm sorry' she mimicked a blowjob by moving her hand in front of her mouth while pushing her tongue against the inside of her cheek, making it sound like "I'w sowwy."
I burst into laughter and hugged her.
"Good luck and have fun," I said, kissing her cheek.
"Thanks," she said, kissing my cheek. And then she left.
It was only when I got home and pulled out that amazingly frustrating toy that I realized she not only didn't return the remote of the toy yet, she also still had the keys to my chastity cage.
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After another restless night filled with my nightly erections fighting my chastity cage and torturing my balls, I got up and made myself some coffee.
Part of me hated that Patty just left with the keys and I hated sleeping in it, but another part of me loved it. I felt so helpless and frustrated. I cupped my balls and jiggled my cage while my cock grew again, loving the feeling and the idea that Patty currently had full control over my most valuable parts.
I was contemplating if I should text her and ask for the keys, but I decided to wait a while before doing that. Maybe she would text me when she discovered she had forgotten to give me my keys back. Or did she even forget? I was pretty sure she did it on purpose and I grinned at the thought of her knowing I would be really feeling her power and her enjoying it.
That afternoon though, I decided to text her anyway. "Hey Patty, how are things with you and Ben?" I sent her, not wanting to start nagging about my keys right away.
An hour or so later, she texted back: "Hey perv, we're good, we talked and fucked. Have a good weekend!"
I took the last part as a hint for me to stop bugging her, but that would mean I would not have the keys until at least Monday, and that seemed like forever to me. So I texted: "That's good to hear. I forgot to ask my keys back yesterday, can I drop by and pick them up?"
"No, can't," she texted back within minutes. "Moms birthday, I'll be there all day."
Fuck, I thought, this is going to be a really long weekend. I quickly resigned to my fate though, and texted back: "Okay, have fun."
The day went by slowly and I was constantly being reminded I didn't have access to my own cock. It was really frustrating, since it turned me on so much all the time and there was nothing I could do to scratch the itch. Luckily, late that evening, Patty texted me, asking if I wanted to hang out with her and Ben the next day for a lazy Sunday afternoon with some Netflix and chill. I eagerly agreed.
When I got there Ben opened the door for me, wearing white sweatpants and a T-shirt, his friendly face showing a broad smile.
"Conrad, so good to see you again," he said and hugged me briefly. Ben is a hugger.
I always liked Ben. I had seen him just three times before, but we connected from the start. He was young of course, but he had a very self assured charisma about him, like he was totally at ease with himself and anyone he met, without being arrogant. It was a quality that was rare even with most mature men and it made him feel much more mature than he actually was. He was just an inch taller than me, which made him not that tall, but he had broad shoulders and a firm build, making him seem larger than he actually was as well.
"Hey sweetie," Patty said to me as she passed me, walking from their small kitchen to the living room, holding two bowls of chips. She was wearing sweatpants as well. I watched her ass as she walked in front of me towards the living room and I was amazed how curvy her ass and hips looked in something as shapeless as sweatpants.
We chatted a bit and Ben and I patiently suggested movie after movie to watch. Patty vetoed all of them until we found something she found agreeable and we settled to watch the movie, Ben and Patty on the large couch and myself on the smaller one.
Patty seemed to have done a great job on making up with Ben. I could just see them from the corner of my eye and as the movie progressed they soon started moving closer together. About an half hour in, Patty was resting her head on Ben's shoulder while he stroked her hair. Ten minutes later she was rubbing his chest and kissing him briefly.
A little while later, they were just plainly making out during the movie. I tried to ignore them, but I could hear their lips smack regularly and I saw movements of hands stroking legs, arms and faces all the time. They were whispering every now and then, very quietly. Sometimes Patty giggled softly. I couldn't make out what they were saying and I wasn't really trying to. I didn't mind them making out too much, but it did distract me from the movie, so in a way it was starting to be a little annoying.
I just started contemplating if I should ask them if I should go, since it was clear they were both getting pretty frisky, when I heard Ben whisper something.
"Oh, stop it," Patty cooed in response, playfully slapping his chest. "What do I need to do to get you to behave and just watch the movie, lock your cock or something?"
That got my full attention. I was just hoping this wasn't going where I thought it was going.
Ben chuckled. "You can't put a lock on a cock, silly."
"Of course I can," Patty stated, determined.
"No you can't, that's physically impossible," Ben said, laughing.
"I can though, wanna bet?" Patty challenged him.
Ben just looked at her, puzzled, while I just tried to ignore the whole conversation, dreading where this was heading.
"Show him Conrad," Patty said.
"Wait, what?" I said, pretending I didn't hear their conversation so far, hoping to save my ass from what probably was about to come.
"Show him your locked cock," Patty said, dead serious, staring at me.
"No way," I said, Then I realized my response actually confirmed my cock was locked.
Now it was Ben's turn to say: "Wait, what?" He looked at Patty. "Did you put a lock on his cock or something?"
"Well, technically he likes to lock his own cock and I just know about it," Patty said. That wasn't untrue.
I felt really embarrassed. Blood flowed to my face and my genitals.
"Wait, I'm still on the locked cock part," Ben said, confused. "How would that work? That's impossible."
"That's why I told Conrad to show you," she said.
"I'm sure Ben has no interest at all in seeing my cock," I blurted out, hoping that would safe me.
"Well, actually, I'm pretty curious now on how that would even work," Ben said neutrally.
"You see?" Patty said stubbornly. "So, show him your locked cock Conrad. And I wasn't asking, I was telling."
I looked at them dumbfounded. Ben looked at me curiously while Patty showed her evil grin and twinkling eyes, clearly enjoying my humiliation.
I sighed. "Well, if you really insist." I got up and started unbuckling my pants.
"No, not like that Conrad," Patty stated. "Go into the hallway and strip there."
"Come on, Patty," Ben said, standing up for me.
"Don't worry," she said, softly rubbing his thigh. "He loves it and more importantly, I love pushing him around a bit. Trust me, it's okay. And he has a safe word, if he really doesn't want to do it he just has to say so." Then she looked at me. "But you won't, will you. I know you like it, little pervert." She grinned at me for a second and briefly teasingly stuck out her tongue.
I really didn't know what to say, so I said nothing.
"Wait, how do you know all this?" Ben asked Patty.
"I'll tell you later. But for now: go into the hallway and strip, Conrad."
I didn't want to make it more awkward than it already was and I was sure Patty wasn't going to back off easily, so I just got up and walked into the hallway, where I took off all my clothes.
Please stay down, I thought, looking at my cock that was pushing at the bars of the cage already, before I took a deep breath and walked into the living room again.
"Oh my god," Ben said, staring at my crotch. "What is that?"
"Don't just stand there, come closer," Patty ordered.
I walked towards them until I stood right in front of them. My dick grew a little with every step I took towards them while I felt my face turned redder with each step as well. Ben just looked at my chastity cage, looking a little puzzled and smiling sheepishly. Patty's eyes sparkled with joy.
"Where is the lock exactly?" Ben asked, genuinely interested.
I took a hold of my cage and twisted it a little to the side, so he could see the small keyhole on the side of the cage. "There," I said.
"You see, you *can* lock up a cock," Patty stated, making her point. "So remember that. If you don't learn to behave, I will lock up your cock," she joked, knowing Ben would probably never agree to wearing a chastity cage.
"I won't even fit in that thing," Ben stated innocently. I don't think he meant to make fun of my size, but I did feel even more humiliated by his remark. Patty heard the potential burn as well, according to her soft chuckle.
"They do come in different sizes," I stammered. Patty chuckled again, but Ben was still to busy getting his head around the whole concept to even hear.
"Why would you wear that?" he asked me. "I mean, what's the fun in locking your cock?"
"Well, I like how it feels," I explained, trying to make myself feel more at ease but failing miserably. "And if I wear this for a while, it's extra fun to have access to my cock again when I take it off."
Ben chuckled: "That part I definitely do understand."
He looked at my cage a little longer and then leaned back on the couch.
"So, I let him see my chastity cage," I said to Patty. "Can I get dressed now?"
"No, stay naked," she said. "I think it's funny and Ben won't mind, right Ben?"
He grinned a little sheepishly. "No, I guess I don't mind. And it seems Patty was right. You do seem to like it," he chuckled, briefly pointing at my almost erect cock, fighting it's cage to get out.
I just looked around the room, hoping to find a hole I could sink in to.
"But before you sit down," Patty said, "refill our drinks while I figure out where we were with the movie."
With a face as red as a lobster and a throbbing cock I took their glasses and headed to the kitchen.
After refilling their drinks, I used a paper towel to clean up the precum that was oozing from the tip of the cage and waited a while to will my erection down again, which took quite some time. When I returned to the living room, Patty was sitting next to Ben, her legs across his lap and her head on his shoulder. Ben was lovingly stroking her leg.
"Thanks," Patty said when I sat the glasses on the table. "Now back to your couch, we're continuing the movie."
I was very aware of my nakedness, and shyly covered my cage with my hands. As soon as I sat down, Patty resumed the movie.
I had a hard time paying attention to the movie thought. I was horny as hell and heavily conflicted between really enjoying myself in this setting and wishing I could leave as soon as possible. If it wasn't for Patty still having my keys, I might even have just left to safe myself more humiliation.
They didn't really pay attention to me though. Aside from Patty glancing briefly in my direction every once in a while, they seemed more involved with the movie and each other. Again, they started by just watching the movie, but soon they were kissing periodically again and exchanging small signs of affection.
I was wondering if Ben was okay with this. It seemed to me it must be kinda weird having a naked friend of his girlfriend sitting just a few feet away. To me he seemed as straight as a ruler and I wondered if it was repulsive for him on any level. He seemed relaxed and at ease though, maybe even more amused and surprised at the whole scene than troubled.
As soon as the movie ended and the end credits started rolling, Patty climbed on Ben's lap, kissing him and running her hands through his thick and short brown hair. Ben kissed her back passionately, while holding her hips in his hands. I could hear their breathing intensify.
I felt weirdly ignored, watching the hot couple make out. Patty slowly rolled her hips back and forth while I stared at that amazing butt for a few seconds.
I waited a while, not really knowing what to do. Then Patty briefly looked at me and said: "Go home Conrad, I need to get fucked I'm not going to let you watch." Then she resumed kissing immediately, as if I wasn't even there.
Awkwardly I got up and went to the hallway, where I quickly put my clothes on. I was conflicted between going back into the living room and ask for the keys to my chastity cage, but I didn't know if Ben was aware that she had them and I didn't want to cause any trouble between them. Also, I didn't want to intrude on them.
I briefly put my head around the doorway and awkwardly said: "Bye."
Ben looked up and smiled at me: "Bye Conrad, it was nice seeing you again."
Patty just waved while licking his face.
And then I left.
That evening, home alone, I felt pretty blue. The image of Patty's ass rocking back and forth while Ben held her hips just kept popping up in my head. As sexy as it was, I knew chances she'd ever move that way while sitting on my lap while slobbering all over my face were very, very slim.
Usually I dealt with this kind of blueness, that I had felt a lot since I had know Patty, by firing up my laptop and watching porn until I blew my load, but that wasn't going to happen tonight. I just looked at my chastity cage, keeping my dick securely out of reach, and sighed.
What had I started? I always thought Patty would make a good Domme. I always hoped I would wake that part of her up and I even hoped maybe one day she wouldn't mind holding on of the keys of my chastity cage for a while, but I always imagined she would dominate her boyfriend, not me. Not that I minded she was playing with me, but as fun as it was, it started to get very real and a little scary to be honest.
Late at night, Patty texted me. "Hey sweetie, hope you didn't mind that I sent you away this afternoon. I just wanted to let you know Ben and I had a long talk and he doesn't mind if I play with you as long as I follow some ground rules we agreed upon."
At least that was some good news, there would be more play. I was just hoping the humiliation would grow old for her and she'd let me do more sexual things in the future. Maybe even some sexual things to her. I'd love that.
"That's great," I texted back. "What are the rules?"
"You don't have to be concerned about them," she replied. "It's up to me to guard them. I'll come by Wednesday."
Wednesday!? Today was Sunday. I couldn't be stuck in this cage until then.
"Can I at least pick my keys up tomorrow?" I texted. "I really need a good wash or I'll start to stink."
It took some time before she replied: "Wednesday Conrad." At the bottom of the message was a link and I clicked it. It opened a webpage with tips and tricks of thoroughly cleaning yourself while wearing a chastity cage, entitled "How to keep your sub's cage clean".
I looked at the website the page was on, and noticed it was a info site for Dommes. It had a little bit of information on it and a members only forum. There was also a link to a Discord server. The site explicitly stated that membership was for Dommes only and would require face and ID verification to join.
So, Patty was looking for information. This could be interesting, I thought. And it scared me a little too.
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I was finally having a full night of sleep while wearing my chastity cage. Of course I woke up with a raging boner that made the ring tug on my balls without mercy, but at least my body didn't seem that discomfort enough reason to wake me up all the time.
Still, being locked up and unable to masturbate was on my mind all the time and I found myself longing for the next Wednesday, hoping this time Patty would give me my keys back and being able to finally jerk off and cum.
That Monday evening, around 9, Patty texted me.
"Hey sweetie, are you free tomorrow evening?"
"Yes, I am." I replied immediately, glad she found time to see me a day early.
"Good," she replied a couple of minutes later. "I've made an appointment for you. Make sure you are here at 7:30," followed by an address in our home town. "Tell them I sent you."
I quickly looked up the address on Google Maps and saw it was the address of our local spa. I'd never been there, but I knew where it was.
"What's the appointment for?" I texted back.
"It's a surprise," she replied. "I'll see you Wednesday."
Wait, she wasn't going to be there? And what's with the mystery, I thought. "Aren't you going to be there?" I sent her.
"I really wish I could, but I have other plans. Have fun! I'll see you Wednesday." I got from her.
Well, this is weird, I thought. I looked at the pictures of the front of the building again and noticed a small sign advertising tanning boots, and then I knew why she had made me an appointment. I had been wearing T-shirts all summer and although my arms and face were pretty tanned by now, my body was white as a snowflake. It did look a bit weird, so I totally understood why she wanted me to go there.
That Tuesday evening I had a quick microwave dinner after work and headed to the spa. When I stepped out of my airconditioned car into the warmth of this nice summer evening, I noticed I was pretty nervous. I hated surprises.
I entered the building into a nicely decorated lobby. It wasn't too fancy, but there was soft music and it smelled like lavender. The lighting was great and it just felt nice.
I walked towards the reception counter, where a very pretty girl put up her best customer service smile and ask: "Hi, how may I help you?"
"Hi," I said softly. "I'm Conrad. Patty sent me here."
Her smile turned into a genuine smile as she said: "Ah, you're Patty's friend. We were expecting you. Please have a seat, Deborah will be right with you."
I thanked her and sat down on one of the few chairs that made up a waiting area. I was puzzled. I was kinda expecting her to direct me into a tanning booth or something, but apparently someone was going to help me.
I looked around the lobby. There was noone else there, just me and the girl behind the counter. There were some pictures of nice looking models and some sample trays with beauty products.
A few minutes later, a tall blond women, a little older than me but not by much, with boobs that were mismatching her figure, screaming 'fake' at me, came in through a door and approached me.
"Hi, you must be Patty's friend," she said. I liked her tone of voice, she sounded really friendly. "Conrad was it, right?"
"Yes," I said, standing up and shaking her hand briefly.
She smiled at me. She had real friendly eyes. "Hi, welcome. I'm Deborah. Would you come with me?"
I nodded and followed her through the door into a well lit, windowless room with a very large massage table in the center. Ah, I thought, Patty is treating me to a massage. That's sweet.
Deborah closed the door behind me and smiled at me.
"So, is this the first time having a wax job for you or have you have it done before?" she asked.
My eyes went wide. Wax? Like in removing pubic hair?
Deborah read my startled face immediately and said: "Oh, you didn't know what the appointment was for?"
"Erm, no," I stammered. "Patty just told me to be here at 7:30, nothing more." I felt a little awkward.
Deborah just smiled her friendly smile. "Oh, that's alright. Patty booked you for a full body wax," she said. "Don't worry, I'll take good care of you."
A full body wax!? I thought. Like in all of my body hair? I was stunned for a second.
Deborah just patiently smiled and after a few seconds she said: "Please, take off your clothes. I can't work with you with your clothes on."
I got myself together and started to take off my shirt. Then suddenly I realize I would have to be naked for this and Deborah would see me in my chastity cage. I felt myself blush as I turned my back to Deborah and took of my pants.
"Should I keep my underwear on?" I asked her, furiously hoping she'd say yes and safe me the embarrassment.
"No, those too please," she said.
I slipped of my boxers and put my hands in front of my cage before I shyly turned around.
Deborah was laying out some things on a rolling cart next to the table. She saw me standing like that and said: "No need to be shy, there is nothing I haven't seen before." She warmly smiled at me. "Please, lay down on your back."
I felt frozen. Should I tell her I was wearing a cage or just lay down? I felt really embarrassed and of course my cock reacted to that by waking up and starting to grow a little. No, please, not now, I thought, feeling my sexual excitement starting.
I willed myself into moving and blushed deeply as I stepped on the table and laid down on my back as instructed. I felt so exposed and vulnerable, laying on that table and exposing my secret. My cock loved it though.
"Oh, that's cute," Deborah said when she turned around again, noticing the cage. She was putting on blue rubber gloves, making me feel like I was about to have a medical procedure. "But it will be in the way though, so can you take it off please?" she asked.
"No, I don't have the keys," I stammered, hoping Deborah would send me home and safe me this whole ordeal.
"Oh, that's probably why Patty gave me these," she said, taking my keys from her pocket. She handed them to me.
I sat up and put the keys into the lock. When I took of the cage part, freeing my cock for the first time in days, it reacted by quickly growing, as if it was stretching in his new found freedom. Immediately I pushed it inward and through the ring to prevent it from going hard all the way and leaving me trapped in the ring, as I had been when I showed Patty how to edge.
Deborah took the cage, ring and lock from me and put them on the counter as I laid back down, my semi hard cock lying in it's bed of trimmed pubic hair, feeling really, really naked and exposed.
Deborah briefly took a little of my leg hair between her fingers to examine it's length, professionally ignoring my semi hard cock. She took an electric clipper from the cart and started quickly and proficiently shortening the hair on my lower legs.
"So, this is your first wax job?" she asked again.
I nodded.
"Are you nervous about it?"
I hadn't really thought about it, being so preoccupied with the embarrassment of stripping naked while wearing a chastity cage, but her question made me fully realize this woman would start to pull out the hairs on my leg with roots and all in a few minutes and I felt my heartbeat increase.
"Yes, a little," I said. It was a little bit of an understatement.
She had trimming my lower leg and moved up to my thighs, gently stroking my inner thigh towards my crotch to raise the hairs before clipping them short. The movement of her hand sent a jolt of excitement through my lower belly.
I silently laid there feeling awkward, letting her do her job.
"How long have you known Patty?" she asked, making conversation.
"About five years I think," I answered while Deborah started trimming my other leg. I quickly did the math. I've met her on her 18th birthday and I was 23 at the time. I was 28 now. "Almost six years," I corrected myself.
"Are you a couple?" she asked with a little sexy undertone that people sometimes have asking about intimate relations.
"Oh no, we're just very good friends," I said. "She has a boyfriend."
"Oh, I see. Interesting," she said while putting the clippers away.
She rumbled around a little and then I felt her put a very warm, sticky substance on the front of my right thigh. I couldn't see well what she was doing, lying on my back, but I felt her push something on it. Here it comes, I thought.
"Deep breath," she said. I inhaled and with a strong pull she yanked the cloth of my leg.
It felt like the skin on my leg combust in a searing, burning pain. It felt more like a burn than a pull and it hurt really, really bad! I tried not to be a pussy, but I couldn't help but scream in pain for a second. Luckily the pain subsided immediately, leaving a slight burning and throbbing sensation that wasn't really that bad.
"Oh, that hurt!" I said. And then I noticed my dick was fully hard now.
"Yes, it can be a little painful," she said while immediately applying more warm wax right next to the part she had just done.
I put my hands over my crotch in an attempt to hide my cock from view.
"Don't worry about your erection," she said warmly and professional. "It actually happens quite a lot." Then she pulled the second strap off, just as I lowered my hands again.
I refrained from screaming, but it hurt like hell. It did seem a bit more manageable now I knew the feeling. How am I going to get through this torture if she's going to do my whole body? I wondered.
I folded my hands behind my head, preparing for another wave of intense pain of hairs being pulled out of my skin with hundreds at a time.
The next strap, on my inner thigh, just below my balls, hurt even more. I had decided to take the pain and not fight it, to just let it happen. I grunted as I felt the muscles in my belly contract in an attempt to deal with the pain.
On the next pull, I noticed the pain just jolted through my body and went straight to my crotch. My dick would pump itself up and relax again as soon as the pain was gone. I felt very aware of my exposed cock, just floating above my belly, jumping up and bloating each time she pulled off a strap. It was utterly embarrassing and I wondered if it was the pain or the embarrassment that made me so hard. It probably was both, combined with it being locked up for days, I concluded, as another jolt of pain made my balls pull up as my cock bounced.
Deborah worked quickly and efficiently, having the whole front of my right leg done in no time, although it seemed like an eternity.
"Are you alright?" she asked after she moved to my left leg. She stood next to my hip, next to my pulsing erection, and looked down on me to see my face. I was glad she had such friendly eyes, it made me feel a little more at ease.
"Yeah," I said. "I think I'm starting to get used to it a little."
She just smiled briefly and returned her attention to my left leg.
Now I had gotten to know the pain and learned to tolerate it, it wasn't really as bad as the first leg she did. I got into the rhythm, I guess. Wax on, cloth on and shearing pain leading to throbbing. Again and again. It wasn't nice or anything, but I could just tolerate it. It helped me a lot to keep telling myself I was doing this for Patty. If it would make her happy, I would gladly suffer this pain for her.
After Deborah had finished with the front of my legs, she quickly took care of my armpits. Weirdly enough I found those to be less painful than my legs, although it could have been that I just was getting used to hairs being pulled from my skin. Then she waxed my nipples, which weren't too bad either. After that she gently let her gloved had glide across my smooth chest, looking for any hair there. I knew I had exactly three chest hairs somewhere and she found them all, quickly pulling them out with the cloth she had used for my nipples.
"Can you flip over for me?" Deborah asked.
I carefully turned around and positioned myself back on the center of the table. Now I was lying on my cock, which pressed into the padding of the table.
She quickly trimmed the back of my legs and my buttocks with the electric clippers and then went on to wax them smooth. As I lay there, I had the submissive idea to thank Patty after each cloth she pulled off. Wax on, cloth on, aaawww, thank you Patty, I said for each strap she pulled off. And every time I felt the pain grow right to my crotch, inflating my penis, trapped between the table and my belly. I was getting really, really turned on and could feel the head of my cock leaking precum. I knew there would be wet spot as soon as I got off the table and I felt embarrassed again.
When my legs were done, she asked: "Can you get on all fours please?"
I did as I was told, and got up, my hard cock dangling in the air.
Deborah guided me a backwards a little, to the edge of the table, and then she started to apply the wax my butt crack and perineum. It felt really awkward, having a woman I'd never met before looking straight at my butthole and balls. I could feel her pressing on my butthole as she applied the cloth.
When she yanked it off, I screamed again, pretty load this time, while involuntary trampling with my feet. I had never expected that strap to hurt this much. I could feel my eyes water as I lowered my head. As I looked down, I could see my cock bouncing while it leaked a long, thin string of precum right onto the table.
"That's the most sensitive part for most people," she reassured me while she gently rubbed the area to soothen the pain a little and looking for any hairs she may have missed.
"Okay, that's as smooth as a babies butt now," she joked. "Can you lie on your back again? I have to do your goin."
I did as she asked. She'd seen I was hard of course, but previously she could professionally ignore that. But now there was no way around my erect cock to get to area she needed to work on.
I felt really embarrassed of my erection as she started working on my scrotum first. This area she waxed with a big ball of glob or something, making small, fast movements to pull the hair out, while keeping the skin tight with two or three fingers. Essentially she gave my balls a pretty rough massage during the process. My cock cried some more precum as a result. The embarrassment, the mild pain and her fingers digging into my balls where all pretty uncomfortable and again I reminded myself I was doing this all for Patty.
I tried to lighten the situation a little by trying to make some small talk.
"May I ask something?" I asked.
"Of course, ask away," she said, looking away from my hard cock and balls for a second to smile at me.
"Am I the first guy to come in here wearing a chastity cage?" I asked, a little reserved, but genuinely curious.
"No," she said. "There is a couple that has been coming here for years, always together. He wears one and she always unlocks it for him and locks it again afterwards." She moved upwards, pushing my cock aside with her gloved hand to apply wax on the left side of my pubic region. The feel of someone touching my penis felt exciting and embarrassing.
"Other then that, I had a guy a few years back that wore one, so it's not strange or weird or anything," she assured me while yanking out a strip of my pubic hair. The burning sensation made my cock ooze some more precum on her glove.
She pushed my cock downward, towards my knees. It felt rough, professional and impersonal and I loved being handled like that. For a short moment I was afraid that if she kept moving my cock around I might cum. I was really ashamed for it being that hard and dripping precum, a fact she must have noticed by now.
After pulling off another strip, I asked her: "How long have you been doing this job?"
"Oh, 16 years now I believe," she said while smearing wax on the last part of my body that still had any hair on it while keeping my cock out of the way.
After she pulled that last strip, she grabbed my penis and pushed it around while using that ball of glob to pick and pull any remaining little hairs on the base of my cock.
Again I was sure I would cum if she kept doing that, but she finished her job down there pretty quickly. I was so turned on, I was really, really looking forward to going home and jerk off now that I was out of that cage.
"Well, you're done," she said, smiling at me and pulling off the latex cloves. "Smooth as a baby. You can get up now."
I sat up and looked at my legs for the first time since we started. They looked even more naked now. And I felt even more naked. I let my hands slide across the skin, amazed at how smooth they were. I thought it felt very sexy. I briefly felt my groin region as well, curious to see how smooth it was. My skin seemed more sensitive for touch as well, although that may be because it was still a little sore.
I got up and took my underwear from my pile of clothes.
"Oh, hold on," Deborah said. "Patty asked me to return the keys to her after locking whatever they were for, so I think you are supposed to put your chastity cage back on."
I was really disappointed for a second. I realized Deborah was just the messenger though and I didn't want her to feel any more awkward than she might have already, so I just said: "Oh yeah, thanks, I almost forgot."
Luckily my cock started to come down as soon as I had sat up, making it a little easier to put the cage on. I was still dripping with precum though and I was amazed on how smooth my body was as I looked at it while putting my cock in the cage. I locked it and handed the keys back to Deborah.
"Thanks for the friendly way you treated me," I said to Deborah while putting my clothes on.
"You're welcome," she said. "I hope it wasn't too bad for you?"
"Nah, once I got used to the pain, it wasn't that bad," I said. It was partly a lie, it had been torture, but it was doable and I was happy I could make Patty happy by suffering for her. And that made up for it, really.
"Good, I'd love to see you back if you start growing out again," she smiled.
On my way out, I asked the pretty girl at the counter if Patty had already paid for my treatment, but she hadn't. So I paid what I was due and went home, frustrated to be locked again, but happy with the results.
Back home, I grabbed a beer, thinking I had really deserved one after that ordeal, and stripped naked. I loved the sight and feel of my smooth body. It made me feel sexy. And submissive, in a way. Like it put me in place and reminded me I wasn't a real man or something. As if only real man, the kind of guys Patty would date and fuck, had body hair and I didn't. It seemed to endorse the position I had in Patty's life.
I kept stroking my legs and pubic region, not getting enough of the feeling. If it hadn't been for the chastity cage I would have jerked off and cum already. And still, although I wanted to cum really bad, I loved wearing the cage for Patty as well. As if my suffering and abstinence honored her. I realized I wanted to suffer for her, to honor her in that way.
When I slid into bed later, I suddenly realized that Patty was actually pretty cunning. Having me waxed smooth strengthened her control over me. What if I met a girl right now? How would I tell her why I was smooth as a baby, as Deborah had put it. I couldn't just get naked with a girl and pretend Patty didn't control me anymore. Being smooth actually restricted my freedom in a way and it was a constant reminder of Patty's dominance. One that couldn't be unlocked with a key and taken off.
I fell asleep feeling sexy, horny and owned. And I loved it.



        My Best Friend is a Domme Ch. 06

        Patty shows me how to fuck properly.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-best-friend-is-a-domme-ch-06

Title: My Best Friend is a Domme Ch. 06

Author: TwistedDejavu

Category: BDSM

Description: Patty shows me how to fuck properly.

Tags: anal, toys, chastity, cfnm, femdom, malesub

Series: My Best Friend is a Domme


Finally it was Wednesday. Patty would be coming by this evening and I was hoping she would hand me my keys back, so I could finally masturbate again. I really, really wanted to jerk off. But I was looking forward to just seeing her again mostly. Since we started playing, she'd been on my mind most of the time.
Late in the afternoon she texted me: "I'm running a little late. Will you make dinner? I'll be there at 7:30."
I promised her I would and I did some groceries straight out of work. I wanted to make her something special and it seemed I had enough time to cook her something nice.
She showed up at 7:50. I had dinner ready and was keeping it warm until she arrived.
"Hey sweetie," I said as I let her in. We hugged, as we often did when arriving or leaving.
"Hey perv," she said, kissing my cheek. She looked to be as happy to see me as I was to see her. "Sorry I'm a little late, I needed to pick up your keys on the way here."
We sat down for dinner immediately.
"How was your appointment with Deborah yesterday?" she asked.
"Painful. Thanks for the heads up by the way," I chuckled. "But it was doable." I paused for a second, contemplating if I really wanted to say out loud what I was feeling. I decided I did, so I said: "For you, I don't mind a little suffering."
She smiled. "That's great. I'm really curious how it looks, but let's have dinner first."
We ate and chatted a little about work and how things between her and Ben were going. I was curious about the rules they had agreed upon, but she just said that I didn't need to know them and I shouldn't worry since nothing will change.
She loved my meal and we just had a great time as the friends we had been for so long.
We finished dinner and started cleaning up together, still chatting.
"So, I decided to skip blowjobs during foreplay and get to the actual fucking sooner," she concluded as she was talking about her annoyance with Ben cumming too quickly. "I mean, I don't really mind going down on him, but he just gets worked up so quickly that I think it won't help if I want to enjoy the actual fucking more."
I just thought about Patty sucking Ben's cock. For some reason, imagining a powerful, strong young woman like Patty sucking a cock seemed strange, like she wouldn't do that.
"For some reason thinking of you sucking cock seems a little weird," I said. "Like it would be beneath you or something."
Patty chuckled. "Well, I do. Usually I don't really mind giving a blowjob, if a guy is clean," she said. "But the true fun I get out of it is knowing I have power over his body. When I blow a guy, I can easily manage his orgasm, I can just feel if he's almost there and back off a little, teasing him and trying to drive him mad with lust. I like that. And I'm really good at giving head."
"Really?"
"Yeah, really," she grinned. "How about you? You've experimented, you have given blowjobs, right?"
I hated talking about this with her. Okay, maybe not hated it, it was a fun topic and it turned me on to talk to her about sex, but I hated how she often seemed to think I was gay while I was not. But I wasn't going to dodge the topic or lie to her, so I truthfully answered her question.
"I have, yes. Just a few times though and it's a long time ago."
"Did you like sucking cock?"
I blushed, but decided to be very honest. "Yes, I did," I said softly.
"Are you any good at it?" Her eyes twinkled again, maybe because she liked the topic or maybe because my inhibition and shame was clear to her and she liked to make me feel embarrassed.
"I don't know," I said. "I never had any complaints."
"How many cocks have you sucked?" she asked as she studied my face.
I felt my embarrassment increase as I internally counted my experiences. "Just two guys," I said, glad the truthful answer wasn't actually that bad. "One guy just two times and the other almost daily for a few months."
"Do you spit or swallow?"
"Err, I don't know, I just make sure they don't cum in my mouth," I said, feeling myself blush again.
"So you've never tasted cum?"
"Well, I've tasted my own. Didn't like it."
"Hmm," she said, "we may need to work on that some time. Guys love it when you swallow their cum."
I wrinkled my nose for a second.
"Can you deepthroat?" she asked.
"No, I don't think so," I said.
"Another thing we should work on then," she said. "A pervert like you should be able to at least know how to deepthroat, don't you think? You do want to please a guy one day, right?"
See, she still thinks I'm gay, I thought. It annoyed me and I wanted this topic to end soon. This was going down south quickly, I realized.
"I don't know," I said, shuffling my feet while I felt my cock stir. Why do I always get turned on when she makes me feel like this, I thought. "It doesn't seem like a skill I really need."
"Sure you do," she said. "But before were are going to work on that, first let me see the result of Deborah's work. Take off your clothes."
I didn't even object this time as I was happy to change the topic and I really wanted her to see my smooth body. I wanted to be naked with her. So I started to take off my shirt.
"No Conrad," she said as if I was stupid. I could just hear her eyes roll in her tone of voice. "Okay, new rule: whenever I tell you to strip, you go to your bedroom, strip there, and come back to me. And if we're at my place you are to strip in the hallway. Understood? I don't want your clothes lying around everywhere and I certainly don't want to watch you strip."
"Yes, I understand," I said, feeling slightly reprimanded.
"Good perv. Now: strip!"
"Yes," I said and took off to the bedroom.
"And bring your dildo on your way back," she told me as I left the kitchen.
Without my body hair I felt even more naked that I usually did, but as I walked back to the living room, I realized I didn't feel as embarrassed anymore. Maybe I was starting to get used to being naked around Patty, although it still made me feel really small being butt naked around the well dressed hot girl. At least, this time I was proud to show of my body. Well, not my body actually, I still didn't feel comfortable with my own body, but I was proud to be able to show her the result of the suffering I took for her.
"Oh, nice," she said as I walked in, smiling. She walked towards me, took the dildo from my hand and threw it on the couch. She carefully looked at me and slid her hand over my thigh briefly to feel the softness of my smooth skin. Then she teasingly felt the skin of my pubic region, just above my cage, with just one finger. My cock reacted immediately and started to fill up it's cage.
Patty roughly grabbed my hips and turned me around to check out my ass. It was by far the most she had touched my naked body ever and I loved the feel of her hands on my body and the closeness of the girl I loved.
Very briefly I was in a little part of heaven, until she smacked my ass, making me jump as my butt cheek stung.
"She did a really nice job, as usual," she grinned. "How does it feel?"
"Very naked, but I really like it," I said. "Like my skin is more sensitive than it was before."
"Good," she said. "I want you to keep it this way. Go back for another full body wax if it starts to grow out again, okay?"
I agreed. "I didn't know you disliked body hair that much," I said.
"That's probably because I don't," she said. "I love some hair on a man. It feels nice and I love rubbing my pussy on Ben's furry thigh. The hair just tickles my pussy when I do that, it's great."
I had a mental picture of Patty riding Ben's thigh for a second and my cock loved it. Then I quickly asked: "Then why did you want to have me waxed smooth?"
She chuckled. "On you those hairy legs just looked silly really, so I wanted it gone."
She didn't sound like it was her intention, but if she meant to make me feel like I wasn't a real man by making a distinction between men and myself, she succeeded very well.
"Now, back to deepthroating," she said business like, while she picked up the dildo. "Wait, you did clean this, right?" She looked suspiciously at the toy.
"Of course. I may be a perv, as you put it, but I'm not filthy."
She carefully sniffed the dildo briefly and seemed to be satisfied about it's cleanliness, because she said: "Okay, I'll show you how to do it. But just once, so pay attention. Okay?"
My excitement rose as I nodded.
"The most important part is to open your throat really wide and to breath in a little before you start. And then you simply glide it down your throat. Like this." She grabbed the dildo by its suction cup, tilted her head back a little and held the dildo in front of her face. Then she breathed in, opened her mouth and throat and slid the entire length of the dildo into her mouth in one go without even batting an eyelid. Once there, she briefly licked the rubber balls with her tongue and then slid it out again. There may have been a very slight gag as it exited her throat, but she suppressed it very well. It was an amazing thing to see, I thought. My cock got hard right away.
"See? Nothing to it," she said, grinning proudly, and then she pushed the dildo into my hand, wet from her saliva. "Now you."
"Can I sit down trying this?" I asked, postponing my humiliation again.
"Sure."
We sat down and I tilted my head back, as Patty had, and held the dildo in front of my face. I wasn't sure if I would be able to do this, but I was determined to try if it pleased her. So, I took a breath and slid the dildo into my mouth. I got it in for maybe two inches until it touched my tongue and the cleft of my throat and then I gagged. I pulled it out quickly, feeling my eyes tear up a little.
Patty chuckled and shook her head. "Try again," she said.
I did it again, but with the exact same result. As soon as it was in the back of my mouth, I simply gagged.
"I can't do it," I said, hoping she would just conclude I couldn't deepthroat and maybe make a little fun of me, before letting go of the subject all together.
"Come on Conrad, do you think girls just are born with the ability to stuff a cock up their throat? If you want to deepthroat, you have to practice a little and learn how to do it," she said. "Now, try again. Open your throat wider and push your tongue forward a little, like saying 'aahh' without any sound. Then try to find that spot that makes you gag and hold it there for a few seconds. If you feel you need to gag, just, well, don't."
I took a deep breath, then tried again. I pushed the rubbery cockhead against the back of my throat and fought off the need to gag. I even succeeded to refrain from gagging for maybe a whole second, before I gagged a little. I held it in place though for another second. Then I gagged really, really hard, as if my whole body was trying to expel the intrusive object and I quickly pulled it out, afraid I might puke.
I had a huge coughing fit while tears ran down my face.
"That's a little better," Patty said. "You'll see, you'll get there with enough practice."
"Boy that's awful," I said, still coughing a little.
"Your body just needs to get used to it," she said. "Once you get the hang of it, it's really not that bad and being able to deepthroat feels real slutty. It's probably the most submissive thing I do," she said, grinning. "You'll love it. But you do need practice, so I want you to practice this every day for the next week, okay? Focus on not gagging before you push it into your throat further."
"Do I have to?" I asked.
"Yes, you want to be a good perv, right?"
If she meant if I wanted to please her and be her little toy, then yes, I definitely wanted to be a good perv. So I nodded.
"Practice then, every day. You'll make a guy very happy one day."
I nodded my agreement to the practicing. But I hated she seemed to see me as gay again, so I protested that by saying: "But I'm not gay."
"Sure you're not," she said, teasingly. I wasn't sure if she meant it or not. "But your cock doesn't lie and it indicates you love sucking that dildo, so I'm sure you would love to please a guy and deepthroat a real cock."
I looked at my cage for a second and she was right, it was dripping with precum, although my cock wasn't fully hard anymore.
She just smiled at me for a few seconds.
"Good. Now let me see you fuck it," she said.
"What? You mean put it in my ass? With you watching me?" I asked, going a little wide eyed.
Patty nodded, her eyes glimmering with the pleasure of my humiliation. "Of course. I've seen you put that vibrator up your butt the other day, so what's the problem?"
Here comes the real embarrassing part, I thought. My cock got harder again though.
"Go on, get yourself some lube and whatever you need. I want to see you ride it."
As I got up my heart raced. I grabbed a bottle of lube and a towel.
"Where do you want me?" I asked her, trying to resign to my fate.
"Put it over there on the floor," she said, pointing to a spot where I had room and I could stick the suction cup on the wooden floor.
I took the dildo and put it where she pointed, making sure the cup had enough suction to stay in place.
"Now lube up," she instructed.
I put a big glob of lube on the rubber cockhead and smeared it out over the entire length of the dildo. Then I used the lube on my fingers to lube up my ass crack and butthole, sticking a finger in a little.
Patty was sitting on the couch, leaning forward, carefully watching my every move. "Now go sit on it," she ordered.
Just as I thought I was getting used to all the awkwardness, sitting on a dildo while my fully dressed best friend watched me was a whole new level of embarrassment for me. I didn't dare to look at her as I squatted over the dildo and tried to find it's head with my butthole. Once I found it I tried to lower myself onto the dildo, but it just slipped away from me. I tried again, thinking this time it would enter me, but it slipped away again. The suction cup let loose and the dildo feel over.
Patty laughed at my clumsiness. I could feel my face glow and my jaw clench in shame of my failing efforts while being on display, but I tried again, this time holding the dildo with one hand to guide it in. I pushed it against my ass and tried to relax my sphincter. And then it popped in.
I lowered myself on the dildo, but in this position I couldn't go down really far. I moved up a little, almost accidentally letting the dildo slip out again and tried to lower myself down further this time which only resulted in me almost losing my balance and falling over.
"Boy, this is really awkward to look at," Patty said, chuckling. "Why don't you insert it in that position, then lean back on your hands so you can actually fuck it?"
I did as she suggested. I found a position that worked by leaning on my hands and moving my feet forward a bit. Now I could lower myself all the way down, feeling the firm dildo slide deep inside, sending a thrill through me as it slid along my prostate.
I started fucking it, very slowly at first to let my ass get used to the rubbery intruder. Once it started to feel better, I slowly increased the speed.
I briefly glanced at Patty. She was still leaning forward, her chin resting on her hand and smiling sheepishly, as she watched me ride the dildo. I felt a little too ashamed to look her in the eyes, but I got a little more confident.
The dildo felt great. I loved the wet feeling of the lube and the slick shaft of the dildo penetrating my asshole, but the best of it were the waves of horniness I felt every time its head passed along my prostate. It turned me on tremendously and although my cock didn't feel that hard, I could feel precum slowly flowing through my urethrae.
"That's a bit better," Patty commented on my efforts. "Now fuck it like you mean it, like it's a real guy and you want to make him cum."
I increased the speed and the length of my thrusts. I tried to move down all the way until the fake balls touched my ass on every stroke, and moving up quickly and far enough to make long strokes, but not to let the dildo slip out. Soon I started panting and my chastity cage bounced up and down between my legs, jiggling my cock and balls around. It was hard work, but I loved the feel of the fake cock pounding my ass.
"It's sweet to see you try so hard, but you're completely missing the point," Patty said. "All you do is move your whole body up and down."
I slowed down to a near stop and looked at her puzzled.
She got up and walked towards me. I felt really small as she stood in front of me, looking down at me as I hovered in the air with that dildo half way up my ass.
She squatted in front of me to look me straight in the eyes with those beautiful hazelnut brown eyes and smiled.
"Okay perv, I'll show you. But again, only once, so pay attention," she said, sweetly.
As I nodded, I wondered if she would take of her clothes and sit on the dildo, but she just put her feet right in front of mine and leaned back on her hands, mirroring my position.
In a very sexy way, she moved her head back, waving her long hair behind her briefly. I was frozen in amazement of how sexy she looked and moved.
Then she started to move her hips. She arched her back and tilted her hips backward as she slowly moved down. When reaching the lowest point, she tilted her pelvis forward, pushing her crotch in my direction and then she moved upwards again, in a very, very sensual and smooth way. The hot girl next door had turned into a very sensual minx all of the sudden.
She slowly repeated the movement, making sure it was very clear at what point she tilted her pelvis. Then she did it again, speeding up a little. I just watched as she demonstrated how to properly ride a cock.
My eyes were glued to her pelvis. Those amazing hips, rocking up and down, making a milking motion to whatever would be inside of her. Her strong legs in her jeans, visibly stretching the fabric as they worked. The triangle of her lower abdomen, leading to her pussy. I could see straight between her legs, even see the puffiness of the area where here pussy was. It was amazing to see her move like that.
Then she moved her hand between her crotch and my eyes and snapped her fingers.
"Hey, stop drooling at me and pay attention, you little pervert."
I snapped out of it and looked at her sheepishly.
"Move with me," she said. "Follow my moves and milk that cock with your butt."
I nodded.
"Butt backwards as you go down, slide that cock in, welcome it inside your body," she said softly, erotically even, as she demonstrated the movement. I followed her. "Then pussy... I mean your thingy forward and move up. Really feel that cock slide through you, as if you try to grab it in a way. Try to pleasure it," she said.
I followed her movement, feeling my cock throb in it's cage as I imagined the dildo to be a real cock, with senses and nerves and such, and I tried to move in a way that would feel amazing to the cock instead of focusing on how it felt in my ass.
Together we moved our hips, me trying to match her movements as well as possible.
"Yeah, that's it," she smiled lovingly as I got the hang off it. "That's better. Keep going."
She got up and sat back on the couch, watching me from there as I tried to pleasure an imaginary cock while riding a very real dildo.
It felt hot. I liked the way it made me feel and all of the sudden any awkwardness I felt of Patty observing me was gone and I actually felt sexy showing her how I would ride a cock in my little chastity cage and my smooth body.
She felt it too, probably, because she smiled at me with a look I had rarely seen from her.
"It looks like you are having fun. Your cage is dripping," Patty grinned after a few minutes.
I was having fun, I realized. I loved it. It was absolutely hot and erotic.



"Okay, that's enough. Get off that cock, you little perv, before you make a fool of yourself by blowing your load by ass fucking yourself."
I felt awkward again all of the sudden. I quickly got off the dildo and sat on the towel, catching my breath. I noticed I was sweating. "That's pretty hard work," I said.
"If you get tired doing that this quickly, you have to practice this position every day for as long as you can after your deepthroat practice. Understood?"
"Yes, I understand," I said, still panting a little.
"You did good Conrad. Did you like it?"
I blushed, feeling conflicted between utter humiliation and pride. I looked straight at her when I said: "Yes. It feels great."
She smiled a warm smile and had her amused twinkle in her eyes. "You are such a perv."
Maybe I was, I thought, but I loved being one. And I realized I made myself go through all these humiliating ordeals to just see her eyes twinkle like that.
"Okay, get up," Patty said as she stood up. "Follow me."
Oh god, I thought, what more does she have in mind for me?
I followed her and watched her hips sway as I walked behind her. She went to my bathroom.
I may have looked a little worried, because when we entered she said: "Don't worry Conrad, you are going to love this part." Then she took the keys to my cage out of her pocket and handed them to me.
"Take off your cage," she said. "You need a real shower." She turned on my shower and then jumped on top of my washing machine, folding here legs below her.
I unlocked the cage and took the cage part off. My cock just jumped out and I quickly took off the ring. My cock was slippery with precum.
Patty sat there, grinning sheepishly at my cock, which instantly grew hard. "Now, take a shower and make sure you clean your penis well. I'm going to watch you from here to keep an eye on you."
All of the sudden I felt really, really naked, being in her presence without my cage on. With my cage on my penis was mostly hidden and out of sight, although you could see if it was hard or not if you looked carefully. But now my cock was just in plain sight, standing straight up, pulsing slowly with my heartbeat. I felt embarrassed about my lack of size and of my erection and I quickly covered it with my hands.
I stepped into the shower and started soaping up my smooth body.
"Turn so I can see your thingy Conrad," Patty ordered.
I didn't like that she called it my thingy again, although it seemed to encourage my cock to get as large as it could possibly get. I avoided eye contact with Patty while I soaped up my erection, enjoying the feel of my smooth pubes and balls and savoring the feeling of my hands touching my dick for the first time in days. It felt so good to be out of the confinement of that cage.
"Was is hard for you to be locked for a few days?" Patty asked, genuinely interested.
"Yes, it was harder than I thought," I said. "Although in a way it was fun. I do like it that you control it. I am just really, really yearning to cum."
She smiled at me, looking at me with a loving look that seemed to really appreciate me, as a friend and as a sub.
"You know I will lock it up again right after your shower, right?"
I nodded.
I knew.
"You know what, if you want to cum so badly, why don't you just cum?"
I looked at her puzzled. "What, right now?"
"Yes. Jerk that cock, show me how you masturbate in the shower."
I hesitated for a second, it would be awkward. But then again, everything I did the last few weeks while she was looking at me had been awkward, so why not?
"Really?" I asked.
"Sure," she said, smiling. "You can even look at me while you jerk off." She let her legs drop over the side of the washing machine and leaned back a little, looking like a sexy girl next door again.
I was still washing my throbbing cock. I was practically jerking it already. So I started to stroke it for real, letting my eyes wander across Patty's body. I looked at her neck, her small tits, barely visible but very prominent in my minds eye. I looked at her flat belly and my favorite parts of her: her hips, her legs, those legs, the jeans hugging those strong legs, oh god, those legs.
And then I came. It had taken me maybe a minute, and now I finally came, moaning, staring at her legs. My knees were buckling as my cock spit out a huge shot of cum that flew right out of the shower booth onto the floor of the bathroom. The rest of my spurts went down the drain of the shower.
It must have been one of the most satisfying orgasms I ever had.
Patty just looked at me lovingly and with a naughty twinkle in her eyes, clearly enjoying me having such a wonderful, relieving orgasm.
"That was really hot to see, beautiful even," she said when she saw me come back to my senses again. She meant it, I could hear it in her voice. She watched me a little longer as I rinsed my cock, catching my breath. I smiled at her, not even shy this time.
She cleared her throat, recomposing herself. "Now stop playing with your thingy, perv," she said. "Get out of that shower and dry off."
I did as I was told. While I was toweling myself off, Patty cleaned my cage in the sink for me, thoroughly washing it with soap and rinsing it off. She handed it to me after drying it.
"Here, put it on again," she instructed. "I want to see how you do it."
While she watched me, standing across from me, I showed her silently how I put one ball, then the other through the ring before working my dick through it. I positioned the ring correctly, pulling all skin through. Then I took the cage, pushed my cock in and aligned it correctly so the slid of my penis was right at the hole of the cage. Then I pushed the case in place, carefully pushing any skin out of the way so it won't get caught between anything, and I held it in place with one hand while inserting the lock with my other hand. I turned the key and pulled it out. Without a word and without any objection, I placed the key in her opened palm. She closed her fingers slowly, looking at me. It felt as if the whole gesture was a sacred ritual, a silent, trusting agreement between the two of us.
"May I give you a hug?" I asked, standing naked in front of her, feeling satisfied and tired.
"Yes, come here," she said as she jumped of the washing machine. I hugged her and she hugged me back, for real this time. I laid my head on her shoulder, smelling her hair, while her hands briefly caressed my naked back. A hand slid down, briefly resting on the small of my back, then moved down to caress my naked ass briefly. I felt her pressing her lower belly against my cage and she just held me like that for a minute. It was an amazing full body hug between my naked and her clothed bodies, warm and tender.
The she let me go, saying: "I have to get home, it's getting late."
I nodded and walked with her to the living room. She got her purse, kissed my cheek and walked towards the door.
"Remember," she said, "deepthroat practices and dildo riding every day for a week."
"Yes, I will," I said.
And then she left again. And I went straight to bed, tired, satisfied and very much in love with my best friend, who is natural Domme.
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I pulled up in front of Patty and Ben's apartment building and texted Patty to let her know I was here.
She had told me to pick her up at 10:15 this Saturday morning and I was right on time. She said we were going somewhere and it was a surprise where. I hated surprises, but she seemed to like keeping me in the dark.
It took her a few minutes to come down. When she exited the building and walked to my car, she looked amazing. She wore tight black slacks and low, shining black boots. Her purple shirt hung low on one shoulder, exposing a black bra strap, and she wore her brown hair in a pony tail, which was unusual for her since she usually wore it loose.
"Hey sweetie," she said as she stepped into the car, kissing me on the cheek. She smiled broadly and her eyes twinkled. "You feel like going somewhere?"
I smiled at her, feeling my love for her. "I don't know, where are we going exactly?"
"Oh yes, here is the address," she said, handing me a piece of paper, showing an address in her large, curly handwriting.
I entered it into the GPS. It was in the city, about 45 minutes away.
As I drove off, she asked me: "And, have you been doing your practices?"
"I have, mostly," I said.
"Mostly?" she said as she raised an eyebrow. "What's that about? Why not all?"
I felt reprimanded already. "Well, I did try the deepthroats, but I'm making just a little progress. I can keep it the back off my mouth for a few seconds now, but as soon as I try to move it I still gag pretty bad."
"Hmm," she said. "Keep practicing, you'll get there eventually. What about riding your dildo?"
"That I'm making great progress on," I said proudly. "I just skipped one day because of, well, some internal distress."
She chuckled. "Okay, I'll let that one day slide then."
"I'm really curious about where we're going," I said as I merged into the busy traffic on the freeway.
"I guess I could tell you a little about it," she said, amused at my curious expression. "I realized a while back I don't know that much about those kinky things we have been doing lately and I wanted to know more, so the last few weeks I have been hanging out on a Discord server for Dommes."
I had already figured as much when I saw the website the other day. "Really?" I said.
"Yes," she said, grinning. "I'm still not sure if I could qualify as a Domme or if I even want to be one, but I love pushing you around and obviously you need some serious help to control your urges, so I thought it wouldn't hurt to learn a thing or two about bdsm and such."
I glanced at her face briefly. She was loving this, that much was clear to me.
"So I started chatting with some very nice women. Well, mostly nice," she chuckled, continuing her story. "And I chatted a lot with one of them in particular. She invited me over so she could teach me some things and she said to bring my sub, as she calls it."
I swallowed. This might be, well, exciting I guess. But it felt a little intimidating as well to be meeting a Domme I didn't know.
"Who is she?" I asked.
"All I'm saying for now is that she has a lot of experience," she said, smiling mysteriously at me, gaging my reaction. "She has been a professional Domme for over 30 years."
That even startled me a little.
"Wait, we're going to a pro Domme?" I asked.
"No, *I* am going to pro Domme that I befriended, and you are just here as an adornment," she stated, making sure I knew my place. "And to drive me," she added, giggling.
I was really nervous as I parked the car at our destination. It was in a residential neighborhood in a quiet part of the city. There were some apartment buildings as well as some larger houses in this street.
"That must be it," Patty said, pointing at an inconspicuous, small, single story building. It had two visible windows, which only showed closed drapes.
We got out and walked there. Patty rang the bell and we waited as I felt my heart in my throat.
The door was opened by a woman in a black, leather dress, with a slender figure and a friendly, round face. She looked to be well into her fifties, early sixties even maybe.
"Hi Patty, it's so nice to finally see you in person," she said heartly as she opened her arms and gave Patty a generous hug.
"Hi," Patty just said, hugging her back.
"And who's your friend?" the lady asked as her eyes briefly looked me over.
"This is Conrad," Patty said.
"Hi Conrad," the lady said, shaking my hand. She had a firm handshake. "Nice to meet you. I'm Maggie."
"Hi Maggie," I said, feeling very shy.
"Why don't you come on in?" Maggie said and with her arm she gestured into the hallway.
We stepped into a very small hallway with black walls. It was so small we barely fit in there with the three of us. There was a coat rack and a low shelf for shoes, not much more.
"Please, would you take of your shoes?" Maggie asked. "Sometimes people walk barefoot inside, so I would like to keep it clean."
Patty wrestled her small boots off, leaning her butt against the wall for balance, while I kicked off my sneakers. Then Maggie led us the way into another room.
This room wasn't large, but what made it feel even smaller were all the things in there. It had red walls that were absolute packed with bdsm gear. I saw leather straps, chains, cuffs, bars and whips, and that was just one of the four walls. There were shelfs with hoods, masks, metal devices like chastity cages and ball stretchers. There were metal hooks and bars hanging from the mirrored ceiling. It was just crammed with all kinds of bdsm gear.
I kept looking around the room. There was a black massage table, or probably a bondage table I realized. A saw a gynecologist chair with large, black leg supports and a bondage chair with a straight back. It smelled like leather and latex.
The room felt nice, but it was really intimidating for a guy like me. I had never, ever seen so much gear and torturous devices in one place and I was absolutely dumbstruck when entering this amazing room. And not just me, Patty was looking around the room with eyes like saucers.
Maggie set up two wooden fold up chairs. "Please, have a seat," she said. "Would you like some tea?"
"Yes please," Patty said.
"Yes Ma'am," I said.
Maggie smiled at me, saying: "Oh, aren't you polite."
She went through a door I assumed lead to a kitchen or something, while Patty and I sat down.
"This room is amazing," Patty sighed as she put her hand on my upper arm.
"It is, isn't it?" I replied, still looking around, spotting something I hadn't noticed yet ever second. "A bit scary though."
Patty grinned at me. "Yes, I suppose for you it is." She chuckled. "I just see a lot of fun possibilities once I figure out what all these things actually are."
I looked at her and saw the naughty twinkle in her eye I loved so much.
Maggie entered with two mugs of tea and handed them to us before sitting down in a large, throne like chair across from us. Her presence, combined with the leather dress and throne made me feel really, really small.
Maggie smiled at Patty, saying: "So, you like my studio?"
"Yes, it looks amazing. But I hardly know what all these things are to be honest."
"Oh, that's alright, you'll learn. And they may look nice and of course everything has it's purpose, but you don't really need any of these things to control your friend here," Maggie said. "Just a few small household items can be enough to have a lot of fun dominating him. Any other gear is just bonus."
"I see," Patty said. Even she seemed a little bit intimidated by the setting and the charismatic woman.
"Oh, speaking off gear, your order is ready. Remind me before you leave to hand it to you, in case I forget."
"Oh great!" Patty said.
I just looked at her, wondering what she ordered. I wanted to ask, but I didn't.
"So, what is it you would like to learn today?" Maggie asked. She deliberately seemed to address only Patty, not really ignoring me, but somehow making me feel I was there just as an adornment, as Patty had called it on our way over here. "What are you most curious about or what would you like to accomplish?"
"I'm not sure actually," Patty said as she sipped her tea. "I would like to know a little more about bondage I guess. And maybe get some ideas on how to control him and make him squirm. I like it when he squirms." She giggled.
Maggie smiled. "I see, and what kind of things have you been doing with him up to now?"
"I like teasing him and make him feel a little embarrassed, which is really easy since he's pretty shy. I got the keys to his chastity cage, so he usually easily complies with whatever I tell him to do."
"Oh, so you control his penis already," Maggie said, smiling. "Do you discipline him? Or torture him even maybe?"
"I'm not sure. How do you mean?"
"Well, have you ever spanked him or used a whip? Or have you tied him down?"
"No, none of those things," Patty said.
"Would you like to?"
"Yes, definitely," Patty stated clearly. I looked at her briefly and saw her face light up and her eyes twinkle again. Her reaction pleased me, but it scared me a little as well. And it made me realize that, although I was very committed to pleasing her, I knew very little about what would actually please her the most.
"So, if you would like to do things like that, why haven't you done them yet?" Maggie asked.
"I don't know," Patty said. "I thought about spanking him for instance, but I haven't since spanking him if he didn't do anything wrong seems unfair. And he never does anything wrong, really."
I felt my cock wake up from it's slumber at the thought of Patty spanking me, especially her wanting to spank me and thinking about such things.
Maggie smiled understandingly. "I see. You know, spanking or whipping him, or maybe even torturing him in a way, can of course be used as punishment, but you can also do it just because you like too. Just because you like to see him squirm or hear him beg." She smiled friendly at Patty.
"Really?" Patty seemed to think about that. "What if he doesn't like it?"
"Well, for starters, you don't play with him because he likes it, although it's fine if he does. You play with him because *you* like it. Right?"
"Yeah, I guess so," Patty said.
"And secondly," Maggie said as she looked at me, "you can just talk to him about it. Would you mind if Patty spanked you just because she wanted too?"
I felt excited. "No, not at all, I would love that actually. And even if I didn't really like it, I really want to please her, so unless I would absolutely hate it, I would gladly take some suffering for her if she want me to."
"See?" Maggie said as she shrugged.
Patty just looked at me lovingly, her face aglow with appreciation and with her naughty twinkle in her eyes.
"Have you talked about limits? What not to do?" Maggie asked.
"No, not really," Patty answered.
"You should. Let him make a list of what he really doesn't want to do and allow him to change it at any time. That will give you more room to just do what you want to do and less worries about if he hates it or not."
"Ah, I see," Patty said, nodding.
"And he should have a safe word, so he can stop you if something gets too intense."
"That he already has," Patty said like a student who was proud she had at least one answer right.
"Good. So, lets find out what you want to learn. Why don't we get into action? Maybe you just take control of him as you're used to and I help you find out how to do things?"
"Sure, I'd like that," Patty said.
I swallowed nervously at the idea of Patty being taught how to control me, or spank me maybe, or even torture me, by a professional Domme. But this lady seemed to know what she was talking about and the idea of Patty playing with me in her presence excited me as well.
Patty looked at me with a friendly face. "Is that okay with you?" she asked me.
"Yes, absolutely," I said.
"Okay then. Start by stripping."
I got up and was about to take of my shirt when I realized Patty usually wants me to strip in another room. "Over here?" I asked.
"No, of course not," Patty said. "In the hallway." Then she looked at Maggie and asked: "Is that alright?"
She just smiled and nodded. So I took off to the hallway and started taking off my clothes, trying to ignore the fact that I was getting a little hard in my cage already and people were going to notice I got turned on sooner or later.
To my surprise I wasn't as nervous or embarrassed to return to the room as I thought I would be, but I still covered my cage with my hands as I entered, feeling shy about being naked with two clothed women.
Maggie and Patty were standing at the bondage table. Patty was studying large, heavy looking leather cuffs while Maggie explained to her what features made them good cuffs to use.
"Come here," Patty said as she noticed I had returned. "Give me your arm."
I stretched my arm out as I was told. Patty took the cuff and wrapped it around my wrist. Maggie showed her how tight they should be as Patty closed the heavy, metal buckles. Then she put the other cuff around my other wrist. Next she squatted behind me to buckle the matching leather cuffs to my ankles. They felt heavy on me and the leather felt rough, but what impressed me the most is how more submissive I felt just by wearing them.
Maggie lowered a metal bar with black rubber handles, shaped like the handlebar of a bicycle, from the ceiling.
"Do you mind if I instruct him a little, so you can see how you could work with him?" she asked Patty.
"No, of course not, be my guest," she said.
Maggie motioned me to stand under the bar. "Hold the bars," she instructed. I raised my arms and wrapped my hands around the bars. I had no idea about what they were going to do with me and that alone was highly exciting for me.
"He's nice and smooth," Maggie noticed. "Do you shave?" she asked me.
"No, I had him waxed," Patty answered her for me.
Maggie smiled. "Oh, that's a good choice," she complimented Patty.
Maggie returned her attention to me, but kept talking to Patty as she said: "You see, it's easy to instruct him to stand like this. He will probably keep standing like that if you tell him too. But if you do this," she said as she suddenly put her hands to my sides and squeezed my flanks, "he will let go off the bars." And she was right, I had been startled enough to let go without even noticing it myself.
"So," Maggie continued as she picked up two metal hooks, "that's why I like to make sure he will stay in that position, even if I touch him." She hooked my cuffs onto rings at the ends of the bar.
"Oh yes," Patty acknowledged.
"It will feel very different for him. And he isn't going anywhere. Not even if you tickle him," Maggie said, putting her hands to my sides again, tickling me really hard.
I started laughing and screaming and before I knew it I was involuntary yanking on my cuffs and the metal bar as I squirmed in a futile attempt to get out of reach of Maggie's tickling fingers to the point I actually had pulled my feet of the ground, hanging by the heavy duty cuffs.
Patty was laughing hysterically at my predicament. Maggie seemed to genuinely enjoy teasing me like this as well.
"Here, you try it, he's your sub," Maggie said, stepping back.
Patty looked me straight in the eyes as she tickled my sides using her fingernails. Again, I squirmed, laughing and yelling, yanking my bonds and trying to get out of reach.
"There, he's squirming," Maggie stated. "Easy, right?"
"Yes," Patty giggled. She stopped tickling me and waited for me to relax.
Maggie hinted: "He does make a lot of noise, don't you think? Maybe you could do something about that?"
Patty nodded, getting the hint, and looked around the room until she noticed a ball gag between the hundreds of items on the walls. She took it of its hook and stood in front of me, ready to put it on.
"That will go on easier if you stand behind him, so you can see the buckle," Maggie hinted. "It's always better if you can see what you're doing, especially when they try to keep you from tying them up."
Patty walked around me, letter herself being taught by the experienced Domme, and held the ball in front of my face. "Open up, perv," she said with a loving tone in her voice.
I complied and she put the rubber ball in my mouth, which tasted, well, like rubber, and felt way bigger than it looked. She buckled down the straps behind my head.
Maggie looked at me and said: "If you have to use your safe word while you can't speak, you just turn your head from side to side and say 'uh-uh-uh' really loud. Or you snap your fingers, okay?"
I nodded, indicating I clearly understood.
Then Patty stepped in front of me again and looked me straight in the eye, gaging my feelings. She silently put her hands on my chest, letting them rest there for a second. I loved looking in her eyes like that and I felt really slutty and submissive, tied up and with the red ball in my mouth. My love for her warmed my heart for an instance.
Then Patty curled her fingers and dug her nails into my skin, just below my collar bones. Without batting an eyelash and still making intense eye contact, she moved her hands down, painfully scratching my skin. She went down across my chest, just between my nipples, down to my stomach.
"Mmmppff," I moaned in pain. I fought the urge to close my eyes and I managed to keep looking at her without blinking. I didn't want to break that amazing eye contact. The combination of the pain and the deep connection we made by looking at each other like that made it a very erotic experience. I felt the stripes she made with her nails burn a little as she lovingly smiled at me. The lingering pain made me feel alive.
"You two are certainly cute together," Maggie noticed, as she observed the rookie Domme think of more ways to torment me. And when she did think of something I could see it in her eyes immediately. She went from a loving smile to evil grin just before she moved to stand next to me, on my left, so she could rub my shoulders with her right hand. Using one hand this time, she dug her nails into my skin again, just below my neck, and slowly dragged them across my skin, along my spine, all the way to the top of my butt crack.
I moaned against the gag, this time closing my eyes, enjoying the painful but very erotic sensation. I loved suffering for her. And I loved her touching my naked, tied up body.
She traced the marks she just made gently with her hand, from top to bottom, as if she wanted to sooth my skin. When her hand reached my ass, she gentle petted my left butt cheek and then my right. Then, suddenly, she raised her hand and slapped my right cheek. It made a really loud clapping sound and it stung. I moaned loudly into the gag, more in surprise than in pain.
Then she slapped my left cheek, then the right again, then back to left, going back and forth in a steady, slow pace, making sure every slap counted. She was looking at my face mostly as she spanked me.
It hurt quite a bit. I found out I loved this kind of pain, but the longer she continued, the deeper the stinging sensations seemed to get. Soon each spank felt like an explosion of stinging needles.
I noticed I was moaning into the rubber ball on every smack and I felt saliva running down my chin. I tried to keep it in my mouth, but I couldn't, making me feel even more helpless.
After a little while I started moving more, involuntary, instinctively trying to evade the hand that hurt my poor, burning ass again and again.
"Try to put your body into him," Maggie said. "See if you can keep him from moving too much."
Patty paused spanking me as she pushed her body against my side. My butt tingled and glowed as I felt her small boobs press against my naked flank. She pushed her belly and pelvis against my body and lifted her left leg a little to block me from going forward. I could feel those strong thighs press against my smooth, naked thigh and knee as I smelled her scent. She wrapped an arm around my stomach and held me tight as she raised her hand behind my back again and slapped my butt.



The stinging seemed much worse now. I screamed against the gag again, feeling more drool run past it.
Patty ignored my muffled sounds, or maybe she just liked hearing them, as she spanked me for at couple of minutes. Left cheek, right cheek, left cheek, right cheek.
The pain got worse and worse. I wasn't sure anymore if I would be able to take it. I was going to try though, but it really, really hurt. My eyes started watering and I kept trying to move, but Patty seemed surprisingly strong as she held me steady and firmly in place.
Just when I thought it would really get too much to handle and I would have to use my safe word, she stopped.
I was panting. Not just from the pain, but also from excitement. My cock was throbbing and trying to break it's cage and I felt my drool running down my chest and tears down my cheek. I must have drooled on Patty's sleeve, but she didn't seem to mind.
Her face appeared in front of me again, her familiar brown eyes staring straight into my soul. She smiled, warm and loving, and briefly stroked my hair.
"Thank you for letting me do that," she said softly. Her tone was the most gentle, loving tone I had ever heard from her.
Then she turned to Maggie, saying: "This is fun."
"You seem a natural," Maggie responded. "And you do a great job reading him, well done." She sounded very respectful while she made that compliment.
"Thanks," Patty said, still watching me, seemingly soaking in the result of her hard work. Then she stepped back and looked around the studio.
"I don't have bars like that at home though," she said to Maggie.
"That doesn't matter," Maggie said. "You can tie a sub to anything that can hold a rope and is heavy enough to stay in place. A table, a couch or even a kitchen chair. Just get creative and experiment, you'll find what works. You can check my website for tips and tricks."
"Oh yes, I will," Patty said, as if she was a student taking notes. "Do you always use leather cuffs to tie subs down?"
"Not always. Rope can be sexy, but it's harder to learn and it takes more time to put on. There are some great workshops to learn though, if you'd like. But cuffs are easy to use. You can use hooks like I used to tie him to the bars, or just rope to tie him to just about anything. Here, let me show you."
Maggie unhooked the buckles holding my hands in place and she walked to the bondage table.
"Come over here," she said to me as she patted the table. "Lay down on your back."
I did as I was told, being really careful with my sore butt, which now felt really hot and throbbing. I sat down carefully and gently let myself down.
Maggie grabbed two short pieces of black rope and handed one to Patty. "Here, I'll show you how to tie him down with rope using a simple but secure knot. Just do as I do," she said.
They both took one of my hands and then moved my arms above my head. I felt them tie the rope to the rings on the cuffs. My hands were pulled in place when they secured the ropes to the table.
"Here, you can do his feet yourself," Maggie said, handing Patty two more pieces of rope.
Patty stood at my feet and tied a rope to my left ankle cuff, paying close attention to the knot she had just learned. She pulled them tight and secured me to the table. Then she did the same with the other foot.
"Lets see if he is secure enough," Maggie stated and she suddenly slapped my belly with a flat hand. I yelled, more in shock than in pain, and instinctively tried to protect my belly by pulling up my legs and putting down my arms, which just made me pull my cuffs. "See? He's going nowhere."
Patty chuckled. "It looks very sexy," she said.
Maggie smiled: "It does, doesn't it?"
"I'm not sure what to do with him now though," Patty said as she stood next to me, softly sliding her and across my smooth chest. I loved being touched by her.
"Do whatever you like, he probably won't mind," Maggie grinned.
Patty's hand wandered across my belly, then back to my chest. She briefly pinched a nipple.
"Why don't you take of his cage?" Maggie suggested. "See if you can make him squirm again?"
"Oh no, I never touch his junk," Patty said immediately.
"Why not?" Maggie asked. "It's the most sensitive part of his body. If you really want to make him squirm, you could very well use his cock or balls to do so."
"I don't know, it seems weird. To sexual. I only touch my boyfriends cock. I don't want to give him the satisfaction of me playing with his dick."
"I touch sub's penises all the time," Maggie said, "but never to satisfy them. And it's never sexual. Well, maybe to them, but I don't really care about that. It's not sexual at all for me, but it can be really fun. For me a cock or balls are just a tool and it's like touching someone's foot or shoulder. I've been happily married for almost 20 years and I have sex with my husband, but never with my clients. Never have I given even one of them a hand job, although sometimes they beg for it. I'm a Domme, not a hooker, and I'm not here to pleasure them sexually."
"So, your clients never enjoy it?"
"Of course they do. Sometimes they even cum. It's not about what they like or don't like, it's about using their cocks as a tool, to control, tease or torture a guy. And real submissive guys like that anyway, whatever you do to it, even if you torture it. And if you would like to use his cock for your own pleasure, that would be fine too of course, but it's not necessary at all."
Patty seemed to think about it for a second.
"It's not about his pleasure, it's about you having fun," Maggie elaborated. "And his cock and balls are a great tool to work with, to make him squirm and beg if you want. If he likes it or not is irrelevant. Just like the spanking you just gave him. Did you spank him because he wanted it or because you wanted it?"
"Because I wanted it," Patty replied.
"And did he like it?"
"Up to a point, yes, I think so. And then not so much I guess, but I kept spanking him for a while anyway because I wanted to."
"Exactly," Maggie said, making her point.
"Well, if you put it that way," Patty said. "I never really looked at it like that. To me it always seemed that if I touch a guys cock, I was pleasuring him, and I never looked at it the other way around."
She took the keys from her pocket and for the first time ever she unlocked my cage herself. I loved it, not just because it was indeed very sexual to me, but I loved the idea of Patty handling my cock, even if it was not sexual to her. Even if she wanted to hurt it. I was just hoping she wouldn't hurt me too much though.
Patty took the cage off and my cock jumped out. The sensation was very, very hot to me and I savored the moment. Patty clumsily pulled on the ring, but couldn't get it past my cock, it was just hard and she clearly had no experience in taking off a cock ring.
"Here, do this," Maggie said as she grabbed my cockhead and squeezed it really, really hard. I grunted in pain into the ball gag. "You just need to get it to put it's head down." Her trick worked though, it went softer immediately. "And then you push it inwards," Maggie said as she pushed my cock in and slipped the ring over it.
Patty chuckled: "Seems like I need some practice at that."
As soon as the ring came off, my cock got fully erect again. It floated just above my smooth pubic area, pulsing with my heartbeat.
"You see, he likes it," Patty stated.
"Does he now?" Maggie said, teasingly. Then she grabbed my balls, making a ring with her thumb and finger above them, and she pulled them away from my body while she squeezed my balls, digging her fingers into them.
"Mmmmfffff," I screamed against the gag. It hurt alright, but it was really more the idea of her squeezing and pulling my balls than the actual pain that made me scream. It was scary.
"I don't think he really likes it that much," she stated dryly and Patty laughed.
Then she let go of my balls. I took a sigh in relieve.
Patty just looked at my naked, stretched out, tied up body and seemed indecisive about what she would do with me, so Maggie just took a wooden box, opened it and put it on my belly, as if I was part of the table and putting it there would be the most logical thing to do. "Here, see how many of these you can put on his ball sack."
Patty took a wooden clothes peg out of the box and grinned her evil smile. Then she took a little bit of skin of my scrotum between her fingers and clamped the peg on it.
"Mmpff," I moaned softly. It didn't hurt that much and I was glad I had experimented myself with wooden pegs, so I knew the feeling. I also knew there was a big difference between using one of these or twelve and that the feeling would change a lot as they were on there longer.
Then she put on another. And another. I loved her working my balls, I was very aware she was actually touching my genitals, although she had avoided touching my cock at all, and that knowledge alone turned me on even more. I felt my cock leak it's wetness on my lower belly.
She took her time finding spots on my scrotum where there was room for another clothespin. It started to hurt more now as the skin was pulled more tightly together. I could handle it pretty well, unless Patty touched a peg and made it move. That would give a sharp pain and I tried not to moan when that happened.
"That's all thirty of them," Patty proudly said after a while.
I felt my scrotum glow, heavy with the weight of the pegs. Maggie ran her hand over the pegs, touching the lot of them.
"Mmmmppfff," I moaned in pain, closing my eyes and pulling my bonds as I trampled my feet. I heard Patty giggle.
"If you need inspiration on all the things you can do with his cock and balls, look up CBT on my website," Maggie informed Patty.
"CBT?" Patty asked.
"Cock and Ball Torture," Maggie explained.
"That sounds awful. And fun," Patty giggled.
"Oh, I know a nice way to torture him a bit," Maggie said enthusiastically. Those girls sure seemed to be having a lot of fun together while playing with me as if I was their toy and nothing more.
Maggie walked away for a second and handed Patty a condom when she returned.
"Here, put this on him," she said, as she disappeared again to get something else.
Patty seemed a little hesitant for a second, but then she opened the foil and took out the condom. She took a hold of my cock for the first time ever, using just two fingers, and held it up while quickly rolling down the condom.
Maggie returned with a vibrating egg on an elastic band. She quickly and expertly placed it against my cock, placing the elastic band just below my cockhead. She used the controls to turn it on.
I moaned as it started vibrating. It hit just the right spot, making it feel as if my whole cock vibrated intensely.
"Now, whatever you do, don't cum without permission," Maggie said to me. "I'm going to show Patty some toys and devices and teach her something about them and all you have to do is not cum until we get back or ask permission to cum if you can't hold out. Understood?"
I looked at her wide eyed and nodded, indicating I understood. Patty just grinned evilly at me, with that twinkle in her eye.
And then they stepped away. I could hear them talking softly and if I turned my head all the way I could just see them standing a few feet away with their backs towards me.
My balls hurt from the wooden pegs, but that was not the predominant feeling I felt. My cock vibrated very, very intensely. I looked at the ceiling and just saw myself in the mirror, laying stretched out with a red ball in my mouth, a whole lot of pegs on my balls and a hard cock with a vibrator on it. It looked really, really kinky and if felt that way too.
After just a minute I was hoping they would return soon. This vibrator was definitely going to make me cum sooner or later.
Another minute later I was sweating. I became more and more aware of the burning pain in my scrotum, just adding to my excitement. I looked down and noticed precum pooling inside the condom as my cock started bouncing beyond my own control. I could feel an orgasm nearing.
I tried to control my breath to fight it off, but it didn't work at all. So I decided to start asking for permission to cum.
"Mmh hi hhum pweewff?" I said against the rubber ball in my mouth.
No response at all. I looked to my side and they were still standing there with their backs towards me, chatting. I was pretty sure they heard me just fine, but that they just were ignoring me.
"Mwah hih hhumm pweewff?!? I yelled more loudly now. I was straining my body, pulling on my bonds, to prevent myself from cumming.
Again, no response. I was panting.
"Pweewf, mwah hih whum?"
Patty and Maggie appeared in my view, grinning widely at my predicament.
"Did you hear something?" Maggie asked Patty.
"Pweewf, mway hiw whum? Pweewf."
"I think he's asking for the time." Patty said, grinning evilly.
I shook my head and tried again: "Pweeff wlep mwe whum!"
"Oh, you want to cum?" Maggie asked innocently.
I nodded, panting, sweating, rolling my hips to prevent myself from blowing my load.
"I don't know, you are Patty's sub, ask her," she said, grinning.
I was about to cum, almost there, going up to the edge already. "Fleeeffff!" I begged, not able to try for a whole sentence anymore.
"No perv, you may not cum, just hold it in," Patty said, looking me in the eye, dead serious but with twinkling eyes. She loved this.
And then I rolled over the orgasmic hill. "Mhoooww," I moaned as I closed my eyes. My dick violently jolted up and down, shooting shot after shot of cum into the condom.
For a second I was happy I came, although I was a bit ashamed I couldn't hold it until Patty gave me permission. I was panting, trying to catch my breath while breathing through my nose.
And then I started to get sensitive. My cock shriveled under the relentless vibrations. I soon furiously hoped someone would turn off the vibrator, but they just stood there, grinning at me.
"HHmmm," I urged them, knowing they wouldn't do anything.
The vibrations became really, really intense and I tried to get my sensitive cockhead away from the vibrator by swinging my hips from side to side and trampling my feet. For a second I thought the vibrations would trigger a pee reflex and I would wet the condom, but that didn't happen. Then I thought I was going to cum again and that didn't happen either. Then I knew I was going to go insane. I was bucking around like a fish on dry land, screaming.
Then Patty turned it off the vibrator.
"Aaww, did you cum?" she asked innocently. "Didn't I tell you to wait?"
"Higm, fowwy," I said, still trying to catch my breath. I really didn't want to disappoint her.
"See, I told you that would be fun," Maggie said, laughing. She took the vibrator off my cock and expertly stripped the condom of with one hand without spilling a drop of cum. Then she got a paper towel and roughly cleaned my cock.
"Maybe you should take the pegs off, Patty," she said. "And keep in mind taking pegs off after a while hurts a lot more than putting them on."
Patty opened one of the pegs and carefully removed it from my scrotum.
I screamed against my gag. That really, really hurt. It was worse than my wax job, I thought.
"That's for cumming without permission," Patty grinned.
Then immediately, she took of the next one. "And that one too," she stated dryly. She leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand while looking at my balls, waving her hand through the air while deciding which one to take off next.
She picked on, took it off and stated: "No cumming without permission," after I had stopped screaming.
And she went on like that. Every time she took off a peg I would scream and she told me in some way I wasn't supposed to cum without permission. She loved it. I had strongly mixed feelings about it though, but I loved that she loved it.
While Patty plucked my scrotum and made sure I really understood I was not to cum without permission, Maggie untied my arms and feet.
"Poor perv, your balls are all crinkly now," Patty said when she was done. She smiled at me with a warm look in her eyes.
"Come on up now," Maggie said, "but take it slow."
I sat up. I felt a little weird, like I just had been through a big ordeal, and it took some time to come to my senses. I had no idea of the time.
Patty unbuckled the ball gag and Maggie took it from her, cleaning it with a special wet wipe. I moved my jaw, which felt a little sore, as I wiped my face clean with another wet wipe Maggie handed me.
I sat with my legs over the edge of the table and Patty briefly stepped between my legs to give me a hug. I felt the warmth of her body radiate through her clothes and her hair brushed my face as I smelled her scent.
"Are you alright?" she asked me.
I was, I realized. This had been really intense, but great. I'd loved it. So I smiled at her and nodded: "Yes, very alright."
She grinned at me briefly, then quickly took my chastity cage from the shelf on the wall and handed it to me. "Here, put this back on," she ordered.
I got off the table and did as I was told. After carefully putting it on and locking it, I put the keys in Patty's open palm without any objections and went to the hallway to put my clothes back on.
We said our goodbyes to Maggie, both thanking her a lot. Right before we stepped out of the door, Maggie handed Patty a large plastic shopping bag, saying: "Don't forget these."
"What did you order?" I asked her while we walked to the car.
"It's a surprise," she responded. "A gift actually, for you."
"Really? What is it?"
"I said it's a surprise," she said, smiling lovingly at me, as we got in the car. "I'm not sure if you deserve it now though. You just came without permission after I specifically told you to hold it in."
I looked at her dumbstruck.
Patty burst out in laughter. "Hahaha, you should see your face right now," she said, pointing at me. Then she briefly rand a hand through my hair, saying: "Don't worry Conrad, I won't punish you for it. Not today anymore, at least. You did very well."
I smiled at her, proud I made her happy.
"Now, let's go home," she said. "Would you like to hang out at my place for a while? Ben isn't home yet and I don't feel like being alone."
"Sure, I'd love to," I said.
"Great, I'd love it too."
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When we got home, Patty asked me to pour her a glass of wine while she would go and change. "There is beer in the fridge," she said. "Grab one if you like."
I did take a beer from the fridge and opened up a bottle of wine for her. I had just set our drinks on the side tables, next to the couches, when she entered the living room, wearing a purple T-shirt, grey sweatpants and thick, gray socks. She'd undone her hair, letting it hang loose over her shoulders and she smelled like she had just reapplied her deodorant. She made herself comfortable on the couch and pulled her feet up, wrapping her arms around her legs.
She smiled at me. "So, how did you like our visit to Maggie?"
I took a sip from my beer. "I liked it a lot," I said. "It was pretty intense for me though. My butt still hurts a little. But I really loved playing with you there. Her place is amazing, I loved all that gear hanging around everywhere."
"Yeah, it was pretty awesome," Patty acknowledged. "What did you think about Maggie?"
"At first I felt pretty intimidated by her, especially in that room filled with torturous devices. But once I got to know her a little bit better I started to like her. She obviously has a lot of experience."
Patty nodded, sipping her wine.
"How about you?" I asked.
"Oh, I love her," Patty said enthusiastically. "I admire her professionalism and experience and it was awesome to see how she handled you. And I really learned a lot from her today."
"Like what?" I wanted to know.
"Well, obviously how to tie you down. Although I do need to practice that, so you better be ready for that," she said, grinning playfully at me. "But mostly how being a Domme is actually doing what I want, for my own fun and pleasure, and that that's okay. I already knew that of course, but today, as she was telling about how she handled her clients, it really sank in." She sipped her wine again, before she added: "So you better be ready for that too."
I thought about what she said for a second. Did that mean Patty was actually saying she was going to take more control of me than she already did? And what did that mean for me? I contemplated if I wanted to be a real sub to her, and if I would be ready for that. And then I realized that it wasn't even a question to me. Even if I wasn't ready, I was already her sub and I needed to be her sub. I loved being her sub, and I loved her too much to not be her sub.
"So, does that mean you are an official Domme now?" I asked.
"Not quite yet," she said, grinning, her eyes sparkling. "I need two more things I guess before I could really be a Domme. I need more experience, I really have to learn a lot. But most of all, I can't be a Domme without a sub."
I smiled while thinking about asking her if she would take me.
"Would you be my sub?" she asked me very seriously, but smiling shyly, as if she was a high school girl asking a boy to go steady.
"Yes," I said. "I mean, I already am, right?"
"Yes, but I wanted it to be a little more official," she said with a twinkle in her eye. "And I was hoping you would say that, because I got you something. I'd like to give it too you now."
I couldn't suppress a wide grin.
"But before I will give it too you, go strip Conrad," she ordered.
"Yes Ma'am," I said while getting up.
"Don't call me Ma'am," Patty stated as I walked into the hallway. "I'm way to young and pretty to be called a Ma'am."
When I got back in the living room, barefoot and naked except for my cage of course, Patty was looking through what appeared to be multiple items in the large plastic bag she got from Maggie when we were there.
"Okay, first, I want to show you something," she said. "Sit down please."
I sat down on the couch.
"Ah, this is the one," she said as she pulled what seemed to be a collar out of the bag. She sat down on the couch next to me, ignoring my nudity, and held the item out in front of her. It was a collar alright. It was made of sturdy, black leather, covered with a purple leather band that made up the strap to close it with. It had brass buckles and a brass D ring in the front, that was held in place by a brass plate. As she held it out, I could see "Patty's" engraved on the left of the D ring and "Perv" on the right.
I laughed, genuinely amused and impressed by the collar. "Patty's Perv!" I said. "That's awesome!"
"It is, isn't it?" she said, laughing.
"That is amazing, can I hold it?" I asked.
She nodded and handed me the collar. "Don't put in on yet though," she said.
I studied it closely. It seemed to be hand made. The stitching not quite perfect enough to be machine made, but it looked amazing and the leather smelled like real leather. It was slightly padded and felt heavy, not like something you just buy in a sex shop or anything. It was really impressive.
"How... where did you get this?" I asked. I really was stunned by it, but what impressed me the most is that Patty had this specially made. For me, a thin, short, nerdy guy with a small dick. I couldn't believe she actually wanted me to be her sub and this collar proved she really did.
"Maggie's husband makes things like these," she said. "Wait, I have more, I'll show you."
She quickly retrieved the plastic bag. She rumbled in the bag and took out leather cuffs, four of them actually, two for my wrists and two a little bit larger for my ankles. They had the same purple leather strap on them. Purple was her favorite color and that purple leather on top of the black leather, with the brass buckles and D rings looked absolutely amazing.
I just fell silent, I really didn't know what to say.
Then she got a leash out of the bag, made of brass chain and handle that was black leather on the inside and purple leather on the outside.
Patty looked at my dumbfounded expression and smiled.
"Wait, there's more," she said. And then she showed me a leather blindfold, black on the inside and purple on the outside. The straps were black and the buckles brass.
"And this is the last one," she said when she pulled out a purple ball gag with black leather straps.
I still didn't know what to say. My heart was overflowing with joy and gratitude. And most of all, love for Patty.
"Patty..." I stammered. "This is amazing. It must have cost you a fortune to have this made."
"It wasn't cheap, no," she grinned. "But I think you're worth it. Just don't break it or spill your disgusting boy juices on it or I'll send you the bill."
I chuckled.
"Give me your arm," she said as she took one of the wrist cuffs.
I stretched out and arm and watched her as she wrapped the padded leather around my wrist and buckled the cuff shut. She really seemed to be in her element and loving it.
"Other one," she said.
Her eyes twinkled. She looked like the girl next door in her sweat pants and T-shirt, hot but normal. Her handling the cuffs was pure Domme though.
"Foot," she said, leaning back and I put a leg on her lap. Again, she placed a cuff on, making sure it was just tight enough. Then she did my other leg.
She stood up and walked to the main space of the living room.
"Come here Perv, and kneel," she said, eyes twinkling but with a tone of voice that was deep and somewhat official.
"Yes, Patty," I said. I kneeled in front of her and looked up at her, looking into her hazelnut eyes.
She smiled warmly at me and without a word she placed the collar around my neck. She leaned forward to buckle it up on the back, making sure it was not too tight. Her loose hair touched my cheek as she leaned in.
She stepped back and smiled at me.
I was totally in love with her again for a minute. I felt connected to her and now our connection seemed to be made official by her placing that beautiful collar around my neck.
"Wait, I want to make a picture for Maggie," she said and quickly got her phone.
I didn't object. I just sat there on my knees and let her take the picture.
"Come, give me a hug," she said as the friend she had always been. I stood up and we hugged tightly.
"Thank you," I said softly.
"No, thank you," she said as she briefly stroked the back of my head. "You showed me what I really need."
We hugged for a while and then returned to the couch.
We were chatting about all the gear we had seen in Maggie's place. It seemed we both often had noticed very different things and that there was quite a bit we both wanted to try or learn.
I had just sat down next to her again after getting her another glass of wine when we heard Ben come in.
"Hey honey!" Patty yelled as soon as she heard the door. I got a bit nervous right away, not knowing how Ben would feel of me sitting naked-ish next to his girlfriend. Also, I felt at ease with Patty wearing this outfit, but not yet with Ben.
After a few seconds Ben entered the living room.
"Hey honey," he said as he walked towards Patty, smiling at me briefly. He gave her a kiss on her mouth and then another two in a short, intimate lovers greeting.
"Hey Conrad," he said, smiling his warm friendly smile and spreading his arms as if he was oblivious to my outfit.
"Hi Ben," I said as I got up and gave him a hug. I felt really awkward. Not just because of hugging him, but mostly because I was naked and he wasn't. I'm pretty sure it was just me though, because he seemed really relaxed and at ease as he wrapped his arms around me and briefly patted my naked back.
He sat down really close to Patty, wrapping his arm around her.
"So, how was your day?" he asked. "Did you guys have fun?"
"I did!" Patty said. "Maggie is awesome and she has an amazing place. Conrad hated it though."
"No I didn't," I objected, smiling.
"Yes you did," Patty said playfully. "You were yelling ouch and that hurts and screaming all the time. You even cried."
"No I didn't," I said again, grinning.
"Yes you did, I saw a tear when I spanked your butt," she said, grinning.
Ben chuckled. "You spanked him?"
"Yes!" Patty cooed. "And he liked it."
I was just about to say "No I didn't" again to keep our little game going, but then I thought, I did like it, so I didn't deny it.
"Oh, and I bought Conrad those," she said, pointing at my cuffs.
"What, the straps?" Ben asked, genuinely interested.
"They're called cuffs," Patty said. "And look at his collar!" She pointed at the brass plate.
Ben leaned forward a bit to read the engraving. "Patty's Perv," he read, grinning. "That has a great sound to it. Nice, congratulations Conrad. Now she'll go berserk on your ass instead of mine whenever she has a Patty fit," he said, laughing.
"Don't get your hopes up," Patty said, laughing. "I'll go berserk on your ass any time I see fit." And then she kissed him.
We chatted for a while and then Patty said: "There's groceries in the fridge. Make us something to eat Perv."
"Of course Patty," I said and dutifully went to the kitchen to make some dinner.
Sitting at the table and having dinner with the dressed couple still felt very strange. In a way I was getting used to it, but especially around Ben I felt really self aware. I was trying to accept that this may be the beginning a of a new normal, but being naked as I was, and maybe even more due to wearing the heavy leather cuffs and collar, felt like it empathized a large distinction between them and me. Sometimes that feeling made me feel very small, vulnerable and maybe even inadequate as a man and sometimes it made me feel sexy and kinky and in those moments it aroused me tremendously.
Strange as our clothing may have been, the conversation was pretty normal though. Ben was talking about the games he loved and how he had been gaming all afternoon with a friend. Patty seemed annoyed about his youthful enthusiasm about games, as she usually was. It was just like nothing was different, except me being naked an wearing cuffs. But it sure felt different. I liked it, but it scared me a little as well.
After dinner I cleaned up while Patty and Ben settled on the couch. As I was rinsing dishes, Patty yelled from the living room: "Can you get me another glass of wine?"
Of course I could, and I poured it immediately and brought it to her before continuing my work in the kitchen.
When I was done and returned to the living room, Patty was sitting on Ben's lap. They were kissing intensively, her hands running through his hair and his hands on her back. I walked passed them and sat on the other couch.
I just waited, watching them kiss. I really didn't know what to do and I trusted Patty would instruct me if she needed something from me and if she didn't my job would probably be to just wait until she did. As I watched Ben rub her ass, I felt a hint of jealousy of him touching that great bubble butt and I felt my cock stir.
After a minute or two, Patty climbed off Ben's lap. He clearly had an erection, making a big tent in his sweatpants. I didn't want to embarrass him, or maybe myself, so I quickly looked away as Patty sat next to him, picking up her phone.
"I should be doing some homework," Patty said to Ben. "I realized today I still have a lot to learn. Would you mind if I use the TV to put on some kinky porn?"
Ben chuckled: "No, of course not. Or well, it may depend on how kinky it will be, but I'm sure it'll be fine."
"Good," she said. "You better get used to it, I'm probably going to watch a lot of porn the next few weeks." She chuckled and gave him a quick kiss.
Patty put on a video showing a young Mistress in a tight, red latex suit and very high heals who led a skinny, naked girl wearing cuffs and collar to some kind of bondage rack. She instructed the girl where to stand and started to connect her ankle cuffs to the rack using heavy chains.
I watched the video with them. From the corner of my eye I could see Patty changing position. She sat sideways next to Ben and put her legs on his lap. He absent mindedly stroked her thigh as they both watched the screen.
The progress of the scene was slow. The director seemed to take a lot of interest in filming how the chains were connected to the cuffs and how they were pulled tight so the girl couldn't really move. After chaining up the girl, the Mistress put a leather belt around the girls waist and started chaining that to the rack as well.
I glanced at Patty and Ben again. Patty had put her hand in Ben's pants. I saw the fabric move as she slowly played with his cock. Ben just looked at the screen, but Patty saw me look their way and she smiled briefly at me, defiantly even, with that twinkle in her eye.
My cock got a little hard. For some reason, seeing her play with Ben's cock was very arousing to me. The hot girl next door holding a cock in her hand as she watched bondage porn, that just looked amazing.
The girl on the screen was gagged and blindfolded and then the scene focused on the Mistress putting on a black, leather, studded harness over her latex hips and groin. The she took a huge black dildo and attached that to the harness. Then she stepped behind the bound girl, her big artificial cock swinging lazily as she walked.
"Oh boy, I really need to get me one of those," Patty noted, watching the screen while her hand made really slow strokes in Ben's pants.
I just kept my thoughts to myself, but my cock filling my chastity cage was very clear on what I thought about Patty wanting to have a strap on.
We watched silently as the Mistress fucked the bound girl, slow at first and then increasingly rough. The girl moaned against her gag and after a few minutes drool was dripping down her gag and chin.
Fifteen minutes later the scene ended after the girl had a leg shaking orgasm.
"That was pretty hot," Ben stated softly, Patty's hand still in his pants slowly teasing him.
"Yes, it was," Patty said. She kissed Ben briefly and then pulled her hand from his pants. She wiped her hand on his shirt and got up.
She took the purple and black blindfold and said: "Come here Conrad."
I got up and walked towards her, turned on by the video and the anticipation of whatever she had in mind.
"Sit here," she said, pointing at the floor.
I kneeled, but she said: "No, on your butt." So I turned and sat down, folding my legs. My butt still felt a little battered as I sat on the hard floor.
"Close your eyes," she said.
She squatted behind me and put the blindfold in front of my eyes. As she tightened the straps I noticed the blindfold was padded on the inside in such a way it touched my closed eyelids. That meant I had to keep my eyes shut or the leather would be touching my eyeballs. And if I couldn't even open my eyes, there was absolutely no way I could peek down or anything, making it very effective at blinding me.
I felt my heart pound in my chest and my cock grow. I had never been blindfolded. Well, maybe as a kid during kids games, but never like this. It was exciting and a little scary.
I heard Patty move around and then she said: "Lay on your back."
I carefully lowered myself backwards until my naked back was on the hard and chilly wooden floor.
"Arms up," Patty instructed.
I held my arms above my head, very aware of how my hard cock pushed my chastity cage straight up, clearly exposing my arousal, not only to her, but also to Ben, who was probably watching us. Patty tied my cuffs together using rope. Then she tied the rope to something, probably a leg of the couch, pulling it tight enough to stretch my arms out.
I heard her move again and a few seconds later she did the same to my legs, tying the rope to a cabinet I guessed, stretching me out.
"There," I heard her say as she stood up. "That looks nice."
I was preparing myself for whatever she would do to me next, but I heard her move away and sit down on the couch.
"Another video?" she asked Ben.
"Sure."
As I lay there in my little dark world on the hard floor, I heard the sounds of a bdsm scene. I had no idea what it was about, but someone was getting whipped by the sound of it. I knew it was a girl, based on her shrieks.
I wondered if Patty had put her hand back in Ben's pants. Or would she just take his cock out now I wasn't watching them? Suddenly I wondered what Ben's cock looked like. And how Patty's hand would look on it. Was she stroking him right now? Blowing him even maybe?
As the video progressed I heard Patty whisper: "Take them off."
I heard the rustling of clothes. Then the wet sounds of kissing. Or maybe she was sucking him?
Then more rustling of clothes and more wet, smacking sounds.
I felt really, really turned on. As I listened to all the sounds, having to guess what was happening, my mind made all kind of possible images and I couldn't tell which ones where true. I felt very sexy and vulnerable lying here, unable to move, unable to see, having no choice to surrender to whatever would happen.
But for now, nothing was happening to me. Something was happing with Patty and Ben though, since I heard Patty sigh lustfully.
"Ohh, yes," she moaned, "I really need it."
"I've never seen you so wet," Ben whispered. There was definitely some pussy touching going on.
Then there was some kind of movement on the couch. Patty sighed, occasionally moaning softly, her breathing intensifying. Were they fucking? I wish I could see, but I couldn't.
A minute later I was sure they were fucking. The video had ended and I heard Patty moaning and I heard the sound flesh softly slapping together every now and then. Would she be riding his lap or would they have changed position?
"God yes," Patty moaned. "I love your cock." She moaned some more. "Yes, fuck me." Then the fucking sounds increased speed a little.
The sounds continued as I fell precum running down my balls. My cock was wrestling it's cage so hard it hurt. I couldn't believe I heard Patty having sex just a few feet away from me. It was very, very erotic, and really frustrating as well to hear. I felt jealous, ignored, used, turned on, curious, all those things at the same time.



Patty's moaning intensified. "Don't cum yet, I'm almost there," she hissed between two breaths. I heard their speed increase some more, flesh hitting flesh.
Then Patty held her breath briefly. Then she made a low, primal sound. "Aahhrr, I'm cumming. I'm cumming," she moaned, followed by a symphony of sounds that were non mistakable. She was cumming alright. And it seemed to be really good.
My cock tried to burst out if it's cage. I noticed I was unconsciously pulling on my bonds out of frustration. Hearing Patty orgasm was amazing and tremendous torture at the same time.
I heard some more movement on the couch, then kissing sounds again.
Then someone got up. I heard footsteps and I imagined Patty going to find a towel or something before making Ben cum. And then all of the sudden something warm and wet hit my face. I was confused for a split second before I realized it was a pussy. Patty's pussy was on my fucking face! For real!
I started lapping and tasted her pussy. I licked through her wet folds, looking for her clit with my tongue, determined to please her as well as I could, but I couldn't find it. Then I became aware of her thighs and knees against my flanks and I realized she was sitting the other way around from what I assumed, facing my feet, so I changed direction and found the little bump of her clit. I tried to suck it into my mouth, but she moved away a little.
And then I tasted it. The distinct taste of semen. Ben's semen. He must have cum during Patty's orgasm.
I froze for a second. Did I want this? But then I knew I wouldn't stop licking her. I sure as hell wasn't going to use a safe word and lose the opportunity to lick her pussy. And even if she would have asked me to eat Ben's cum straight from his cock, I would have done it for her without any hesitation, so I kept lapping at her pussy, ignoring the salty, stale taste of cum.
Soon I got used to the taste and I was in my own little piece of heaven with Patty's pussy on my face, I eagerly licked her and any juices her pussy gave me. I sucked on her lips, swallowing all the wetness, wishing my hands would be free so I could use them to pleasure her more.
"He's loving it," I heard Patty chuckle.
That remark made this to be the most humiliating, submissive, arousing and thrilling experience I'd ever had.
"Hey, you're getting hard," Patty said.
"Uh-huh," I moaned against her pussy. Of course I was.
"I wasn't talking to you perv," she said. "Keep cleaning me."
I felt really embarrassed, thinking she was even talking to me. I felt utterly used, which intensified my arousal and I blushed as I kept lapping that warm, wet, amazing pussy.
And then as sudden as it had appeared in my dark world, it left, leaving my lips feel cool and empty. Patty stood up and I heard her walk away.
I was panting, my face a wet mess and my lips sticky. I licked my lips, tasting the bodily fluids. And then I realized I just ate Ben's load. And I didn't mind. I loved it even. The taste wasn't my favorite, but it wasn't that bad either and it was really, really slutty and erotic. My cock was throbbing in it's cage.
I heard Patty and Ben kiss and whisper sweet nothings to each other. They just seemed to ignore me. It seemed to take forever before I heard the rustling of clothes again and after that they left me lying there some more as they turned on cable TV and just sat on the couch, watching it.
Finally, after what must have been an hour at least, someone undid the ropes that were holding my hands and feet in place.
"Come, sit up," Patty sweetly said, her hand gently guiding me upwards.
As soon as I sat up I felt her undo the blindfold. I blinked my eyes, needing to get used to the light again. Patty squatted in front of me and looked me in the eye with her hazelnut brown eyes, smiling warmly at me.
"Are you alright?" she asked as she stroked my hair.
I smacked my lips, my mouth still feeling very sticky, before I nodded and said: "Yes, I am."
"Good. That was so hot," she said. Her eyes twinkled.
I looked around. Ben was laying on the couch checking his phone, wearing nothing but sweatpants. It was the first time I saw him without his shirt on. He was hot. He wasn't really that muscular even, but his broad shoulders and athletic built were impressive. Ben gave a brief, friendly smile when he noticed I looked his way.
Patty started to unbuckle my wrist cuffs. "You have to go home, we're going to bed."
I nodded as I let her take my cuffs off.
"Did you have fun?" she asked as she unbuckled the collar.
"Yes, I did," I answered truthfully. "I loved it."
She grinned at me, saying: "You are such a little perv."
I was, I realized.
I really was.
I was Patty's Perv. And loving it.
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The next day Patty texted me to ask me if I was alright after the intense day we had. And I was.
I was a little worried though, but I decided to leave that be until we would see each other again, if I'd still be worried by then.
I was having fun, a lot of fun, and I never wanted it to end, but I was wondering if maybe I had bitten off a little more than I could chew. I have always had kinky fantasies and was really curious about bdsm, but this was my first time actually playing with someone and yesterday had been really intense for me. While, during our years of friendship, I did often think that Patty would make good Domme, it had always been a fantasy. And now she was taking her first steps into actually becoming a Domme and she was already pretty intense. And she was just getting started. I was curious to how she would develop, but also a little scared. Would I be able to keep up with her? Would she break me beyond repair?
I tried not to worry about it too much, but it took a while to shake the feeling I was getting dragged into something that I might not be able to handle. It was exhilarating and very scary to be playing with Patty.
A couple of days later Patty texted me to ask me if I wanted to hang out that evening. And of course I wanted to.
We did groceries right after she arrived at my place and we made dinner together. As usual a meal almost magically appeared as we chatted and laughed while we moved around the kitchen without ever getting in each other's way. It was great to be cooking with her again, both fully clothed, as if nothing had changed and as if she hadn't seen me naked or her pussy hadn't been on my face. We were just plain old Patty and Conrad. And that eased my mind.
"How are things with you and Ben?" I asked during dinner.
"Pretty good," she said. "Sex is improving actually and we get along mostly."
"That's great," I said.
"Yeah. You know, he still is a teenager, sometimes it's really tiring, but I try not to make a big deal about his immature ways."
I ate my food, wondering if he really was that immature or if it was just Patty having certain standards she thinks a boyfriend has to measure up to. But I didn't know him well enough yet to have a real opinion on the matter, so I let it rest.
"Does he really not mind you playing with me?" I asked.
She shrugged. "No, I guess not. He seems interested in a way. He does ask questions about what we do and how it makes me feel, but I truly feel he asks them out of interest and not out of jealousy, so I don't think he minds. He says he is totally fine with it, as long as you and I don't have sex and Ben and I do. And that's not an issue for me. I love playing with you and I love fucking with him. To me there is no competition between the two of you and I think he knows and feels that."
It fell silent for a minute as I took another bite of my food. The way she said that last sentence made it obviously clear that she would never have sex with me. At least not in a way you do when you are in a conventional relationship. And although it hurt my manly pride a little, I was fine with it too. You see, Patty could be really demanding in a relationship. I always thought we worked great as friends, but would make a horrible couple. We would hate each other within weeks probably if we would become a couple.
I thought back about what Maggie had said about how playing with her clients wasn't sexual for her, and I was curious about how that worked for Patty. I knew for me it was definitely sexual, most of the time at least. I was genuinely interested and I thought I could handle the answer, so I asked: "Is us playing in any way sexual for you?"
"No, not really," she said with her mouth full. She swallowed her food and then continued: "Not in like 'I need your cock' or like 'please make love to me' or something. For me, sex is something I have with Ben. To him I make love and with you I play. I really like it though and I do often get turned on by us playing, sometimes very much so. So yes, maybe it is sexual in a way, just a very different kind of sex than making love to my boyfriend."
I thought about that for a minute. I understood that last part very well. Maybe playing is a different kind of sex, I thought. I would love to fuck her of course, but she would never let me make love to her. But playing was definitely sexual for me. And there was no doubt there was some weird kind of love between her and me. Maybe us playing together was our way of having sex, a different kind of sex, outside of the context of a conventional relationship. And if it was, I might like that even better than making love to each other. And on top of that, with us playing I had a safe word if she had a Patty fit, as Ben had called it. Poor Ben didn't have a safe word at all.
"It's nice hanging out again," I said. "With clothes on I mean," I added as I chuckled.
"Yes, it is," she said as she paused eating her food for a second to look up and smile at me. It was a loving, appreciative smile.
"Aren't you scared that us playing together will ruin this?"
She shrugged again. "No, not really. It might get complicated, but I trust we can always talk about it or even stop playing and just be friends if necessary."
I wasn't sure I would be able to do that, at least not right now.
"I would hate that though," I said.
"Of course, I'm hot and you're a guy," she said, grinning.
As we finished cleaning up after dinner, Patty said: "Go strip Conrad. You need a shower to wash your thingy properly and I'm definitely not going to let you do that on your own."
"Yes, of course," I said and hurried towards the bedroom to take my clothes off. I would really like to take off the cage and wash myself properly, but I was most excited of Patty going to be there to watch me. Maybe she'll let me masturbate, like last time. I would really love to cum and I was hoping that after the intense day we had the last time we saw each other she would think I would deserve an orgasm.
I quickly took off my clothes and hurried towards the bathroom where I heard Patty run the shower already, my cock growing in anticipation in my cage.
I hoped Patty would take off my chastity cage for me. I'd love her to touch my cock, even if it was just for a second doing something trivial as removing my cage. But she just handed me the keys, stating: "Take it off."
I unlocked the lock and separated the cage from the ring, freeing my cock. As usual it stretched itself out by getting harder immediately. I wanted to hand the cage to Patty, but she wrinkled her nose and said: "I'm not touching that. Put it in the sink."
I let it drop in the sink and started to push my stubborn erection inwards so I could take off the ring. Once I wrestled my genitals out of it and put it in the sink, my cock stood straight up and I looked down on it for a second, enjoying the sight and feel of my hard cock being free and having room to move.
Patty chuckled at the sight of me being all happy with my erection. "What is it with boys and their penises? You see, that's why I have to supervise you when you shower. If I'd let you alone for just a minute you would be jerking off, wouldn't you, perv?"
I just grinned at her, still happy I was out of the cage.
"Don't just stand there, hop in," she said, gesturing with her head towards the shower. She tried to look serious but her eyes were twinkling.
As I stepped into the shower, Patty jumped on the washing machine and folded her legs. I was very aware she was watching me as I soaped up my body, focusing on my penis immediately. I washed my body daily, but this was the first chance I got in a while to wash my dick, so that's why I made it the center of attention for this shower.
I loved the feeling of my soapy hands gliding over my smooth skin. I washed my balls around the base, where the ring had been all the time. Next I thoroughly soaped in my penis, stroking it's shaft and head with my slippery hands.
"Stop jerking it you little pervert," Patty said. "Just wash it."
I thought she was just teasing me, but I did slow down a little while washing it.
"No Conrad," she said and sighed. "Stop what you're doing."
I stopped and looked at her puzzled.
"You're still jerking it. Just wash it."
I wasn't sure how to wash my penis without making it look like I was jerking off. So I improvised and used my first and second finger to wash the skin. That way I wasn't really moving my hand along my shaft.
"Like this?" I asked.
"Well, I guess it'll have to make do," she said. "You still seem to enjoy it a little bit too much though."
I continued washing myself, awkwardly rubbing the skin of my erect cock with my two fingers as Patty observed me.
"Why is your thingy hard Conrad?" she asked as if she was a mother asking her son why the cookie jar was open.
"I don't know," I stammered, feeling pretty awkward.
"Don't dodge the question. Why is it hard?"
"I don't know, I think it's because it's free of its cage after being locked up for so long," I stated.
"Are you turned on?"
"No, well, yeah, I guess a little," I stammered. That may have been a bit of an understatement, since I was straight out horny.
"Does washing your cock always turn you on?"
"No, not usually I guess."
"Then what's different now?" she asked.
I was feeling pleasantly uncomfortable with the third degree she gave me, like she was trying to look inside of me or making me confess something I didn't want to admit to. And she may have been on to something.
"I guess it's you watching me," I said, still washing my cock awkwardly.
"So me seeing you wash your cock turns you on?"
"Maybe. I think it's just you watching me," I stammered, "not necessarily washing my cock."
She sighed. Then she said: "Stop washing it Conrad before you wear it down. Get out of the shower and dry yourself off."
I rinsed off the soap and did as she told. As I was toweling myself down I was still very aware of her gaze resting on my naked body. It was humiliating and exhilarating at the same time to be supervised while taking a shower.
While I hung the towel on the towel rack, she jumped off the washing machine and stood across from me with her hands on her hips, looking down at my half erect penis just sticking out straight.
"You're still hard," she stated.
I felt myself blush.
"What do I need to do to make it go down?" she said and then suddenly she gave four hard slaps with her flat hand on the top of my dick, making it bounce. I pulled my hips back in surprise of the unexpected attack on my penis. "Slap it?"
As soon as I recomposed myself, my cock stood straight up, fully erect again.
Then she pulled her leg up, placing her knee against my balls. She pressed it upward pretty hard, crushing my balls, making me grunt, more in fear than in pain. Her jeans felt rough on my balls and I loved her touching me this way, although it hurt and having a knee squashing your balls is pretty scary.
"Hurt your balls maybe?" she said. "Will that make it go down?"
After making her impressive point, she put her leg down again and looked down at my cock. It was still standing straight up, pulsing with my heartbeat.
"Maybe I should just force it down," she said as she bluntly grabbed my cock and forcibly pulled it downwards towards my balls, trying to make it bend in a way a hard cock won't bend. I grunted again, although it hurt only a little and her hand holding my hard cock felt very arousing.
When she let go, it just jumped back up.
"You little pervert. You do know it's indecent to walk around with an erection when people can see it, right?" she asked. Then she looked at my face, asking: "So, what would take to make it go down?"
It took me a second to realize that she was actually asking me a question.
"I don't know. Cumming usually, or just waiting I guess," I said. "It will go down sooner or later."
"Well, I'm sure as hell not going to make you cum," she stated determinately. Then she hopped back on the washer, her legs dangling down. "So, we'll just have to wait then," she said as she looked straight at my penis as if she expected to go down immediately.
I just stood there, feeling really awkward. She succeeded well at making me feel as if my erection was offensive, but her touching it earlier, and now her staring at it like she was watching water boil, was a huge turn on for me. So, I just stood there, trying to will my erection away by thinking about anything other than the hot girl next door in her jeans and T-shirt that was eyeballing my erect cock.
We stayed like that for a minute or two maybe. It actually softened a little bit, making it point straight out. Then she said: "Go on, make it go down Conrad. I'm waiting." And that just made it stand up a straight again.
She waited another minute, then hopped off the washing machine with a deep sigh and said: "Life is short for this."
She grabbed my cock, holding it very firmly with her right hand, and said: "Come on."
She led me by my cock to the bedroom. It was very arousing to me, she had never held my cock before in any way.
She got my black wrist cuffs from the drawer and handed them to me, instructing me to put them on. As I fastened them around my wrists, she put the collar around my neck. Then she got my ball gag from the drawer and stood behind me while fastening it. Then she got a hook from the drawer and connected my wrists cuffs together behind my back.
"Come on," she said immediately, as if she was in a hurry. She hooked her index finger through the D ring of the collar and led me to the living room.
"Kneel here," she said, pointing to the spot on the floor where I previously had show her how to ride a dildo.
I carefully dropped to my knees. She tapped the inside of my knees with the nose of her shoe, indicating to spread them further, and when she was satisfied with my position she let herself drop on the couch.
"Now, I'm going to sit here and watch TV until that stubborn thingy of yours is fully limp," she said as she turned on the TV. She had that naughty twinkle in her eye again. She was loving this.
And I was loving it as well, although I truly felt a little reprimanded. I felt sexy, sitting there on my knees, my hands tied behind my back and with the rubber ball in my mouth. Luckily my cock had deflated quite a bit while walking around, but I still was pretty excited and it wasn't even close to being fully limp.
I watched her as she watched TV. She had her legs crossed, accentuating her strong thigh. I loved her jeans, they seemed to fit perfectly. She wore a gray designer T-shirt that just showed a little bit of bra strap.
She ignored me completely for a few minutes. It didn't take long before saliva accumulated in my mouth. I knew that it wouldn't take long before I would be unable to keep it from running past the ball and I would be drooling beyond my control. I was still turned on, not only by her presence but from the bondage and outfit I wore as well, but as time progressed my cock did get limp eventually.
She was still ignoring me though. I wasn't sure if I was supposed to make some sound to draw her attention or not, so I just waited patiently.
Eventually she looked at me. She smiled broadly as she got up, saying: "Oh, you finally got limp."
She squatted before me, looking me in the eye briefly with her twinkling hazelnut brown eyes. Then she looked down at my cock.
"Look at that little cock, all limp." I immediately felt blood run down to my groin again, knowing for sure it wouldn't stay like that for long. I wanted to look down as well, but there was so much spit in my mouth I knew it would just make me spill it past the ball and would be drooling all over myself, so I just kept my head up.
"Why is it crying?" she said, teasingly pouting her lips. I saw her hand move and felt her touching the tip of my penis for a second. Then she held her fingers in front of my face, glimmering with my precum.
She looked at it and wrinkled her nose as she said: "That's just disgusting." Then she smeared it across my forehead, before wiping her fingers roughly on my chest.
"Oh, and now your thingy is growing again," she said, veining disappointment. "Well, it seems we have to wait for it to go down again." I could see her pleasure at my predicament in her eyes though before she got up and sat on the couch again.
I looked down for a second to see the state of my erection and I drooled immediately. I felt a river of spit land on my chest and it slowly ran down my body, making it's way across my belly towards my groin. Why did drooling all over myself turn me on so much?, I thought as my cock reacted by getting harder again.
I just watched her watching TV again, trying to will my cock down without much success and feeling drool run from my chin occasionally. It my upper body was soaked by it by the time she looked at me again.
Finally she turned off the TV and stood up. As she stood a few feet away, looking down at me with her hands on her hips, she said: "You know, if you don't learn how to control your erections, you will always remain a little pervert."
I just looked at her, trying not to drool more than I already had.
She stared at me for a second, grinning.
"What is your favorite part of my body?" she asked.
I didn't even try to answer her.
"Do you like my tits?" she said. She bend down, holding her boobs right in front of my eyes, her hands on her T-shirt cupping her small tits. She rubbed them slowly, pushing them together as well as she could. Then she rubbed the spots where here nipples must have been with her index fingers. "Do you like my tits perv?"
My cock was growing again. I couldn't see it, but it felt like it was pretty quickly rising itself up again.
"Or is it my butt?" she asked. She stood up straight and turned around and pushed her perfect ass in her perfect jeans backwards towards me until it was just inches from my face. I could feel her body heat radiating from her butt as she moved it.
Then she stepped forward a little and squatted. Her jeans pulled tight around her ass. She rubbed her hands over her hips towards her ass. She caressed her ass, very slowly. With a very, very sexy voice she said: "Do you like my ass Conrad? I know you like to look at it. I can just feel your stares." She moved her ass up and down in a fucking motion, rolling her hips.
My cock just jumped up, filling itself with blood, stubbornly standing up straight again. Her moving like that was very, very hot and it turned me on tremendously.
Then she turned around and leaned back on her hands. She spread her legs and pushed her hips up.
"Or is it my pussy?" she said.
I just stared at her crotch. The curves of her pussy were clearly visible between those amazing, strong thighs. I suppressed a moan as another glob of drool escaped the ball in my mouth, ran down my chin and dropped down, landing straight on my erect cock.
"Is it my hot, sensitive, beautiful pussy?" she said, almost moaning, as she used two fingers and ran them across the length of her pussy towards her clit. There she held them for a second, making small, circular motions.
I thought I would go crazy. I had forgotten about my erection, or even drooling all over myself. I just saw her fingers on her pussy. She move so sensual, so sexy, I just couldn't warp my head around it.
Then she raised herself up and squatted, staring at my penis again.
"Your dicky has gotten all hard again," she said. "You are such a perv."
I instinctively looked down at my penis, drooling some more. It was hard alright, standing up straight and pulsing with my heartbeat.
She demonstratively sighed. "I really don't have time to wait again for it to go down," she said. She paused. "Maybe some edges will make it go down."



I looked at her with wide eyes, knowing that edging will definitely not make it go down in any way at all.
She got up and unhooked my wrists. Then she sat down on the couch again and said: "Go on, edge for me."
I just looked at her, feeling as if she was setting some sort of trap. The mandate to edge seemed too contradictive to what she had been aiming at all evening, so I didn't know what to do for a second.
"Go on, edge, you little pervert. I know you want to. But don't cum. If you cum you'll have to sleep with a butt plug up your ass. Go on, I want to see that edge in your eyes."
I slowly grabbed my hard cock. It was soaking wet of spit and precum. I slowly started to stroke it.
"Hurry up Conrad, I don't have all night," Patty said impatiently.
I increased my speed, feeling confident it was okay to just go for the edge. Patty just sat there watching, her eyes twinkling and a faint smile on her lips.
I quickly jerked my cock, feeling it slither through my hand. It made wet squishy noises as I jerked it. I just looked at Patty's face while jerking off. I loved her watching me. And I was afraid that if I'd look at her body I wouldn't be able to control the edge and would just go over it.
It didn't take long, maybe a minute or so, before I felt my orgasm rise. I felt my eyes glaze and I started to cum, so I quickly forced myself to let go of my cock. It felt amazing.
Patty grinned at me for a second. She waited silently for my body to relax. Then after a few seconds she said: "Again. Don't cum."
It just took a few wet, messy strokes to get to the edge. The back of my mind wanted to cum, or was maybe hoping she would let me cum eventually before locking me in my chastity cage again, but I was determined to obey her. Images of her showing off her body flashed through my mind.
When I reached the edge and let go of my throbbing cock, she just smiled at me again. She waited a while and then just said: "Edge again. Don't cum."
I edged again for her as she watched me. And then she ordered me to do it again. And again. The edges were eventually just a few seconds apart, leaving me on the verge of cumming for multiple minutes. I had never been so turned on in my life. I felt the erotic, thrilling sensation of being in a constant state of near orgasm run through my whole body. It felt amazing.
I must have edged for her about 10, maybe 12 times, before I thought I would go insane with the exhilarating feeling. And then she ordered me to let go of my 'thingy'.
She walked towards me and squatted in front of me again, looking straight into my soul, smiling her loving smile.
She sighed when she looked down at my throbbing erection. "It doesn't seems like your cock will go down any time soon," she said. "So, we can do two things. I can wait for it to go down once more so it'll fit in your cage. Or you can cum to make it go down again so it'll fit in your cage."
Please let me cum, I thought over and over again.
"But then again, why should you be rewarded for being such a perv," she said, pretending to think out loud. "I couldn't just let you cum. Or let you enjoy it anyway. So, what about we either wait or you cum, but if you cum you'll have to eat your own load."
I hated the taste of cum, but my mind was toast by now and I really, really needed to cum, so I would do it for sure if she ordered me.
"So, you decide," she said. "Do you want to cum?"
I nodded my head furiously.
"Yes? Or should we wait for your little boner to go down?" she asked.
I shook my head.
"Okay, so you really want to cum? Are you that much of a pervert, that you would rather cum and eat your own load than just wait for your cock to go down?"
I nodded again.
"Alright then," she said. "Wait here, I'll be right back."
She walked away and returned with a towel. She spread it on the floor and then she undid the buckle of the ball gag. It pulled long strands of drool with it as she took it from my mouth. I moved my jaw, it was aching from being pried open for that long.
"Lay on your back with your head on the towel," Patty instructed.
I did as I was instructed. Then she stood over me with her feet next to my head. She bend over and took hold of the back of my knees and pulled them up.
"Up," she said, "point that cock to your face."
I stretched my back, holding my hips up and leaned on my shoulders. My dripping cock was now more or less above my face. As soon as Patty found my position adequate, she squatted, still holding my legs in place. I could see her muscular thighs very well in this position, although her groin was just out of sight.
"Now, cum perv," she said. "Hurry up, cum. You'll have 60 seconds to make yourself cum."
I grabbed my aching cock and started to jerk it. The position was awkward and uncomfortable, but the view of her legs was amazing. I jerked my cock fast. In this position my balls hung down to my pumping fist and I slapped them at every stroke, just adding to my arousal.
After just 30 or 40 seconds, I could feel my orgasm approach. I looked at my swollen cockhead pointing right at my face and felt a brief hesitation, knowing that if I'd cum it would be spraying it right at my face. But I didn't care anymore. I just needed to cum.
As Patty felt my body tense, she said: "Open your mouth perv." I almost didn't register her instruction, but just in time I opened my mouth, just as I felt my orgasm explode in my lower regions. I rode the wave, loving it, and then my cum started to shoot out of my cock. It sprayed my face. Big, heavy drops of cum splattered on my cheeks, lips and mouth. I could feel it run up my nose as I tasted the distinct taste of semen. I hated the taste, but I didn't care anymore, so I came in my mouth, swallowing the stale, gooey substance.
As soon as my orgasm faded away, Patty gently let my legs down. Then she squatted next to me. She used a single finger to collect some cum that was still on my cheeks and apparently on my forehead as well, and she scooped it into my mouth. When I had dutifully swallowed it, she briefly let me suck her finger to clean it.
"Good perv," she said, smiling lovingly. She used the towel to wipe my face and my chin, collecting the remainders of cum and drool from the ball gag. Then she gently wiped my chest, that felt slippery and wet from drooling all over myself.
She handed me the towel and said: "Clean your cock."
I sat up and wiped all the wetness from my cock and balls as she went into the bathroom. I heard her run water and when she came back she handed me my freshly cleaned chastity cage.
"Here, put this on," she said.
I was to tired and satisfied to even think about objecting. I put on the ring, put the cage on and locked it. She held out her hand and I placed the keys in her open palm.
Then she looked at me and stroked my hair as she asked me: "Are you alright?"
I grinned at her sheepishly. "Yes, I am."
"Good," she said, smiling and with twinkling eyes. "I have to go. It's late. Ben is waiting for me and I've got work tomorrow."
I nodded.
She got her purse as I got up on my feet again. Then she closed in on me to kiss my cheek, as she usually did, but she changed her mind when she got close.
"I'm not kissing that cum face of yours," she said. Her tone was sweet though. "Go take another shower, you seem sticky."
I chuckled.
And then she left.
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Two days later Patty called me. She told me she had been talking to one of the Dommes on her Discord server more frequently lately and that they even had two Zoom calls. They had decided to meet in person and had agreed to meet each other for lunch in the city, next Saturday.
"If you like, you can come with me," she said. "It could be interesting to meet her."
"Won't I get in the way of you two getting to know each other and talk Domme stuff?" I wondered.
"No, I don't think so. If I feel you talk too much, I'll just put your ball gag in," she said, chuckling.
"Please don't do that in a public place," I said, half joking.
"No, of course not," she said. "Please come with me, I will go alone if you don't want to, but I'd like you to be there. And we can go shopping while we're there."
The shopping argument actually lowered the chances of me coming with her, but since she said she'd like me to tag along, I agreed.
So, that next Saturday, we went to a very busy lunchroom to meet this lady. It actually turned out to be very interesting. Her name was Sue and she was a 36 years old. As the daughter of Vietnamese immigrants, she had Asian roots, although she had grown up here. She was pretty tall for an Asian lady. As it turned out later she was a very powerful business woman and she was very wealthy, but we didn't know that at the time, and she was dressed casually when we met her that day.
During lunch she told us she'd been married since she was 20 years old, but her husband died in a jet ski accident 6 years ago. She had been single since then and she still lived in the countryside home where she used to live with her husband. She called her home 'the farm', although it wasn't actually a farm.
When her husband was still alive they had both been active in the bdsm scene. She had been sub to her husband, but always had dominant interests and after he had died, she had explored these and had developed herself into a Domme. Currently she had two live in subs, a 25 year old man and a 24 year old woman. She referred to as 'her boy' and 'her girl' or 'her kids', although the obviously were adults and not related to her at all.
Patty and Sue clearly connected well, as they engaged in conversation very easily and enthousiasticly. I sometimes felt like a fifth wheel being with them, although they didn't ignore me at all and I was there just as Conrad and not as Patty's sub. It was just so clear they liked each other and they had so much to talk about, that they mostly talked to each other and I found myself often just listening to their conversation without being really involved.
I liked Sue. She was very direct and she obviously didn't like to waste time on trivial matters. She felt really strong but very warm at the same time.
As the lunch ended and Sue had to leave for another meeting, she asked us if we would like to visit her some time to see her home and meet her 'kids' and we happily agreed. We didn't make our plans concrete yet though.
After that lunch, Patty and I went shopping. Although I didn't like to shop very much, shopping with her was usually fun. Late in the afternoon Patty texted Ben that she and I would be having an early dinner in the city and would be home around 7, so he needed to make arrangements for his own dinner.
It was great hanging out with her and aside from the meeting with Sue there was nothing kinky about it the whole afternoon. We just hung out as friends.
After dinner we headed to Patty's place. We greeted Ben, she with intimate kisses and me with a hug, and then she immediately said: "Go strip Conrad. You don't mind, do you Ben?"
"Of course not," he said, smiling genuinely. "It's fun to see you two play and besides, it gets you crazy horny, so who am I to complain?"
"Don't get your hopes up," Patty said. "My period started this morning so you'll be lucky if you even get a blowjob tonight."
Ben shrugged. "It's still fun to see you play and the hornier you get, the greater the chances of that happening," he said as he pulled Patty onto his lap.
She giggled and kissed him. In between two kisses she said: "Don't just stand there Conrad, I told you to strip!"
So I went into the hallway as I had been taught and took off all my clothes. When I returned to the living room, Ben and Patty were still exchanging little lovers kisses. I simply passed them and was about to go sit on the other couch when Patty noticed me.
"No, Conrad," she sighed using her eye rolling voice.
I stopped in my track and just looked at her puzzled, not understanding what was wrong.
"Where's your collar?" Patty said.
I felt a little reprimanded. "I... don't know," I said. I hadn't seen it in the hallway or anything. "I don't know where you keep it to be honest."
Patty got up, walked towards me and stood right in front of me. The twinkle in her eye told me she was playing, but she looked at me very seriously.
"Alright, I'll show you," she said, but instead of just walking away, she quickly grabbed me by the balls. She had to wiggle her fingers a little to get between my cage and my balls to get a good grip, but she managed to get a firm hold of my most vulnerable parts.
"Aaahhahah," I yelped. It didn't hurt, but having a girl grab you by the balls like that is pretty scary and intimidating.
Then she slowly pulled at my nuts and kept pulling until I awkwardly took a step forward. She kept pulling and grinned. "You see, if you don't wear a collar I can't guide you by your leash, so I'm forced to guide you by your balls. Now, come with me."
I heard Ben chuckle as she started to walk towards the door leading to the hallway while pulling me along by my balls. I followed, awkwardly keeping my legs spread and pelvis tilted forward, and wobbled along with her, making very sure to keep up with her. Luckily she walked very slowly.
When we finally made it to the hallway she opened the closet between the coat rack and the front door and while she held my nut sack firmly in her hand she pointed at the upper shelf where my collar and cuffs lay.
"There is your collar and cuffs," she stated clearly, as if she was teaching a little kid where his toys should be stored. "Next time put it on when you strip, so I don't have to get my hands dirty with your nut sweat," she stated as she finally let go of my balls and demonstratively wiped her hand on my naked chest while grinning playfully at me.
I heard Ben chuckle again. He was standing in the doorway, leaning against the post, watching us. It was clear he was very amused at the scene. Him looking at my humiliation embarrassed me a little though.
I took the collar out of the closet and put it on while Patty stood next to me with her arms crossed, supervising me.
"Cuffs too?" I asked her.
"Yes, cuffs too," she said as if it should have been obvious and I was just being stupid.
I put on the wrist cuffs and when I was about to start to put on my ankle cuffs, I noticed a box on the floor I could use as a foot rest. So I put my foot on it, bend forward and wrapped the cuff around my ankle.
"Hey, what's that box?" Patty asked Ben, suddenly realizing it was there.
"Oh, I forgot," he said. "That came for you this afternoon."
"Yes!" Patty exclaimed. "I know exactly what that is."
As soon as I took my foot off it, she grabbed it as if she were a kid picking up a Christmas present and hurried into the kitchen to get a knife to open it.
Ben simply moved to the kitchen doorway to lean against that door post, curious to see what she had ordered. I was just as curious, so I quickly put on the last ankle cuff and stood next to Ben as soon as I was done.
Patty was quickly opening the box, almost tearing it apart, and took out two smaller boxes. One clearly had a picture of a dildo on them. And then I realized what she had probably ordered: a strap on. I knew I had guessed correctly when I noticed a picture of a harness on the second box.
I got nervous right away. Two questions arose immediately. One was, how big was that dildo? Sooner or later it would probably end up in my ass and I was hoping it wasn't as big as the dildo the Domme wore on the video that inspired Patty to get herself a strap on. And the second, more important question was: she won't use that on me in front of Ben, right? I was just barely getting used to being naked and played with while he was there. I wasn't sure if I would be able to handle the humiliation of being fucked up my ass with him in the same room. My penis seemed to like that thought just fine though, since it immediately reacted.
Patty hurried back into the hallway on her way to the living room, almost knocking us both of our feet as she passed us, holding the harness and dildo in her hand, still wrapped in plastic. The dildo seemed to be pretty large I thought, but I only got a glimpse of it.
Ben and I followed her into the living room as if we were following a living theatre. Ben sat next to her and I was about to sit on the couch when for the second time this day Patty used her eye rolling voice to say: "No, Conrad."
I looked at her, frozen in the air with my butt just two inches above the seat, puzzled as to what I was doing wrong this time.
"Go sit on the floor," she said.
So I did.
It was fun to see Patty unwrapping her strap on set. She just looked thrilled that it came in. She quickly removed the plastic of the harness and held it in front of her, looking puzzled at the bunch of straps. She stood up and held it in front of her hips, trying to figure out the right way up for the thing. She turned it around, smiled, and then she started to strap it on over her tight jeans.
It was really sexy to see how she pulled the straps between her legs and then pull them tight as she fastened them. She squatted a little to check her ability to move and then she turned around, asking Ben to check if the straps weren't twisted or anything. Her ass looked amazing, the straps accentuated her natural curves just perfectly.
"I really hope I ordered the right size," she said as she started to remove the plastic from the dildo. "It's really hard to guess how big something actually is when looking at pictures on a website, even with the measurements there."
She held the rubber cock in front of her, holding it by it's suction cup. It was definitely bigger than the dildo I used to practice deepthroating and ass fucking on, but it didn't seem to be that huge either. I'd guess it was a pretty realistic size for a porn star maybe. And it looked very life like. It wasn't completely symmetrical and neither was it perfectly straight. It had a realistic looking cockhead on it and some blueish veins ran across the flesh colored rubber.
Patty looked happy with it's size. She stood up again, trying to connect it to the harness, but she had trouble figuring out how. Ben quickly saw how the mechanism worked and showed her.
As soon as the dildo was attached properly she grinned widely. She stuck her pelvis out and moved her hips, making the dildo wiggle in the air. She threw her hands in the air and exclaimed cheerfully: "I finally have a dick!"
We all burst out in laughter.
"Seriously though, I have been wondering what it's like to have a dick since I was 13." She looked down at it with her hands on her hips, wiggling it some more. "Turns out it's really hot to have a dick and it looks very impressive. I finally understand why you guys love it so much."
We laughed again.
"Do you like my dick Ben?" she said as she grabbed it and pushed it the direction of his face, pretending to stroke it. She lowered her voice, saying: "You want my dick? You want to suck my dick? Please, suck my dick!"
Ben laughed and pushed it away playfully. "I love how much you love your dick," he said, laughing.
Patty said, giggling: "And now I understand why guys are always begging for blowjobs."
Ben laughed and said, while looking at the dildo right in front of his face: "And I'm starting to understand why girls say no all the time. From this angle it looks way to big to fit into a mouth."
"It's not that big," Patty said, measuring it with her fingers. "I've sucked bigger. Want to try?"
"Nah," Ben said, "I don't think I will be able to handle that."
Patty shrugged. "Your loss," she said, chuckling. "I'm sure Conrad will be able to handle it, won't you perv?"
I was actually so caught up in Patty's funny show I had forgotten for a moment that I was sitting naked on the floor wearing cuffs. But now I realized again in what direction this whole thing would probably go.
I cleared my throat and said: "I don't know. It seems pretty big. I don't think I will be able to handle that."
"Of course you are," she said. "You've been practicing your deepthroats, right?"
I started to blush as she mentioned that in front of Ben. He didn't seem startled or anything though.
"Err, yeah, I have," I confessed. "But that dildo is way smaller than this one."
Patty walked towards me, holding the strap on by it's shaft.
"Are you sure? Maybe a little, but not much. Here, feel how large it is."
She held it in front of my face and I just looked at it. It was definitely larger, but not by a whole lot. It did seem too big to go down my throat though.
"Come on perv, feel it. Use your hand."
I stretched out my hand and wrapped it on the dildo's shaft. It was larger than my dildo alright. And definitely larger than my own cock, but for a big cock its girth seemed pretty realistic to me.
I let go and said: "It definitely is bigger than my dildo."
She moved a little closer. "Go on, feel it with your mouth. Let's see if it will fit. I'm sure it will."
I wasn't sure what embarrassed me more in front of Ben, the fact that I would probably end up with a strap on in my mouth or the fact that my cock was visibly straining in my cage again.
"Go on perv, open up," she said. "You know you'll love it. Open up." She tapped the rubber cockhead against my cheek. "Go on, suck it."
I took hold of the dildo's shaft and then slowly put the dildo's realistic cockhead between my lips. I slid it into my mouth carefully. I didn't mind sucking it, but I furiously was hoping Ben would have lost interest and was looking somewhere else since I felt very embarrassed.
"Yes, that's it, suck it you little pervert," she said, grinning.
And I did. I slid it deeper into my mouth, blocking out any embarrassment and pretending to suck my dildo during deepthroat practice. I let the cockhead slide down my tongue and moved slowly up and down.
"That's it," Patty said softly. "Look at me."
I looked up at her as I went down on the dildo, trying to make it look sensual to her, as if it was a real cock and I wanted to please it, as she had taught me while riding my dildo.
"That looks hot," she said, smiling down at me.
I kept sucking the dildo, using my hand to stroke its shaft as I let it slide through my mouth, trying to maintain eye contact with her.
"Go deeper," she said.
I did. I opened my throat and went down on it a little deeper on every stroke. A few moments later I gagged though.
"Keep going," Patty said. She sounded sweet, not demanding, but coaching in a respectful way.
I tried again, using all I had learned by practicing deepthroats. I put it in my mouth until I could feel the need to gag and then let it linger there, tolerating the feeling of the intruder in my mouth. Then I moved down a little more. I allowed myself to drool a little since I had found during my practices that actually helped a lot.
It must have been the shape if this cockhead maybe, but I got it deeper into my throat than I'd ever done with my own dildo. And when I backed up again, I could manage the gag reflex. For me it counted as my first successful deepthroat.
"Good perv," Patty said proudly. "Now do it again."
I tried again, sticking out my tongue a little more. I felt drool run out of my mouth, but I ignored it. I pushed it past my gag reflex again, going down on it almost all the way. I held it there for a second, now drooling profoundly. I moved up and down a little and I could hold the gag reflex down. Only when I took it out of my throat again I gagged a little, but it was manageable.
"That's it!" Patty said, grinning proudly at me. "Well done! Look Ben, perv's first deepthroat!"
I had forgotten Ben was here. He didn't say anything though, but I was conflicted between feeling really proud of deepthroating the dildo and feeling really embarrassed by Ben witnessing that milestone.
I tried to ignore my feelings and I really wanted to try again, so I stuck it back in my mouth. I concentrated hard and succeeded again.
Feeling more confident about being able to manage my gag reflex I gave the dildo a more enthusiastic blowjob. I put my hands on Patty's hips as I went down on it, bobbing my head up and down with an open throat, occasionally sliding it all the way in. And suddenly I realized the base of the dildo was really close to Patty's pussy. Her wonderful pussy. It became my goal to go deep enough to press my nose against her lower abdomen in order to get my face as close as possible to her pussy. That was a great motivator.
I felt drool running down my chin and falling on my upper legs as I deepthroated the dildo again, longer this time. I exhaled slowly with the cock in my throat so I could hold my breath longer and discovered that that's what produced the gha-gha-gha sound.
Patty had her hand resting on the top of my head, but she didn't guide me or force me down or anything. I looked up at her regularly, seeing her look down on me, her face carrying a proud, appreciative expression.
My cock was pressing my cage so hard it hurt, but I ignored it. I found that being able to deepthroat her cock made me feel really slutty and perverted and I made it my sole purpose to please Patty by taking her dick up my throat. And finally I understood what made some girls, or people actually, enthusiastic about deepthroating someone's cock.
Patty then held my head when pulling the cock out of my mouth. "You see, I told you you would be able to handle it. And that you'd love it," she said, grinning.
I grinned at her widely while trying to wipe the drool of my chin.
"Hang on," she said. "Don't move."
She walked into the hallway, leaving me alone with Ben, sitting on my knees with drool running down my body and a throbbing cock in my cage. I suddenly felt really embarrassed again. Ben was just sitting there though, smiling a little sheepishly. Then I noticed the tent in his pants and quickly looked at the floor in front of me, blushing profoundly.
Luckily Patty returned quickly, carrying a towel and some other things. She lovingly wiped my face before she squatted behind me, gathering my wrists and hooking them together. She lifted them up, pushing my torso forward and leaving me balancing on my knees.
"Crawl on your knees," she said. She steered me using my wrists, guiding me towards and then over the coffee table. She pushed my shoulders down, indicating she wanted me to rest my chest on the table.
This was an awkward position. Not only was it very submissive, lying like that on a table, my ass in the air and my wrists tied behind my back, but if I looked up I was staring right at Ben's knees. Or his crotch, depending on where I would point my eyes at. So I closed my eyes, awaiting what was going to happen while I felt my cock leak a little precum.
I heard some wet sounds behind me and then a bottle cap close shut and I knew what was coming. And indeed, a couple of seconds later, a hand spread some wetness between my ass cheeks. Then a finger concentrated on my butthole for a second. And then the head of the dildo touched my butthole. Patty applied a little pressure and I tried to relax my ass while taking a deep breath.
I moaned briefly as soon as the head of the cock slipped inside. It felt bigger than it had felt in my mouth, but I could handle it well after all the practicing I had done. Then, as it slowly penetrated me deeper and deeper and it slid alongst my prostate, I moaned again.



Very slowly, and very carefully, Patty penetrated me, deeper and deeper. I opened myself up as well as I could and pretty soon I felt the rubber balls of the toy press against my perineum. She moved out slowly again, leaving the tip in and then slowly pushed forward again, forcing it back all the way in, lubricating and stretching my ass.
I felt hands on my hip. Never had I known before how hot it felt to be held by your hips while being penetrated. Patty held me tight as she slowly started fucking me with short strokes, the dildo deep inside my ass. I could feel her hands pull me towards her as she pushed it inside of me. Her jeans bumped against my butt cheeks every time she pushed the large cock deep inside me.
"You think he's enjoying it?" she asked Ben.
I suddenly realized again Ben was watching us. And he could see the expression on my face while I had my eyes shut.
"Yeah, that's not a look of pain," he said. "That's pleasure."
I felt my face go red as a lobster. And then I forgot about that again, being consumed by the cock rubbing against my prostate. It felt absolutely amazing.
Patty sped up, making longer strokes now and driving the cock home with more conviction on each blow. Jolts of pleasure ran through my body every time the head of the cock hit my prostate on the right spot. I realized I was moaning of pleasure now. Or had I been moaning all along?
Patty tried some different rhythms and depts as she fucked me and I gave in to just enjoying it. I liked the feeling of getting fucked, but knowing it was Patty who held my hips while taking my ass made it really amazing.
"Do you like it Conrad?" Patty asked after a while.
I was a little afraid to respond.
"Are you loving it?" she asked again.
"Uh-huh," I admitted as she was pounding me more and more intensely.
"Say it," she said. "Say you love it."
I hesitated, embarrassed to say it out loud with Ben here. But I was thoroughly enjoying the cock up my ass.
Then she slapped my ass, hard. "Say it!"
"I like it," I admitted out loud as I was panting.
She slapped my ass again. "You love it, don't you little pervert? Say it."
"I love it," I confessed as my body was rocking back and forth on the coffee table with each thrust.
"Say you love being fucked by my cock."
"I love being fucked," I said.
"Louder. Say it. Admit it," Patty said. She smacked my ass again. "Lose that shame and admit it."
"I love being fucked by your cock!" I said, meaning it and getting really turned on by admitting it out loud. "I love it! Fuck me, please, I love it," I said, feeling my cock ooze precum.
"Good perv," Patty said warmly.
And then she pulled out, leaving me suddenly empty. I could feel the lube run down my balls as I was lying there, panting and incredibly horny. And used. Used so well.
"That was fun," I heard Patty say behind me. A few moments later I heard a muffled thud when she dropped the strap on on the towel.
I still had my eyes closed when she sat down next to Ben on the couch. I heard them kiss.
"I love my dick," Patty said between kisses. "It turns me on."
Then there were more kissing sounds.
"What about you honey," she said softly. "Want to have a go at him or would you like me to suck you off?"
That's when I opened my eyes and looked at them. Patty was rubbing his tent while kissing his neck.
"Err, I'd love a blowjob from you," he said.
"Alright," Patty said as she sat on her knees on the couch next to him, tying her hair into a pony tail using a hairband. "Take off your pants."
I sat up, lifting my torso from the table, and sat on my knees. I wasn't sure what to do. Should I leave or go sit somewhere else? I felt like I intruded, but they both seemed to ignore me as Ben lifted his hips and pulled his sweatpants down, revealing his cock.
I looked at it, hypnotized for a second. He was almost fully hard. His cock wasn't that long, but really thick and his cockhead was covered by his foreskin. He had a trimmed bush that ran a trail up to his belly. He grinned at Patty.
Patty just smiled, grabbed his cock and lowered her mouth on his cock and in one smooth movement swallowed it whole, just as she had done with my dildo when demonstrating how to deepthroat. Then she pulled back and started bobbing her head up and down.
It looked really weird to see her suck a cock for real. Like there was again another version of the girl next door I hadn't met before. She looked sexy though as she sucked in her cheeks before pulling his cock out briefly with an audible pop. Then she immediately went back down on it.
I didn't know if it was okay for me to look, but I really didn't care anymore. I loved watching Patty suck him off. And I loved watching his cock being sucked. It was a really nice cock to be honest. Patty put her ass in the air as she put her body into it, bobbing up and down, her hand on his leg for support. Ben just leaned his head back and closed his eyes.
It took only a couple of minutes before he softly stated: "I'm almost there Pat."
Patty paused very briefly to get up and say: "Go on, cum," before she resumed bobbing her head up and down, letting that thick cock glide in and out between her lips.
A few moments later I saw Ben's body tense before he started grunting. Patty continued to move her head until she felt him cum and then held still, her lips still wrapped around his thick shaft. I saw the base of Ben's cock pump as he shot his load into her mouth.
Patty just held really still until Ben had settled down. Then she pulled her mouth off and stood up. She hasted in my direction. And suddenly I understood why.
"Ophehm," she said, almost intelligible because of the load in her mouth, indicating that she wanted me to open my mouth.
I hesitated just for a second before I complied, holding my head back and opening my mouth.
I expected her to drop Ben's load from a distance, but she actually put her lips to mine as she let the thick, slimy substance roll into my mouth. I grimaced a second from the taste, but I still welcomed it into my mouth. For her I gladly would.
I felt her tongue briefly touch mine, the closest I ever got to a French kiss with her, and then she pulled back, leaving me with a mouthful of stale tasting cum that wasn't even mine. I quickly swallowed it, wanting to get rid of gooey substance. And as soon as it was gone I realized again that although I didn't like the taste very much, it wasn't really that bad. And it made me feel really perverted, it really turned me on.
"Thank Ben for his cum," she ordered.
I went red as a lobster. "Thanks Ben," I stammered, but I didn't look at him. I felt too embarrassed.
"You're welcome Perv," Ben said friendly.
"Good perv," Patty said. She sounded proud again. And I felt proud.
Then she unhooked the buckle holding my wrists behind my back. She squatted in front of me and looked straight into my soul with her hazelnut brow eyes.
"Are you alright?" she asked, stroking my hair briefly.
I nodded. I was. My mouth was sticky and my ass as well, but I was very much alright.
Patty leaned forward and undid the buckle of my collar. She handed me the collar and said: "Put it where it's supposed to be and get dressed."
I nodded again and got up to dress myself in the hallway.
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The next Tuesday morning, while I was at work, Patty texted me to ask me if I would like to hang out at her place that evening, since Ben would be gone all night, gaming with a friend. I happily agreed, of course.
I was loving being Patty's Perv. Even at work, sitting at my desk, surrounded by my coworkers, my chastity cage was a constant reminder of me being her sub. I looked around while sitting at my desk and saw all my coworkers go about their business. Only I knew I had a sexy secret. My cock was owned by my best friend, who was a Domme. I loved my secret, but I was glad it was a secret. I would feel totally ashamed if they knew the truth.
"Hey sweetie," Patty said as she let me in that evening, just before she kissed my cheek. Her voice sounded a little flat.
I followed her into the kitchen where she had started preparations for our meal. There was a pot of pasta on the stove and she was cutting vegetables. I took a cutting board and took a knife from the block and started to help her.
Patty seemed quiet.
"How was your day?" I asked her, looking at her while she was cutting an onion.
"Yuck, it was horrible," she said. "You know those days were everything goes wrong? Well, it was definitely one of those days. I ruined a keyboard by spilling noodles all over it and when I left work I even scratched my car in the parking garage. Hit a huge pole. I knew it was there and I could clearly see it and I still managed to scratch it. And my period is still going too." The union she was cutting slipped off the board and fell onto the floor. Patty put her hands against her temples and went: "Aaaahhhrrrggg!!!"
I smiled lovingly at her as I put the knife down. I stepped towards her and wrapped my arms around her. She put her head against my shoulder and took a deep breath while wrapping her arms around my waist.
"I'm just so sick of everything sometimes," she said while I held her. "I'm working my ass off and do most of the work around the house while Ben just sits around playing video games most of the time. I pay most of the bills and he hardly even works. And even then I have to do all of the cooking because he just can't and when I ask him, no, tell him that he won't get anything to eat unless he makes us dinner himself he just orders pizza or puts something in the microwave. I really feel like he's just a spoiled little kid sometimes and I'm sick of it."
She clearly was pretty fed up with it all and offering my opinion surely wouldn't help, so I just held her for a minute.
"You know what, why don't you just go sit down?" I said as I kissed her forehead. "I'll bring you a glass of wine and finish cooking."
"Would you?" she asked.
"Of course. I love taking care of you. You don't always have to order me to do that."
She chuckled. "As much as I hate telling Ben what to do all the time, I love ordering your ass around," she said as she let me go. Then she kissed my cheek and said: "You are the sweetest," before heading to the living room.
When I had finished cooking I took two servings on deep plates to the living room. I handed Patty a plate and sat next to her on the couch.
"Aw, thanks sweetie," she said as I handed her the plate. "I'm starving."
"Careful though, it's hot."
We watched TV together while silently eating our food.
"How was your day?" she asked me as he was halfway through her plate.
"It was alright," I said. I took another bite before I said: "I realized today at work that I love having a sexy secret."
"What's that, your cage?" she said with her mouth full.
I nodded. "Yes. And that my best friend determines what I do or don't do with my cock. All the secrets that come with being Patty's Perv, really. Doing all kinds of taboo things I love doing but of which I'd hate it if anyone would know."
Patty chuckled before she put another spoon full in her mouth. "Would it really be so bad if someone would know find out though?" she asked after swallowing her food.
"Hell yeah," I said. "I wouldn't know how to show myself at work if people knew. I'd just die of shame or something I guess."
"Why?" Patty asked, before eating her final bite of her pasta. She sure had been hungry.
That was actually a good question, I thought, since I didn't have an answer ready. So I thought about it before answering: "I don't know. I guess I'd feel like people would see me as being inferior or something. A lesser man."
Patty put her elbow on the back of the couch and leaned her head against her hand, looking at me for a moment while I finished my plate.
"Is that why you looked away from Ben when I told you to thank him for his cum the other day?" she asked.
I felt myself blush when she mentioned that moment.
"Yeah," I said softly.
She stared at me again a for a couple of moments, a loving smile playing around her lips.
"You know, I just realized something," she said. "Or you made me realize it actually. I think there is a profound difference between embarrassment and shame."
I let that sink in for a second.
Then she continued: "I love embarrassing you. I love the look in your eyes and the way it makes you blush and stammer and I know you like it too, because you always get turned on when I do that. But I don't like it when I see shame in your eyes. I really don't want you to be ashamed."
She really touched something inside of me by saying that. And it made me think.
"So, why the shame?" she asked me. "Are you really that ashamed of who you are and what you like?"
I just looked at her, feeling confused for a second, still thinking it was normal to feel ashamed of being a sub and trying coming up with an real answer, other than 'it's normal to be ashamed of being a sub', to her question.
"For instance, why do you feel ashamed towards Ben?" she asked.
"I don't know. It's like when I do those kinds of things I truly am a lesser man than he is. Like I would be truly inferior and he would know that. And that hurts."
"Are you really inferior though?" she asked.
"Well, yeah. He is handsome and well built. And I don't think he would ever lower himself to a point where he would let you fuck his ass or eat another man's cum." I left out the part where it was obvious that he is man enough to get to kiss and fuck Patty while I wasn't.
She studied my face for a moment. Then she said: "Conrad, please don't see yourself as a lesser man than he is. I love him, but he's a scared little kid in a lot of ways and so are a lot of men I know. You on the other hand are one of the bravest men I've ever met. Don't you realize how much guts a guy has to have to submit to a woman? To put on a chastity cage and give her the keys? To follow her embarrassing orders? To eat another man's cum after being fucked in the ass?"
Her saying that made a huge difference for me. Her saying that and the look of pure respect in her eyes while she said it made it very real. I believed her without a doubt and I had never realized she saw me that way. I got goosebumps as felt my heart open. And then I realized that her looking at it like that, her true and deep respect for a perverted sub like me, is what made her a real Domme. To me at least, in that moment.
I swallowed and looked at her flabbergasted for a few seconds.
"So, no more shame please," she said. "Just be proud of your strength and courage." Then she handed me her plate and said: "And now go strip and clean up, you little pervert. Mommy needs a foot rub."
I took my clothes off in the hallway and put on the Patty's Perv collar and matching cuffs. Then I quickly cleaned up the kitchen and put the dishes in the dishwasher.
When I returned to the living room I was expecting Patty with bare feet waiting for a foot rub, but she wasn't even there. A few moments later she entered. She had changed clothes from her formal looking work outfit to jeans and a loose T-shirt. Normally when she changed after work she just put on sweatpants, but this time it was immediately clear to me why she chose her tight jeans over the baggy sweatpants: from her groin protruded the dildo of the strap on. She grinned at me with her twinkling eyes when she noticed I saw it.
"Go sit over there," she said, pointing at a spot on the floor.
I got off from the couch, staring at the fully clothed girl next door with the large dick, and sat down on the floor.
"No Conrad," she said with her eye rolling voice. "On you knees."
And so I got on my knees.
Then she just stood there, about ten feet away from me, her arms crossed below her small boobs, looking at me. It took a while before she asked: "What do you see when you look at me right now?"
"Well, I see you. I see Patty, my Domme," I said. "And you're wearing your dick."
"No, I mean, what do you feel?"
I focuses my attention inward for a second before I said: "I'm nervous in a way, more excited than nervous maybe. And I feel like I want to make you happy by doing whatever you are going to tell me to do."
"And what do you feel if you look at my dick?"
I looked at it, but couldn't put words to my feelings yet.
"Do you want to suck it?" she asked.
"Yes, if you want me to, I will," I said.
"No, for now, this time at least, it's not about what I want. I want to know what you want. Do you want to suck it? Do you want to suck it just because you like it, without me ordering you? You are allowed to say no if that's the truth. Just tell the truth. I won't judge you."
I searched my feelings and found that I did want to suck it. And as soon as I acknowledged that feeling, I started blushing. I felt ashamed to want it, but I wanted it. So I said, truthfully: "Yes."
"Then ask me," she said. "Ask me if you may suck my dick."
"May I suck your dick?" I replied quickly.
"No, you may not, because I don't believe you. You can suck it if you can make me believe you really want to. I need to feel that you mean what you say."
I was about to beg for it when I realized just making begging noises wasn't going to cut it. She defied me to express my true lustful, taboo desire to suck it. So I closed my eyes for a minute, tuning into the feeling of me wanting to suck it and discarding the feelings of shame that seemed to be attached to it.
Then I opened my eyes, looked straight at her and said: "Please Patty, may I suck your dick?"
Her eyes twinkled for a second, but she still looked serious. "Nah, I'm not sure yet. Maybe. Will you put it down your throat?"
I nodded.
"I don't believe you," she said.
I closed my eyes again and tuned in on the feeling I had when I deepthroated it and how much I would like to feel that again. My cock woke up and started to grow in its cage. Then I said: "I would really like to shove that amazing big dick of yours down my throat. May I please suck your dick, Patty?"
Her face lit up. Then she said: "Yes, I would love it if you'd suck my dick."
She started walking into my direction and I thought she would come to me, but she didn't. Instead she walked to the couch and sat down on the edge of the seat and leaned back. The dildo stood up straight in the air.
"Come over here," she said. "Come here and suck my dick."
I crawled towards her on my hands and knees as I felt my cock get harder in my chastity cage. I sat down on my knees between her legs, rested my arms on her amazing thighs and licked the dildo from it's rubber balls to it's cockhead. I looked straight at her as I let my tongue make circles on the realistic head. Then, while maintaining eye contact, I let it slide into my mouth until it hit the entrance to my throat and I gagged. I didn't take it out of my mouth though. Instead I bobbed my head up and down, pleasuring the rubber toy with my tongue while I used a hand to stroke the shaft. I allowed myself to just enjoy myself, enjoy the feel of her dildo in my mouth, pretending it to be a real cock. Patty's cock.
Patty just smiled at me.
After a few minutes she asked: "Tell me the truth Conrad: do you like sucking my dick?"
I took it out of my mouth and stroked it's shaft while I said: "Yes, I love sucking your dick." Then I quickly tried to deepthroat it, but I gagged again.
"Does your cock get hard when you suck my dick?" she asked.
I paused again to answer her: "Yes, it does." I felt a little embarrassed, but not truly ashamed. "It turns really me on when I suck your dick." I grinned and then attacked the dildo again with my mouth.
She stroked my head briefly as she said appreciatively: "Now, that I do believe without a doubt. Good perv."
She let me suck her dick for a couple more minutes. My spit ran down it's shaft and was starting to drench her jeans, but she didn't seem to care and neither did I.
Then she stopped me by putting her finger under my chin and lifting my head up util I took the dildo out of my mouth and looked at her.
"Would you like to fuck it Conrad? Tell me the truth."
I blushed a little, but said: "Yes."
"Really?"
"Yes. I want to feel it in my ass," I said while looking her straight in her hazelnut brown eyes. It was the flat out truth. "Please Patty, I really want to feel it inside of me."
She smiled again and said: "I believe you. Go get the lube. It's in the drawer in the bedroom."
I hurried to get the lube and a towel. When I got back she was still leaning back on the couch with her feet on the floor.
I put a big glob of lube on the head of the dildo and spread it out along its shaft with my hand while trying to think of how to best position myself to sit on it, having never ridden a cock that was attached to a human being before in this position.
I clumsily put my knee on the seat and swung my leg over her, putting my other knee on the other side of her. Patty laid her hands on my smooth thighs. Then I lubed up my butt crack and used my hand to guide the dildo towards my butthole. I looked straight at her while pushing it against my hole, something that still felt pretty embarrassing to do with my best friend looking at me, but I felt no shame. I knew it was okay. She wanted it, I wanted it, and I knew she respected me for wanting to do it.
So, when the dildo slid into my ass, I lowered myself slowly on it, still looking at her. We connected, staring in each others eyes, while I knew my eyes would betray the kinky, horny, lustful feeling of a rather big dick penetrating my ass. I moaned softly as it passed my prostate and Patty smiled, her eyes twinkling.
I used the towel to wipe the lube of my hands and then put them on the back of the couch for support, next to Patty's head. And then I started to ride the dildo.
Soon I realized that fucking her dick in this position was really, really intimate. We looked at each other, seeing every little change of expression in each others faces and eyes. My best friend was staring straight into my soul as I felt the large cock slide in and out of me, rubbing my prostate. And that contact made it into a very erotic, exhilarating experience. Soon I got more into it, tilting my hips a little on each stroke, riding it as if it was really her cock and I wanted to pleasure it. It was a huge turn on to be so close to her, her hands on my smooth thighs which she just held there to feel the muscles work, I guessed. She had a faint smile on her face and her eyes reflected that she truly enjoyed watching me ride her dick.
"Do you like it?" she asked.
"Yes," I stated determined. "It feels great."
She briefly broke eye contact to look at my crotch. My cock was bulging in its plastic prison, oozing a river of precum onto her jeans. She collected some of it with her finger and held it in front of my mouth. I sucked it greedily into my mouth, tasting my precum and her finger. Having a finger in my mouth turned out to be a huge turn on for me and it made my cock twitch.
"You are such a perv," she said as she withdrew her finger and put her hand back on my thigh.
I grinned widely, panting from the effort and arousal.
"Do you like being a perv?" she asked.
"Yes. I love it. I love being a perv that loves your dick up his ass," I said, almost truly proud.
"Good perv," she said, grinning.
She let me ride her a couple of more minutes and then she said: "Get up. Let's switch positions."
I climbed off her, my legs shaking from not being used to using them in such a position. She instructed me to lay on my back with my ass on the edge of the seat. Then she lifted my legs and put them on her shoulders. She expertly used her upper body to push my legs and make my butt come off the seat of the couch. She guided the dildo with her hand, looking for the entrance of my ass and when she found she pushed against it. It slid in really easy now and penetrated me with one smooth move.
And then she started fucking me. Slowly at first, but when she figured out how to position her hips for the best angle she increased the speed quickly. It was awesome to feel her body move against the back of my legs and this position made me feel so slutty, so perverted.
I looked at her face as her hair bounced a little with every thrust. There was a fierce power in her eyes I had never seen from her before. It was friendly, but fierce. Lustful. Animalistic.
Soon she started pounding my ass hard and fast, fucking me really well, smashing her pelvis against my ass and sending rocking shocks through my whole body. It felt wonderful. The cock raced over the golden spot on my prostate time and time again. She was panting and I was moaning, even making muffled 'ooh's and 'aah's.
I felt the lust flow through my lower regions and then the energy seemed to gather there, making me feel as if the whole lower part opened up for that pounding cock. I loved that feeling, I had never felt it before. I closed my eyes and let myself dwell in that awesome feeling. And then, all of the sudden, a wave of pleasure flowed through my whole body, racing up my spine, and then my pelvic muscles got a will of their own, pulling and releasing. And then I realized I was cumming. I was actually cumming.
"Hey, you're cumming," Patty said surprised, looking at my caged cock oozing out it's pent up load.
I was unable to say anything as that amazing feeling still had me in it's control. I did hear myself moan a lot though.
When I came down from my orgasm and my body relaxed again, Patty pulled the dildo out of me and stood up, panting from the exertion, grinning widely.
"Well, that has never happened before," I said, grinning and looking at the puddle of cum that was slowly running down my belly and pooling in my belly button. She handed me the towel and I wiped it off.
"It seems you're a real pervert then, loving to get ass fucked so much that it made you cum," she said, smiling teasingly at me.
I looked her proudly in the eyes and said: "Yes, it seems so. Isn't it great?"
"It definitely is," she said grinning.
She let her self fall onto the couch next to me.
"Well, that was fun," she said. "I understand now why you guys love fucking so much. It's awesome to do."
I chuckled and put my head on her shoulder.
She stroked my hair, asking: "Are you alright?"
"Yes," I said. I was, although I suddenly felt a little chilly. "But I don't want to go home yet. Can I stay for a little while?"
"Sure," she said. "It's still early and Ben won't be home for a while I guess. But I would like to go and change. You got my pants all wet. On the outside and on the inside." She chuckled.
I just grinned at the hint of her arousal. "Do you mind if I put my clothes on? I'm starting to get a little cold."
"No, I don't mind," she said as she got up and went to the bedroom.
We hung out a little longer, just chatting and watching a little TV. This time she did get the foot rub she wanted. She didn't even ask for it, but I offered it to her since I wanted to make her feel better after her long day and thank her for the great, well, sex I guess. It wasn't a real sexy foot rub, just a real friendly one. And I loved touching her while we chatted, even if it was just her feet.



Patty got a text and as she was reading it, she said: "Oh, it's Sue. She's inviting us to come over next Saturday. Would you like to go?"
"Yeah, sure," I said. "It could be interesting, right?"
"Yeah, I guess. I'm curious," she said.
"Me too."
So we accepted her invitation.
When I left later that night she walked me to the front door.
"Conrad? Here, take these," she said, handing me the keys to my cage.
I looked at her puzzled.
"You need a good shower and we probably won't see each other until Saturday. Take them. Have a shower without your cage tonight. Just don't jerk off. You can put them in my mailbox tomorrow."
"Are you sure?" I asked.
"Yes. Just be honest about it if you do jerk off, I won't be too hard on you. But please don't though, I still love controlling your cock." She grinned and her eyes twinkled.
I nodded and said: "Okay, I won't jerk off. Thanks. I'll see you Saturday."
We hugged and then I left.
Later that night I enjoyed an unsupervised shower. It was wonderful. And I didn't jerk off, even though just washing my accessible penis felt great.
When I got out of the shower I left the chastity cage off, looking forward to sleeping for a whole night without my cage. But when I got into bed, it somehow didn't feel right. I felt, well, lonely maybe, as if I missed it. As if I missed Patty.
So I put it back on and wore it through the night. And the next morning I drove by Patty's place on my way to work to drop the keys in her mailbox. As I put them in, knowing I would be locked for a while again, I smiled. I loved being Patty's Perv. And I loved Patty.
**********
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**********
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The house smelled like freshly baked apple pie, I noticed immediately as soon as Sue let us in. After an almost two hour drive, which had been exhausting due to a few severe downpours, we had arrived at the fairytale like house that lay secluded behind luscious bushes and trees. The house was made of natural stone and it seemed to have two stories and a large sloped roof. There was a large field of grass with some sparce apple trees across the patio and behind the house we could see a large building that looked like a renovated barn.
"Hi, welcome to my humble home," Sue said, smiling broadly, as she let us in. She showed us the coat rack in the hallway and asked us to take off our shoes inside the house.
As we took off our shoes, we heard a cheerful "Hi!" coming from one of the open doors in the hallway. A pretty girl with blue hair and a sternum piercing smiled at us. She was wearing a large apron and was holding a stack of plates. "Would you like some tea and apple pie?" she asked.
Sue smiled. "Patty, Conrad, this is Eve."
"Hi Eve," Patty and I said at the exact same time and then we both happily accepted the offer for tea and apple pie.
Sue led the way into the living, which was modestly decorated with comfortable looking furniture and a brick fireplace. Patty and I sat down on a leather couch and Sue took a seat in a large chair that seemed to be her regular chair according to the two side tables that had stacks of books and a folded laptop on them. The room felt really homey.
Sue smiled friendly. "I'm so happy you are here. I call this little piece of paradise the Farm, although it isn't a real farm of course," she said. "I'll show you around later if you like."
"Yes, we'd love that," Patty replied.
I looked around the room. There was a large picture on the mantlepiece of a handsome man in tuxedo with his arm wrapped over the shoulder of a younger looking Sue. I assumed the man was Sue's late husband.
Eve came in, holding a large tray with the promised tea and pie. She had taken off her apron. She was pretty short and skinny and she was dressed like a goth teen, wearing fishnet stockings below baggy black shorts and a black halter shirt with a Metallica logo on it. Her blue eyes had a cheerful and bright look to them. Although we knew she was 24 years old, her posture and dress made her look like a teen and she looked a little out of place in the rustic atmosphere of the house.
"I hope you like the pie," Eve said as she was serving it out. "I had to hurry baking it, since I didn't have too much time this morning, but I think it turned out well. I used our own apples for it."
"Thanks," I said politely as she handed me a plate with a large piece of the pie that still seemed to be warm.
"Thank you Eve," Sue said. "Have you seen Rick?"
"I think he's finishing up work in the garden," Eve replied. "Should I go get him?"
"No, that's alright, he'll find his way home," Sue said, chuckling softly.
Eve left for the kitchen again. As soon as the door closed behind her, Patty asked: "So, is she one of your subs?"
"Yes, she is," Sue said. "Although if you say it like that it doesn't really cover the nature of our relationship. She's like the daughter I never had. I met her when she was just 16, exploring the scene on her own. I thought she was a little too young and fragile to be throwing herself into the arms of hungry Doms and Dommes, so I kept an eye on her. About a year later her very religious parents kicked her out on the streets when she had her nose pierced, so I offered her a place to stay. And she's still here. I love her dearly, but to answer your question, yes, she is a sub and she's in my care.
And so is Rick," she continued. "I met him three years ago while he was in a really bad place. He was borderline homeless and doing way too much drugs to be able to make his way into life on his own, and since I liked him a lot, not just as a sub, but as the wonderful, bright person he is, I took him under my care as well.
They both work the Farm for me, although they're not obligated to do so. They're free people and can stay or leave as they see fit. But I am happy they take care of this place, since I travel a lot for work and even if I'm here, there is way too much work to be done by myself. So they help out and to thank them for the work they do I let them live here for free and I pay for any education they want. And with success. Eve has a PhD in astrophysics and Rick is a trained medical nurse."
Sue's look of appreciation and pride as she talked about her subs, or friends maybe, was endearing and it made me appreciate this women a lot. She seemed very genuine in her love for Eve and Rick.
"Interesting," Patty replied. "And, if I may ask, do you guys play?"
"Of course you may ask," Sue said, smiling. "Yes, we do, although not all the time of course, that would be really tiresome." She chuckled.
"And if you live here together, are you some kind of couple?" Patty asked, still really curious about their mutual relations.
"Well, we do live in this house together, but we're not some kind of threesome couple," Sue explained. "Rick and Eve have the whole second floor to themselves, having their own rooms there with a separate living room and a small kitchen. I don't even go there usually, it's their domain. And I have a few rooms in a separate wing on the first floor that make up my own personal quarters where they usually don't go. But we do live together, we eat together most of the time and we do things together. So it really is more like we are a family."
We heard movement in the hallway and a second later a handsome guy with dark features came in, wearing blue coveralls with black stains on the knees from kneeling in the soil. He looked to be of Persian descent maybe, having black hair and caramel colored skin, but what stook out most was his smile, cheerful eyes and his charisma. He was one of those people you can feel entering a room.
"Rick, you know better. No coveralls in the house," Sue said as she smiled at him.
"Of course," he said. "I'll go change in a second, I just wanted to greet our guests first." He walked right up to Patty and in a very theatrical way he took her hand, made a bow and gently kissed the back of her hand, saying: "Hello fair Lady, my name is Rick."
"Oh, I like him," Patty said giggly. "Hi, I'm Patty." I could see her attraction to him in her eyes and his greeting genuinely amused her.
Then he stepped towards me and politely shook my hand. "Hello Sir, it's a pleasure to meet you."
I chuckled while smiling at his fun loving eyes. "I'm Conrad, but in no means a Sir," I said, grinning.
"To me, everyone is a Sir or a Lady," he said jokingly. "But now, if you'll excuse me, I have to go change before Lady Sue here has a rolling fit over my outfit."
Sue laughed and Patty plain out stared at him as he left the room again.
"Well, he's definitely cute," Patty stated dryly. She looked as if she would break into sweat and it made me laugh.
After Rick left, Sue gave us a brief tour of the house. There wasn't much to see in the house itself for us guests since the whole second floor was off limits because Rick and Eve lived there and half of the first floor was Sue's personal domain, leaving just the living, a small dining room and a large rural kitchen for us to see.
There still was enough to see though, we realized when Sue led us outside and took us to the barn.
We were about to enter through a small door when I noticed a wooden sign above it, stating "John's Soul". When I asked about it, Sue told us her late husband John started rebuilding and remodeling the old barn when they moved here. They had bought the property mostly because of the barn being on it. After he died, Sue finished the work he started. She pointed out a similar sign above the entrance of the house that read "John's Heart".
"This Farm was his heart and soul," Sue said with sad, loving eyes. "So I wanted to remember him and thank him for it, that's why I chose the names."
We could feel her grief for a minute and just waited silently for a few seconds. The signs really made an impression on me, as well as Sue's love for her late husband.
We entered the barn into a small hallway with a couple of doors that lead to toilets, judging by the men and women signs on them. Then we entered the main room through another small door.
The room was huge. An amazing looking oak floor stretched out over the whole surface of the room. It had a fairly high but flat beamed ceiling that made me think there was an upper floor in this large barn as well.
There were two sitting areas with large, leather couches and chairs, one with a huge fireplace that was big enough to roast a whole boar in it, and the other one with the biggest flatscreen I've ever seen. The walls had dark wooden paneling on them and several bookcases and glass displays with art and bdsm gear gave the whole room a very well decorated feel. There was an oak bar and an open area that could have been a dance floor, were it not for the bondage table, Andreas cross, bondage rack and various other bdsm furniture standing there. There were winches on the ceiling and large, oak cabinets that probably had all sorts of gear in them.
"Wow," Patty stated as she looked around the room. She seemed to be speechless.
I looked around the room with eyes like saucers. It was beautiful and grand, without giving up on the safe and warm atmosphere. It had a great feel to it. It was clear no expenses had been spared in building and decorating this room.
"Oh my god, this room is amazing," I stammered, still looking around, taking it all in.
"Yes, it's nice, isn't it?" Sue said, smiling dreamingly.
Patty and I slowly walked further into the room, looking around in awe.
"I use it mostly for play parties," Sue said. "Sometimes for classes. Nothing commercial though, it's not a club, it's just my private little play area."
"It's awesome," Patty stammered.
"Come, there is more," Sue said and she led us across the room to a door. Behind it there was a long, straight corridor with several doors on each side. She opened a door to a room on the left.
This room startled me a little. It was a completely tiled room with a genealogists chair in it that had huge brown leather straps on it. There were bags hanging on poles and shelfs with all kinds of scary looking, torturous tools. This room was not set up for beginners in bdsm, that was for sure. There was an open shower in a corner, and an open toilet and bidet. In a corner there were two large cages, one looking like a big dog bench and one sized like a person could stand up straight in it. The whole room looked like some kind of torturous medical room in an old asylum or something. It was very eerie in a very kinky way.
The next room Sue showed us had a medieval theme. It had two cells with iron bars, a huge wooden desk and wooden bdsm furniture. I saw a pillory, a T-cross, some sort of rack and a wooden horse. Sue let us look around and waited patiently for us to take it all in.
"I have two more rooms that aren't quite finished yet," she said. "I like changing their themes every now and then so usually one or two rooms are under construction."
We followed her back to the corridor.
"This is the sub room," Sue said as she opened the door to the next room. It looked like a sitting room with simple furniture. It had a little kitchenette with a large fridge and a winding iron stairway leading upstairs.
"Those rooms are all full of clothing," Sue said, gesturing to three other doors in the corridor. Then she briefly showed us a small commercial kitchen before leading us up a staircase.
"I have room for about 25 guests here," she said. "The rooms are basically all the same, so I'll just show you one."
The room she showed us was fairly big, about the size of a large hotel room. The sloped ceiling had a dormer window in it. It had it's own bathroom with a tub, a small table with two nice chairs, a sofa and a huge canopy bed with massive wooden pillars that had steel rings on them. There was another human cage in the corner.
"This one has a cage in it, but every room is equipped with different bdsm furniture," Sue explained.
Next, she showed us a sparsely decorated room with 4 bunkbeds. It had a winding stairway running down and a door leading to a large bathroom with enclosed toilets and open showers.
"This is the sub dormitory, it's connected to the sub room downstairs," Sue said, concluding the tour of the upper floor of the barn.
As she led us back down again, using yet another staircase this time, I realized this whole barn was just one very exclusive, big, kinky sex hotel. I had never seen anything like that in my whole life. I always thought sex clubs would be something sleezy but this barn was so high end and classy it changed that whole perspective.
"What kind of people come here?" I asked, still a little flabbergasted by what I was seeing.
"Mostly just friends," Sue said. "It may look large and grand, but to me it's still part of my home. It's sacred to me, it's John's Soul. So I don't just invite anyone here to play, unless I know them or people I really trust know them well."
"I feel truly honored that you're showing it to us," Patty said, sounding very sincere.
"Well, we chatted a lot and I have met the two of you. You two seem to be taking your first steps into the world of bdsm and kink and I like to support people that are starting out a little. Kink is fun, but it can be scary, or even downright dangerous if you hang out with the wrong people. So I guess that's why I invited you, so you can have a look around and we all can get to know each other better, so you will have a place to turn if you run into any kind of trouble."
I felt really impressed with this lady and her little kinky kingdom. And I felt flattered that she wanted to keep an eye on us and keep us safe.
"You said you teach classes, right?" I asked her.
"Yes, sometimes I do, but lately I hardly have the time for that," Sue said. "Work has been really busy and I've been abroad a lot, but when I have the time I like organizing different kind of RACK workshops."
"What kind of work do you do?" Patty asked.
"I'm in international real estate, mostly commercial buildings for large internationals and hotels. Sometimes houses for the rich."
I suddenly understood how she could afford all of this.
"What is RACK?" I asked, still curious about her workshops.
"Risk-Aware and Consensual Kink," she said. Then she glanced at us, raising an eyebrow. "If you guys don't know about that, you should really look it up."
"We certainly will," Patty said as we exited the barn.
When we entered the house again, Sue stuck her head into the kitchen and asked Eve: "Can you serve lunch in 30 minutes?"
"Yes, of course," Eve responded.
"And can you check with Rick if the two of you would mind wearing sexy formal wear?"
"Sure, I'm okay with it and I guess he will be too, but I'll check. We'll need 15 minutes extra though. Anything special?"
"No, you guys choose," Sue replied, "but make it match a little, okay? We'll be ready for lunch in 45 minutes then."
We sat in the living room and chatted. Sue told us some more about her husband and showed us the picture on the mantlepiece of them.
Then Patty and I told her a little about how we became friends and how ended up playing together. Patty's eyes twinkled as she told Sue about how she ordered a hand made cuff set with a collar that had Patty's Perv on it and showed Sue the picture she took of me after collaring me.
"Patty's Perv?" Sue asked, smiling. "That has a nice ring to it. How did you come up with that?"
"Well, I call him Perv a lot. It started out because at first I truly thought he was a little perverted for liking the things he sometimes told me about. But by playing with him and seeing him do things and seeing how he reacted, I came to see those things were actually very sexy, brave and cool. And pretty hot too. It changed my views completely. And now I'm basically a bit of a perv myself." She chuckled and then turned to me. While grinning and waving her finger at me, she said very clearly: "And you just forget that I said that! And don't you dare call me a perv, alright? I am Patty and you are the Perv, understood?"
I suppressed a laugh and said: "Yes Patty."
Sue chuckled.
"Or maybe I should call you Pervy Patty, so I can be Pervy Patty's Perv."
Sue and Patty burst into laughter. And just then a little bell rang.
"Oh, that's the kids indicating they're ready to serve us lunch," Sue said. "So, would you please join me?"
We got up and followed her to the small dining room. It had large windows facing a very large oak tree.
"I usually don't do things this formal," Sue explained as we sat down at a nicely set table, "but with you guys visiting me I thought it would be fun to add a little spice to our lunch."
And right then Eve walked in, carrying two bowls of soup. My jaw dropped when I saw her. She was wearing a black latex bustier that supported, but not covered, her B size boobs. I saw them move as she walked towards us. She had pretty rings through her light colored, puffy nipples. When my eyes traced down her body, I saw she had on black latex garter belts without any stockings. Instead she wore thigh high latex boots. She wasn't wearing any underwear. Her smooth pussy was right there. I could even see a little bit of the ring of her clit piercing. I wasn't used at seeing naked girls for real at all and I almost dropped off my chair.
Eve looked amazing. She smiled, probably at my dumbfounded facial expression, and walked straight up to me, looking me straight in the eyes with her piercing blue eyes. She stopped right next to me, bend down a little and put a hot bowl of soup on the table in front of me. I could feel her warmth and smell her scent as she stood next to me and my heart went in overdrive while my cock grew in my cage.
Eve winked at me and then put the other bowl in front of Sue, who said: "Thank you dear. You look nice."
I looked up at Patty and noticed she had a similar look on her face as I just had. She was looking in the direction of the kitchen. I followed her gaze and saw Rick come in. He wore a black latex bow tie and he was shirtless, showing his broad, muscular and smooth chest. He wore black latex decorative cuffs around his wrists and ankles and had on a black latex boxer with a big bulge.
I looked at Patty again. It was funny to see the expression of awe on her face and it made me chuckle softly. She was actually blushing a little when she watched Rick walk towards her and put her bowl of soup in front of her.
Sue was grinning widely as she was genuinely amused by our reactions to her subs wearing 'sexy formal wear'.
Eve and Rick walked back to the kitchen door, but instead of going through it, as I was expecting, they knelt next to it, taking on what I now know to be the tower pose. They both looked amazing, and they really came across as if they really knew what they were doing. As if they were trained.
"Bon appétit," Sue said. I quickly returned my attention to the table and tasted the soup. It was really wonderful. Sue told us that almost all of their vegetables came from their own vegetable garden, that was mostly maintained by Rick.
"So, what kind of play are you two into?" Sue asked as we ate our soup.
"Well, mostly I like to boss him around a little," Patty answered. "He wears a chastity cage and I keep the keys to it. I love controlling him by his cage and not letting him even shower without it unless I supervise him. And I like to humiliate him, I guess. Lately I've been teaching him to eat cum and he really thinks that's gross. Also, we recently tried using a strap on on him. I love that strap on and fucking him makes me feel powerful." We smiled at each other and I guess we both thought about our most recent pegging that made me cum.



"Interesting," Sue said, smiling. "And what about you Conrad, what do you like? What are your kinks?"
I felt confused a little for a second, both by this powerful and experienced Domme asking me what I like and also by not having a clear answer.
"Well, I like pleasing Patty I guess," I said while trying to come up with a good answer to the question about what my kinks are. "I do like it that she owns my cock, and that she in a way even owns me by making me Patty's Perv."
Sue listened carefully to what I was saying and nodded briefly. "So, are you a sub or a slave?" she asked.
"I'm not sure," I stammered, feeling a little awkward at my own inexperience. "I'm not sure what the difference is to be honest."
Sue smiled. "Well, a slave gives up everything he is, or was maybe, to be completely owned. It's an living object without identity, opinions and thoughts of it's own. And most importantly, no rights at all. While a sub is a real person with feelings and needs and all that comes with it, choosing to submit to someone on his own terms, usually for the duration of play, to return to be himself after that."
I let that sink in for a second.
"So, are you a mindless object or a person with feelings needs?" she asked me, to clarify her question.
"In that case, I'm definitely a sub," I answered, glad she helped me to come up with a true answer to a question I really understood.
Patty just silently ate her soup, following our conversation.
"Good," Sue said, smiling a little motherly at me. "So, what are your kinks and what are your needs?"
I thought about it for a second and then decided on the only truthful answer I could come up with: "I don't really know to be honest."
Sue looked at me with that motherly look again before she asked: "Did you like it when Patty fucked you with a strap on?"
"Yes, I did," I said. And after I said it, I noticed I wasn't ashamed of my answer.
"And do you like it when she teaches you to eat cum?"
I looked at Patty for a second. I loved that this Domme was actually helping me to figure myself out, but I was really scared that me answering her questions truthfully would cause problems between me and Patty.
"I don't know," I said.
"Feel for a second Conrad, did you like it?" Sue asked directly.
"No, not too much, although I do like pleasing her by doing it."
"I see," Sue said and then quickly fired another question: "Do you like to wear a chastity cage while Patty has the keys to it?"
"Yes, that I do like very much," I said, relieved my answer would please Patty.
Sue smiled briefly while taking time to eat another spoonful of soup. Then she asked me: "Are your sexual needs met?"
I was puzzled for a second. Wasn't the purpose of wearing a cage not to have your sexual needs suppressed? "Yes, I guess. She sometimes lets me jerk off and cum while she watches or instructs me, so yes, I think so."
"I see," Sue said again. The next question was: "Do you feel loved and cared for by Patty after you play?"
Again, I was puzzled. I knew I was in love after play, but the question was if I felt loved by Patty after we played. And, to be honest, I often felt used and discarded after we played, although I always tried to ignore those feelings. I always thought that it was supposed to feel like that. That it was my place to feel like that. But this question suggested it wasn't.
Sue noticed my expression and since I stayed silent a little too long, she asked me, very warmly: "Conrad, do you feel loved or used after you have played?"
"Sometimes I do feel used or discarded," I stammered. "But mostly I don't mind. I would gladly suffer such feelings for Patty. I love being Patty's Perv."
"I see," Sue said. She looked very motherly at me again for a moment and then she turned to Patty, saying: "My dear, you two have a major problem."
Patty looked startled. Then I saw her jaw clench and I knew she wasn't just startled. She was getting angry.
Sue studied her for a second and then said: "I like the two of you and you obviously like each other. But if you continue on this track, people are going to get hurt. Badly. It will tear your friendship apart and it will leave both of you broken hearted."
Patty still sat there, silent. I knew her well enough to know she didn't cope well with being corrected or even people second guessing her. I feared for a second this whole visit to this wonderful place would turn out to be a disaster.
Then Sue continued: "But don't worry, I can help you fix it. I know Conrad wants to, but it all depends on you Patty. Would you allow me to mentor you, to teach you and guide you, so the two of you can build a dynamic that will continue to work in the long run and make both of you thrive?" Sue asked. Her voice was really warm and loving.
Patty seemed to calm down a little and then she looked at Sue. "I'm not sure what I'm doing wrong," she said.
"You're not doing anything wrong dear," Sue said. "You just don't know yet how to do it right. And neither does Conrad."
Patty just looked at her. I held my breath, not sure if Patty would get up and storm out in rage or if she would start crying. She looked to be pretty upset.
It took a while, but eventually she sighed, visibly relaxing. "Yes," she said softly. "I want to learn."
"Then ask me for my guidance," Sue said like a teacher telling a student to ask for help when running into trouble.
Patty looked at her and said: "I still don't understand what's wrong, but if you say something is going wrong, I trust your opinion. So, would you mentor me?"
"Yes, I would love that," Sue said, smiling motherly. "And I'll tell you what I see going wrong in a minute, but first, let's have the main course served."
When Eve and Rick suddenly stood up in reaction to that hidden cue, I realized I had totally forgotten they were even here. I looked at them in awe as they cleaned the table and served an amazing salad and sandwiches.
"So, the problem I see is that you, my dear Patty, have no idea of what your sub really likes and what he needs," Sue said as we resumed eating lunch. "And it's really important that you know such things as his Domme. He needs to be happy and if he's not and he doesn't tell you, your friendship will break sooner or later."
Patty thought about it, still feeling a little annoyed or reprimanded as far as I could tell.
"But we went to Maggie the other day and she said it was okay to do whatever I wanted and as long as he didn't use his safe word it would be fine and he would like it," she said in a concealed protest.
"Hmm, I suppose that's true in a certain context," Sue said. "You know, I've known Maggie for 15 years and I have the utmost respect for her. She knows almost every technique you can think of. But she is a commercial Domme. Her clients pay her for an hour or so of kinky bliss and then they move on. And if they ever get sick and tired of Maggie's way of doing things they just don't come back. But being involved with someone you like of even love in a long term D/s dynamic is a very different cup of tea."
That really made sense to me. I was listening to her with my full attention and even Patty seemed to open up a little again.
"So for starters, you both need to learn some things that may be a little difficult for you at first," Sue continued. "Conrad, you need to get real and learn to be honest about what you like, don't like and, most importantly, about what you truly need." She paused for a second. "Look at my subs. Do you think they are happy here?"
I looked at Eve and Rick, sitting there looking pretty. They looked pretty happy and they wouldn't have still been here with Sue after all those years if they weren't, so I answered: "Yes, I do."
"That's because if they like something, they tell me. If the don't like something, they tell me. If they need something, they tell me. I can't help them if I don't know what they need. Do you understand?"
I nodded. Sue was crystal clear. I had a thousand questions on how I could do that, but she was crystal clear and she made absolute sense.
"And Patty, you need to learn to really listen to what he tells you and incorporate it into your lives or your play, so he actually gets what he needs."
"But isn't it his job to please me and not the other way around?" Patty asked. She still seemed to be a little aggrieved.
"It's not necessarily about pleasing, but about what he needs as a human being. He may be a sub, but he has feelings and emotions, just like every other man. He can only please you if he is happy, otherwise he'll just keep pleasing you until he runs out of energy and perishes. And it that happens, things will turn very ugly for the both of you. So you really need to start paying attention to him as a person, as a man, and figure out what he needs and how you are going to make sure he gets what he needs. Being a Domme is a lot more complicated than just letting someone please you and then going about your own business again. It's a lot more work than that. I need you to understand that it takes work to have a sub."
Patty thought about that and so did I. Patty wasn't always the caring type. This was going to be hard for her, but then again, figuring out what I needed and saying it out loud wasn't going to be easy for me as well.
"So I want to ask you both: do you love your play and each other enough to commit to putting in some effort to make it work?" Sue asked.
I looked at Patty. For me it wasn't even a question, so I stated: "Yes, definitely."
Patty looked a little bit more hesitant. Then I thought back on her annoyance of having to put work into her relationship with Ben, or with his predecessors for that matter, and I suddenly felt a real fear that Patty didn't want to put any work into our dynamic at all. For a moment I really thought our little sexy fun would end here and it made my throat clench and my stomach tighten.
"Yes, I am," she said after long and careful deliberations. "I am committed and he actually deserves some more attention from me I suppose. I'm just not sure on how to do it though."
I smiled at Patty, feeling my love for her. It was wonderful to hear her say out loud that I was worth her attention.
Sue smiled and said: "Don't worry, I'll teach you. And I'll try to make it a little fun too, so how about we go to the barn after lunch for your first private lesson in communicating truthfully with each other?"
I grinned. I would love to discover all the kinky possibilities that amazing barn has to offer and Sue seemed to really know what she was talking about. Luckily Patty agreed immediately as well with a wide grin on her face.
As we walked towards the barn I felt really excited. I was looking forward to learning new things together with Patty. I hoped it would make play even more fun, but most of all, I hoped our bond would increase even more.
"Are you okay?" I asked Patty softly during the very short walk. I was worried, she did seem to have had some kind of inner conflict when Sue made clear we needed changes in our dynamic and I really wanted to know if she was alright.
"Yes," she said, moving a little closer to me. "I just wasn't really prepared to being mentored, but she did make a good point and I'm very eager to learn, so yes, I'm alright."
I briefly wrapped my arm around her shoulder before we reached the small door and entered John's Soul.
Just before we left the house, Sue had asked Rick if he minded to do the cleanup and handle the work in the kitchen, so Eve could support her in the barn. So, seconds after we entered and walked into the main room, the almost naked girl with the blue hair entered. She turned on some lights and then quickly moved to the PA system behind the bar to put on some soft, relaxing music.
Sue sat down on one of the couches in the seating area with the huge fireplace and Patty and I sat across from her on another couch.
"So, my goal for this afternoon is to help you communicate in a truthful way about your feelings, likes, dislikes, wants and needs," she started. "To do this, I want to introduce a communication method I call 'sharing', and I'll explain briefly how that works.
Sharing is based on sharing information about yourself while the other person is not allowed to react to it, except maybe by saying 'thank you for sharing'. For example, if I ask Conrad: 'what do you want?' and he replies with 'I want Patty to stick a finger up my nose,' all Patty needs to do is take note of the information he is giving about himself and reply with 'thank you for sharing'. And then it's up to her what she does with that information without any obligation. By removing the need we usually feel to agree, disagree, react or, most importantly, to comply to what has been said, it becomes way easier to express inner feelings without feeling we are burdening the other with them. Does that make any sense to you?"
Patty and I both indicated we thought it made sense. I actually thought it was brilliant. I knew I often kept my mouth shut about my feelings and needs for this exact reason. I didn't want to tell Patty what she needed to do, but my way of coping with that was by saying nothing at all and this method could really help me open up more.
"Good," Sue said. "I think you two really need to get brutally honest with each other, so I would like to ask you to have regular sharing sessions together in which you, in turns, state something you want the other to know about without the obligation to comply to each others wishes."
"We certainly will," Patty said.
"Great," Sue said. "You can have those together later. This afternoon I would like to see how you play together. I won't be engaging in play of course, but I would like to give some guidance and pointers and of course help you out with any tools and gear you'd like to use. And I might occasionally ask you to share something in order to demonstrate sharing. Would that be alright with the both of you?"
"Yes, of course," Patty said.
"Is it okay for you too Conrad?" Sue asked me, looking at me. "Do you feel comfortable playing here?"
I was a little puzzled why she asked me, since Patty already said it would be alright and I was committed to doing whatever Patty asked of me, but I did like it that she specifically asked me about my opinion, so I happily replied with: "Yes, thank you for asking."
Sue just smiled motherly at me for a second. Then she said: "Well, let's play then. Patty, please feel free to take control of your sub and let's get started."
Patty smiled, her eyes twinkling as she looked at me and said: "Well perv, you heard the lady. Go strip."
My cock stirred immediately when she said the word 'strip'. I got up and looked around for a place to strip.
Patty noticed and said: "Use the hallway."
I chuckled and hurried to the hallway to take off my clothes. I was really excited as I was undressing, and very curious on what Patty had in store for me. I also was excited and curious about playing here, in this wonderful barn, with all it's toys.
When I got back into the main room, butt naked, wearing nothing but the plastic cage that housed my slightly growing cock, I held my hands in front of my cage. I wasn't ashamed and I felt safe here with Patty and Sue, but it still felt weird to walk into a room naked.
As I approached the seating at the fireplace, I briefly glanced at Eve. She was sitting on a barstool at the bar, about 15 feet away, and was watching what was going on without interfering. I liked seeing another almost naked sub here, it made me feel less alone and more at ease somehow, and I liked the look in her piercing blue eyes as she smiled at me.
"We really should have brought your cuff set," Patty said. "Without them you look even more naked than usual."
"Do you always have him wear cuffs?" Sue asked. "Never anything else kinky? We have enough clothes in the back, we could see if there's anything that might suit him."
"No thanks," Patty said, "I like it when he's naked and wearing his cage. I like seeing his cock being all locked up and knowing I have the key and besides, him running around naked gives me a powerful feeling I really like. But maybe we should get some cuffs on him if you have some? I like the looks of cuffs and they may come in handy later, should I wish to tie him to something."
"Eve, could you go see if we have some cuffs for him?" Sue asked the blue haired sub. Eve nodded and went towards the door leading to the long corridor with all the rooms.
"And what about you?" Sue asked Patty. "Do you normally dress in your every day outfit when you guys play?"
"Yes, I do," Patty said.
"What about you Conrad, do you like the way Patty looks?" Sue asked me.
"Yes, I do. I love those jeans," I said truthfully. Patty smiled at me as I said it.
"I see," Sue said. "And she is pretty indeed and dresses well, but what about what you like? Please share want you would want Patty to look like when you guys play."
She had me there. I was so not used to stating my own opinion, or wants as Sue called it, I really had to think about it. Would I want her to be naked? Or dressed in something kinky? I really couldn't tell, but then I realized I did want to see more of her than just her jeans and shirt. She didn't have to be naked, that would be a little too much for our usual dynamic, but I did want to see more of her.
I was really afraid that if I stated my opinion Patty would take offence. Or even that she would feel like our friendship wasn't working out. I honestly feared losing her if I said what I wanted out loud, but I had committed to be mentored and to improve our dynamic. I had to say it. So, I collected my courage and said: "I would like her to dress sexy and maybe show some more skin than she usually does."
My heart was racing to be saying that out loud.
"Oh no, I'm not going to give you the pleasure of seeing me naked," Patty stated determined, crossing her arms.
My toes curled. She reacted exactly as I thought she would and I was really glad Sue was here with us.
"Hang on," Sue said, raising a hand. "Before we talk about that, please just acknowledge first he just shared something truthfully, from the heart. Some information about himself, not about you."
"Oh yes," Patty said. "Thank you for sharing," she added a bit robotically.
Sue looked at her for a second. "You seem a little defensive," she said with a warm voice.
"Yeah, it's just, I really don't like guys telling me what to do, especially if they just want to get me out off my clothes or into their beds," she said, a little annoyed.
"But he didn't tell you what to do, now did he?" Sue said. "He just told you something about what he was feeling. He never asked you to do anything."
Patty just looked at her. She looked a little puzzled.
"Look at him," Sue said softly. Patty looked at me, still having her arms crossed. "Look into his eyes. Is that just some horny guy telling you to get naked? Or is it a dear friend that a few moments ago took off all of his clothes without batting an eyelash because you told him to and who simply states he would like it if you dress sexy, without telling you to actually do it?"
Patty looked into my eyes and blinked her eyes as Sue spoke. After a few seconds she visibly relaxed. And as she relaxed, I relaxed. I was really relieved Sue had saved the situation.
Patty and I both smiled at each other and connected again as the friends we were.
Sue noticed her expression change and asked her: "You see, you are still in control of yourself and the whole situation. Now, would you please share what your want is with regards to your clothing when you play together?"
Patty thought about it for a second, then said: "I do want to have some clothes on, but I guess I do want him to see a little more of me then I usually show. And most of all, I would like to feel a little more sexy when we play." She smiled as if she was relieved to be able to drop her defenses and speak her true mind.



Sue noticed her smile and grinned briefly. "So, would you like to see if we've got something in the back that you would like to wear?"
"Yes, I think I would actually like that," Patty said, grinning girlishly.
"Come then, I'll go with you," Sue said.
They walked towards the corridor and it was only then that I realized Eve had come back. She was sitting at the bar, holding a set of cuffs in both hands. As soon as Patty and Sue went through the door, she got up and walked towards me.
I realized Eve and I were all alone now. All of the sudden I was awkwardly aware of my nakedness and my chastity cage as the pretty girl, dressed in her latex brasier, stockings and boots, sat down next to me on the couch.
"Hi," I said softy, feeling really shy.
She smiled at me. "You're cute when you're shy," she said. She seemed to be feeling completely at ease with both our lack of clothes. "Come, let me help you with these."
I gave her an arm and she started to buckle on a heavy leather wrist cuff. As her arms moved her tits shook a little and I briefly stared at them, but I didn't want to make her feel like a lust object too much, so I looked back at her face as I wondered why her nudity made me feel so nervous.
As she was buckling on the other wrist cuff, she said: "You know, it took me a lot of work to get into this outfit with the sole purpose of showing off my outfit and my body. I don't mind at all if you just look at me." She looked in my eyes for a second as I felt my cock get hard in its cage.
I swallowed nervously, but I did look at her tits again as she squatted in front of me to put on a cuff on my ankle. I had seen pierced nipples on girls in porn of course, but never on a real girl with real boobs. Then my gaze slid down to her pussy between her squatting legs. When she looked up briefly before she put the other cuff on me, she smiled at me and I felt myself blush, not just because she was naked and very pretty, but because my cock was getting so hard it was visibly struggling with my cage.
When she was done with my ankles she got up, leaned forward and put the leather collar around my neck. She leaned in to look at my neck as she fastened the strap and I could feel her blue hair brush against my face as I watched her pierced nipples again. She smelled nice and I got really turned on really quickly, almost causing me to moan.
She sat down next to me again. It felt a little awkward, the two of us sitting there with my cock pushing out my cage.
"Nice cage," she said. Her eyes were really beautiful, I thought. And it was getting very warm in this room.
"Thanks," I said. Then it fell silent for a few seconds. "Nice piercings."
"Thanks," she said. "Do you like piercings?"
"Yeah, I do." Then a few more seconds of silence. "Did they hurt?"
"Hmm, not as much as I thought they would, although my clit was pretty intense. But yeah, they did hurt. But it was just a short pain for a long time of fun."
"Did it take a long time for them to heal?" I asked, looking at her mouth for a second. She had nice, full lips with a natural red color. She didn't wear any make up.
"A few weeks maybe. But now I can do anything with them," she said as she took the ring from a nipple between two fingers and pulled, stretching out her nipple and boob with it. She twisted and turned her nipple around a little. Then she jiggled it, making her whole boob shake. "See?" she said.
I stared at her playing with her piercing for a few seconds. Then she let go of it, her nipple snapping back to it's original position and I looked up. She grinned friendly at me.
"I'll let you alone to cool down for a minute," she said with a genuine sweet voice. "I wouldn't want you to get into trouble with your Domme when she gets back," she added as she tapped on my cage with nail of her index finger. I felt my face go red as a lobster as she stood up and walked back to the bar while I watched her hips sway. God, she was hot.
I felt a little awkward, sitting here on my own in the large room, waiting for my erection to go down while Eve was sitting at the bar, 15 feet away. We didn't talk, we both just waited, listening to the soft ambient music.
It took them long enough, I thought, a few minutes before Patty and Sue finally returned. And as soon as I saw Patty, I knew it had been worth the wait. She stepped into the room on her low boots, wearing net stockings with a rough weave and a leather dress. It's design was simple, it just had a long zipper on the front and straps with buckles on top of that, and it had long sleeves, but the way it was cut and the quality of the leather was stunning. It hugged her figure so well. She had put her hair up, not in the normal pony tail that was the only alternative she used for it hanging loose, but she had put it in a single tail that was almost straight on the top of her head, the base of her tail wrapped in a 4 inch long leather tube. It made her look completely different and absolutely nothing like a girl next door. This was a Mistress, a Dominatrix, that walked into the room. The only thing I saw that revealed the original Patty was her girlish, almost shy, suppressed giggle of a girl showing off a new outfit.
Her suppressed giggle may have been the result of my expression, I realized. I was sitting there, frozen, being really impressed by how she showed yet another side of Patty.
As she walked towards me her hips swayed and she stared right at me, as if she was going to come over to teach me a lesson for something I had done wrong. She really looked impressive. And sexy. So sexy.
"You look amazing," I stammered.
"Of course I look amazing to you," she said, playfully amplifying her dominatrix look. "I'm hot and you are a pervert." Her eyes twinkled.
Sue sat down, smiling warmly at our little interaction and the looks on our faces. Patty remained standing, which made me feel smallish. I loved it.
"So, let's see if we can build a play session based on sharing," Sue said warmly. "Let's have a short sharing session about kinky things you'd like to do today and see if we can work with them."
"Sure," Patty said. I just stared at her dress and the outline of her hips.
"Patty, you go first. What do you want to do?" Sue asked.
Patty looked at me and then closed her eyes for a second. Then she said: "I want to whip him."
Sue nodded and I let her words sink in. I had never been flogged, but I was kinda curious to be honest.
"Thank you for sharing," I said.
"Now you Conrad," Sue said.
I searched my feelings and then stated: "I want to feel used, like a slut." It was still pretty scary to say these things out loud.
"Be a little more specific," Sue said.
"I want you to fuck me in my ass. Fuck me well," I said and as I said it my cock came back to life again.
"Nice share," Sue said and she looked at Patty.
Patty skipped the 'thank you' and straight out said: "I want to hurt his balls," while looking me straight in the eyes.
I swallowed nervously, noting my feelings in reaction to what Patty shared about what she really wanted.
"I want to be out of my chastity cage as we play," I said after feeling what I really wanted. Then I quickly added: "And I want you to touch my cock."
Patty paused a second, letting that sink in. I saw a brief hint of that anger I'd seen before when I said I would like her to dress sexy, but she seemed to let it go pretty quickly this time. Then she said: "I want to tie you up and see you helpless."
"I want to be tied up and made to feel helpless," I immediately replied. I meant it.
"Good," Sue said. "You are getting the hang of it and we might have something to work with. Now Conrad, did you hear her say anything you really don't want to do. Be honest and clear, no maybe's, just the limits."
I thought a little about the flogging and about her wanting to hurt my balls. It sounded intense, but I realized I was curious about both. I would like to try and I always had my safe word if it would get too much for me to handle. So I said: "No."
"Well then Patty, find a place in the room and do what you want to do," Sue said, smiling.
Patty stepped towards me. A vague smile lingered on her lips as she stood in front of me, towering over me. She really looked impressive with her hair in that tail. She hooked her index finger through the ring on the collar and gently applied upward force, indicating she wanted me to stand up without saying a word.
I could feel my heart in my throat as we briefly just stood there, looking into each others eyes. There seemed to be a lot of thoughts going on inside her. I could see it in her hazelnut brown eyes.
"Come perv," she said, softly and warm. Then she led me into the playground part of the room. I followed her, feeling a little nervous and a little turned on.
When she reached the playground, Patty just looked around. After a few moments she said to Sue: "I want to start with whipping him, but what's a good place for that?"
"I'd say the bondage rack," Sue said as she walked towards it.
Patty motioned me over there and guided me into place by my shoulders. Sue pushed a button on one of the rack's poles and a winch lowered the chains hanging from the top of the frame a little.
Patty lifted one of my arms and hooked the cuff to the chain. When she passed me in front of me to my other side, she let her fingers trail across my chest, very gently scratching me while she grinned at me. She was loving this, and so was I.
After she had connected my other cuff to the chain, Sue pushed the button again and I felt my arms being stretched out as the winches buzzed. It felt like losing control, no, surrendering control. It felt like surrendering to Patty. It was a great turn on.
As Patty squatted to hook the chains to my ankles, I noticed Eve had changed the music to something that suited better with play. She was now standing next to a large cabinet with her arms folded behind her back in some kind of sub pose. It looked really disciplined. She had opened the doors and the cabinet was full of whips and paddles in all kinds of sizes and colors. I swallowed nervously as the winches buzzed again and my feet were pulled slightly apart.
"Have you ever flogged someone?" Sue asked Patty.
"No."
"I'll show you a basic technique then," Sue said. "Flogging is an art I can't possibly teach you in five minutes, so if you both like it you should follow a class."
Patty nodded as Eve appeared holding two whips. Sue picked one and handed it to Patty. Her eyes twinkled as she was holding the torturous tool for the first time, feeling its weight and grip.
"Can you take your top off Eve?" Sue asked. Eve was standing behind me, but I heard movement and the screeching and snapping of latex and a few seconds later she stepped forward into my view, completely topless.
"I'll show you," Sue said. Eve put her feet slightly apart to make sure she was standing firmly, then moved her hair out of the way and spread her arms, dropping her head forward slightly to keep it out of the whips reach. Sue pointed out to Patty where the safe zones were to hit her and where to definitely not hit her. And then Sue swung the whip through the air, hitting the girls shoulders. While explaining the details to Patty, Sue flogged the fragile looking sub girl, gently at first, then harder. She finished with a few fast strokes. The air movement the flogger caused made Eve's hair flutter and the sounds of leather straps hitting flesh rolled through the large room. After the short demonstration I could see her skin turn slightly red. For me it was a beautiful thing to see, but it also terrified me for a second, knowing that whip would make similar sounds on my back in a few minutes and my back would probably turn even redder than Eve's.
As Patty stepped behind me I felt my heart pound in anticipation of the pain to come. My hands found the thick chains that pulled on my cuffs and I held them tightly, bracing for impact. I heard the whip whistle and then it hit my back with a dull thud. It hardly hurt at all and I almost laughed out loud of my own fear for the pain.
Then it hit again, a little harder. I felt it, but it was very doable. She hit me again a few times before Sue gave her some more pointers on how to stand, move and hold the handle.
The next row of strokes were more intense. I could handle it well, but the thuds made a lot more impact and I could feel my skin becoming warm. Patty seemed to practice some moves, since not every stroke hit well and one or two gave an unexpected sharp sting or hit my flanks a little, but after a few minutes she became more consistent. I wasn't really thinking about consistency or techniques though, I just held on to my chains and let the thuds hit my shoulder blades as my skin became more and more sensitive with each blow.
It hurt, but I loved taking Patty's blows. I knew it was her hitting me, it was her whip and her wish for me to feel this. And I wanted to feel it. As she put more power into it, I could feel her passion increase. It was her emotional energy that hit me and the whip was just a tool for her to touch me, to make me feel her.
After a few minutes, I was panting. My shoulders burned as my hands pulled on the chains. And then she stopped. My skin felt warm, burning maybe and I startled a little as I felt fingers touch it, gently caressing the skin.
Then Patty walked around the frame and stood in front of me, her feet a little apart, one hand on a hip and the other holding the whip. She grinned at me and her eyes twinkled. She was absolutely stunning. She looked fierce and dangerous, but her eyes were those of the girl I loved.
"Are you alright?" she asked.
I nodded. "Yes, I am," I said and smiled at my best friend, who really looked like a Domme.
"Great," she said softly. Then she stepped aside a little and the whip whistled through the air before hitting my belly, just below my chest.
I grunted. She had hit me pretty hard, but it was more the surprise of her continuing on my front. She hit me again. And again.
I didn't know if my front was more sensitive or that she was hitting me way harder, but it hurt. The big advantage of her flogging my belly was that I could see her. And that made up for the more intense pain. She looked wonderful. She put her shoulders into it while looking at my reddening skin, observing the whip hitting me and my abdominal muscles move in response to the hard slightly stinging thuds. Her eyes were on fire and her hair in that hot top tail danced on every stroke. She was panting, maybe not as hard as I was, but she was really putting some power in it.
A minute later, I saw that animalistic look in her eyes again. Some sort of emotional power was flowing through her, scaring me in a wonderful way. Her eyes shot firebolts and her mouth was slightly open. She was so powerful, so impressive, so incredibly attractive in that moment. It seemed like her feminine power flowed straight from her womb to her eyes and through her arm, through the flogger, landing against the core of my body. I felt her female life force hit my male body, blow after blow, in some kind of kinky fight between male and female energies. It made me want to man up, made me want to take her blows. I needed to take her blows, because she needed me to take them. We connected, female emotions and male strength, in an indescribable erotic way. And a very painful way too, since it hurt pretty bad.
Then she hit my belly just three times at full force, making three really load noises, extracting three muffled screams from me. Patty put all her force into it, grunting as she hit me. I noticed Sue quickly stepping forward, but she stopped in her tracks as soon as Patty lowered the whip. Her chest was pumping and her cheeks glowed. My belly was stinging now and I heard myself grunt as my hands pulled on the chains as I was more hanging than standing in a cloud of lingering, glowing pain.
Patty stepped towards me and stood really close before me, her face just inches from mine. I could feel her breath on my skin as she stared into my soul. She had a compassionate, loving expression in her eyes when she lifted a hand and gently, lovingly touched my cheek. I loved her so much in that instance. I tilted my head, pushing my face towards her hand as she very softly and appreciative asked: "My sweet perv, are you alright?"
"Yes, I am," I said softly. My mouth was a little dry, but otherwise I was doing alright.
Then I noticed sadness in her eyes. Very softly she said: "I'm so sorry I have to hurt you."
It puzzled me for a second. I wanted to tell her it was alright, that I wanted to take it for her, but I didn't say anything. I just remembered what I just felt, that I needed to feel this because she needed to make me feel it. That was my service, my devotion, to her.
She ran her hand down, across my chest and glowing belly towards my pubic area. My cock, who apparently had fallen asleep during my flogging ordeal, woke up instantly. Then she cupped my balls with her hand, gently, while gazing into my eyes. Very slowly she increased pressure on my balls by squeezing them. At first it was just a nice feeling, but as she applied more and more pressure, it slowly became uncomfortable, then a little painful and then it hurt. As soon as she saw the pain in my eyes she let go and grinned.
Then suddenly she looked as if she had forgotten something.
"Wait, don't move," she said, "I have to go get something." And then she hurried towards the corridor, the flogger waving in her hand as she walked away.
I chuckled briefly, since even if I wanted to move, which I didn't, I still couldn't.
She came back within 30 seconds with the keys to my chastity cage in her hand. Her eyes twinkled as she walked up to me.
"Here, hold this," she said, holding the leather handle of the whip in front of my face. I opened my mouth and she gently placed it between my teeth as I bit down on it.
"Don't drop it or I'll have to whip you some more," she said. Then she bent forward to unlock my cage. My cock jumped out, still wearing the cage part as a hat. My cock had gotten so hard the moment she unlocked me that my swollen cockhead was still trying to hold onto its cage and she had to wiggle it off. It felt great to feel her wiggle around with my cock, freeing it from its prison. When the cage part came off, she squeezed my cockhead hard in the way Maggie had shown her to get it to go down for a second so she could push it through the ring. Then she pushed my balls through and handed it to Eve.
She smiled while looking down at my cock, sticking straight out. "Aw, it's all crinkly," she said. I looked down, careful not to drop the whip and noticed the imprint of the cage that was still visible on my cockhead.
She playfully slapped my cock from the top a few times, making it bounce, slapping a little harder every time. My cock reacted by getting really hard and the rest of me reacted by softly moaning as her slaps became a little more painful.
Then she grabbed my balls, roughly. I grunted as she squeezed them and turned them around a little. She pulled on them, holding on them tight and digging her fingers into them, making me grunt harder and move my body involuntary in an instinctive reaction to get away from her squeezing, pulling and poking hands. Patty just looked at me she groped them in different ways, discovering how I reacted to different sensations. Her forearm sometimes briefly touched my cock. It was rock hard despite the rough treatment of my balls.
It mostly didn't really hurt that much I realized, but the scare factor of a girl manhandling my balls while I was helplessly tied made it a pretty scary and intense experience. I loved it though. Patty was touching my junk and having fun with it and it turned me on tremendously.



After a few minutes she stopped and she gave my hard cock a few hard slaps, making it sway from side to side. She giggled as she saw it swing. Then she pushed it down with one finger on my cockhead, just to see it jump up as she let go.
"Having fun perv?" she asked.
"Uh-huh," I said against the handle of the whip in my mouth.
Patty looked at Sue and said: "I once saw a video of a girl throwing weights in a bucket. Do you have something like that?"
Even before Sue said: "Yes, we do," Eve was already on her way. She came back within seconds with a metal bucket with chains on it and a ring with small o-rings on it. She opened the ring for Patty, showing her how the lock worked and handed it to her.
Patty squatted down in front of me. I looked down to see her face just inches from my pulsating cock while her eyes looked at my balls. She had never been so close to it, I realized. She put the ring around my scrotum, above my balls, and closed it, making me hiss in reaction to a sharp pain as she got some skin caught. She saw it though and managed to close it correctly.
I liked the feeling of the ring being there. It made my balls feel heavy, but it didn't hurt.
While Patty connected the chains of the bucket to the four rings on the ball stretcher, Eve put down a second bucket on the floor that was filled with metal balls. The weight of the bucket hanging on my scrotum pulled my balls down, but to my surprise it didn't hurt at all. It just made my balls feel bigger. Heavier.
Patty stood up and looked at me, smiling.
"Whatever I'm going to do to you, you are not allowed to cum. Understand?" she said seriously.
I nodded, making the strands of the whip bounce against my chest.
"And don't drop the whip," she added before bending over and taking a hand full of the large metal balls.
She looked straight into my eyes and then briefly looked down as she threw a ball into the bucket. I made a loud metal clang and it caused a yank down on my balls before I could really feel them being weighted down. It didn't hurt but it was a little scary. It felt really sexy actually, like my balls just became a little larger. It turned me on and made my cock throb.
Suddenly she grabbed a firm hold of my cock and gave it about ten very quick jerks before letting it go immediately. I moaned, mostly in surprise. And then I realized: Patty just stroked my cock!
Patty grinned at me with her evil, playful grin. She waited a second or two and then she threw another ball in the bucket. Immediately after it landed she jerked my throbbing cock again, a little longer this time.
I liked this game. It was hot and I loved her actually jerking my cock.
Another clang filled the room as she threw in another ball and I got rewarded for taking on the extra weight by another few seconds of quick strokes while we looked in each others eyes.
And then she did it again. And again. She kept continuing this cycle in a steady pace. The bucket became heavier, now causing a mildly uncomfortable feeling in my balls and abdomen that still turned me on a lot.
After maybe five or six cycles, I felt my precum lubricating my cock. I felt her hand getting wet and slippery with my natural lubrication. And then I knew I wouldn't last long. It had been weeks with hardly any orgasms and the last time anyone had jerked my cock had been years ago. And now Patty was jerking it, quickly and briefly, time and time again, as the bucked pulled harder and harder on my testicles.
I was panting and moaning every time she jerked my cock. On the last series of quick strokes I felt my orgasm built up a little, so I needed to indicate somehow that I would certainly cum if she would keep this up.
"Wleeff, I'm wonna hum," I said, still holding the whip in my mouth. Drool ran down my chin as I tried to talk.
"What did you say perv?" she asked, looking at me teasingly just before she threw another ball into the bucket. My balls were hurting a little by now and they felt as if they were hanging between my knees. Quickly her hands stroked me again for a second or two, almost driving me to the edge.
"Wleeff," I tried again. "Wleeff, I'm wonna hum."
"I can't understand a word you're saying sweetie, you really have to speak up."
Clang. And again about 15 quick strokes on my pulsing, rock hard cock. I grunted against the handle and started bucking my hips to prevent cumming. Luckily she let go just in time.
I was panting. I was so horny. And I really didn't want to cum.
"Wleeeff!!" I begged. But she jerked it again, this time without throwing a ball in the bucket.
"What did you say sweetie? It looks like you are about to cum, is that what you are trying to say?" she asked. Her eyes sparkled with amusement.
I nodded fiercely. And then she gave me another 10 wanks, making me grunt against the whip's handle.
She took the whip from my mouth and dropped it on the oak floor.
"Please Patty, I'm gonna cum if you keep doing that," I said immediately.
"You better not," she said and she wanked it again, really fast, for just a second or two.
I moaned, almost going over the edge. I fought it but the edge kept lingering.
"Please, don't make me cum, please," I begged. I was about to explode. I knew if she would even touch it right now I would cum for sure.
Patty jerked it three times. I used everything I had to not cum, while begging her again to not make me cum.
She laughed at my predicament. She loved it.
Again she jerked it, five times now. And I hit the edge immediately. She saw in my eyes I was hanging on the edge, fighting it.
"No, no, no... hold it in perv," she said, grinning. "Don't cum, just hold it."
But I couldn't. After hanging on the edge for maybe 15 seconds, I felt some pent up cum run out.
"Ooohhh," she said. "You seem to be spilling over."
God, I was so horny. After my cock had released a little of it's cum, I came down from the edge again, but it hadn't given me any relieve at all and my cock was still throbbing. My balls were hurting pretty bad by now.
She stepped forward, real close. My cock bumped against her leather dress. She looked at me and very softly said: "Do you want to cum perv?"
"No," I said, still caught in the mindfuck that had me begging not to cum.
"Really?" she said, tilting her head a little. "I don't believe you."
"Really," I said determined.
She traced a fingernail along the shaft of my throbbing, drooling cock. "So, if I would put your cage back on right now without letting you cum, that would be just fine with you? You wouldn't mind?" she asked, still staring into my soul. I loved those eyes. I loved her sweet torture. I loved her.
"Yes," I said. And I meant it.
Her eyes were full of admiration when she said: "I actually believe you." And then she gently grabbed my cock. "And for that, you may cum. I want you to cum."
She started stroking my cock, pretty fast, but not the racing wanks she had given me before. She still stood very close to me, smiling at me, looking in my eyes as she jerked me off. I could feel her breath on my face again. I wanted to kiss her, but I didn't since she was my best friend. It was the most erotic handjob I had ever gotten.
Within a minute I felt my orgasm rise. She saw it in my eyes. "Cum, sweet perv," she whispered. "Cum, give me your juice... just let it go... cum..."
My knees buckled as I came. I never came so hard in my life. I felt my cum shoot out as my eyes rolled back while feeling her loving hands stroke my cum pumping cock. Cum crept between my cock and her hands, feeling thick, warm, slick and wet. It was hot, sexy, erotic, sweet and torturous at the same time.
As soon as I came down from my orgasm, Patty let go of my cock and looked at her cum covered hand.
"Don't worry perv, I won't make you eat it," she said, grinning.
I chuckled. I felt really thankful for what she just did to me and I wanted to show it, to prove my loyalty and devotion to her, so I said: "If you'd like it, I would eat it without any hesitation."
"Really?" she said, studying the white goo on her hand.
I nodded.
She thought about it for a second, then said: "Not this time perv." She smiled lovingly at me while taking the towel Eve handed her. "But thanks. I believe you again," she said as she wiped her hand clean.
Then she gently cleaned my sensitive cock.
"My balls hurt," I said.
"That's not so strange, I mean, look at them," she said, chuckling. I looked down, seeing my ball sack being stretched out by the weight of the bucket. It looked more painful than it was, but I was definitely feeling it.
Patty squatted down and Eve helped her by holding the bucket up so Patty could unhook the chains from the ring. Now that the weight had come off, my balls hurt even more, but the pain was just short lived. Patty gently unlocked the ring and took it off as she watched my balls pull up against the safety of my body.
Eve let the winches spin to get the load of the chains and then she helped Patty to detach the chains from my cuffs.
"Well, that was fun," Patty said and she walked to the sitting area with the large fireplace. "Don't forget to put your cage back on." I watched her hips sway as she walked away.
Sue seemed to look a little critically as Patty left the area with me still standing there, but she didn't say anything. Instead she followed Patty and sat down next to her. I saw her saying something to Patty, but I couldn't hear.
Eve handed me my cage and smiled friendly at me as I took the ring from her. I put it on and took the cage from the pretty, topless, blue haired sub. I took my time to make sure my cock was lined up correctly before I locked it and then I joined Patty and Sue in the sitting area.
As I neared them, I heard Patty say: "Yeah, I understand, but I really need my space. I just can't."
"Just think about what I said," Sue said, gently patting Patty's knee, before she turned to me. She smiled her motherly smile at me again, making me feel welcome and safe.
As soon as I sat down Eve brought me a blanket and large mug of hot tea. I was genuinely thankful that she just seemed to know what I really needed most at that time.
"How are you doing Conrad?" Sue asked me.
"I'm doing well," I said, grinning sheepishly, not only because this woman saw me cum a few minutes before, but also because I was feeling a little tired and very satisfied. I put the blanket over my knees and leaned back, holding the large cup and appreciating its warmth.
"What do you need right now?" Sue asked me.
I thought about it for a second. "Well, this actually," I said. "A place to sit with nice people, a cup of tea and a blanket." I was actually feeling pretty happy.
"That's great," Sue said, smiling. "It's good to see you being cared for."
I watched Eve for a moment. She was still topless and she was cleaning the gear we had used before putting it away. I admired her approach of the whole session, she was exactly where she was needed at the right time and almost invisible when she wasn't needed. She must have a lot of experience, I realized.
"How was this session for you Conrad?" Sue asked.
"It was great. I was surprised Patty touched me actually, she usually doesn't do that," I said, while smiling at Patty. She smiled back, but it didn't feel really genuine. "The flogging hurt, especially on the front. It's not something I'd do every day and it wasn't really a turn on for me, but I still liked it a lot. And I loved seeing Patty enjoying it."
"Was there anything you didn't like?" Sue asked.
I thought about it for a second, then said: "No, I can't think of anything."
"Good," Sue said. "And how about you Patty, what did you like?"
"Oh, I loved flogging him," she said. Her eyes twinkled again.
"I noticed," Sue said. "There is still anger in you, we might need to work on that later."
Patty didn't seem to really register what Sue said or she chose to ignore it. Instead she said: "I liked playing with his junk too, although I have to say I feel conflicted now that I jerked him off."
"Really? Why is that?" Sue asked.
"Well, I don't know. It wasn't bad or something. Actually I really liked it. But I feel like I crossed a line I had set for myself. I was sure I wasn't going to pleasure him, ever. And now I did. I feel a little guilty of that towards myself."
"I see," Sue said. "Did you do it because he wanted it or because you wanted it?"
"I don't know. I wanted it at the time, now I'm not so sure anymore. It could be I did it because he wanted it, or maybe just because I was really turned on at the time. I really don't know."
It was a little hard for me to hear her talk about that amazing moment like that, but I kept telling myself she was really sharing her feelings, as Sue had taught us, and she was just telling something about herself. I didn't have to do anything with that information. Still, it bothered me a little.
"Hmm," Sue said. "You know what, promise me you will call me if it still bothers you in a few days, alright?"
"Yes, I will," Patty promised.
I just sat there, under my warm and soft blanket, sipping my tea. Sue sat next to me as Patty had left to go change. We kept silent, but it was a nice silence, a comforting silence. I realized I really liked it here.
I watched Eve mop the floor around the bondage rack we used. She moved gracefully and seemed bigger and stronger than her fragile looking posture suggested. Her bare tits shook a little as she was handling the mop.
When I finished my tea I got dressed Sue escorted me back to the house.
We had dinner together. A nice, casual dinner with a lot of conversation and fun. Eve and Rick had changed into normal day wear, each in their own style. They were fun to hang out with and they had a way between them that was really nice. It was like they were brother and sister, regularly teasing each other in a loving way. They were a weird bunch, the Asian business lady, the goth teenlike girl and the heartly Persian prince, but they were a tight bunch and I was really thankful they opened up their home to us. I felt welcome and Patty seemed at ease as well.
After dinner Patty and I left for the long drive home. After thanking them all repeatedly we got into the car and drove away.
We talked about the amazing place. We both were really impressed with the Farm and its people.
"I really like Sue," I said. "We could learn so much from her."
"I like her too," Patty said. "But she scares me as well."
"Why is that?"
"I don't know, she seems to see right through me. She even sees the parts of me that I don't want her to see. That I don't want anyone to see. I don't like that."
I wondered about what Sue had meant when she said Patty still had anger in her, and what they had talked about while I was putting my cage on, but I let the subject rest and just kept driving into the darkening night. The rain had stopped and the roads were almost empty.
I drove most of the way back with Patty sleeping next to me. I loved it when she slept next to me in the car. I loved how she trusted me to take her home safely and comfortably. And I just loved her, the amazing girl next door, my best friend, who's learning to become a Domme.
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The Sunday after our visit to the Farm I slept in. I woke just before noon with the summer sun lighting the room. Summer was coming to an end soon, but looked like today was going to be another nice and sunny day. As I woke up I looked down. My morning wood pushed my cage up and the ring was pulling my balls up to halfway the shaft of my erect cock. It was really uncomfortable, but I was used to the feeling by now and in a way it turned me on. I suffered it gladly for Patty.
I got out of bed naked and made myself some coffee, thinking about what I wanted to do today. Patty was probably with Ben for the day. She had been gone the whole day yesterday, so I guessed they would be spending the day together. Fucking probably. I thought about Patty getting fucked by Ben on their lazy Sunday and then quickly pushed the image out of my mind. I was used to her being with some guy all the time, but lately it bothered me more than before.
I took my coffee and nested myself naked on the couch. I opened my laptop and opened a porn site. I didn't watch too much porn lately since masturbation wasn't an option anyway, but I really wanted some new ideas and I wouldn't mind feeling turned on, so I searched for some femdom porn and watched one guy after another being handled by pretty Dommes.
Then my phone rang. It was Patty.
"Hey sweetie," she said. "How are you doing today?"
"I'm alright," I said. I wanted to add I was feeling a bit lonely, but I didn't. "How are you doing?"
"I'm fine," she said. "I'm bored though and I would like to get out of the house. Can I come over?"
"Of course," I said. My heart jumped at the idea of her being here.
"Okay, I'll just take a shower and then I'm heading your way," she said.
After we hung up I closed the laptop and put on sweatpants and a T-shirt before having something to eat.
During the wait for Patty to arrive, my thoughts wondered to her taking a shower. She'd be naked of course. Would she be shaving her legs? Her pussy maybe? Did she ever masturbate in the shower? Probably not with Ben in the house. Then I thought about Ben fucking her in the shower and I quickly pushed that image away again.
I realized I was way to horny and I should stop having these thoughts about my best friend. We were never going to be together like that and it was hard enough getting all worked up when we played, knowing she was out of reach. And if I let myself fantasize about her, I felt like I was just making it even harder on myself.
About an hour after our phone call she arrived.
"Hey sweetie," she said as she kissed my cheek. Her hair smelled like her shampoo and it was still a little damp. She was wearing sweatpants as well. I knew her policy to never leave the house in sweatpants, so I was sure she wore them to just feel comfortable for our lazy afternoon. She was carrying a gray bag together with her purse, but I didn't pay any attention to it.
"I'm glad you're here," I said as I smiled at her. "I was bored."
"Yeah, me too. And if I'd stayed at home I would probably end up fighting with Ben."
"Really? Are you two alright?"
"Yeah, I guess," she said as she sat down on the couch. "It's just I don't feel like having sex with him too often lately and he just keeps coming on to me. It's tiresome to have to keep telling him no, so I left before he really started to annoy me."
"It must be hard being pretty," I joked.
She chuckled and said: "Yes, sometimes it is, but I'll manage." She smiled at me and playfully batted her eyelids.
I chuckled.
"Do you want something? Coffee or tea maybe?" I asked.
"Tea would be great. But please, before you make tea, lose those horrible sweatpants," she said. "And put these on." She handed me the bag.
"Of course," I said as I took the bag from her. It was pretty heavy. I went to the bedroom and took my clothes off. Then I looked in the bag and saw Patty's Perv's cuff set, so I put them on. The blindfold, ball gag and strap on were in there too, but I was pretty sure she didn't want me to put those on. But knowing she had taken them here turned me on. She was at least prepared for play.
I made tea and when I was done I took two big mugs back to the living room. Patty had taken her socks and shoes off and had put her feet up while she was looking on her phone. I handed her a mug of damping hot tea.
"Mmm, thanks sweetie, I really needed that," she said as she took it from me, smiling at me.
I sat down next to her and watched her for a second. She blew some air on her tea while returning her attention to her phone. Then she said: "I love that you always know what I need."
That really touched me. This was the first time she said it out loud, but I'd known for a long time that me being there for her was the foundation of our friendship. She needed that, a safe haven that's always there to go to whenever she needed. And I was proud I could provide it for her. But it was great to here her acknowledge it out loud.
"Well, you know you're always welcome here," I said, smiling at her.
She returned my smile and then went back to her phone. She scrolled a little and then she said: "You know, I think we might need more toys, tools and gear."
"I agree," I said. "But those things are so expensive."
"They are, but maybe we should invest a little money in our little games," she said. She lowered her phone, put her mug down and turned sideways on the couch facing me, crossing her legs below her. She looked at me like the girl next door.
"I don't mind spending some money on it," I said, "but I'm not sure on what to buy. I'd hate to spend a lot of money on something that just disappears in a drawer because I don't like it."
"Yeah, but we know a bit more about what we like now, don't we? Let's look at toys together and figure out what we want to buy, okay?"
"Sure, I'd love that," I said. I really would. And I would love to do it together with her.
I picked up my laptop and sat closer to her so she could see the screen. I opened it and on the screen appeared the paused video I was watching when she called me earlier. It showed a guy with a huge cock, tied up while laying on his back with his legs pulled up and his balled tied with rope, while a blonde Domme in leather was stroking his cock wearing a rubber glove.
I froze and blushed.
"Oh perv, have you been watching porn again?" she said, grinning friendly at me.
"I may have, yes," I stammered.
"Well, I guess it's alright," she said. "I didn't forbid it and I know you haven't been jerking off to it, so it's okay." Then she paused for a second. "I still really want to spank you for it though." Her eyes twinkled and she smiled her naughty smile.
She closed the laptop and put it away. Then she sat back on the couch, put her feet on the floor and tapped her knees. "Come here you little perv, get over my knees."
My cock jumped at the idea of getting spanked by her, growing in its cage immediately. I started crawling on her lap, trying to figure out a good position for this, when she stopped me.
"Hang on," she said. "Get off."
I sat back on my knees on the couch, looking puzzled at her. Then she stood up and in one swift motion she pulled down her sweatpants. She bend over a little to take them off her feet and I saw her black hipster panties hugging the topsides of her perfectly shaped, round buttocks. I was looking at it speechless. Her legs looked amazing, her strong muscles moving beneath the pale, smooth skin as she took off her pants.
She quickly sat down again, keeping her T-shirt on, and smiled at me. "What?" she said, seeing my dumbfounded expression. "I don't want your cock dripping its goo all over my pants." She grinned at me playfully. "Now get on my lap perv."
I felt my cock throb in my cage as I carefully positioned myself over her naked legs. My belly touched her skin. I loved the feeling.
"Higher," she said as I laid down. I moved upwards a little more and again she told me I needed to move further. So I put my pelvis on her legs. I felt my cock cage touch her leg as I laid down.
"This should be okay," she said. She put a hand on my smooth ass cheek and caressed it by trailing her fingers ever so gently over my skin. She went up higher, to the lower back and then traced down to my other cheek, giving me goosebumps from the soft, teasing touch. Then she trailed the smooth backsides of my thighs. Her hands stroking my thighs made my cock go fully hard within two seconds. The soft touch, the anticipation of what was to come, her smooth, warm thighs below my hips, it all felt so erotic. I never knew how hot it would feel to lay on her lap like this.
Then she slapped my right ass cheek. She didn't hit it hard and it didn't really hurt. It just felt hot. Kinky. She caressed it briefly before slapping it again, a little harder this time. I moaned softly. She let her free hand rest on my naked back as she squeezed my butt cheek. Then she hit it again.
She took her time building up, changing between caressing my butt, or squeezing it occasionally, and spanking it. She hit me a little harder now, but still not very hard. It was hard enough though, since my skin got more sensitive at every slap, making each spank feel a little stingier.
I felt my cock drip precum within minutes. Maybe it wasn't a bad idea to take her pants off, but I hoped she did it just to feel my body on her naked legs. I loved feeling her naked legs below me, although my senses were focused on my butt more. She kept rubbing it between slaps, but the slaps were closer together now and she focused on one spot longer than before.
Soon it started to hurt. I was moaning and grunting. Sometimes she kept slapping one cheek until my feet moved up in a futile effort to protect my poor, glowing, stinging ass.
A few minutes later I was panting. She paused spanking me for a minute, or was she stopping? She caressed my butt, that must have been pretty red by now. I felt it throb a little in rhythm with my heartbeat and it felt really warm.
"That's enough for now," she said softly after tracing her fingers across my skin for a few minutes. "Get up."
I slowly raised my hips. A long strand of precum emerged, running from the tip of my cock cage to her naked upper leg. As I got up further, it snapped and it fell down on her leg. She felt it. As soon as I sat on my knees on the couches seat, she collected some of the thick moisture with a finger. She looked at me lovingly, intimately even, when she held her wet finger in front of my face. I knew what to do. I looked into her eyes as I stuck out my tongue and licked her finger, tasting my own precum. Then I sucked her finger into my mouth without breaking eye contact.
I saw appreciation in her eyes as she slowly took her finger out of my mouth, saying softly: "Good perv."
Then she looked at the wet spot on the inside of her thigh. She seemed to think for a second. Then she pointed at it and said: "Clean this up too."
My heart was pounding in my chest as I moved forward, slowly lowering my face between her legs, moving towards her naked thigh. I felt her body heat on my face as I came closer to her thigh, very aware of her pussy being just a few inches away from my face. Then I stuck out my tongue and lovingly licked the soft skin of her thigh, tasting my precum. Tasting the saltiness of her skin. Tasting her. It was amazing. I kissed her thigh, licked it and kissed it again. I wanted to make love to it, to her, by pleasuring and worshipping that tiny piece of her skin.
She let me kiss and lick her inner thigh for a little while. Then she cleared her throat, as if she needed to in order to recompose herself, and said: "Okay, little pervert, that's enough." She gently pushed my head back with a hand on my forehead.
I sat up on my knees on the seat again and looked at her. I felt my face glow and my cock was throbbing, but I just looked at her, feeling my love for her. She had a blush to her face that I had rarely seen and I wondered if me kissing and licking her thigh had turned her on.
"You know what?" she said a few seconds later. "Go get that prostate toy of yours."
"Yes Patty," I said and I made a quick trip to the bedroom to get the toy and its remote, some lube and a towel. My ass was still burning. I loved the sensation, knowing it were her hands that made it burn.
"Should I put it in for you?" I asked as soon as I was back in the living room. She still was wearing only a T-shirt and her panties.
"No, I want to do it," she said. A faint smile played on her lips. "Come here, lean over the seat," she said as she patted the seat of the couch.
I put the stuff I got down and knelt in front of the couch, placing my chest and face on the seat. I was really turned on and thoroughly enjoying our Sunday afternoon together.
She sat on the floor behind me. I could hear the button click as she powered up the toy, then I heard the cap of the bottle of lube.
"Stick your ass out," she said and I did. It still felt really awkward to expose my butthole to my best friend, but I didn't feel ashamed anymore.
Then I felt a slippery finger touch my asshole. She circled her finger around it for a second and then I felt her push it in just a little bit. She took it out and pushed it in again. She took her time to lube it up. Then her finger disappeared and a moment later the tip of the toy touched it, feeling cold, hard, wet and slippery.
She gently applied pressure to the toy and the tip slipped in. She pushed it in further, very slowly, giving me time to adjust and open up for the thick part of the prostate stimulator. She turned it around a little and then she released the pressure a few times so it moved in and out.
I took a deep breath and relaxed my sphincter. She pushed again and the wide part passed my entrance. My butt sucked the rest of the toy inwards immediately as I moaned softly from the amazing feeling of it entering me. Patty pulled and twisted it briefly, making sure it was firmly in it's place.
"Okay, come on up," she said.
I sat on my knees and then the toy inflated a little as Patty pushed the button on the remote. My eyes widened in response.
Patty giggled. "I love that toy," she said grinning as she was wiping her hands on the towel. "Go sit on the couch."
I climbed on the couch, figuring out a good way to sit without sitting on the toy. I found a position that worked best, leaning on the armrest with my lower back and my hips tilted forward. I pulled my knees up a little and put my feet on the seat for support. Patty smiled at my clumsiness.
She sat down across from me, also leaning against the armrest, and she pulled up her legs, keeping her thighs together to hide her panty clad crotch. Her feet were now about a foot away from my cage and the base of the toy with it's glowing red light indicating it was powered on.
She grinned at me as she used the remote to inflate the toy. It grew and grew, filling me up more every second she held the button down. I moaned, feeling the pressure against my prostate. I loved the playful, evil look in her eyes as she watched my face react to the growing pressure in my ass. Then she let go of the button, leaving me feeling pretty full.
"I have an idea," she said. Suddenly she looked like the girl next door again, in her lazy Sunday outfit and her bare legs. "Let's get our phones and we each look for three toys or tools we would like to have or try out and put them in a shopping cart. Then, when we're both done, we can show each other what we've found."
"That's a great idea," I said, grinning. I felt my cock ooze more precum. I felt it run down on my balls.
"Take your time, it's not a contest, just find some things you really like, okay?" she said as I picked up my phone.
"Sure," I said. I opened the browser on my phone and went to a bdsm web shop. I started browsing through their toys, having no idea what I wanted or where to start. I looked around a little and then started to scroll through a list of bondage items.
"Put some music on, will you?" Patty said.
I connected my phone to my bluetooth speaker and found a playlist on Spotify with some nice ambient music.
"Good perv," Patty said, smiling girlishly as soon as the music started. Then she hit a button on the remote and the toy in my ass started vibrating. I squeaked as the sudden vibration hit me by surprise and Patty chuckled. The vibrations hit just the right spot. I too loved this toy. Patty just looked at my face for a few seconds, seeing the lust of the gentle prostate massage the toy was giving me in my eyes before returning her attention to her phone again.
We sat there, silently browsing for toys, for quite some time. It was fun. Intimate, even without the vibrating toy against my prostate.
Patty stretched one of her legs, putting her bare foot up against my balls. She grinned at me when I looked up and she wiggled her toes. Then she moved my balls around with her toes, first in small circles and then in large movements, making my cock get fully hard in seconds in response to the rolling of my balls. I moaned briefly as the combined feelings of her playing with my balls and the toy buzzing in my ass aroused me tremendously. She returned her attention back to her phone and kept looking for sex toys, absent mindedly playing with my balls. It was really hot.
I switched to the CBT section of the web shop I was browsing. As I scrolled through the items, Patty turned off the vibrations on the plug.
"Your leaking on my toes perv," she said without looking up. Then she pressed down on my sensitive balls until I grunted. She collected my precum with her toes and held them out towards my mouth.
"Lick," she said. So I bent forward as well as I could and licked it off her toes. They smelled clean with a very slight hint of, well, feet. I briefly sucked in one of her toes and let my tongue squirm around it, but she pulled her foot away and put her toes back on my balls again. She resumed playing with them just as she did before. I was so horny I started to wish I could cum, but I didn't say anything.
We watched our phones. A minute later I looked up, watching Patty sit there. I loved her. I loved us. I just watched her sitting there and I was so happy I knew her. That she wanted to spend her Sunday afternoon with me. That she wanted to feel my balls with her toes as she browsed on her phone.
Then she pushed her foot down on my balls again, hard this time. I grunted loudly through my teeth, feeling the pressure radiate into my lower abdomen.
"Stop perving at me and do your assignment," she said, again without even looking up. "I know you're staring at me, I can see you from my peripheral vision."
I quickly looked at my phone again and she released the pressure on my nuts and started the vibrator again, at a higher setting this time, as she said: "Good perv." I moaned as my prostate got stimulated again and the intense feeling filled my abdomen, turning me on. I felt precum drip out of my cock again. My cock felt a little sore from pushing against the plastic of my cage.
"God, all these toys make me horny," Patty said after a few minutes. "It's like porn, but better, since you can own these things. And there's so much out there."
"There are currently a lot of things that make me horny," I said softly, enjoying all the sensations and feeling very, very aroused.
Patty chuckled. "You are always horny. You're a pervert." She increased the vibration speed to it's maximum. I moaned. God, that felt good. I was starting to wonder if these sensations could make me cum.
It was really hard to concentrate on the website on my phone. All the sensations were driving me insanely horny. But I tried, at least for a few minutes, until Patty turned off the vibrator again, put her phone away and stood up.
"Come with me," she said and she headed towards the bedroom.



I got up like a pregnant lady since the toy was still almost fully inflated and followed her, walking my awkward walk with the base of the toy between my legs and it's balloon filling up my ass. Precum dripped onto my leg as I followed her to the bedroom.
Patty was putting down some ropes on the bed. I watched her, just standing there, as she tied a piece of rope to each leg off my bed, laying the ends down on the matrass. I watched the muscles in her leg move as she moved and peeked at her butt when her T-shirt rode up whenever she bent over.
"Lay down on your back on the middle of the bed," she said when she was done.
I did as I was told. I carefully maneuvered myself into position without sitting on the prostate toy and laid back. My cock was throbbing in my cage in the anticipation of what she was going to do.
"Sit up for a second, will you?" she asked. She was holding the blindfold.
I sat up, leaning on my hands, and she sat behind me as she placed the blindfold on my face, carefully positioning the padded insides so they touched my closed eyelids. Then she fastened it, got up and said I could lay back again.
She walked around the bed, fastening each rope to a cuff, tying me down with my arms spread above my head and my feet pulled wide apart. She pull the ropes tight to make sure they held me firmly in place.
The vibrator in my ass came back to life, making me moan. It felt so good to be stimulated while being blindfolded and tied down. I loved it. And I was really curious to what she was going to do with me.
I felt her move on the bed. The matrass pushed down on one side, then the other. I felt skin and bone on my upper arm and weight pushed me down. As soon as I realized that must be her feet and ankles, her bare pussy touched my face.
Her pussy is on my face!! I thought as she pushed her weight down, pushing my head into the matrass. I felt the softness of her pussy press against my mouth and jaws and noticed she was soaking wet. I tried to lick her, but her weight pressing down made it almost impossible, so I just inhaled her scent.
She released most of the weight on my face as put her hands on my hipbones for support, pressing my butt into the matrass. I eagerly started licking her, lapping at her folds, tasting her juices. I was almost going crazy for a minute with gratitude of her allowing me to lick her pussy, but then I focused on the job at hand. I sucked on her pussy briefly and started looking for her clit with my tongue. I found the little, hard bump and sucked it into my mouth.
Patty sighed. "Mmm, yes," she moaned.
I licked her clit, circling it with my tongue, tasting her, making love to her with my mouth, the only part of me I could use. She moved her hips a little to position herself so I could reach the area she wanted me to focus on more easily. I sucked on her clit again and I heard her moan.
My cock was trying to break its cage. It had moved upwards, laying on my smooth pubic area, the ring of the cage pulling painfully on my balls as it does when I wake up with morning wood. The vibrator was making my whole lower body buzz with sexual excitement. I hardly noticed though. I was too focused on Patty's sacred place, her wonderful, soft, warm, wet pussy.
"Mmm... yes... good perv," she moaned softly. I ran my tongue up and down her slit and tried to push it into her as deep as I could. Then I moved towards her asshole, wanting to pleasure here there as well, but as soon as my tongue touched it she patted my sore balls, saying: "No. Bad perv." So I moved back to her clit, attacking it with my lips. She said: "Yes, there... right there... good perv." Then the vibrator in my ass sped up, sending a wave of pleasure through me. I thought I might cum, but I didn't.
I loved licking her. I loved her wetness, her taste, her smell. I loved being pinned down by my upper arms and my hips under her weight. I pulled my bonds in an unconscious attempt to use my hands to pleasure her pussy, but to no avail of course. It felt so hot to be tied down though. I was in absolute pussy eating heaven.
"Yes... yes... right there," she panted as I licked her clit. "Keep going."
I did. I licked that holy little button with all I got, trying to keep up a steady pace and equal pressure. My mouth was watering and I didn't know if that was from my lust to lick her or her lust to be licked. And I didn't care. I just kept licking and licking.
She gently started rocking her hips a little as I heard her breathing change. Then she took hold of my balls with one hand, just holding them as she started to breath those shallow little breaths that signaled her increasing arousal. I listened to them as if they were music. My tong started to get tired, but I kept licking her clit, trying to use it to increase those little, horny breaths. Licking and licking.
Then she held her breath for a few seconds. I felt her fingers on my balls tighten, squeezing them. It hurt, but I didn't make a move. I just kept licking her clit, forcing my tiring tongue to keep going.
I felt her body tighten and soon after she let out a long, deep grunt as she started shaking a little. She was coming. She took a long deep breath and made a soft, low and really long primal sound as she exhaled. She pushed her knees forcefully into my ribs and she squeezed my poor balls even harder, as if they needed to support her in her orgasmic ecstasy. Her pussy seemed to get even wetter as she pushed it down against my face, oozing its wetness straight into my mouth.
I loved the sounds of her orgasmic breathing and I loved feeling her shakes. It was beautiful.
Suddenly she lifted her hips. I could feel her ankles shake on my upper arms. I could hear her panting. A few seconds later she let go of my balls and I sighed with relieve.
"God... I really needed that," she said softly while catching her breath.
I grinned proudly. I had done my job. I had made Patty orgasm for the first time in my life and I was in absolute heaven.
She turned off the vibrator and deflated the toy in my ass. Then she climbed off me, careful not to break my nose or anything, and left the room for a second.
When she came back I felt her sitting down on the bed next to me. A piece of cloth touched my cheek as she gently cleaned her juices from my face with a towel. I was grinning widely and loved the gentle, sweet, caring touches.
"Thank you, sweet perv," she said softly.
Then she got up. I heard the rustling of clothes and a few minutes later she untied my hands and legs.
"Come, lean up," she said sweetly. I did and she took off the blindfold. I blinked a few times and looked at her. She looked happy and a little shy even. She stroked my hair and asked: "Are you alright?"
Hell yeah, I thought, I just licked Patty's pussy, but what I said out loud was: "Yes, I am."
"Good," she said, smiling intimately at me, still stroking my hair.
Then she got up. I noticed she had put her sweatpants back on. She walked towards the door and said: "You can take that thing out off your butt now. I'll be in the living room."
When I returned to the living room Patty was just coming out of the kitchen carrying two fresh mugs of hot tea. We sat down on the couch, facing each other.
"Please don't tell Ben we did that," she said softly, looking at her tea mug.
"Are you alright?" I asked.
"Yes I'm fine. I'm just feeling a little guilty. I had promised him I wouldn't let you lick my pussy without him being there. So don't tell him please."
"I won't," I promised.
"Thanks," she said, smiling at me, looking a little shy. Then she picked up her phone and said: "I have two items in my shopping cart. What about you?"
"Just one," I said.
"Well, keep searching then."
We spend the rest of the afternoon searching for toys we liked. I was still naked, but aside from that we didn't play. We were just having fun as the good friends we were. It felt nice, intimate, familiar.
When we finally both had found three things we would like to buy, we sat together comparing our shopping carts. We had decided we would show each other the items we found in turns and if the other really didn't want to try the kink it represented, he or she could say no.
So, we sat next to each other, shoulder to shoulder, and Patty showed me her first item. It was a black, leather flogger with a purple handle. It would go well with my cuffs. Patty smiled at me as she studied my face as I looked at it.
"Alright," I said. "As long as you don't whip the shit out of me every day, I'll go for it."
"Great," she said. Then she immediately moved to the next item, which was a black riding crop, saying: "And this one too. They'll count as one item, since I actually found four toys I want." She giggled naughtily at me like a little girl that was pranking someone but couldn't contain her own fun in it. It was cute.
"Okay, that one too," I said. "Now me." I showed her a ball stretcher, a heavy, thick metal ring, about an inch and a half long, that bolted shut with a hex wrench.
"Oh, good one," Patty said. "Yes!"
Then she showed me a picture of a black, spandex hood with holes for the eyes and mouth.
"Interesting," I said. "What do you like about it?"
"I don't know, it just looks really sexy."
"Alright, sure, order it," I said.
Then it was my turn again and I showed her a metal chastity cage with black leather straps to hold the ring in place. It was the same model as my own cage, just made out of metal instead of plastic.
"Oh, that looks great," Patty said. Her eyes twinkled. "Don't you like your own cage?"
"I do. I bought the plastic one back then because it looked more comfortable, but I'm really curious about the feel of a metal cage. And if I don't like it or it's too uncomfortable I can always go back to the plastic one, right?"
"Only if I'll allow you," she said, chuckling. "Order it. I think it's absolutely beautiful."
Then she showed me a pair of clover clamps, connected by a thin chain. I was curious about those, so I immediately agreed to them before I showed her my last item, which was a large metal butt plug with a purple gem on the base.
"Oh, that's cute," she said.
"Yeah, I would never buy this for myself, I think it looks a little to feminine, but I thought that you maybe would rather see a purple gem than my butthole when I bend over, so I thought, why not."
She chuckled. "I like it. Buy it." She paused for a second. "I think your butthole is beautiful by the way, so don't be embarrassed about it."
That actually made me feel at ease and I thanked her for it.
We both ordered the items and had them shipped my address.
At the end of the afternoon she went home again. She wanted to have dinner with Ben, feeling a little guilty about leaving him for the afternoon after having been away the whole day before as well.
That evening I was happy we had a wonderful afternoon, but I also felt this lingering sadness. I knew what it was about. I wanted more. So, I took a deep breath and parked that feeling, as I had done many times before. I just wanted something I could never have. I decided to take joy in the fact that she was my Domme and I was her sub. And on top of that, I had tasted her pussy today and made her orgasm.
It had been a wonderful afternoon.
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That evening, just as I was thinking I'd better turn in before work tomorrow, the doorbell rang. I could only imagine one person showing up unannounced at that time. I hurried towards the front door and just as I had guessed, Patty's voice on the intercom said: "Can I come up?"
I buzzed her in and waited for her in the open door. I could see she was upset because she started crying as soon as she saw my face. She hurried towards me and almost jumped into my open arms. She buried her face in my neck and she cried softly.
"Had a fight?" I just asked softly, stroking her hair.
She nodded.
As soon as she had settled down, I said: "Come on in."
She walked into the living room and threw her thin coat on a chair. "I'm sorry to barge in here at this time," she said. "I really had to get out of there and I had no other place to go."
"It's okay," I said. "You're always welcome here."
"Thanks," she said softly. She looked more agitated than sad, I noticed.
"Wine?" I asked.
"Yes," she said.
I quickly poured her a glass and put it on the coffee table. I sat down on the couch, but Patty remained standing.
"I'm so sick of Ben being a little kid, Conrad," she said. "He's just too young for me." She sighed.
I just smiled at her. She probably needed to vent, so I didn't say anything and just let her talk whenever she wanted.
"When I came home he was playing his games. The place was a mess, there were empty chips bags and glasses everywhere. He hadn't even showered yet. He had made no dinner arrangements whatsoever, so it was up to me again to take care of it. Again."
She was pacing up and down through the living room, clearly agitated.
"I really didn't want to start a fight, but I did tell him he needs to grow up and that he needs to contribute. He needs to get a real job, help around the house, learn to cook. And he said he would, but he always says that! And he never does!"
She took a deep breath in an attempt to calm herself down so she could continue her story of what happened.
"And then, after we had dinner, that I cooked, *again*, he just started touching me up and be all pushy with his boner and all and I just lost it. Does he really think I'm going to please him and let him have his way with me if he doesn't take care of me?!? I got so angry, I just wanted to grab his balls and bring him to his knees with them. I really wanted to hurt that pushy cock of his. I didn't do it of course, but I really wanted to. I pushed him away and made very clear that he can't expect me to pleasure him if he doesn't contribute.
And then he just turned it all around, blaming me, can you believe that?! He said that if I left to play with you all the time he had no choice but to play games to kill the time! Then I said that if he doesn't grow up and start contributing, I was going to do whatever I wanted and he had no say in it whatsoever. Then he insinuated me being in love with you, which is the most ridiculous thing I've ever heard, and then he actually accused me of cheating on him!! Can you believe that?!?"
She was fuming. Of course I totally understood that her playing with me must have been hard on Ben, especially since he was just 19 and this was his first serious relationship, but this sure wasn't the right time to bring that up so I didn't say anything.
Patty took a deep breath and she calmed down a little. She let herself drop to the couch, leaned back, closed her eyes and put her hand on her forehead.
"I just can't do this anymore Conrad. We can't talk about our relationship and he doesn't seem to understand that he needs to grow up. It's my house, I pay the bills, I work all week and he just thinks everything he needs just drops in his lap while he's gaming. All he wants to do is play video games and fuck. That's it. Just to play games and put his cock in me twice a day, nothing more. And I'm sick and tired of it."
She took her wine and downed half the glass. Then she looked at me. I could see defeat in her eyes and then I knew Ben and her were permanently done. She had already made up her mind. And I honestly thought it would be for the best.
"So, what are you going to do?" I asked.
"I don't know," she said. "He's a good kid and he means well." She took a deep breath. "I think I have to break up with him, but I don't want to. I really wanted it to work for once. He's my fifth boyfriend in six years. When we got together I thought: he's young, cute and a virgin, I can mold him, I can teach him to be the boyfriend I really need. But of course I was wrong."
She quickly downed the other half of her wine and then she stared at the floor for a second.
"So yes, I'm going to have to break up with him," she said softly, more to herself than to me. Then she looked at me and I saw tears well up in her eyes.
"Come here," I said, reaching out my arm. She nestled herself against my chest and put her head on my shoulder so I could hold her for a little while.
"Can I stay here tonight?" she asked softly after a few minutes. "I really don't want to go back home and break up with him at this time of night."
"Sure," I said and kissed her hair. "You can have my bed, I'll sleep on the couch."
She remained silent for a few seconds and then she softly said: "Thanks sweetie."
We stayed up really late that night. Patty drank quite a bit of wine and I had a beer or two. I let her do most of the talking and she talked mostly about her exes, about their relationships, their fights and her grievance of men always wanting to have sex.
And as I listened to her, my love for her grew and grew. And I'll try to explain why.
You see, over the years, during all the long conversations we've had, it had become very clear to me that Patty really thought that all men just wanted to have sex. Of course a lot of women think this, and it is often true unfortunately, but to Patty it was way more serious that he usual game of predator and prey that often exists between men and women. To her, she was prey, surrounded by millions of dangerous men that just wanted to fuck her, use and abuse her and then discard her. And she was not putting up with it. She was never going to let that happen. She was not going to be a victim of the male urges. She was taking control.
In the talks we've had about her boyfriends, I often noticed she used sex as a tool, or as a weapon maybe. If her boyfriend behaved the way she wanted him to behave she let him have sex with her, and if not she denied him. And if he kept pushing, she would hate him. Although I knew she enjoyed sex, to her it seemed to be a leash she could use to control a man. It was exactly this part of Patty that always made me think she would make a good Domme. This was why I showed her my chastity cage on that memorable day on which our friendship started to evolve. I knew she'd love that. She was trying to control men by their cocks long before she knew about the existence of chastity cages.
With Ben she had always been really soft compared to her previous boyfriends. But during this night, I realized she felt as if she had failed to control him by using sex as a reward system, and that hurt more than losing Ben. That really scared her, although she would never admit it.
So, during that night, my love for her grew and grew as she was talking about the men in her life. I saw the scared little girl, hidden deep down inside her, and I felt genuine love for that girl. I saw the young woman that felt lonely because her relationships were failing all the time and I felt compassion for that young woman. I saw the woman that was hopelessly disappointed in men and I comforted her.
And most importantly, I saw the conflicted, confused woman in her that used sex as a weapon, because to her, men's cocks where weapons, not tools of love. And I felt really sorry for her. I felt sorry for her fears, for her loneliness and frustration. What she usually did wasn't pretty maybe, but I understood she couldn't help herself and I respected her need for control. So I felt love and respect for that scared, hurting woman, for whom it was really hard to allow herself to be genuinely loved by a man.
I just loved her. I would gladly let her lock my cock and guard the keys, not just because I thought it was hot, which I did, but because, during this night, I had come to understand she needed me to lock it away so she could feel safe and at ease. She needed my submission, not to control me, but to be able to let go of all the fear and simply feel safe. And I gladly did that for her. Because, during this night, I could clearly see her for who she really was.
So, as she talked, I just listened to her. And I loved her.
"I'll have to use your toothbrush," Patty said when she got ready for bed very late that night. "I didn't bring anything. And do you have pj's or something I could wear?"
"That's alright," I said. "And no, I don't have pj's. You could wear one of my sweatpants?"
"Nah, it's too warm for those," she said.
As she used my toothbrush to brush her teeth, I made my bedroom ready for her by turning on some lights and closing the curtains. Then I put a pillow and a thin blanket on the couch for myself. I guessed I would be wearing sweatpants tonight.
Patty went into my bedroom saying: "Night sweetie." Then she closed the door.
I got as comfortable as I could on the couch. I'd slept on it before, but since it's a bit too short for my body it usually wasn't a good night sleep. But I didn't mind, I would gladly suffer a night on the couch so she could have some privacy. I was just happy she was safe in my bed.
It couldn't sleep though. I was laying there, tossing and turning. I couldn't find a comfortable position to lay in and it was just a little bit to warm.
After about an hour of laying awake, I heard Patty come out of the bedroom.
"Are you sleeping?" she whispered very softly from the entrance to the living room.
"No," I said.
"I'm lonely," she said. "Would you mind sleeping in the bed with me? No pervy stuff, just lie with me?"
"Sure," I said, glad to be able to get off the couch and the opportunity to be with her.
When I got up and walked towards her, I saw her standing in the dark doorway, wearing nothing but a T-shirt and probably panties beneath it. The homey look made her look very sexy to me.
When I was about to get into the bed, she said: "Strip first, I don't want you to sweat all night with those thick clothes on."
I took my clothes off in the dark room and laid down on my back. I felt the bed move a little as she got in. She scooted my way, put her head on my chest and wrapped a naked leg around mine. I could feel her the softness of her groin press onto my thigh. She put her hand on my heart and gently caressed my skin. I could feel the warmth of her body, the softness of her skin against mine and I could smell her scent. It turned me on for a minute, making my cock grow in its cage. I just wrapped my arm around her and let her snuggle against me, ignoring my arousal. Now was not the time to play and even if it was, it was not up to me, it was up to her. So I let my chastity cage do its job as I held her.
It took a long time before I fell asleep, but I didn't mind. Patty slept within minutes though. I wanted to stay awake, enjoying the warm and intimate feel of her soft body against mine. I wanted to keep guard and make her feel safe.
We woke up briefly when my alarm went off and we both called in sick at work before going back to sleep. She didn't cuddle me this time, she just needed to sleep and so did I.
When I woke up, around noon, she was up already, drinking tea on the couch. I had put on some clothes before going to the living room, and Patty was fully dressed, including her shoes. She looked to be ready to go.
"Hey sweetie," she said. "The water is still warm if you want tea."
I got myself a mug and sat next to her.
"I have to go home in a few minutes," she said. "I don't want to, but I have to. I have to go back and break up with him."
"Of course," I said. "I'll be here if you need me."
"Thanks. I'll be fine I guess, I just want to get it over with."
"How are you going to handle things, with the two of you living together?" I wondered.
"I guess he'll go back to his parents. Maybe right away, I don't know. We'll see. I just hope it's not going to turn into a big fight or something."
She was gone for about an hour before she rang the doorbell again.
"Are you okay?" I asked as soon as she stepped inside.
"Yes, I am," she said. She actually smiled a little. "I'm relieved I guess. I'm alright. I hated doing this though." She walked into the living room and dropped herself on the couch. "I'm actually glad it's over. I know I should feel sad for losing him, but I really don't."
"How did he take it?" I asked. I felt sorry for Ben. He was a nice guy and Patty was his first love. The first hurts the most, they say. And if I imagined myself in his shoes, I would go insane if I lost Patty.
"He was hurting," she said and then she sighed. "He agreed we should split up. He even said that he was really thinking of breaking up with me yesterday, so in a way we both agreed to go our separate ways. But it hurt him non the less."
"Was he angry?"
"Yes, a little," she said. She looked a little sad. "He was mostly angry for me playing with you. He always said he was fine with it, but as it turns out he wasn't really."
"Is he still in your house?"
"Yes, he's packing. His parents will come get him and his things, tonight probably." She rubbed her face with her hands. Then she said: "What's wrong with me Conrad?"
"What do you mean?" I asked. I thought it was clear the relationship just didn't work out, it didn't seem to me that meant there was something wrong with her.
"Why do I always do this?" she asked. There was some despair in her voice. "I meet a hot guy, hook up way too fast, and then I'm just not happy with who he is. I get sick of him wanting to have sex all the time. And I always try to change him and when that doesn't work, I want to hurt him!! So, what's wrong with me?"
"I don't see anything wrong with you," I said. That wasn't fully truthful maybe, I saw her pattern of course, but that she had her personal issues with love and sex, like most people, didn't mean something was wrong with her.
"Of course there's something wrong with me!" she said as she got up and started pacing the room. She was clearly agitated, but it didn't feel like she was agitated with me. "I always do this. I thought I could change Ben. That I could mold him or train him even. Luckily for him I ended it before I really started hurting him. But I wanted to hurt him. Why do I want to hurt the men in my life?"
I just looked at her. I had no answer there.
"And to make things worse, I'm even doing it to you!" she said, looking at me. "I love controlling you, it gets me off. I even like hurting your body and I don't understand why! I really shouldn't like it, but I do. You have done absolutely nothing wrong to me, and still I want to hurt you. You don't deserve to be hurt, you are a really sweet, good guy." She started pacing again. "It's not normal to want to hurt someone you love, right? So why do I want to? Why am I such a horrible bitch that wants to hurt the men in her life?! What the fuck is wrong with me?!?"
Tears of despair and frustration ran down her cheeks while she held her temples with her fingertips.
I just stared at her. I had no idea what to say.
She took a deep breath and sat down next to me on the couch.
"I'm sorry, I'm just feeling really guilty about Ben and I hate myself right now," she said, looking very sad. "I really feel like a horrible person. I must be a bitch for wanting to change Ben and kicking him out when he didn't comply. And there must be something seriously wrong with me for getting joy out of controlling you."
I smiled at her before saying sternly: "Hey, that is my best friend you're talking about. I know she tried her absolute best and I was there to witness it. So if you don't stop talking about her like that, I'll have to kick your ass."
Patty looked at me for a second and then she laughed. She hugged me and said: "You're such a good friend." Then she leaned against me and put her head against my shoulder.
"I don't think there is something wrong with you Patty," I said as I stroked her hair to comfort her. "Or that there is something wrong with me for that matter. All I know for sure is I like it when you control me or even hurt me, as long as it's only physical and not too bad, and I know you seem to like it too. So maybe there is something wrong with us in a way, but it doesn't feel wrong to me. It feels right."
She let that sink in for a second before she said: "Yeah, when we play it does feel right." She sighed. "But with me and Ben it's different. I really feel like I failed. I wanted him to change too much. I wanted to control him and I couldn't stand it that he just wouldn't listen. I wanted to hurt him for not listening. But that's all me, he really is a nice guy and he's just young and I made him pay the price for my discontent. I feel really guilty about that. I still feel like a horrible person."
"Well, maybe you should be spanked so you can let it go," I joked.
She chuckled. And then, a few seconds later, she sat up and looked at me. "That's maybe not such a bad idea," she said.
"What?" I said. "Patty, I was joking." I smiled at her.
"I know, but what if there is some truth in the joke?"
I looked at her puzzled.
"What if I just accept that I've been a bad girl, get punished, knowing I really deserve it, and then be over with it? It could work, right? What do you think? You're usually the one getting spanked."
"I'm not sure it works that way," I said, after thinking about it for a second. "But honestly I don't know. You've never spanked me to punish me, really. So I don't know."
She smiled a really warm smile at me for a moment. "No, you are always good to me," she said. Then she chuckled, wrinkled her nose and joked: "You never do anything wrong, it's really annoying."
We both laughed.
She seemed to think some more and then she said: "I want to try."
"What? You want me to actually spank you?"
"Yes," she said, dead serious. "I want to know what it feels like and I want to know if it will help me stop feeling guilty and horrible and all."
I thought about doing it and it just seemed weird. My cock loved the idea though, since the thought of spanking Patty woke it right up.
"I don't know if I could hurt you," I said.
"Let's find out," she said. "I could order you to do it and spank you if you refuse. So, someone is getting spanked either way. It might as well be me for a change. And I know you would like to, you've been wanting to touch my butt for years, you little pervert." She chuckled.
I thought about it some more and it still seemed wrong. But then I thought: we have been all about experimentation lately, so why not?
"Alright, I'll do it if you really want me to do it. It still feels wrong somehow, but let's try it."
She smiled at me and then she got up. Suddenly she seemed a little nervous, or shy maybe. She walked to my right side and I moved to the middle of the couch, to give her room to lay down on my knees.
She seemed to hesitate for a second, or maybe she was just figuring out how to go about doing this.
"I'm not taking my panties off," she said defensively. Then she undid her jeans and lowered it to halfway her thighs. She got on her knees on the seat next to me, bent over me and positioned herself over my knees, just like I had done myself the day before. It felt a little awkward though, probably for the both of us.
I watched her upturned, accessible butt as she positioned her hips over my right leg and gently laid down. She wore a black hipster, exposing only the lower half of her buttocks, but what I saw was pure beauty. She had an amazingly tight ass. Her skin was pale and very smooth. I swallowed as I felt my cock get hard immediately by the sight of her butt, her proximity and the weight of her lovely hips on my lap. My eyes traced her naked legs to the lowered jeans, rumbled up half way down her thighs. It looked really sexy.



"And no drooling all over my ass, you little pervert," she said. "And also, no playing with my butt. Just spank it, alright?"
"Yes Patty," I said submissively. I put my left hand on her back and laid my right hand on her right ass cheek to feel the spot I was going to hit. The flesh of her buttock felt very soft to my hand. Then I quickly raised my hand and spanked her butt cheek. It made a loud slap and I felt the palm of my hand tingle a little. I had hit her pretty hard. If she wanted to get spanked, she would be spanked properly I thought.
"Oouuch!," she said in complete surprise. Then she took a deep breath. "That actually hurts."
"I know," I said, chuckling, and then I quickly hit the other ass cheek. I watched her butt jiggle a little as my hand hit it. It was an incredibly sexy sight.
She grunted softly.
"Are you alright?" I asked. The spots I hit seemed to be a little redder than before already.
"Yes," she said. "Go on, continue."
I felt her body brace as she prepared herself for a spanking, now knowing the feel of a hand hitting her sensitive butt. Then I raised my hand and hit her right cheek again, then immediately I spanked the left. Then right again, then left. And again. And again.
Patty seemed to be a lot more vocal than I was. Or maybe I just wasn't really aware of the sounds I made when I got spanked. She didn't scream or anything, I just could hear her grunt and react to the slaps on her pretty butt. And I could feel her react too, her body on my lap moved as muscles contracted and relaxed. It felt sexy. It turned me on and at the same time it still felt wrong. I didn't want to hurt her, but she wanted me to, so I did it.
I kept spanking her for a little while, trying to keep an even pace. I hated hurting her, but I loved the feel of my hand landing on that soft bubble butt again and again and I loved seeing it jiggle a little on each slap. Her skin turned red pretty quickly.
I paused spanking her for a second to ask if she was alright again. She just said: "Yes, keep going, I'll tell you when to stop if it's too much. Go on, I deserve it."
So, I resumed spanked her. I now slapped each cheek twice, but I didn't spank her on her ass crack. I didn't want to touch her too close to her genital region, since I knew she wouldn't want that. So I spanked her ass cheeks as she squirmed around on my lap. Her body moving about, her moans, which started to turn into muffled cries of agony, her reddening ass, the feel of my hand slapping her soft flesh, the sounds of the spanks, it all turned me on. My cock was throbbing in it's cage and I was glad I was wearing pants so she wouldn't notice. But it still felt wrong, unnatural. I was hurting Patty.
She was holding her breath every now and then. Her legs sometimes came up in some kind of defensive reaction. When that happened I paused for a second until she lowered them again. My hand was burning, but probably not as much as her ass was. Her pretty cheeks glowed red as a lobster. It looked really hot.
Suddenly I felt to me as if she'd had enough, so I stopped. It took a few seconds before she relaxed her body. She was panting on my lap.
"That was enough I think," I said to her. "You've taken your punishment, so stop worrying about being a bad girl. You've paid your dues. You've made up for any wrongs you may have done."
She nodded and stayed still for a few seconds, recomposing herself I assumed, still breathing fast. Then she got up and climbed off my lap. Her eyes were all watery. Had she been crying as I spanked her?
She stood up and silently wiped her cheeks. Then she slowly and very carefully pulled her pants up over her red hot ass and buttoned it shut.
"Thank you for doing that," she said softly. Her voice was a little misty. She rubbed her butt as she slowly walked to my left, to the spot on the couch she usually sat. "That actually hurts pretty bad."
"Are you okay?" I asked her sincerely.
"Yes, I think so," she said as she sat down carefully.
I looked at her for a second, gaging her emotional state, waiting patiently for her to process what she just experienced.
"Yes, I'm alright," she said after a few seconds, determined.
I knew what she needed. "Come here for a second sweetie, you need some love," I said as I repositioned myself so she could lie in my arms. She accepted it silently and put her body against my chest. I wrapped my arms around her and held her for however long it would take her to come down from that experience. I just stroked her hair, telling her in my mind, without words, that she deserved to be loved.
We just sat there for a while. Me holding my best friend, who was a Domme that hated herself at the moment, and me being Patty's Perv who had done what was asked of him and who loved his Domme very much.
"Do you need anything?" I softly asked after a few minutes.
She sat up. "Tea would be great," she said. She looked much better now.
"Tea coming up," I said and headed to the kitchen.
When I got back with her tea, she seemed to have her normal spice back.
"How are you feeling?" I asked her as I handed her a mug of hot tea.
"Better actually," she said. She looked sincere. "I do feel as if it gave me some form of closure to the feelings I had before. Although I am wondering if I hurt you as much when I spank you?"
"Maybe. But I don't think you can compare our experiences. I love it when you spank me. It turns me on. I'm a sub and you're a Domme. So don't compare it, just accept that it's different for us."
She let that sink in for a few seconds. "Thanks," she said. "That actually helps." She paused for a few seconds. "How was it for you to spank me?"
"I don't know. It feels wrong for me to hurt you, while it feels right if you hurt me. Still, it wasn't bad. I'd do it again if you ever asked me to." I grinned at her playfully as I added: "And I got to touch your ass, so it was awesome."
She chuckled with genuine joy in her eyes. "Don't get used to it, you little pervert." Then she looked more serious. "You know, you are the only guy in the world I would ever allow to spank me."
I let that sink in. She actually touched me by saying that. So I said: "Thank you. I feel genuinely honored." I paused for a few seconds before I asked her: "How was it for you to be spanked?"
"I don't know. It was a little weird. I didn't like it really, at least not the way you seem to like it. It doesn't turn me on. But I do somehow understand why it could be sexy to some people to get spanked. And I actually do feel better. I needed it in some way I guess. This time at least, so don't think you can just go around and spank me whenever you feel like it."
I chuckled at the thought of a sub who thinks he can just spank his Domme. That would be silly.
She smiled lovingly at me. "Thank you for being here for me. I really appreciate that."
"You're always welcome," I said.
Then she leaned against me and put her head on my shoulder again. "You know, breaking up sucks, but it's good to have a friend like you."
I just kissed her hair.
We sat there for a while. I realized how much I loved being us. Patty and Conrad, two best friends who were just trying to figure out themselves. Figuring out a way through life, love and sex.
We spent the rest of the day together, although not as clingy as before. Since we both didn't feel like doing anything, we hung out, watching Netflix all day and we ordered food around dinner time.
Around 9 Ben texted Patty to tell her he had left the house. It was all hers again.
"You know, I think it will be good for me to have my own place for myself again," she said. "Maybe I should stay single for a while, you know, just be on my own. No guys. I really need to figure myself out before I'm ready for a new relationship."
"I think that makes sense," I said. I tried not to think about my own feelings for her or how I would feel if she started a new relationship. Those feelings had no place in the current situation, I thought.
"I think I'll go home later and sleep in my own bed, without a horny teenager next to me, poking my butt with his boner. That would be a great relief. Maybe I'll even masturbate," she said and she chuckled. "But not just yet. Let's watch another episode, alright?"
"Sure, I'd love that." I really didn't want her to go, but I knew it would be better for the both of us.
Around 11 she headed back home, on her own. I had her promise to call me if she needed me.
It actually felt lonely to sleep alone in my own bed that night. I missed her. I wanted to take care of her. But as I reminded myself my Domme would call on me whenever she needed me, those feelings flowed away as I drifted to sleep.
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When my alarm woke me up the next morning I noticed I had a text from Patty. It had arrived just two minutes before and it said: "Hey sweetie, are you going back to work today?"
"Good morning! Yeah, I was planning to," I replied. "How about you?"
She replied within seconds: "I'm going to stay home another day and have a major cleanup to get Ben's energy out of my house. Have fun at work!"
I thought about it for a second. I was still called in sick and it only had been one day. I could help her, if she would like me to. A two day flu seemed to be more believable than a one day flu anyway. So I texted her: "I could skip work for another day and help you out if you like?"
"Yes, I'd like that. But only if it's really okay for you to skip work."
It was, so I texted her: "I'll just have coffee and take a shower and I'll be on my way."
Then she replied: "Skip the shower. You need to clean your cock without your cage. Shower here. And be here in an hour, I need to shower on my own first."
"Yes Patty," I replied submissively. I loved it how she suddenly started instructing me again. It turned me on.
Later, when I was drinking my coffee, she texted me again, saying: "The bag with gear is still at your place, don't forget to bring it."
I replied with at thumbs up, smiling. I was really looking forward to spending the day with her.
"Do you want some coffee?" she asked as soon as I got in. Patty was in sweat pants and T-shirt and her shirt was a little wet from her damp hair touching it.
"I'd love some, but don't worry about it, I can make it myself" I said, not wanting to be a burden to my friend. Or to my Domme.
"No, I'll make it. You know, sometimes I like to take a little care of you too," she said. She smiled warmly at me. "Just don't get used to it," she added, grinning. "Go have a seat, I'll be right there."
I went into the living room. The curtains were still closed and it had that early morning feel to it. I opened one curtain a little to let some light in. Her place was usually very clean and neat, but today there were still some things laying around. I saw a dirty plate, a few glasses and an almost empty bottle of coke. I assumed they were Ben's and she hadn't had the energy to clean it up yet. The TV was turned sideways a little and there were some cables and a socket strip laying next to it on the floor. It wasn't really messy or anything, but I did understand her need to clean and her reluctancy to do it alone.
A few minutes later Patty came in and handed me a mug of coffee as she sat down next to me on the couch.
She sighed. "This place is a mess," she said as she looked around. "I didn't even sit here last night, I just closed the curtains and went to bed."
"It's not that bad," I said. "How was your first night alone?"
"It was okay I guess," she said. "I didn't really miss him, but still it felt a little strange to be here alone." She paused for a few seconds. "I'm still glad we broke up. I think it was definitely the right choice."
I nodded. "I think so too."
"Thanks for coming over," she said. "I really want to clean up and get his feel out of here now. I need my place to feel like my own again. I want it to be fresh, so I can make a fresh start."
"I understand," I said. "Have you considered turning the seating and to put the TV against the other wall? It might make it feel very different."
"That is a really great idea," she said. "And if we move it all anyway, we can clean under the furniture as well while we're at it. Will you help me with that?"
"Of course," I said.
We finished our coffee while watching the morning news together and then Patty said: "Okay, let's get to it. Go strip Conrad. Collar only, I don't want your cuffs to get wet if you use water to clean."
"Yes Patty," I said and I got up. I liked to help her get a fresh start, but I really loved doing it by being bossed around the apartment while naked except my cock cage and collar.
She didn't disappoint me in bossing around department. It made me feel submissive and I loved it. But still, it was a full morning of cleaning. It was work, for the both of us. I cleaned the living room as she went through the closets in the bedroom, seeing what Ben had forgotten to take. I vacuumed the place, helped her move furniture around, mopped the floors and cleaned the cabinets. She was working just has hard as I was while instructing me on what she wanted me to do. I loved doing it naked for her, and I loved her little looks at my chastity cage, but it wasn't anymore sexy or kinky than that. I just helped her out, as a friend and as a sub. I just loved the feel of serving her like that, in our own, unique dynamic. We both had fun doing it.
A little after noon we took a break to have some lunch. Patty sat down on her couch, which was now on the opposite site from where it had been since she lived there and she asked me to make her something to eat, so I headed to the kitchen to make a nice, fresh salad from the things she still had in the fridge and I made a couple of sandwiches.
"Thanks perv," she said as I put the tray with food down on the coffee table. She smiled appreciatively at me.
"You're welcome Patty," I sat as I sat down next to her, holding a plate. I took a few bites of my sandwich before I asked her: "You know, you usually call me perv when I'm naked or when we play. And I love it when you do, but I don't really have a name for you. Wouldn't you like a title or something for when we are playing?"
"Like what?" she asked with her mouth full.
"I don't know, Mistress or something?" I suggested.
"Nah, I really don't feel like a Mistress. More like a Miss, but that seems so impersonal."
She ate some more as I thought about alternatives. "Well, you have the classical Goddess, Princess, Queen, things like that."
"Yuck, I hate Princess," she said as she wrinkled her nose. "One of my exes always said I had a princess complex, so definitely no on that one unless you want me to get truly medieval on your ass. I do like Goddess though. But not for us. I wouldn't mind being called a Goddess by some sub, but you are not just some sub, you are my friend, even when we play."
I smiled at the compliment. Then I took another bite of my sandwich.
"What do you think?" she asked me. "What would feel good to you to call me when you're all pervy?"
"I like Miss Patty. Especially if we would play at the Farm for instance, you know, when things are more formal and there are people around."
"I do like Miss Patty as a more formal name," she said. "It's not so exaggerated as Goddess for instance. It suits me I think."
"Okay, Miss Patty it is then. And what about ma'am? I called you like that once and you said you didn't like it, but I like saying it if you order me around."
"Hmm," she said. "I'm not sure. Let's try it: go sit on the floor perv."
I chuckled, but then I quickly said: "Yes ma'am." Then I got up and sat down on the floor at her feet.
She grinned at me while chewing her food. Then she swallowed it and said: "Yeah, ma'am will work for me as well."
"Alright ma'am," I said, laughing.
She put some of the salad on her plate and started eating it. Then she paused, saying: "Speaking of the Farm, I'd love to see when we could go there again. I could use some time away from home, so maybe I should check if we can go there this weekend, or maybe the next. What do you think?"
"I'd love to," I said.
"Okay, I'll call Sue in a minute and see when she's there," she said. "Maybe we can spend the night. I could use a little time in the country." She grinned at me and said: "I could lay in a chair all day and have you tend to all my needs."
I chuckled. I would though, I would love that.
We continued eating our lunch for a couple of minutes.
"I'm really looking forward to our toys being delivered," she said.
"Yeah, me too."
"And I want to go shopping for sexy clothes," she said, smiling dreamingly. "I really don't know where to go though. Which shops are good and affordable? And what materials are nice and practical as well?"
"Why don't you ask Sue? Or Maggie?"
"That's not a bad idea," Patty said as she put her empty plate down. "You know what, go clean up perv and I'll call Sue."
"Yes ma'am," I said and stood up from the floor, collected the plates and went to the kitchen. I loved calling her ma'am, it made me feel all subby and it even turned me on a little.
"Are you free from Friday night until Sunday?" Patty yelled from the living room as I was rinsing dishes.
"Yes!" I yelled back. My heart jumped. I would really like to spend two nights in that magical, kinky place with those great people, doing all sorts of kinky stuff. And Patty would be there with me!
When I got back in the living room, Patty was walking around, putting items we had put everywhere so we could clean the cabinets back in their place. I helped her and soon all loose things were put away. She looked around the room. It did feel different now the seating had turned around. I went to stand next to her and she put her hand between my shoulder blades on my naked skin.
"Well, I think we're mostly done," she said. Her hand moved down, tracing my spine, and she let it linger on the top of my ass. "Thanks for helping perv. But now it's time for your shower, so go put that collar away, alright?"
"Yes ma'am," I said, smiling at her.
I put the collar in the closet next to the front door and headed towards the bathroom. I heard Patty turning on the shower for me. I had never showered here before. Her bathroom was really small with just enough room to stand in front of the sink, but it had a large, tiled shower with just a curtain.
She was standing there, dangling the keys in front of her and smiling at me as I came in.
I smiled back at her and reached out for the keys, expecting she wanted me to take off the chastity cage myself, but she pulled the keys away just before I could reach them.
"No perv, let me do it for you today," she said. She looked into my eyes. Her eyes twinkled and she had a slight smile on her lips. "You've been a great help over the last few days, so let me help you by taking your cage off for you."
The lack of space made us stand really close together. I watched her face as she looked down at my cock, which started to grow a little already. She stroked my balls gently with one finger before taking hold of the cage and unlocking the lock. She put the lock away and used both hands to separate the cage from the ring. My cock jumped out as soon as she took the cage off. Then she put two fingers of each hand behind the ring and she used her thumbs on my cockhead to force my struggling cock through the ring. As soon as it went through, she very gently pushed one ball through the ring, and then the other.
I had been looking at her face the whole time. Her twinkling eyes and her slow, gentle touch betrayed she liked taking it off for me. It was very intimate and erotic and it made me get really hard. She lovingly ran her hand along the base of my cock from base to tip before she turned around to put the cage and ring in the sink and said: "Okay, hop in perv."
I stepped under the warm shower and Patty closed the curtain to prevent getting wet from the water splashing off my body. I soaped up my cock and balls using soap from the first bottle of body wash I saw, enjoying the smooth feel and the liberated feel of having my cock out of its cage. Patty meanwhile cleaned the cage for me in the sink.
"I'll be right back," she said when she was done and I heard her walk out of the bathroom. "Remember, wash it, don't jerk it," she yelled from the hallway as she walked away.
I looked around the shower. There were two shelves, one with a dozen of female products and one with a bottle of shampoo and body wash for men. Ben forgot his soaps, I realized. I looked around more. This was the place where Patty always showered, I thought. She was naked here daily. It felt a little like she welcomed me in her sanctuary. It felt nice.
I rinsed off and opened the shower curtain. She had put a folded towel on the toilet seat, so I used it to dry myself off. When I stepped out of the shower, I noticed my cuffs laying on the floor in front of the open door. I took it as a hint to put them on, so I did. Then I looked around for my cage, but I didn't see it anywhere.
"Miss Patty, I can't find my cage," I yelled.
"I got it over here," I heard her yell from the living room. "Come here when your done."
I used the towel to wipe the condensate from the mirror and quickly sort of fixed my hair, hung out the towel and went over to her.
My erection had subsided while I was toweling myself off, but as I walked through the hallway I felt my cock wake up again. I felt really naked without my cage and I was aware I was about to step into Patty's living room like this. I was about to put my hands in front of my crotch to keep it out of sight as I stepped into the room, but then I saw Patty. She was standing in the middle of the room, wearing a black sports bra, a matching black female boxer short and her strap on. Nothing else. She was barefoot and had put her hazelnut brown hair up in a pony tail. Her naked belly was flat and her waist was narrow. She had the cutest belly button I had ever seen and a little mole right next to it. As a Domme she may have looked a little plain maybe, but in my mind she was the most beautiful and sexy Miss I'd ever seen. And she showed a lot more skin than she usually did. She looked really powerful with her large, realistic looking dildo protruding from her groin.
I froze as soon as I saw her standing there. The only thing that moved was my cock. It slowly pumped itself up. I hardly felt it, but Patty giggled as she saw me standing there, frozen except for my rising member.
"Get on your knees," she said gently.
I lowered myself to the floor without taking my eyes off her.
"Come," she said, beckoning me with a finger. "Crawl."
I crawled. I moved slowly, never breaking eye contact. Her hazelnut brown eyes had that naughty twinkle in them that I loved so much.
As I came closer, she put one foot forward. She pointed at it without saying a word. I knew what to do, so I leaned down to lower my face and kissed the top of her foot. And I kissed it again, a little bit higher. I kissed it again, now closer to the ankle. Then I kissed the ankle, hoping she wouldn't stop me from slowly moving upwards with each little kiss. I kissed the front of her shin, just above the ankle. With little kisses and at most an inch at the time, I moved upwards, towards her knee, above her knee, her muscular thigh, that beautiful, hot, sexy thigh. It felt so great to be kissing her thigh. I moved upwards and a little inwards, very slowly, hoping I would make it close to her groin before she would stop me.
"Good perv," she said softly, sexy even, when I had reached the top of her thigh, just an inch from her groin. "Lick my balls, suck them."
I tilted my head backwards, rested the heavy dildo on my face and kissed one of the hard rubber balls of the dildo. I kissed it again and put my mouth on it, sucking the rubber. I moved to the other side, making sure not even an inch of her balls were neglected. My cock was rock hard, trying to match its size to the dildo, which it failed of course. And I was very aware of my mouth being just an inch away from her sweet pussy.
I unconsciously put my hands on her thighs to steady myself as I worshiped the balls of the dildo, but she said: "Uh-uh, no hands. Put them behind your back and keep them there. Just tongue and mouth."
"Yes ma'am," I mumbled against the rubber balls while I moved forward a little on my knees, so I could put my hands behind my back and keep my balance.
"Good perv," she said softly. "Now the shaft."
I moved towards the shaft of the dildo, turning my head to reach it better. It rested on my lips as I gave it small kisses, slowly moving upwards. I could see Patty's face again from this position. She looked down on me, slightly smiling.
"Stick out your tongue," she said.
I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out. Patty steadied the dildo with one hand as she moved her hips to let it glide over my tongue and face. The rubbery cockhead, wet from my saliva, rubbed my nose and forehead as she moved forward and the tip of her dick rubbed my tongue as she moved her hips backward.
The she put the head of the dildo between my lips and slowly inserted it into my mouth, deeper and deeper, until I gagged. I instinctively pulled back a little, but then I moved forward immediately, putting it right at the point where I felt my gag reflex being triggered while I did my best to control it. I stuck out my tongue a little further and then let the thick dildo enter my throat.
She smiled proudly at me and said: "Good perv! Go on, suck it."
I pulled it out of my throat and sucked it, moving my head to let the dildo slide through my mouth. She probably couldn't tell, but I used my tongue, pressing it to the base of the shaft and the tip as I bobbed my head on it. I opened my throat again and deepthroated it. My fight with my gag reflex made me lose a pool of spit and it landed on my hard cock and upper thighs. I kept the dildo in my throat until I really needed to breath. Then I pulled back and bobbed my head on Patty's dick again.
"Good perv," she said again, softly. "You like it, don't you? You're rock hard."
I nodded without taking the dildo out of my mouth.
"You know what perv? Why don't you make yourself edge while you suck my dick?"
I kept bobbing my head up and down and grabbed my dick with my right hand. It was soaking wet from my precum and from me drooling all over it. I felt it slither through my hand as I jerked it, focusing on my slippery, sensitive cockhead.
Patty put both hands on my head. She didn't apply any force, but she did steady my head as she moved her hips in rhythm with my cock sucking efforts. It felt really sexy, sitting her, jerking my cock as she very gently took over my movements and started to fuck my mouth with the dildo.
My arousal was rising fast and so was my breathing. The dildo made it a hard to breath, but I loved the feeling. I loved putting effort in pleasuring Miss Patty.
I was moaning against the dildo. My fist pumped my hard cock and I was nearing orgasm already. Patty noticed my arousal I think, since she began fucking my mouth faster, harder, a little rougher. Her hands on my head increased their grip.
"Go on perv, edge for me. Don't cum, just edge," she said.
She made increasingly longer strokes while holding my head steady. I made all kinds of slobbering noises as my breath raced through my nose. I was getting real close now.
Then Patty held my head tight and slowly pushed forward, pressing her cock into my throat. I held my breath, fighting the gag reflex off while my eyes watered and my fist pumped on my soaking wet cock, making wet fapping sounds. Then she pushed through, forcing an intense gag out off me, but she kept pushing the dildo down my throat until its balls were on my chin. I hated gagging, but the powerful reflex sent a thrill towards my cock and my orgasm jumped up. I hit the edge with the dildo in my throat and quickly let go of my cock, just in time to keep myself from cumming. I fought the reflex to gag and the reflex to blow my load at the same time. It was pretty intense.
Patty pulled her dick out of my mouth. I gagged again as it left my throat and started coughing. She was grinning at me, watching a long strand of drool running off my chin and hitting my chest.
"Good perv. Did you hit the edge?"
I coughed again while I nodded.
She stroked my hair and asked: "Are you alright?"
"Yes," I said, grinning at her.
"Good," she said. She stroked my hair for a few seconds while smiling at me. Then she said: "Wait here," and she walked towards the couch. There she took a piece of rope and tied it to the back leg of the couch. I watched the straps of the harness around her hips and butt dig into the soft flesh of her perfect bubble butt. It was one of the hottest things I'd ever seen and I massaged my cock again without even thinking about it.



Patty put the rope over the seat of the couch, gaging its length and when she turned around she noticed immediately I was playing with my cock.
"Perv!" she said. "What are you doing?!?"
My eyes went wide when I realized I had my cock in my hand and I quickly put my hand behind my back, stammering: "I'm sorry." I paused a second and corrected myself: "I'm sorry Miss Patty."
She chuckled. "You better be. Just don't do that again, or I'll put you back in your cock cage immediately. Understood?"
"Yes, of course Miss," I said, sitting up straight on my knees with my hands behind my back and my boner pointing up towards the ceiling.
"You're such a little, sneaky pervert, jerking your cock as soon as I look away," she said, smiling as if she reprimanded a toddler that did something funny. "But I have to say, I do like you saying Miss and ma'am."
I grinned at her.
She bent over to tie the other rope to the other leg of the couch. When she was halfway done, she quickly and playfully looked over her shoulder to check if I wasn't jerking off again, which I wasn't of course. She did catch me eyeballing her ass, but she didn't say anything about that.
"Okay, let's see if this will work out the way I have in mind," she said as she stood up. "Go sit on the couch."
I got up and did as she instructed.
"No, on the edge," she said. "And lean back."
I moved to the edge of the seat and leaned back.
"Put your legs up," she instructed, and I did. Then she grabbed my ankles and pushed them backwards and way outwards, to check how far my legs would bend and exposing my cock and ass at the same time. It felt sexy to be manhandled by her like that. Then she let go of one leg and held the other while running the rope through the ring on my cuff. She tightened the rope a little and tied a knot. Then she did the same with my other leg, carefully making sure my spread was even before making the tie.
She stepped back to check her handywork. Then she stepped forward again, grabbed my thighs while bending forward, pressing them against her shoulders and she pulled my whole body a little further towards the edge of the seat. My cock, balls and ass were very accessible and exposed in this position and my legs were spread very wide.
She stepped back again and smiled, seemingly pleased with my spread out position. "Comfy?" she asked.
I nodded. I wasn't really, but I could hold out in this position for a while I thought. And it felt sexy, very vulnerable and immobilized.
Then she took the end of one of the ropes that was dangling from the ankle cuff and she ran it through the ring of my wrist cuff. Then she pulled it through the ring of the ankle cuff again and she pulled it tight, pulling my arm towards my foot. She grinned at me with fun loving eyes as she tied the rope off. She tied the other arm the same way, before stepping back again, looking pleased at my awkward but sexy pose. Her eyes twinkled. I loved that look in her eyes.
"That looks really sexy," she said. She paused a second. "It's still missing something though. Hang on, don't move," she said. Then she giggled at her own statement and she walked out, just to come back within a few seconds, holding a shoestring. Her dildo swayed lazily in the air as she walked towards me.
She knelt before my upturned ass. I still felt pretty awkward exposing my asshole to my best friend, although she had said earlier she liked my asshole. It still felt a little weird. And now she sat there with my ass, cock and balls just a few inches in front of her face and without my cage on that felt really naked and exposed.
She lifted my cock briefly to wrap the shoestring over it. She looped the thin rope around my cock and balls before tying a knot below my balls. Then she held my balls, making a ring with her index finger and thumb, as she started wrapping the thin rope around my scrotum tightly.
"You want to know a secret?" she said as she worked, looking at me with those eyes that betrayed how much fun she was having.
"Of course," I said, smiling at her.
"I always have the hots for guys' asses," she said softly while she was still wrapping my balls, pulling them tighter and tighter in their sack. "With almost every boyfriend I've had I tried to sneak a finger in there sooner or later. But they all just jumped as soon as I touched their asshole. Guys are just so scared of that, going on and on about how that is not an entrance." She started to tie off the shoelace. It wrapped over an inch of my scrotum, pushing my balls very tightly against each other. It felt really tight, but nice. And it pushed my balls up in the air, making it look really kinky as well.
"But you love it if I put things up your butt. I really like that in you." She grinned at me like a girl that finally got the shoes she wanted for so long.
I chuckled at her enthusiasm. I felt a little nervous though, but the idea of her getting all excited about sticking things up my ass excited me as well. I was just hoping she wasn't going to force an entire fist up there or something.
She just sat there on her knees, looking at my butthole, grinning at it. She took a finger and traced it down from my tied balls towards my asshole. It gave me goosebumps, it felt wonderful. Then she traced the outline of my asshole.
"I mean, assholes are so beautiful," she said dreamingly. And then she did something I always thought no Domme in the world, especially Patty, would ever do. She leaned in and briefly licked my asshole. It was the most amazing feeling I've ever felt. It felt wonderful, very kinky, but very, very intimate at the same time. I never would have thought that would feel so good and my cock just jumped up.
She looked at me and smiled naughtily.
"So," she said, softly and sexy, "with you here, all tied up and helpless, I finally have the chance to see what it's like to really play with a guys asshole. I want to know how it feels, how it tastes, how it reacts." Then she licked it again, briefly and looked at me again. "So you are actually taking my virginity in some way."
She licked my butthole again and I moaned. Then she took my throbbing cock in her hand briefly and squeezed it softly to check how hard it was.
"Oh, somebody really likes it," she said, giggling. Then she let go of my cock and buried her face between my ass cheeks and pressed her soft, warm, slippery tongue against my most private part, twirling it around.
"Oh god..." I moaned. It felt incredible. I felt as if my whole body would turn into liquid or something if she would keep doing that. "Jeez Patty, that feels so good!" I whispered as she slowly lapped my asshole. I was still trying to wrap my head around how good it felt.
She softly slapped the side off my butt and said: "Miss Patty."
"Yes, sorry Miss Patty," I said.
I felt her tongue harden and its tip press against my entrance. She wiggled her tongue and pushed harder, but it wouldn't go in. She circled my hole for a few seconds with a soft tongue and tried to push her tongue in again and it still didn't go in.
"Come on perv, let me in..." she said very softly before trying again. I relaxed my sphincter and then her tongue slipped in a little. I moaned again. My head couldn't think anymore, but my heart was thanking all angels for allowing me to feel this incredible intimate and hot sensation. My cock was dripping precum on my belly as it floated above it, rock hard, pulsing with my heartbeat.
I felt her trying to fuck my hole with her tongue, struggling with the powerful muscle of my sphincter that was build to stay shut. The warmth and wetness of her tongue against my butthole, her warm breath against my butt, the position I was bound in, I loved it all.
She stopped licking me and looked at my butthole. She stroked it with a finger and then she pushed her fingertip inside. I tried to open up for her, but I could feel my butthole clench down on her finger in some sort of automatic response to keep the intruder out.
Patty got up and grabbed the bottle of lube she had put on the coffee table before. She grinned at me as she opened it up and poured a copious amount on her fingertip. She slowly smeared it on my butthole, trying to push some of the think liquid inside.
I tried to focus on relaxing my sphincter as she pushed her finger inside again. It slowly slid in and then my butt clenched down on it again.
Patty giggled. "It's squeezing so hard," she said. I tried to relax my asshole deeper, but as soon as she tried to move her finger, my reflex clenched down again. "How do I get it to open up more?" Patty asked.
"I'm not sure," I said. "It may take some time. Or maybe if you put something a little bigger in it." I was still very horny, but talking with your best friend about how to relax your sphincter while she has her fingertip inside is really weird, I realized.
Patty got up. She looked down at her dildo while holding it with her hand. "Hmm, where could we possibly find something bigger than my finger?" she jokingly asked.
I chuckled.
She poured a lot of lube on it and then used her hand to spread it evenly around the tip and shaft of the fake cock. Then she stepped forward, awkwardly positioning herself while pointing the dildo at my hole. She rubbed it against my entrance a little and then looked me dead in my eyes as she pushed more forcefully against my butthole. I looked back at her twinkling eyes, relaxing my sphincter again until I felt the wonderful feeling of the tip of the dildo entering my ass. Patty grinned as she saw that feeling reflected in my facial expression.
She pushed in slowly, filling me up. The dildo reached my prostate and I moaned. She gently worked the whole length of the dildo inside of me. Then she took hold of my hips and slowly pulled back again while she looked down, watching the length of the dildo come out me again. She kept looking at it as she pushed it in all the way until her hips touched my butt cheeks. I loved the feeling of those first few strokes, but what made it really wonderful was studying her facial expression as she watched my ass spread and swallow up the entire length of the dildo.
She looked at me again as she started to fuck me. She needed to adjust her position a little, so her hips had more control over the artificial penis, but she found a way to move that felt natural to her and enabled her to control her strokes. Then she sped up, staring into my eyes as she started really fucking me.
I was moaning. It loved the feel of her pumping the hard dildo in and out. I did lose a bit of my erection as the sensations concentrated on my asshole and prostate more, but my arousal was still increasing.
Patty looked at my cock and balls. She grinned as she grabbed the improvised handle she created with the shoestring around my scrotum, essentially holding me by the balls as she fucked me. And then she increased her speed once more, fucking me fiercely as my half limb cock flopped around a little. She really went at me and it felt great. Very intense, but great.
A minute later, she changed strokes. She now slowly pulled out and then rammed the whole length of the dildo into me, making me moan and grunt on every pounding inward stroke. It felt amazing. It was rough, but the big dick shooting up inside me, feeling it force itself deep inside my abdomen, racing past my prostate, and feeling my whole body shake as she forcefully hit my ass with her hips again and again was an incredibly hot feeling. I studied her small boobs in her sports bra as she drove the dildo home time and time again. She looked so sexy. Her hazelnut brown eyes looking at me, showing a fierce, wild lust, the will to just take me.
She fucked me like that for a minute or two and then, after pounding the dick all the way in and holding it there for a couple of seconds, she very slowly started to retract the dildo from me. She watched it carefully as she slowly pulled the tip out. My ass clenched down as soon as it popped out and then I felt it open a little again, before closing itself fully shut.
Patty grinned and put the tip of the cock back in, but no more than just the tip.
"Try to keep your ass open," she said softly as she pulled out again. And just like the last time my ass clenched shut involuntarily as soon as the tip of the dildo slipped out. She pushed the large rubber cockhead in again and immediately pulled it out. I managed to keep my ass open for a second.
"Yes, like that," she said, smiling. She put it in again and pulled it out again. I kept pushing outward and managed to gape my ass for a second or two. "Yes, like that, that looks amazing," she said, smiling. Again she put it in and pulled it out, but it was hard for me to keep my ass open longer than a second, maybe two.
She reached down and pushed her finger inside of me. It entered me real easily now. Her eyes went wide as she said: "Oh, that's way easier now! That's so peculiar." She pulled her finger out and pushed it in again a couple of times, finger fucking me, discovering how my asshole felt now, while grinning widely. She giggled and said: "That feels so weird." She looked as if she just discovered an amazing secret while turning her finger, feeling the insides of my asshole.
Then she slipped a second finger in, feeling the edges of my sphincter from the inside. She clearly enjoyed living out a fantasy she apparently had for a long time. She took her time discovering how my asshole felt and reacted to different moves.
She bent down a little to get a better reach before sliding both fingers in to her knuckles. She wiggled her fingers, testing the width of my ass. I loved feeling her fingers poke around inside of me. It was hot and it was fun to see her experiment in such an intimate way. The girl next door in her sports bra, wearing a strap on and having two fingers all the way up my butt, it was sexy and funny at the same time.
Then she found my prostate. I moaned softly as she touched it, not only because of the little wave of pleasure I felt, but also because I wanted her to know she had found it. Her fingers explored the region and then I felt her bare down, right on my prostate. I moaned again.
Her eyes widened and she looked at me. "Is that your prostate?" she asked.
I nodded.
"I can feel it!" she said, giggly. She pushed upwards against it and I moaned again. "Oh, you like that, don't you?" she asked, grinning.
"Yes," I said softly, half saying it and half moaning it since she put pressure on it right when I said it.
She giggled again and then she slipped a third finger inside, trying to get a better feel of the mysterious little bump she found in my inner depths.
"Your cock isn't really hard though," she said.
"No, that's pretty normal I guess," I said. "The focus is on my ass now. I am really turned on though."
She grabbed my cock with her free hand and squeezed it a little. That made it wake up and I felt it grow as she softly massaged it. She gently nourished it back to life and as soon as it had some real body again, she started stroking me slowly while still exploring my prostate region with her fingers, pushing against it and rubbing it. Her fingers found that specific pressing movement that always sends a wave of pleasure through me and I moaned again as my eyes went wide in lust.
"Is that moan your cock or your prostate?" she asked.
"Pros-tate," I moaned in two parts since she found that spot again mid word.
"Ah, right there, that's the sweet spot then, right?" she asked as she made that same move again.
"Yes," I said, panting a little. Between her hand stroking my cock and her fingers rubbing my prostate, I was getting really turned on. I noticed her fingers on my cock were glistering with my precum. I leaked like a faucet with that massaging, milking pressure on my prostate.
"Interesting," she said, grinning. I looked at her face for a second and saw in her eyes that she was truly loving this. And so was I. Who knew Patty was so fond of playing with my ass and that I would love the feeling so much?
She sped up her strokes on my cock to a true jerking off speed. I felt the lubrication of my precum between my cock and her fingers. Meanwhile she tried to find a matching, but slower rhythm with her fingers massaging the sweet spot on my prostate. She did five strokes on my cock for each rub on my prostate. It felt amazing. I put my head back in the waves of lust running up and down my spine and concentrated on the kinky massage I was getting.
She continued her rhythmic jerk off slash prostate massage for a few minutes, and I knew I wasn't going to last long. I was panting, feeling like she was going to milk my cum out any minute now from the inside out.
"Hey, your prostate is getting bigger!" she said in surprise. I could feel it too. She put a little more pressure on it, or did it just feel like that because it was swelling?
"I think I might cum if you keep doing that," I said softly, panting.
"Really?" she asked innocently. She must have known I was close since my prostate was swelling and my cock was rock hard as her hand slithered over its head time and time again. She didn't stop jerking and milking me though.
"Yes, really," I moaned, getting closer and closer.
"Okay, well, cum whenever your ready. I'm curious to how your prostate reacts if you do," she said.
Her giving me permission to cum was enough. I allowed myself to cum and just a few seconds later I felt the familiar large swell of my prostate, signaling my orgasm coming up. Then I felt the wave of pleasure run over me. I rolled my eyes back and moaned: "I'm cumming... I'm cumming..." just before my body took over in orgasm. My abdominal muscles clenched rhythmically as my body pumped cum out of my cock. I felt it land on my belly as my ass clenched down again and again on Patty's fingers.
She kept stroking my cock gently until my orgasm faded away and my asshole relaxed again. Then she pulled her fingers out slowly. I sighed at the relaxed, satisfied feeling.
"That was awesome!" she said. "I never knew how much is happening down there when a guy cums. And how much force it uses. It was amazing. A little painful for my fingers, but really amazing."
I chuckled as I looked at her, still panting. She really looked wonderful, all excited about her discoveries of the inner workings of my plumbing.
"Hang on, I have to get a towel," she said and she walked out of the living room, holding her hands up like a surgeon walking into an operating room, one hand covered in lube and the other covered in cum. As I heard her wash her hands, I became aware of how uncomfortable my bondage was. I had hardly noticed it while she was playing with me, but now I that I was laying alone on the couch I really noticed. Both my hands felt numb, as if they were sleeping, and my legs felt tired of the strain of being tied so wide apart.
Patty took her time. She was still washing her hands, or maybe cleaning the dildo, I couldn't tell. As soon as she entered the living room again I said: "Please Patty, can you untie me? I can't feel my hands anymore." I sounded more panicked than I actually was.
Her eyes went wide and she hurried towards me. She dropped the towel on my chest and quickly untied the knot holding my right hand up. Then she untied my left hand before she untied my feet. She helped each foot safely down to the floor as she released the ropes.
"Are you okay?" she asked.
I was rubbing my numb hands together. They started tingling and I was sure it would be alright in a few minutes, so I said: "Yes, I'm okay." My legs were shaking due to the long strain now that I had me feet on the floor again, but I was sure it would be okay in a few minutes.
"Damn, I really should have checked more often of your bonds were still okay," Patty said. She looked really startled and a little guilty maybe. She quickly sat down next to me, wrapped an arm around me and pulled me towards her, pressing my head on the top of her chest. "I'm so sorry. Are you really okay? You're shaking."



"That's just my legs," I said. "My hands are fine probably. They feel a little tinkly but I can feel them again, they just fell asleep."
"Are you sure? Please, just lay down for a minute. Here, put your legs up." She changed position, put my head on her lap and made room to put my legs up on the armrest. She used the towel to sloppily wipe most the cum from my belly before asking: "Are you sure you're alright? Do you need anything? A blanket or something?" She seemed genuinely worried.
"No, thanks, I'll be fine, my body just needs to relax for a few minutes," I said. I actually was fine, it felt like a normal physical reaction to being tied in that position for so long, it didn't worry me anymore at all. It was nice to feel her care for me though. She never did that, at least, not like this. It reminded me of the care Eve had given me at the Farm. I just rested my head on her naked legs, my face turned towards her naked belly, enjoying her proximity, the warmth of her body and her scent, while she stroked my hair. It was intimate, I loved it.
"Thank you for letting me feel around inside your butt," Patty said softly after a few minutes. "It was a fantasy come true to me. And it was really interesting."
"No, thank you for playing with my butt," I said. "Explore it anytime you like, I loved it."
Patty chuckled as she stroked my hair. "You're such a pervert," she said.
"I am. And loving it," I replied. "And thank you for letting me cum," I added after a few seconds.
"Well, you've been good to me the last few days, so I guess you deserved to cum. And I was curious about how it would feel when you came with my fingers inside of you. Just don't get used to me jerking you off all the time, I'm not your geisha."
I snuggled a little closer against her and enjoyed the feeling of being near her.
We sat there quietly for about ten minutes, until Patty wanted to get up to freshen up. She checked one more time if I was alright and when I said I was she told me to put my cage back on and dress myself.
After we had gotten dressed, I got the feeling something had changed from the loving embrace she had given me after playing. She seemed to just go around her business without really connecting with me. Avoiding eye contact sometimes even. I started to wonder if she was okay, but when I asked she just said: "Sure, I'm fine."
When I asked what she wanted to do for dinner a couple of minutes later, she said she was thinking about seeing if she could have dinner at her parents house. She said she had to go tell them that she and Ben had split up. It felt like a hint for me to go home. I took the hint and a few minutes later we said our goodbyes and I went home. It felt a little weird though. It felt like we had been really close together, closer than ever, maybe too close to her taste even, and now she suddenly wanted space. She didn't say anything about it, but I felt it.
Over the next few days we texted a couple of times to check in, but we didn't see each other. I went back to work the next Wednesday morning, and that evening a large box was delivered to my home, containing the sex toys we had ordered. When I texted her it had arrived and to ask her if she wanted to come over to open it together, she said she would like that, but that she didn't know when she would have time and she would let me know. It felt again like she needed some space after the last couple of days in which we had seen each other so often and we had gotten so close. So I gave her the space she seemed to need. I thought maybe a little space would be good for me as well, although I really missed being around her.
I started to feel a little gloomy. And I was worried.
I knew I had a lot of moments in which I was completely in love with Patty, but I was questioning the validity of my own feelings. I did love her of course, I loved her as my friend, and although a lot of the time I just wanted to be with her, I seriously doubted if I would want to be her boyfriend. The thought of being her boyfriend scared me. I knew how she could be towards her boyfriends. She sometimes could be pretty cruel and degrading to them and I'd hate it if she did that to me within the context of a relationship. The thought of her treating me like that outside of play scared me. Luckily, she didn't seem to have any interest in being my girlfriend, so it seemed a non issue, but my feelings of being in love with her had my mind wondering in that direction a lot of the time.
And I worried about intimacy. We had a couple of very loving moments together lately and although I loved them, I now felt like she pushed me away, maybe because of those moments. At the farm she had said she felt guilty about crossing her own line by jerking me off, and now I wondered if her jerking me off the last time maybe was driving her away. Or was it the loving, intimate moments we'd shared? It was just a lingering feeling maybe, but it had me worried.
I tried to park my worries and feelings as well as I could. I would see her again on Friday and we were going to be together at the Farm for the weekend. I told myself it would all work out fine then. I hoped it would all work out fine. I needed it to work out fine. But still I felt trapped between my feelings for her, questioning myself about what I wanted and what was realistically possible between the two of us.
It's not easy being a sub and having a best friend, who is a Domme.
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That Friday I picked Patty up after work. We had decided to leave as soon as possible for Sue's Farm and stop for a quick dinner at a drive through along the way.
As soon as she got into my car, the worries I had felt the days before disappeared. She looked happy. She was looking forward to this weekend as much as I was. The first thing she asked me when she got in the car was if I hadn't forgotten the box with toys that had been delivered to my house. When I said it was on the back seat she quickly checked if it was unopened and when she confirmed that, I got a "Good perv" from her. She seemed genuinely looking forward to us opening it together, for us to play with our new toys together, for us to hang out the next couple of days together and it totally eased my mind.
During the drive we were just Patty and Conrad again, chatting and laughing, sharing stupid little details of ours lives. It was fun.
When we arrived a little before 9 it had become dark out already. With summer slowly ending, the days were getting shorter and the temperatures were slowly dropping, although the weather forecast for the next few days looked good.
We walked up to the fairytale like house, carrying our luggage, and the front door opened before we even got there. Eve appeared in the porchlight and we smiled when we noticed her outfit. She was wearing a blue onesie with a large, white heart on her chest. It went great with her blue hair, her blue eyes and her large, happy smile.
"Hi!" she said as we approached. "It's so good to see you again."
"Aw, you look so cute!" Patty said.
Eve grinned as she put her hands in the pockets of her onesie and moved the roomy thing around. "Thanks! I love onesies," she giggled. "They may not be sexy, but they feel good, so I love putting them on whenever I have a lazy night."
"I think it looks very sexy," I said, half joking, but half serious. I loved her homey looks, it had a fun loving and intimate feel to it that I really liked. I also wondered if she was naked under it and how the soft fabric on her skin made her feel.
"Stop perving at the cute hot girl," Patty said, teasingly.
Eve giggled. Then she stepped into her shoes and stepped outside, still cheerfully smiling. "Come, I'll show you your room," she said as she started heading towards the barn. "Sue retired to her quarters already, she had a really long flight today and she came home a little jetlagged and tired. She was sorry she won't be here to greet you today, but she'll be up early tomorrow morning."
Eve led the way towards the barn, but instead of entering through the little door at the front, she led us over a sparsely lit path on the right, towards a door in the middle of the long building. There we entered and went up the stairs.
"You'll be our only guests tonight and we got you the room closest to the stairs," Eve said as she led the way up. "It's a little bigger than the other rooms."
I peeked at her butt in her baggy outfit as she climbed the stairs right in front of me.
When we reached the second floor, we saw Rick was vacuuming the hallway.
"Conrad, Patty, how good to see you again," he said cheerfully, "Don't worry, I'll be done in a minute."
We greeted him and followed Eve through the door directly across the stairs. She flipped on the lights as she entered and showed us the room. It was just like the room we had seen on our tour. It may have been a little bit bigger, but not by much. The large bed had black coverings on them, there were fresh flowers on the little table and there was a leather clad spanking bench in the corner.
"Here's your room," Eve said. "There are fresh towels and robes in the bathroom and there's beer, wine and soda in the fridge." She opened the little fridge next to the closet to show us. "Tonight there won't be anything interesting going on around here. Please feel free to hang out in the main room downstairs and use the bar, but please don't use the heavy equipment yet without one of us around. Some of the things down there can kill you if you're not careful," she said, chuckling at her overstatement, but we got the message. Don't mess with the dangerous toys unsupervised. "Except for this bench, of course," Eve said, pointing at the spanking bench as she winked at us. "You can do whatever you want with that."
Rick stepped inside the room. "There is an intercom next to the door if you need anything. We'll be up until 11 probably, after that you're on your own," he said, smiling his heartly smile. "Tomorrow morning after 8 you can contact us through the intercom to see if Sue is up or to get some breakfast delivered to your room."
We thanked them for their excellent service and said our goodbyes. As Eve closed the door, she peeked through the gab and playfully and teasingly said: "Have fun!" before closing it.
Patty and I smiled at each other.
"Do you like the room?" I asked her.
"Sure, it's nice," she said. "You'll have to sleep in my bed though."
"Yeah, it seems so. Do you mind?"
"No, not as long as your keep your cage on and your hands off," she said. "And if you can't keep your hands off, well, there seem to be enough points to tie your hands to on the bed frame." She grinned naughtily at me. Then she said: "Go strip Conrad."
"Yes ma'am," I said. Just before I went into the bathroom to take off my clothes, Patty held out the grey bag with my cuffs in them and theatrically cleared her throat. I grinned at her and took the bag with me.
When I got out of the bathroom, naked and wearing my Patty's Perv collar and cuffs, Patty had changed her clothes into tight, grey yoga pants and a white T-shirt. She was sitting on the bed with her legs folded beneath her and the large box with our ordered toys right in front of her, still sealed with tape. She smiled at me, looking like a girl next door that had a secret box of candy.
"Wanna open it?" she asked.
"Of course!" I said.
I wanted to go sit next to her, but she said: "No perv, sit over there," as she pointed to the spot on the bed across from her.
"Yes ma'am," I said and sat where she pointed, folding my legs as well. My cock woke up. I liked being controlled by her and the prospect of opening up the box with sex toys with her excited me.
Patty tore the tape with the nail of her thumb and then forcefully ripped open the cardboard box. She put her hand in and pulled out the first item.
"It's my whip!" she said, looking at the black item in the see through plastic bag. She opened the bag and took it out. The odor of leather filled the room immediately.
"Isn't it called a flogger?" I asked.
"I don't know," she said as she straightened the folded strands. "What's the difference?"
"I believe it's called a flogger if it has a lot of strands and a whip if it just has a few or one."
"Then it's probably a flogger," she said, running her hand through the leather strands. She picked up the empty bag and read the label. "Yes, it says flogger here."
I watched the girl next door study the kinky toy. It looked a little weird to see her handle it, but the image did represent our friendship well, I thought. A very normal looking girl with an amazing ass in tight yoga pants, holding a flogger without knowing the right term for it, but being really interested in it, while grinning from ear to ear. I felt so much love for her as she sat there.
"We'll play with this later," she said as she put it down next to her. "I need more practice first anyway."
She put her hand into the box again and pulled out a black plastic bag. She tore it open and looked inside.
"Ah, it's your metal cage," she said as she pulled out the shiny, metal cage. "It's heavy." Then she opened the smaller bag holding the leather straps. Together we figured out how to connect the straps to the ring.
"It looks great," she said. Then she looked at me, saying: "Get up, come over here."
I stood up and walked to the edge of the bed. Patty got up to take the keys of my cage from her jeans and then she sat on the edge of the bed, right in front of me. She unlocked the cage and took it off. I loved it when she took it off for me, and so did my cock. She clearly got the hang of taking my cage off, because she expertly worked my half hard cock and balls through the ring. I watched her opening the metal cage, her face just a foot away from my temporarily freed penis.
I wanted to take the cage from her, since she had never put one on herself, but she said: "No, I want to do it."
So I watched her as she put my balls through the ring and wrestled my still hardening cock down to force it through. She forced the head through the ring and then she roughly pulled the rest of my cock through with her fingers. My cock got rock hard by her manhandling it and the feel of the hard, tight, cold metal ring around my junk. Patty carefully pulled all skin through the ring, as I has shown her before, before wrapping the leather strap around my hips and buckling it shut on my left hip.
"Is the strap tight enough? Or too tight maybe?" she asked.
I felt it and checked to position of the ring, but it seemed okay.
"You do seem to like it," she giggled and poked my pulsating cock with one finger.
I chuckled.
Then she took the cage and held my cock with one hand, trying to put the cage over my cockhead, but my dick was simply to hard. She turned and twisted the cage and tried using more force, but it wouldn't go into the tight, cold cage. And her manhandling my hard cock didn't help to make my cock go softer.
"It doesn't fit," she said as she tried to force the cold metal cage onto my cockhead again. I grunted since it actually hurt.
"It will fit, this cage is the same size as the other one. My cock is just too big."
She chuckled. "It's not really that big Conrad," she said. "You mean it's too hard."
"Err, yes, that's what I meant," I said, feeling the burn a little.
"Well, waiting for it to go down will take forever," she said.
"I could wait it out in the bathroom and put the cage on myself," I suggested. "You can then lock it yourself if you want."
"No, I want to put it on," she said determined. She thought about it for a second. Then she put the box with unopened packages on the floor and said: "I think I know what to do. Lay down on your back."
She got off the bed and I did as she told. Patty meanwhile took a bottle of lube from the grey back.
"Pull your knees up," she said as she got back on the bed. As I pulled them up, she sat close to my ass. Then she lubed up her fingers and started rubbing my asshole. I felt a finger poke at it, trying to get in, so I took a deep breath and tried to relax. It felt a little awkward again, laying like that while she touched my butthole. Even knowing she actually liked it made it a little better, but still it felt a little weird.
Her finger popped in and she forcefully entered my ass with it. She wiggled it, turned it around a little and moved it in and out. I struggled to let go off the embarrassment and did a poor job at it, maybe because we didn't really built up our play. She just kept playing with my ass, circling her finger and moving it in and out. She was a little rough, making it harder for me to get really into it.
After a minute or two she abruptly pulled her finger out. I felt her grab my cock, which had gone mostly limp as she played with my ass, and she quickly put the cage over my cockhead and moved the cage towards the ring.
"Haha, got it," she said victoriously, grinning widely, as if she successfully lured a bird out of its hiding and put it in its cage. Then she carefully connected the cage to the metal ring and closed it with the lock.
"Yes!" she said as she stretched her arms up in victory.
I chuckled at her cunning solution to her Domme problem and her joy in successfully trapping my cock in it's cage.
"I like it, it looks nice," she said as she gently caressed my free, accessible balls. She smiled satisfied at what she saw. I could see in her eyes she genuinely liked it.
To me it felt still a little hard and cold, but I figured it would warm up soon enough. And I really liked it's weight, the strap around my hips and the looks of the shiny metal holding my meat in place.
"It'll take some getting used to, but I think I like it too," I said.
"Good," she said, still looking at my cock. It was growing again and fighting its new, steel prison.
"Don't move," she said, "keep your legs up." Then she got up and looked through the items in the box. She took out a bag, tore it open and pulled the metal butt plug out. It looked way bigger than it did on the website when I ordered it.
I swallowed nervously as she sat back down on the bed. She put a glob of lube on it's top and spread it out evenly around the shining, metal plug. Then she put it against my ass, smiling at me with her naughty smile and her twinkling eyes.
The cold tip of the plug made my butthole clench as it touched it. She applied some pressure as I tried to relax. Luckily my butt was lubed up well by now and it had her finger in before, making it easier to relax and the tip entered me quite easily. It did feel really cold though. I liked to feeling, but it made it harder to open myself up to it.
Patty took her time, slowly letting my butt get used to it. Every time I relaxed a little deeper the plug slid in a little further. Then the widest part came up and it seemed impossible for me to relax more and open up more. I was starting to think it just was to big and wasn't going to fit.
Patty just moved it in and out a little, trying to get it in further piece by piece. I felt my butthole stretch. It felt uncomfortable and really arousing at the same time. I liked the feeling, but still I thought it would never go in.
Then, as she pushed in, I felt the shape change.
"That's it perv, just a little more," she said softly.
I pushed my ass out as well as I could and then it slipped in. As soon as the widest part had passed my ass clenched again, pushing the whole slippery metal thing inside. I moaned a the amazing feeling.
"There you go," Patty said, grinning widely. She pulled a little at the base but it wouldn't come out easily. "Good perv."
I smiled at her. I felt the hard, cold plug press against my prostate. I loved the feeling.
"It looks nice," she said, grinning at my butt and tilting her head. "I like the purple gem and the metal goes well with your cage. How does it feel, are you alright?"
"Yes, I'm alright. It feels hot, well, cold actually, but hot." I chuckled.
"Good," she said. "Get up, see if you can walk around with it."
I got off the bed and walked around a little. It felt really heavy and I could feel it move on every step, but walking or moving wasn't a problem at all. The gentle pressure on my prostate made it just feel really hot. It turned me on.
"Can you sit with it?" Patty asked.
I sat down on one of the chairs at the little table and it wasn't uncomfortable. "Yes, no problem," I said.
"Great!" Patty said. Her eyes twinkled. "The thought of you wearing that is really a turn on for me."
I grinned sheepishly at her. Both the cage and the plug seemed to warm up a little and I really loved the feel of the weight of the metal on my cock and in my ass.
"So, what's next?" I asked, looking at the box.
"Let's do the rest later, I want to take a bath and then go to sleep," Patty said. "I haven't been in a tub since I still lived with my parents and they have a great looking bathtub over here. I really want to try it." She paused for a second. "Run me a bath perv," she said, smiling warmly at me. "Make it nice and warm. And see if there's some bubbles for it."
"Yes Miss Patty," I said, emphasizing my willingness to serve her.
So, I ran her a bath, sitting on my knees next to the tub, getting even more turned on from the feel of the metal on and in my lower body. I made very sure the water was warm but not too hot. I found some bath foam and put it in, hoping I didn't over or under dose it. I stayed with the tub while it filled to make sure everything would be perfect. My thoughts wandered to her laying in there naked in a few minutes of course, but I tried not to go there too much. She was still my best friend and my Domme. And taking a bath wasn't a sexual act in my mind, I just wondered how she would look like.
When the tub had filled up, I got back into our room. Patty was reading something on her phone.
"Your bath is ready Miss," I said.
"Thanks perv," she said. Then she got up and walked into the bathroom.
"Do you need me to help you out? Wash your back maybe?" I asked, following her.
She turned around looked at me. All of the sudden she looked really agitated and said: "No, of course not! I'm not going to let you watch me get naked and take a bath, you fucking idiot!" Her eyes shot lightning bolts for a second.
She really startled me to be honest. I felt my throat clench.
"I'm sorry," I said, raising my hands apologetically. "I wasn't trying to come on to you and I really didn't want to offend you. Really, I'm sorry. I'll just stay here."
She just looked at me and I could see anger in her eyes. If I hadn't felt startled from her sudden snap, I would have thought she looked beautiful, full of passion. But it scared me for a second and she must have seen that in my eyes. She blinked her eyes a couple of times and then I noticed her looking at my cage for a second. And then she visibly relaxed. Her eyes softened as she took a deep breath.
"I'm sorry," she said. "I'm... well, I shouldn't... just stay here alright?"
Then she stepped into the bathroom and quickly closed the door.
I sat down on the edge of the bed. My arousal was gone and I felt a little confused. I didn't understand what just happened. Of course I thought she was hot and in a way I wanted to have sex with her, but I would never if she didn't want me to. I wouldn't even make a move on her. And in this case I really wasn't trying come on to her or something like that, I really just wanted to serve her, make her feel safe and happy. So I didn't understand why she snapped at me.
I sat there for a minute. All of the sudden the plug up my ass, that felt wonderful just a minute ago was now the most annoying thing in the world. I wanted it out. I didn't want to disappoint Patty by taking it out without permission, but I really needed it gone. So I rolled back on the bed, put my legs up and grabbed the base, taking a little time to relax so I could pull it out of me. When I got it out I just put in on the bed.
I sat up again, thinking about what just happened. I felt a little hurt to be honest. Or was I scared? I realized I was scared of losing her and that fear added to me wanting to please her, to keep her happy. I didn't want her to feel upset. It felt like I had failed at keeping her happy and that hurt more than her being angry for a few seconds.
"Conrad?" I heard Patty say from the bathroom.
My heart stopped for a second.
"Yes?" I said.
"Could you come here for a second?"
My mind was racing. Did I want to go to her? Was she still upset? Was I upset? I just couldn't tell.
"Please?" she said. "It's alright, I'm not mad at you and you can't see anything. Please come over here for a second?"
Her voice sounded sweet. Warm. Like the friend I had known for so long.
"Yes," I said. "I'll be right there."
I felt my heart pound in my chest when I entered the bathroom. I didn't want to upset her more. I didn't want to fight.
Patty was laying in the tub. Only her neck and head were above the foam covered water. Her hair was wet.
"Please, sit down for a second," she said. She sounded vulnerable.
I knelt beside the tub, so we could see each other. Her eyes seemed a little red or puffy maybe, like she had been crying.
"I'm sorry," she said. "I'm sorry, I should never have snapped at you like that."



I didn't know what to say, so I kept quiet.
"I'm really sorry, I don't know what came over me," she said, sounding sincere and maybe a little defeated. "Sometimes I can get really angry when a guy tries to make a move. And I know you didn't even make a move. I don't really know why I got angry. It's like I momentarily forgot it was you I was talking to." She paused for a second. "I just wanted to say, it's not you, it's me. Really."
"I just.. didn't want to offend you. I didn't want to upset you," I said softly.
She looked at me. Then she sat up in the tub, turning towards me. I could see her upper body, but I had no interest in her boobs right now. I just looked at her face, those hazelnut brown eyes I loved so much. And those eyes looked genuinely sad.
"I know," she said softly. "You didn't do anything wrong. It's me." She took a deep breath. "You know, the last few weeks have been really tough on me. I mean, playing with you, all those new feelings I discover, all those hot, kinky experiences. And then Ben. And you. It's all a little confusing sometimes. It feels like losing control, like I opened Pandora's box or something, and I thought I was handling it well until just now. I guess I'm just feeling like I'm losing control of myself and I really can't stand that feeling. I feel like that when guys hit on me too and when you offered your sweet help I just got really angry all of a sudden."
I could understand that, I guess. I felt confusion and the feeling of losing control since everything started changing as well, that feeling of having opened Pandora's box. The last few weeks had been really interesting and new and, well, confusing.
"It's been a lot for me too," I said.
"I know," she said.
"No, I mean, it really confuses me too. I may have had more interest for kink and bdsm than you at first, but for me it's all new too. I never experienced anything like this before. I guess I don't know what to do with these feelings, just like you. I'm trying make it work as well, but I don't really know what I'm doing. So I try my best and when you got angry I felt like I failed."
She smiled at me. It was a loving smile, somewhere between sad and loving. We just looked each other in the eyes and suddenly I noticed tears well up in hers.
"I'm so sorry I got angry. I don't understand why. I did realize thought during the breakup with Ben that I might have an issue with men and I might have taken it out on you. Just now, but maybe even all the time. Maybe all these kinky feelings I have... what if I'm just trying to hurt you because I'm angry?" Tears ran down her cheeks. "I'm so confused and it scares me. I can't lose you! I don't want to drive you away! I don't want to hurt you, for real I mean. In play it can be hot, but I really don't want to hurt you. I'm scaring myself with all the things I've been feeling lately, I sometimes just don't know what to do!"
I looked at her and saw her pain and despair in her eyes. And her love for our friendship as well. All I wanted to do was hug her to make her feel it was alright to be confused or even a little angry and I somewhat understood why she snapped at me, but I couldn't just hug her. I was naked and she was naked in the tub. I didn't want her to feel threatened, especially not right now.
So, I said: "I really don't want you to hurt Patty."
More tears ran down her cheeks as she said: "And I don't want you to hurt."
She got on her knees in the tub, moving towards me in a motion that expressed she needed a hug. And I needed a hug. Without thinking I got on my knees in front of the tub and we hugged, her wet, naked, soapy upper body against my naked chest. We put our faces in each others necks. My hand caressed her wet shoulders and her hand rubbed the back of my head in a warm, very genuinely, loving hug.
"I love you Conrad," she said. It felt like a platonic 'I love you', but I felt the same feeling in that moment.
"And I love you very much Patty," I said softly.
We just held each other for a minute. I just gently stroked her wet hair.
"We'll figure it out sweetie," I said softly. "It may be confusing and scary, for the both of us, but maybe it's okay to be confused? Maybe the moment you get confused about yourself is the moment you learn something important about yourself? Maybe we need to be confused to discover who we truly are? Can't we just be confused together, without having to fix it?"
She softly chuckled against my neck and then I felt her nod. "Yes, I guess you're right. But I'm scared. I'm scared of my feelings. And most of all, I'm scared of my anger."
"It's okay," I said. "I'm scared too. But it's okay. So, you sometimes get a little agitated, it's still okay. We'll figure it out together, alright?"
I heard Patty's knees slip on the bottom of the tub, making that distinctive tub slipping sound, but I had her. I held on to her.
"Yes, let's figure it out together," she said.
Her hands moved on my shoulders, caressing my skin.
"I love you Conrad," she said again.
I just held her for a little until her knees slipped again.
"I really want to get out of this tub now," she said, giggling. But she didn't break the hug.
"Okay, I'll get back to the bedroom," I said, still holding her. I really didn't want to break this amazing hug.
She paused for a few seconds before saying: "No, stay. I really want you to stay."
She still didn't break the hug and I didn't really know what to do, so I just kept hugging her. And then, she started to get up, still hanging on to me, looking for support while standing up. She struggled a little to get footing in the slippery tub, so I put my foot on the floor and started to rise, holding her, helping her get up.
Then we both stood up straight, still hugging. She lifted one foot over the edge of the tub. And then the other. She stepped out and pressed her dripping, soft, wet, naked body against mine, still hugging me. I felt her breath on my neck and the warmth of her slippery skin on mine.
My cock reacted without my mental approvement. Luckily the cage, that pressed against her naked lower belly, contained my arousal. I ignored it, I just held on to her. I really didn't want to upset her by getting turned on by holding her like this. I knew she would not want this to turn into any kind of sexual act and she was so vulnerable right now.
"Hmm, it's so good to have a friend like you," she said softly.
I just held her, stroking her hair.
Then she whispered: "Please, no sex, but I really need to feel your body."
I kissed her neck and promised: "No sex. Nothing pervy. But I'm here."
We stood there for a long time, just holding each other. Sometimes hands moved across skin, but what we both really needed right now was just each others proximity. Each others love, without it getting more complicated than it already was.
So, we stood there, until she started shivering as the air cooled her wet body.
"Let me get you a towel," I said softly. She just nodded. We broke the hug briefly as I got a towel from the rack and wrapped it around her shoulders. She pressed her naked front against mine again. I caressed her back with the towel between my hands and her body, drying her skin while holding her. Then I dried her shoulders. Then her neck and the upper part of her chest.
Patty stepped back a little, releasing me from the hug. She spread her arms out a little and closed her eyes. So I kept drying her off. I dried her arms, then her arm pits. I gently, lovingly dried off her boobs. It was the first time I saw them, small and with protruding nipples, the same color as her hair and eyes, that were hard from the cold, but I didn't make it sexual, I just dried her beautiful body. I moved down across her belly. I saw it all, her rib cage, her stomach. Her belly button with the little mole next to it. Her feminine tummy. Her hips, her groin, her pubic area, with a narrow landing strip, trimmed really short. I gently dried the soft part between her legs. I dried her strong thighs, her lower legs and her feet. She turned so I could dry off her lower back and her beautiful bubble butt, full, tight and soft. I gently touched every square inch of her body with the towel. I was really happy I was wearing a chastity cage, or my protruding throbbing cock would have ruined this beautiful moment in which I dried off my best friend, who is a Domme that needed some TLC.
After I was done drying her off, I quickly wiped my chest and belly before we embraced each other again. It felt so good to touch her, skin to skin.
I finally got to see Patty naked for the first time ever, and it was a totally different experience than I ever thought it would be. It was even better than just seeing her naked. We touched each other on a whole different level.
Very gently I steered her towards the bed. I held my arm around her shoulders and together we left the bathroom, the tub still full of cooling water. I only switched off the lights before I guided her towards the bed. I opened the covers for her and she slipped into bed, naked. Then I went to the other side and laid down. Patty immediately scooted over, pressing her naked butt against my hip. She felt behind her until she found my hand and pulled it over to her front, indicating she wanted to spoon. She put my arm between her boobs and held my hand while we just laid there.
My cock was fighting it's cage as the cage pressed against her soft butt, screaming: take her you fool!! But I didn't of course. I just held her until she fell asleep. And then I held her until I fell asleep.
When I woke the next morning I was all alone in the bed, still wearing my cuffs, collar and cage. Patty wasn't there. The door to the bathroom was open, but there were no signs of life in there as well.
I quickly got up. It was almost 9:30. I put on my jeans and T-shirt over my cuffs. When I checked the bathroom, I noticed the tub had been drained.
I walked down the stairs and found my way to the main room of the barn through the corridor. And there was Patty, leaning on the bar as she was talking to Eve, who was behind the bar, cleaning the espresso machine.
"Hey sweetie," Patty said, using her normal friends voice.
"Hey," I said as I approached her. I kissed her cheek briefly, as we normally did. "Have you been up long?"
"No, just half an hour or so," Patty said. She smiled at me.
"Morning Eve," I said to the blue haired sub.
"Good morning Conrad," Eve said as she filled the coffee machine with fresh beans. "Did you sleep well?"
"Yes, thank you," I replied as I sat on the bar stool next to where Patty was standing.
Eve smiled at me. She was wearing a spiked collar with a large D-ring that complimented her hair and pierced nose very well. Otherwise she was dressed casually, wearing baggy, long trousers and a black T-shirt.
Patty wore her yoga pants and T-shirt. Although I was wondering if our long, naked hug last night had changed anything, her demeaner didn't show any change. She was just Patty, my best friend.
"Good thing you're both up," Eve said. "Sue's up as well and Rick is serving breakfast in the house at 10." She smiled friendly at us. "Are you guys looking forward to the party?"
"There's a party?" I asked.
"Yes, didn't Sue tell you? She's having a couple of friends over tonight for a femdom themed party," Eve clarified. Her blue eyes sparkled.
"That will be interesting, right perv?" Patty said. "I hope I can find something to wear again in the clothing rooms, I didn't bring anything."
"I'm sure we can," Eve said, grinning at Patty like only girls talking clothing can.
We chatted with Eve for a couple of minutes before heading to the house. There we met Sue again. She was working in the kitchen, together with Rick. Sue looked cheerful, dressed in her dark blue Chanel suit dress. She seemed genuinely happy to see us and she hugged us both briefly when we greeted her.
Within a few minutes we where sitting in the small dining room. Rick and Eve joined us for breakfast. The food looked great, with a lot of fresh produce from the vegetable garden.
We chatted casually. Sue, Rick and Eve talked through some things that needed to be taken care of today, normal house managing stuff. Then Sue talked about her having been in Japan most of the week for business.
When she got around to genuinely ask us how we've been, Patty said; "Well, I broke up with my boyfriend the day after we were here last week."
"Aw, I'm sorry," Sue responded in her motherly voice.
"Oh, don't be," Patty said, smiling. "I think it's for the best. It was just not working out so I figured I really needed to end it. It seemed only fair towards him to not drag it out any longer."
"Oh, I see," Sue said, smiling. She paused briefly before asking: "So, are the two of you together now?"
Patty laughed. "No, of course we're not together. We're best friends. I could never see us getting together," she said, sounding like the whole idea seemed ridiculous.
That stung a little, but I ignored it. I was used to ignoring it
"Really?" Sue said. She genuinely seemed surprised Patty said that.
"Yes, we've been best friends for over five years now. Me and Conrad together would be just weird. Like dating my brother," Patty said, chuckling. "Besides, he's really not my type."
"I see," Sue said as she took a bite of her salad. She took her time eating it and we all fell silent. Then she looked at me, asking: "Haven't you told her yet that you are head over heals in love with her?"
I almost choked on the food in my mouth. How could she say that? I just froze. And how did she know? Was I really that much in love with Patty? Could everybody could tell? Was it that obvious?
Sue just smiled motherly at me, but Patty was staring at me as if she heard that I had a third nipple or something.
"Have you been doing your sharing sessions?" Sue asked Patty, deflecting attention from my obvious emotional predicament.
Patty's eyes flew from Sue to me and back again.
"Err, no," she stammered. "I didn't really think about it with everything going on with Ben and all."
Sue sighed. "Well, I can tell you guys you need to get brutally honest with each other, but in the end you are the ones that need to do it." She paused a second. "But I don't mind helping you two out with that. So Conrad, do you love Patty?"
My heart was pounding and my throat clenched. I knew I needed, no, wanted to answer truthfully to Sue's question. To Sue. But I was really, really scared of what would happen if Patty heard my truthful answer.
So I stayed silent. Frozen.
Sue smiled motherly at me again. "Just answer the question truthfully Conrad. I promise you it will be okay. Do you love Patty?"
Patty just stared at me. Eve and Rick stared at me. Everyone stared at me, but it was Patty's stare that had me worried.
It took me some effort to be able to speak, but I managed to say: "Yes... Yes, I love her." It was the truth. And as soon as I'd said it out loud I realized it was the most liberating thing I've ever said, and the most terrifying thing as well.
"See, that wasn't so hard, right?" Sue said. Then she turned towards Patty. "So, Patty, do you love Conrad?"
Patty looked white as a ghost. Then, after a few seconds, she seemed to recompose herself.
"Yes, of course I love him. He's my best friend," she stated dryly.
"I see," Sue said. "Let me rephrase the question, and please be brutally honest. Patty, are you in love with Conrad?"
My heart was pounding in my throat.
"No!" Patty said. As white as she had been, she now turned very red. And really agitated. "No! I could never be in love with him! He isn't even my type!"
My heart dropped, but Sue just sat there, dead calm, smiling her motherly smile at Patty.
"Are you sure?" she asked gently, raising an eyebrow.
Patty seemed to be at the brink of storming away in anger, but she immediately said: "Yes, I'm sure!"
Sue looked at her for a second before she said: "What would happen if you would ever fall in love with him? What would go wrong? What scares you the most?"
"I could never be in love with *him*!" Patty stated angerly, raising her voice. "I can't be with him! I can't have sex with him! It would break us apart, it would destroy what we have!! I can't let that happen, I can't lose him!!" She seemed angry, her face was all red and her eyes were tearing up. She paused for a second and I noticed a tear running down her cheek. "I would break our friendship. I would lose him. I always somehow destroy my relationships, so I can't... I can't afford to lose him!"
"Patty, look at me for a second," Sue said. "Look into my eyes."
Patty looked at her and the moment she turned her eyes towards Sue, I realized she wasn't upset in anger. She was scared. Really scared. She was petrified.
Sue just looked at her with those motherly eyes. "Patty, nothing has to change. You don't have to be with him. You don't have to live with him. You don't have to marry him. You don't have to have sex with him. You don't have to promise him anything. Everything can remain just as it has always been and you are still in control. I just want to know what you feel. So: are you in love with him?"
Patty suddenly seemed to relax a little. She seemed to surrender her defenses. She just looked into Sue's eyes as tears ran down her cheeks.
"I don't... well..." She paused and then sighed. "Yes," she said, very softly.
She just stared into Sue's eyes for a couple of seconds and then she seemed to relax. She seemed to feel the same relief I had felt when admitting I loved Patty, but in tenfold.
Tears ran out of her eyes when she blinked her eyes again. And then she said: "Yes, I am in love with Conrad." Then a flood of tears ran out of her eyes. "And it scares the shit out of me," she said with a chocked voice.
Sue smiled warmly at her as she put her hand on Patty's hand. "But nothing has to change dear Patty. Just go on as the dear friends you are. Talk, laugh, play, share each others lives like you two always have, even fuck whoever you want. Just acknowledge to each other what you truly feel, without the obligations that usually seem to come with it. You don't have to do anything or change anything. That's what sharing is about. Just say out loud what you truly feel without any obligations."
Patty still looked at Sue. She remained really tense for five more seconds and then she visibly relaxed fully, taking a really deep breath. Her defenses seemed to wash away with the tears that ran down her cheeks. She smiled at Sue, and then she laughed. Suddenly she looked really, really relieved.
Then she giggled. "Oh my god! Sue, I never even realized it, but I'm in love with Conrad," she said, grinning widely.
"I know," Sue said, smiling her motherly smile. "Don't tell me, tell him."
Then Patty looked at me with those hazelnut brown eyes. I saw her tears on her cheeks, but her eyes twinkled like I had never seen before. She seemed to be glowing. "Conrad, I just want to say: I'm in love with you. But please, don't ever let us change."
My heart melted and I felt my own tears well up.
"I'm in love with you too Patty," I said as I felt my love for her flow through my whole body. "And we won't change anything, I promise. I'm just happy we said it out loud."
Patty laughed, girlishly and openly. "Me too," she said. Then she wiped her tears away with her index fingers, adding: "God, I feel so relieved right now." She took a deep breath.
Sue chuckled at her, and then she really quickly diverted attention from all emotions, preventing us to make it more complicated that in already was, by saying; "Okay, now we got that out of the way, let's talk business. We have a lot to do today. We've got guests coming at 8 and everything has to be ready by then. And also, Eve said Patty needs clothing. So Eve, can you take care of the house this morning? And maybe Conrad can help Rick get the barn ready while Patty and I head into the clothing rooms to find her something nice."



We all agreed and finished our breakfast.
I helped Rick get the barn ready for some more overnight guests. We vacuumed rooms, made beds, checked if everything was clean and working, put flowers on tables. We even made all the bunk beds in the subs dormitory in case overnight guests wanted to sleep without their subs in the room. I helped Rick repair a door on a closet that didn't close right anymore. It took quite a lot of work to make sure everything was ready for guests. Luckily working with Rick was very pleasant. He was friendly, efficient and fun to be around and I got to know him a little better.
I felt distracted though. My thoughts were with Patty all the time. We hadn't spoken to each other in private after confessing our feelings for each other, since her and Sue left together to look for clothes as soon as breakfast had finished. Every time she popped in my head, which was about twice a minute, I felt in love. I could feel it flowing through by body. I assumed we would just continue our little dynamic as it had been until now. I didn't really expect us to kiss or sleep together, at least not anytime soon, but my mind wandered there a lot of course. But knowing I loved her and she loved me did seem to make a huge difference. It filled my heart with joy. There were some worries of course, but I knew we would be able to resolve any problems that we would encounter and if we couldn't, I was pretty sure Sue could help us out. So, that eased my mind, enabling me to enjoy being in love while doing the work that needed to be done.
When we were done upstairs, we joined Eve in the kitchen to help her out preparing lunch.
Sue and Patty really took their time. It was nearing lunch time and they had been in those clothing rooms for hours now. I was wondering what they would be talking about while Patty tried on different outfits. And then my mind wandered to Patty. Would she be naked when fitting clothes? I had mental images of her beautiful, hot body that I'd seen naked for the very first time the night before, and I must have been grinning sheepishly because Rick chuckled when he noticed my face, as if he could read my mind.
Not much later Sue and Patty entered the house. Patty was dressed in her yoga pants again. As soon as our eyes met we smiled at each other. It was a different kind of smile than I was used to. It was the kind of smile only people in love exchange with each other.
"Did you find yourself something nice for tonight?" I asked her.
"Yes, I have. And I think you'll love it. I'm not putting it on until tonight though," she said while stepping towards me. Without saying anything she put her arms around my waist and her head on my shoulder and we hugged. She pressed her whole front body against mine. It somehow felt like a way deeper, more intimate hug than we usually shared.
"Did you have fun trying outfits?" I asked her, still holding her.
"Yes," she said softly. "I talked to Sue a lot. It really helped me."
She broke the hug and smiled lovingly at me. Then she very briefly caressed my cheek before heading towards the door leading to the hallway. Just before she left out of sight, she stopped, looked over her shoulder and smiled a very happy, loving smile at me.
After lunch Sue asked me to lend Eve and Rick a hand in the kitchen, so we could finish up quickly because she needed us in the barn to rearrange the equipment on the playground and to make sure the bar would be ready for the party tonight. So I helped Eve and Rick clean up while Sue and Patty went ahead to the barn together.
It took us just 15 minutes or so to get one of the two dishwashers loaded and to clean the kitchen and then we were ready to head to the barn.
As soon as we entered the barn, I heard both Sue and Patty laugh. I was happy they got along so well and I was grateful that Patty had the opportunity to have a long talk with Sue that morning. I think, after our long, naked hug last night and the emotional confessions during breakfast, Patty could use some Sue support.
"Hey perv," Patty said as soon as I entered the main room. Her eyes where glowing with happiness. "Come here." She patted the seat next to her. As soon as I sat down she wrapped her arm around my shoulders and kissed my cheek. "You look so cute in your jeans and T-shirt while wearing your cuffs underneath."
Sue smiled at us. It was clear she enjoyed watching us.
"And why are you even wearing clothes?" Patty asked. "I think I'd rather look at you walk around here naked. Would that be alright Sue?"
"Of course," Sue said. "He's your sub, you can do whatever you want with him."
Patty grinned. "You heard the lady, go strip perv."
I smiled at Patty. I wanted to kiss her, but I didn't of course. I had promised her we wouldn't change our ways, even now we both knew we were in love with each other, and even if our ways would change, I it was up to her to determine when and in what way. Patty needed that apparently and I was fine with being guided by her. I loved being guided by her even. But I did find in that moment that I had to suppress the need to kiss her. So I just said: "Yes ma'am," and got up to take my clothes off in the hallway.
I had taken my clothes off here before and Sue and Eve had seen me, even without me wearing my chastity cage, but Rick hadn't. It felt awkward to walk back into the room, even though I had told myself he probably had seen much stranger things than a skinny guy in a chastity cage. I still walked in with my hands in front of my cage though, but Rick didn't even blink when he looked my way. That relaxed me a little and I felt safe to let my hands drop.
"Oh, do you have a new cage?" Eve asked. She smiled at me.
I nodded, a little shy. I felt my cock wake up. Why did I always get turned on if my cock or cage got any form of attention?
"Yes, and I put it on him," Patty said proudly. I didn't think the others really registered the importance of that.
"It looks great," Sue said.
"Thank you," I said as I sat down next to Patty again. She immediately laid her hand on my smooth thigh and she smiled lovingly at me.
Sue, Rick and Eve discussed how they wanted the room, and especially the playground, to look like for the party. They decided they wanted the St. Andrew's cross on the other side of the playground so it would have more space around it. Sue wanted two tall cages next to the cross, one on each side. Rick suggested to move the bondage table a little closer to the window, so there would be more open space below the winches and pulleys on the ceiling. Sue wanted a chair for her put up in the seating area with the fireplace, set to the side a little so she would have a clear view to the playground. And she asked Rick to set up two tables with just two chairs each, in case anyone would prefer a table over a couch tonight. There were some other minor changes and Sue wanted them put some small toys around the area as well.
"Would you mind if your sub helps out my subs with the equipment changes, Miss Patty?" Sue asked. I realized they had talked a lot about the things Patty and I talked about as she used the formal title Patty and I had decided on.
"Of course not, Lady Sue," Patty said, smiling at her. Then she gently stroked my naked back, saying: "Go on perv, help them."
Rick had opened up two double doors in the back of the room that led to a large storage area full of equipment and furniture. It even had a little electric fork lift that they could use as a crane as well to move the real heavy items around.
It felt a little weird to be helping the two fully dressed subs while just wearing cuffs and chastity, but I soon got used to it and I lost most of my embarrassment, but I never forgot I was naked. It felt kinky and arousing, especially with Sue and Patty sitting there watching us work.
As I helped Eve and Rick I just kept peeking at Patty. And a lot of those times I caught her peeking my way while she talked to Sue. I felt my love of her flow through me every time I saw her and the glances we exchanged turned me on very time. Patty looked very happy as well and I wondered if she felt the same way as I did. And if her seeing me turned her on as well.
It took us about 45 minutes to get the large equipment laid out as they wanted. I went back to Patty and Sue again and sat on the armrest of the couch, next to Patty, while Eve and Rick laid out smaller toys everywhere and made sure all gear hanging on the walls was in place and looking neat.
Then Sue asked: "Eve, could you please make sure the bar is ready for tonight?"
"No!" Eve said, pretty loud.
It startled me a little. I had no idea why she would say no. She was always friendly, cheerful and compliant and now she just plainly said no to a very nice and normal question from her Domme. Patty looked to be a little startled as well.
Sue smiled motherly at Eve. "Eve, do you need some personal time or are you going to be a brat about the bar?"
Eve tried to look defiant but she couldn't really suppress a grin, like a little girl that knew she was going to be in trouble if she was going to do what she wanted to do, but did it anyway.
She folded her arms, stretched one leg out and looked at her own foot while saying softly, but clearly: "Oh, I'm definitely going to be a brat about the bar." Her blue eyes sparkled.
Sue got up. I noticed Patty still had question marks in her eyes and I guessed my facial expression looked a lot like hers. Rick was grinning though and he sat down on the armrest of another couch, as if he knew this was going to take a while and he wanted to see whatever was going to happen.
Sue took her time walking towards Eve, who seemed to be getting more and more trouble hiding her guilty grin.
"Eve, look at me," Sue said. She sounded stern.
"No," Eve said very softly, still looking at her foot, hiding her face behind her hair.
"Eve!" Sue said, the warning clear in her voice.
Eve peeked at Sue from behind her blue hair.
"What did you say when I asked you to get the bar ready?"
"I said: NO!!" Eve said. Her eyes still sparkled, but the blush on her face and the very, very loud 'no' clearly showed a lot of emotion as well.
I didn't really understand what was going on and I held my breath as I watched.
Sue folded her arms. "You don't say no to me young lady," she said, sounding so icy calm it was scary.
"I just did. NO!!" Eve said. She now shouted the 'no' from the tips of her toes, briefly balling her fists as she shouted it. There was some real anger in there, but her eyes still looked like she was having great fun.
"Eve," Sue said, sounding more and more stern. "Say you're sorry."
"NO!!" Eve shouted again.
My heart was pounding in my chest. I knew they were playing, they must have been, but Eve's defiance and her loud, emotional, real shouting made it a little scary to look at.
"Say you're sorry, Eve," Sue repeated sternly.
"No, I'm not going to say I'm sorry because I'm not sorry," Eve said, still hiding behind her hair. "I'm not going to do the fucking bar and I'm not going to say I'm fucking sorry, and you CAN'T MAKE ME!!"
Sue walked towards the wall where various toys where hanging on a rack and took a long, stick like tool with a thick handle and a forked end, a tool I now know is called a cattle prod. Then she walked towards one of the cages while intensely staring at Eve, who in turn was staring at the cattle prod. Sue opened the cage door and stood a little to the side of the cage.
"I've had enough of your big mouth young lady," Sue said, sounding like a school teacher. "Get in the cage."
"No," Eve said softly, still staring at the cattle prod. She looked to be scared of it.
Sue sighed theatrically. "Eve, do I have to say everything twice? Get in the cage," Sue said. Her voice sounded calm and warm.
"NO!!" Eve shouted again.
"Eve, I'm going to count to three and when I get to three you're going to be in this cage," Sue stated clearly, pointing to the cage with one hand and pointing the cattle prod towards the girl with the other.
Eve didn't move and kept quiet.
"One," Sue said, raising the cattle prod while slowly walking towards Eve.
Eve just stared at the forked end of the long tool.
"Two," Sue said. She pushed the button on the handle and bright blue sparks jumped between the forks, making a very loud electrical noise.
Eve flinched. But she remained where she was.
Sue held the end of the prod right next to Eve's flank. The blue haired girl cowered clearly, but she still refused to move.
"Three," Sue said clearly as a last warning. And when Eve still didn't move, she pushed the cattle prod against the girls ribs and pushed the button.
Eve jumped in pain and shrieked a high pitched and loud scream. She quickly took three steps towards the cage, but then she stopped dead in her tracks. Sue walked towards her, making the prod spark again as a warning. Eve cowered again as Sue got closer, staring at the cattle prod with large eyes. She was clearly terrified of it, but she stayed put and didn't take a step. When Sue got really close to her, Eve let her fear of the prod win over her courage and she said: "Okay, okay, okay, I'll get in the fucking cage," and she quickly jumped in the cage.
Sue closed the door behind her with a loud, metallic bang. Eve grabbed the bars and looked out, quietly but with a defiant look in her intelligent blue eyes.
"And stop saying fuck all the time," Sue said calmly. "That's no way for a young lady to behave."
"FUUUUUCK!!" Eve yelled at the top of her voice.
Sue just chuckled. Then she looked at us, saying: "She just needs to be a brat sometimes." She was obviously loving it, her dark eyes where gleaming.
I was mesmerized by what I was seeing. I loved it, but the mixture of play and true emotions made a little scary as well. I thought I'd seen a lot with years of watching kinky porn, but I'd never seen anything like what was displayed here in the grand looking main room of the barn.
Patty seemed to be captivated as well. She had put her arm on my leg, as I was still sitting on her armrest, and had laid her chin on her hand. She was quietly staring at the scene in front of us.
Sue looked into Eve's eyes and said: "Say you're sorry Eve. If you do, you're free to go. I will even ask Rick to take care of the bar."
"No!" Eve said. She looked feisty, like a locked up animal.
"You know what's going to happen if you don't say you're sorry, right?" Sue asked.
Eve had that fun loving grin again that she just couldn't hide. "Yes," she said, softly.
"Alright then, if you want to get punished, I'll punish you," Sue said. "Take off your clothes."
"No way!" Eve said.
"Yes way. Take off your clothes Eve."
"No!"
Sue sighed. Then she said: "You've got three choices young lady. One: you say you're sorry. Two: you take off all your clothes. Or three: I'll put this thing on your ribs and I'll hold the button down until you do as your told or until it runs out of batteries. And if that happens, I'll leave you there while it recharges and I'll start all over when it's full again. So, what is it going to be?"
Eve kept quiet, but when Sue pointed the prod in her direction and made it spark, she started to take off her T-shirt.
"I thought so," Sue said. "And hurry up, we haven't got all day."
"This is awesome," Patty whispered to me, leaning on my leg. I smiled at her and stroked her hair. She giggled and looked at me, her hazelnut brown eyes full of love.
We watched the defiant sub take off her clothes. First, she exposed a black lace bra when taking off her T-shirt and dropped it on the floor outside the cage. Then she kicked off her shoes and awkwardly wrestled out of her pants, since the cage was so tight she couldn't really bend over, showing her matching G-string. She theatrically put her hands holding the pants through the bars of the cage and dropped it, as if she wanted to make a quiet, defiant statement. Rick got up and picked up the clothes Eve dropped and folded them, making sure they weren't getting in the way.
"Keep going," Sue said, making the cattle prod spark again in warning.
Eve unhooked her bra and exposed her nice boos and her nipple piercings. Then she yanked her panties down and stepped out of them. Rick put his hand inside the cage through the bars to collect them.
I knew Eve wasn't shy at all, but now she held one hand in front of her pussy and one crossed over here boobs, to keep them out of sight or to keep them safe from the cattle prod maybe.
"Now, what should I do with you?" Sue asked, looking closely at the naked girl in the cage. "Maybe flog you until you say you're sorry?"
"No," Eve said.
"Tie you to the chair and have your ass fucked by a machine maybe?" Sue said, thinking out loud.
"No," Eve said again.
"A paddling then? Or maybe a belt?" Sue asked, looking at her carefully.
"No."
"Maybe the sybian then."
"No," Eve said again. But something in her eyes changed.
"Yes, I know what I'm going to do," Sue said. "Rick, get the sybian please."
As Rick entered the storage room, Patty asked me: "What's a sybian?"
I knew what it was. "You'll see. This is going to be fun," I said to her. Then I stroked her hair again briefly. She smiled at me again, seemingly allowing me to show small signs of affection. She rested her chin on her hand again.
Rick came back, carrying the large vibrating machine in his arms. Sue looked at the winches and pulleys on the ceiling for a second and then pointed where she wanted the sybian to be. While Rick was setting it up, Sue took a couple of ropes from the rack on the wall. She put two on the floor where Rick was setting up the machine and she took one with her towards the cage.
"Turn around," she said to Eve.
Eve looked like she was going to start a whole 'no' saying routine again, but then she sighed and complied. She looked down as Sue gathered her hands behind her back and tied them together through the bars of the cage. It was really hot to see the naked blue haired girl getting tied up. My cock started to grow a little within it's own steel cage.
Sue finished tying Eve's wrists together, leaving a really long piece of rope left, when Rick asked: "Do you want me to lube it up Sue?"
Sue simply forced a hand between Eve's thighs and roughly felt up the girls pussy while Eve grunted.
"No, she's good to go," Sue said.
Then she opened the door to the cage and grabbed a fist full of blue hair to control the defiant sub. She carefully but forcefully led Eve out of the cage, who was grunting from Sue's grip pulling on her scalp.
Sue led her to the sybian and said: "Get on it."
I expected another no, but Eve just sank to one knee and positioned her pussy over the little protruding dildo. She moved her hips a little to line it up with the entrance of her pussy and then she sat down on it before getting on her other knee. Sue held on to her hair making sure she wouldn't get up and run.
"Can you run the rope through the pulley on the ceiling for me?" Sue asked Rick.
He took the rope connected to Eve's hands, lowered a pulley using a button on the wall and quickly pulled the full length of the rope through it. Then he raised the pulley again and tied the rope loosely to a hook on the wall. Now Eve's hands were being pulled up a little, making getting up from her kneeled position on the machine a little harder, although I bet it was still possible. She couldn't run away anymore though, that much was clear.
Sue knelt next to Eve. She lifted Eve's foot and put her knee under it to keep if off the floor. Then she quickly and expertly wrapped a rope around her ankle and upper thigh and tied it off in the middle, creating a frog tie that caused Eve's foot to be off the ground, so only her knee was touching the floor. Then Sue got up and did the same to the other foot. There was no way Eve would be able to get up on her own now.



Then Sue walked to the hook holding the rope to Eve's arms. She slowly pulled the rope, raising Eve's arms, forcing the girl to bend forward more. When Sue had positioned Eve so she had to bend forward but couldn't fall further forward, she tied the rope securely to the hook.
Eve looked incredibly sexy. Her boobs where hanging a little and her forward bent position made sure she kept her clit securely pressed against the sybian's attachment while having her awkwardly balancing on her knees as well.
Sue then opened a cabinet and took out an anal hook with a rather large ball on it's end and a thin piece of rope. Rick assisted her immediately by dropping a big glob of lube on the ball and spreading it around using his hand. Then Sue walked to the bound girl and pressed the ball against her asshole. I saw Eve's facial expression show concentration to open up her sphincter for the large ball, and the moment it popped in her eyes widened briefly as she shrieked a little.
Sue collected Eve's hair and quickly tied the rope around it tightly. Then she ran the rope through the hooks eye and pulled it tight so Eve's head was forced backward far enough for her to be looking dead ahead and not down.
I was watching in awe at the speed and expertise Sue used to force a naked and defiant girl in an awkward and very effective position on a sybian. It didn't even take her five minutes to tie her up. I loved the whole scene and it turned me on as well. My cock was clearly pressing against its cage.
"Are you having fun?" I whispered to Patty.
She grinned at me, saying: "Hell yeah."
I chuckled. I loved having a kinky best friend.
Sue squatted next to Eve and checked if her pussy was positioned correctly on the sybian's attachment. I heard her whisper: "Okay?" and Eve just nodded.
Sue slapped Eve's naked ass a couple of times. She must have been hitting it pretty hard, since I saw Eve's face grimace in pain as the loud slapping noises rolled through the large room.
"Fuck!" Eve said as soon as she had recovered from the surprise of the hard spanks on her exposed butt.
Sue then kneeled on the floor, right in front of the bound girl. She meticulously put the remote of the sybian in front of her on the floor and she put her hands on her knees. It was great to see the wealthy Asian business woman sitting on her knees on the floor, dressed in her Chanel dress suit in front of a tied up, blue haired, naked girl. I couldn't see Sue's face, but I could imagine her motherly smile as she looked into Eve's sparkling blue eyes.
"So, are you going to say you're sorry?" she asked Eve.
"Fuck no!" Eve said defiantly to her caregiver, friend and Domme.
"Then I have no other option than to turn on this machine and let it run until you do," Sue said calmly.
Eve shrugged as well as she could with her shoulders and head being pulled back and said: "Pfff, go ahead, this thing doesn't hurt."
"No, it doesn't," Sue said. Then she turned it on, on it's slowest setting. The room got filled with a loud, low buzzing sound.
Eve's eyes widened for a fraction of a second and a smile briefly appeared on her face in reaction to the strong, slow vibrations in her pussy and on her clit. She quickly stopped smiling though, as if she didn't want to give in and show her emotions, as if that was the only form of defiance she still had left.
The whole sight of it made my cock get harder and made me grin. It looked so hot.
"Boy, I gotta get me one of those," Patty whispered as she understood what this machine was capable off. I chuckled at her and stroked her hair again briefly. Patty smiled and rubbed my thigh for a second as she watched the captivating scene.
Sue just sat there, watching the motionless, expressionless girl. The machine just buzzed and nothing seemed to be happening at all for a couple of minutes. Sue turned the speed up a little after a minute or two, with no visible change to Eve's expression. She was just looking dead ahead with a steel face.
Then, very slowly, a slight blush started to appear on Eve's face. A minute later her breathing visibly had increased. She remained still though, determined not to give away what she was feeling. She didn't make a sound and there were no visible changes in the expression of her forced up face.
I peeked between her legs and saw how the soft flesh around her pussy vibrated, making her clit piercing move as well. As I guy I had no idea how it felt, but it seemed to me that it had to be a pretty intense feeling.
A minute or two later, Eve was clearly breathing faster. Her face got redder as well and her mouth twisted a little every now and then. Sue increased the speed a little more. All Eve did in reaction was blink her eyes a couple of times before looking Sue straight in the eyes.
Sue waited another minute before increasing the speed again, just a little. Eve started puffing now, still trying to be defiantly expressionless. I could only imagine how intense her pussy must feel now. She had been on that thing for at least six or seven minutes now.
When Sue increased the speed again a minute later, Eve started to show signs of not being able to contain herself anymore. It looked like her defiance was going to break soon. She was getting redder and redder, puffing a little and the muscles in her legs moved every now and then.
Then she said: "Fuuuuck!", followed by a deep moan. She licked her lips and closed her eyes for a second.
Sue patiently let the machine to it's job. She just looked at Eve, who's struggles became more apparent. She panted a little, moaning a little occasionally.
"Are you going to say you're sorry?" Sue asked.
"Hell no!!" Eve shouted. And then she moaned again. "Fuuuuck!"
Sue turned the speed up again, quite a bit this time. We could hear the pitch of the vibrations shoot up. The machine made a lot more noise at this speed.
"Ohh god..." Eve moaned. I saw her muscles move as she tried to move her legs, to no avail. Her chest was heaving, her tits shook a little and she seemed to sweat. "Oooohhhohhh," she moaned and licked her lips. Her eyes had broken the stare with Sue and were going everywhere now.
Sue increased the speed again a little. Eve's eyes got a little wider while looking at nothing. She was panting, taking really short, quick breaths. She seemed to be falling apart from her defiant composure. I saw her upper chest redden, just below her throat. She stopped breathing and her eyes widened even more.
"Ggggnnnn... oooohhh..." she moaned. Sue upped the speed again and Eve moaned: "Goohhoohhoohhood!"
Her orgasm hit visibly. She moaned and bucked on the machine, making her boobs shake. Her eyes rolled back while they were wide open and I could see the veins in her neck swell as she made a very, very long, primal sound. Her hips bucked again and again. She roared as waves of pleasure ran through her. You could almost see them run through her.
Then her legs kicked forcefully in their bonds in an attempt to get off the machine.
She seemed to come down from her orgasm real quickly. Her eyes registered her surroundings again. She was looking around wildly, looking like a trapped animal. "Ohh... ohh..." she yelled as her legs kicked again, trying to get the intense vibrations away from her sensitive pussy. But the machine just kept going.
"Turn it off," Eve said.
Sue said nothing. I could only imagine her motherly smile again, but I was pretty sure it was there.
"God dammit, turn it off!," Eve yelled.
"Are you going to say you're sorry?" Sue asked calmly.
"Fuck no!!" Eve tried to get off the machine again, pulling her bonds.
Sue shook her head and kept watching Eve, who now was moaning again, pulling on her bonds, turning her bound wrists behind her back as her fingers tried to grab air. She was panting. It looked really intense.
Just a few seconds later her eyes glazed again while she held her breath. Then she inhaled sharply, instinctively, and she screamed out an animalistic roar. She was obviously cumming again. She looked like every single muscle in her body clenched. Then jolts of movements made her body twist and shake involuntarily while she screamed in lust, or agony maybe. It was a long and very loud scream that hurt my ears. It was amazing.
When she came down from her orgasm her legs kicked against their bonds again in an attempt to get away from the torturous vibrations on her pussy. Her eyes came out of their glaze and she looked at Sue with a face as red as a lobster.
"Turn it off! Please!" she yelled, her eyes looking scared.
"Say you're sorry," Sue just said calmly.
"No!... oooh god god no no nooo... I can't hold it," Eve said, shaking her head. And then a large flood of pee ran down the sybian as the continuous vibrations seemed to have triggered her pee reflex. It pooled around her knees and the strong vibrations of the machine splattered it up on her thighs.
Sue reacted by turning up the speed a lot. The pitch changed to a high, loud, vibrating roar.
Eve's eyes went wide open and she let out a long, high pitched scream while her pee still gushed out.
"Fuuhuuhuuhuuck... I'm gonna cum again!" she yelled and her eyes glazed over once more. Her upturned face froze and she held her breath. Then she came again, bucking, grunting, panting, shaking. Her body shook like a wild animal trying to escape a trap.
As soon as she came down, she moaned: "Oh god oh god oh god oh god." Her legs kicked again and she was puffing like a woman in labor. Her eyes opened so wide I thought her eyeballs would drop out.
And then, finally, she said: "I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'm sorry!"
Sue immediately turned off the machine, leaving the room very silent all of the sudden, except for the girl's panting.
"I'm sorry," Eve said again as she relaxed and let her whole body drop. She looked like only the ropes kept her from dropping on the floor.
Sue nodded her head towards Eve's arms while looking at Rick. He got the hint and immediately untied the rope from the wall, lowering Eve's hands so she could sit up again. Sue knelt beside her and wrapped her arm around her, hugging her and supporting her upper body at the same time. Eve let herself drop towards Sue, her face now forced upward in an awkward position, and leaned on Sue's body. Rick bend over to untie the rope connected to the anal hook. As soon as her head was free to move, Eve put her head on Sue's shoulder, still panting, and Sue stroked her hair, whispering it was all alright. Rick meanwhile gently wiggled the hook out the girl's ass.
Sue untied the leg on her side and Rick squatted on the other side to untie that leg. Sue kept holding the spent sub girl while Rick untied Eve's wrists.
Together they put their shoulders under Eve's arms, who seemed limp as a rag doll, and they lifted her carefully off the sybian. When Eve stood upright she could stand, but her legs were shaking badly as they tried to support her weight.
Patty and I were silently staring at them while they moved Eve to a couch. Eve walked, but she couldn't have made it without the support of Sue and Rick. When they reached the couch Sue sat down and Rick helped Eve to lay down on the couch. Eve put her head on Sue's lap, facing her belly, and rolled herself into a fetal position. She even stuck a thumb in her mouth, fully surrendering to Sue's loving care.
Sue quickly removed the rope that was still tied to Eve's hair and then started stroking her hair.
"It's okay," she whispered to the spent sub. "It's okay. You did well. Just relax now. I love you and you did very well. I'm really proud of you, sweet Eve."
Rick got a blanket and very lovingly put it over and around his fellow sub, tucking her in, making sure her naked body was fully covered.
As intensely impressive the scene had been, this loving, gentle care for the spent girl was even more impressive. it seemed sacred.
Patty gently pulled on my arm. "Come sit over here perv," she whispered. She made room and I sat down on the seat. Patty hinted how she wanted me to sit and I moved so she could curl up against me. I wrapped my arms around her and she put her head against my naked chest.
When she had found a comfortable position to snuggle in my arms, I kissed her hair and I felt her chuckle at the intimate gesture. I loved that she now seemed to seek a little more intimacy.
We just sat there. After maybe ten minutes, Sue softly said to Rick: "Can you clean up a little?"
"Of course," Rick said.
"And after you're done, can you make sure the bar is ready for tonight?"
Rick chuckled. "Eve already did. She was up early this morning and finished the bar before breakfast."
Sue softly laughed while stroking Eve's blue hair.
After a while, Patty said softly: "Would you mind taking a walk through the garden with me?"
"I'd love to," I said.
We quietly left Sue and Eve behind. Rick was mopping the floor.
In the hallway I wanted to put my clothes back on before going outside, but Patty put a hand on my arm and said: "Leave them here, we won't be that long."
I followed her outside naked. I hadn't been naked outside since I was a toddler. It felt strange, but very liberating to be honest. It wasn't that warm today, but warm enough to be outside for a little while without it becoming too cold.
"Well, that was intense," Patty said as we walked across the grass between the sparce apple trees. The grass was cold, but she didn't know that since I was the only one that was bare foot.
"Yeah," I said. "I loved it though, I've never seen anything like that."
"Me neither," Patty said. "It was amazing. That poor girl, can you imagine being stimulated like that after you've cum a couple of times? That must have been agony."
"I'm sure it was," I said. "And it was so cool how Sue invited her all the time to stop it, but just saying 'I'm sorry'. I think she's a really great Domme."
"Yes, she is."
We kept walking for a moment, side by side. The field was large, but not huge, so we were nearing the vegetable garden that lay beyond it pretty soon.
Patty stopped walking, so I stopped as well.
"I've been really curious about something," she said softly, a bit shy even maybe.
"About what?"
She stood in front of me and hooked her finger through the ring on my collar, as if she was afraid I would run and she wanted to keep me there. She looked right into my soul with her beautiful eyes.
"This," she said. And then she move her face towards mine and very, very gently kissed me on the lips.
My heart jumped in my chest and I very gently kissed her back. She pressed her body against mine and kissed me again, for real this time. She opened her mouth and our tongues met in my very first real kiss with Patty, the girl next door I'd loved for years.
I got really turned on right away and my cock filled my cage immediately, but I just kissed her. I wrapped my arms around her and she wrapped her arms around me. I could feel her hands caress my naked back as we kissed. My hands ran down over her spine to the small of her back as we kissed again, or tongues playing with each other. Both our breathes met each other, our tongues met each other, our hearts met each other. We met each other in a way in which we had never met each other before in all those years. It was the most intense, exciting, magical kiss I'd ever had, standing there naked in an empty garden with my bare feet on the cold grass, kissing my best friend, who was my Domme. It was hot. It was full of love.
It didn't last long, just a few seconds I guess. Then she broke it, moving her body away just a bit. She unconsciously licked her lips in a very sexy way as she smiled. She cleared her throat before saying: "Well, that definitely works for me." She grinned and then she turned and started walking again.
I recomposed myself, my cock fighting it's cage in the cool air, and I quickly joined her. As we walked back next to each other, she said: "Don't overthink that. I might love you, but I'm still Miss Patty and you're still Patty's Perv. Your not my boyfriend."
"Yes Miss Patty," I said submissively. Then we grinned at each other like a couple in love that just had their first kiss.
She put her arm around my waist and pulled me against her and I put my arm over her shoulders as we slowly kept waking.
"And you're my best friend of course," Patty said softly.
"And you're mine," I said. "Best friends. Forever I hope."
She smiled lovingly at me and put her hand on my naked butt while we walked back to the barn.
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"Parties here sometimes have rules," Sue said over dinner. It was just the three of us this time, since Eve and Rick had already eaten in the kitchen while making preparations for the party. "So, tonight we're having a femdom theme and I'd like it to have a bit more formal setting that usual, so there are some rules for tonight's party. They mostly apply to the subs and I'll send Conrad a copy of the PDF after dinner."
I nodded, indicating that I would read them and conform to them.
"But for Patty, since it is your first party here, I'd like to ask you not to interact with other peoples subs unless one of the Dommes invites you to."
"Of course," Patty said. "But how do I know who is a sub and who is a Domme?"
"Well, most of the time it will be pretty obvious. And when in doubt, you can always ask me, Rick or Eve. We all know most of the people that will be here tonight very well."
"Alright," Patty said. "And do I have to address the Dommes in a certain way?"
"Most Dommes use a title, but it's more for the fun of it and since you're one of the Dommes you can just talk to them and use their first names," Sue said. "Conrad can't though, at least, not during the party. And don't worry, they're all really nice people and it's not a big deal if you accidentally don't oblige to the rules. They're just here to strengthen the hierarchy a little."
"How many people are you expecting?" I asked. Large crowds made me nervous and although I was really looking forward to attending our first bdsm party, I was pretty nervous about it too.
"Just five, maybe six Dommes," Sue said. "One wasn't sure if she could make it. They will mostly bring one or two subs with them, or even slaves, in Princess Stephany's case." She chuckled.
Sue mentioning slaves made me even more nervous for this party. It sounded impressive and as a rookie I wasn't sure how intense this party was going to get.
"Can we play during the party?" Patty asked.
"Yes, of course," Sue said. "Just don't play with other people without asking. Keep in mind that you're not aware of the limits of other subs and it's up to their Dommes to keep them safe, so communicate with the Dommes if you are invited to play. But the two of you can do just about anything you want. If you need any help with the equipment, Eve and Rick will there to help everyone out and make sure everyone is safe."
"I have to say I'm a little nervous," I confessed.
"Don't worry perv, I got you," Patty said. She smiled at me and rubbed my shoulder briefly.
"It's pretty normal to be nervous," Sue said, smiling her motherly smile. "I would be nervous if I didn't know these people well. But don't worry, we are all here for the two of you. It's going to be fun. We'll make sure you will be fine and if you might need some space, feel free to go anywhere you want."
That eased my mind a little, but I still felt nervous. And curious, really curious.
"Do you need some help putting on your outfit?" Eve asked Patty right after dinner.
"Oh yes, that would be great," Patty replied. "Do you have time now or do you need to finish up in the kitchen first?"
"No, Rick's got it," Eve said cheerfully. She was back in her baggy pants and looked like her session this afternoon hadn't affected her at all. "I've got a little time now, if that's okay with you?"
"Yes," Patty said. "Hang on for a minute alright, I'll be right there."
Then Patty walked up to me. "Hey perv, I need you to do something while I get dressed for the party, okay?"
"Sure," I said.
"Go upstairs and clean yourself up. Take a shower," Patty said. Then she handed me the keys to my chastity cage. She waved a finger as a sign of warning in the air when she said: "Don't even think about jerking off. Just take the cage off while you shower and put it back on immediately after, okay?"
"Yes ma'am," I said.
"Good. After you're done, put all our toys in the big gray bag. Unpack the toys we haven't unpacked yet and put them in there as well. After your shower, put on your cage and put that plug up your butt. And wear your collar and cuffs, nothing else. Oh, and put the leash on your collar. When you're done I want you to wait upstairs until I come get you or until I text you to come down. Understood?"
"Yes," I said, grinning at the prospect of attending the party naked, caged, plugged and collared.
"Yes what?" Patty asked. She smiled friendly though and her eyes twinkled.
"Yes Miss Patty."
"That's right. I want you to address me as Miss Patty or ma'am tonight, alright?"
"Yes ma'am, of course," I said submissively.
"Good perv," she said. Then she playfully slapped my butt and said: "Go on then!"
As soon as I got up in our room I read the PDF with the sub rules for the party. They were pretty straight forward. The general idea was: I don't speak to anyone unless spoken to, except for Patty. I could say no if someone wanted to play with me and I didn't want to. And it stated I was not allowed to sit on furniture unless a Domme granted me. Furniture was for the Dommes.
The rules may have been straight forward, they still made me even more nervous. It seemed to me that I was really taking on a formal sub role tonight. In public. It made me nervous and excited at the same time.
I didn't jerk off during my shower, as I had promised. But showering unsupervised without my cage was really nice. Afterwards I quickly put my cage back on. Then I lubed up the butt plug and laid down on my back on the bed. I pulled my knees up and took my time to insert the big plug. Inserting it turned me on a little, but as soon as I had it in, it suddenly made attending this party with a plug up my ass feel very real.
When I was putting on my cuffs Patty texted me, asking if I was done.
"Almost," I replied. "I need two or three more minutes."
"Stay there," was all she sent back.
I put the leash on my collar and started to unpack the toys that were still in the box. The leash proved annoying when I moved, the cold chain grazing my chest all the time and the handle hitting my legs as I moved, but I kept it on, thinking I'd better get used to it, while I quickly put all the toys into the bag. The only thing that didn't fit in the bag was the long riding crop, so I let that stick out as I zipped it shut.
Then I sat on the edge of the bed. If Patty told me to wait, I'd wait. Suddenly I realized the keys to my cage were still in the bathroom, so I quickly got them and held them in my hand as I sat down on the bed again. I was sure Patty would want them back as soon as we saw each other.
I waited for about 10 minutes and I seemed to get more nervous every minute. Sometimes I could hear people walking or talking in the hallway. Apparently other guests were here already, passing our door when going to or from their rooms.
Suddenly the door opened a little. It almost made me jump, proving I was nervously on edge. The door didn't fully open though.
"Close your eyes perv," I heard Patty say through the crack of the door.
I did and I said: "Yes ma'am," indicating I was ready.
I heard her come in and close the door. Two seconds later she said: "Open them."
Patty was standing four feet away and she looked amazing. She wore a black latex body, cut high on the hips. The top covered her upper chest and it had a high collar around her neck, but it left her arms open. On top of the latex body she wore a black leather corset around her waist that was buckled shut on the front with five leather straps. The contrast between the rough leather and the shining latex accentuated the corset beautifully. She wore no stockings, showing her bare thighs, and she wore leather knee high boots with three inch thick soles, closed by lot of straps that matched her corset nicely. To finish it off, she wore long black latex gloves up to her elbow and she wore her hair up using the long leather tube I'd seen her wear here before.
My jaw dropped when I saw her. This was a real fierce looking Domme. Her high soles made her look very tall as well. She really looked awesome and very impressive.
Her eyes twinkled as she saw my facial expression.
"You look absolutely amazing," I said, almost whispering.
"You like it?" she asked, grinning at me.
"Like it? I love it!"
She chuckled. "Come here perv," she said, smiling at me.
I got up, becoming aware of the heavy metal plug up my butt again, and went to her. She wrapped her arms around me and hugged me. The materials of her outfit, the buckles, the thick, tough corset and her latex clad hands all felt great on my naked skin. And she was taller than me with those boots on, making me feel extra small and submissive. My cock got hard while she hugged me.
Patty ran her hands down to my ass and then she spread my ass cheeks with her latex hands. I felt the butt plug move as she checked if I was wearing it. I realized she even smelled like a Domme, smelling like leather and latex.
"Are you ready to go downstairs?" she asked me.
I didn't know if I was ready to be honest. But then again, I was as ready as I'd ever be.
"Yeah, I'm ready," I said after taking a deep breath.
"Good perv," she said. "Grab the bag."
"Yes. Oh, here are the keys to my cage ma'am."
Patty chuckled and said: "Put them on the nightstand. I have no pockets in this outfit."
So I put down the keys and picked up the bag. Patty noticed the crop sticking out.
"Oh, I'll carry that," she said and she pulled it out of the bag. The black riding crop really finished off her looks. Then she grabbed the handle of the leash and led me out into the hallway.
I was desperately hoping all guests would stay in their rooms. I wasn't really ashamed, but meeting people I've never met before while naked, in chastity and led around on a leash was something I thought was better to be avoided.
As I followed Patty I noticed the latex body had a G-string back, so I was looking straight at her bare butt as she walked ahead of me. Her corset accentuated her hips nicely. She really looked wonderful, as if she came right out of some dark comic.
"Stop staring at my ass, you little pervert," Patty said without even looking back, knowing I was staring at her.
"Sorry ma'am," I said. I didn't stop looking at it though. Her ass looked so nice and her hips swayed so sexy that even if she caught me looking at it and punished me for it, it would still be worth while. How could I not look at it? It was hard to believe this sexy, kinky, impressive Domme was the same girl as the girl next door I was friends with, but she was.
We encountered noone while Patty led me down the stairs and through the corridor to the main room by my leash. I took a deep breath before we entered the main room, expecting to be exposed to a group of kinky strangers, but when I stepped in the only people in the main room turned out to be Sue, Eve and Rick.
"You look absolutely amazing!" Sue said from her chair in the seating area with the large fireplace. "That crop in one hand and a cute sub in the other compliment your outfit so well."
Patty giggled before saying: "Thank you Lady Sue."
I followed Patty towards Sue. Once there, Patty took the bag with toys from me and put it next to one of the couches before she sat down. I almost sat down next to Patty, only to remember at the last moment I wasn't allowed on the furniture, so instead I sat down on the floor, next to Patty's heavy boot. Patty held my leash loosely in her hand.
"You look nice too Conrad," Sue said, smiling her motherly smile.
"Thank you," I said softly, not quite sure if I was supposed to reply to her.
"Don't worry, you can talk to me," Sue said, seeing right through me as usual.
Patty tapped my leg with her crop. "Thank you Lady Sue or thank you my Lady," she said softly as she bent forward to me so I could hear her well, correcting my response.
I grinned sheepishly. "Sorry Miss Patty. Thank you Lady Sue."
Sue just smiled friendly at me while Patty lovingly stroked my hair, saying: "Good perv."
"The room looks wonderful," Patty said then to Sue.
"Thank you, I'm very happy with it too," Sue said.
I looked around. Eve was at the bar scrolling through the available music on a laptop next to the PA system. She wore a French maid's uniform with a garter belt and stockings. She looked cute, it suited her well. Rick was in black leather pants and a black collar. No shirt. He was squatting in front of the fireplace, putting a block on the fire he apparently just started.
The lighting in the room looked great. There were some colored spots aimed at the equipment on the playground and the electric candles on the walls all gave a soft, warm glow to the room.
On the other side of the large room the door to the corridor opened and a tall woman with long, brown hair entered. She was plainly dressed, a little like the style Patty wore when she went to work. Just black slacks and a nice looking blouse. Right behind her was a tall and very handsome guy wearing an Italian suit.
"Ah, there are Fenna and Rob," Sue said softly to Patty. Rob didn't look like a sub to me at all, but when Sue told us they were friends of hers and they came more to discuss some business than for femdom night, I understood. They looked like normal, young professionals, colleagues maybe, as they crossed the room towards us and suddenly I felt really underdressed as the two nicely dressed people approached.
Sue got up and greeted them both, kissing Fenna's cheek and shaking Rob's hand. Then Sue introduced Miss Patty to them and they greeted each other.
"This is Miss Patty's sub," Sue said, indicating me.
"Yes, this is Conrad," Patty said. "I call him perv usually, but I'm the only one that is allowed to call him like that," she added with a friendly smile.
Both Fenna and Rob smiled friendly at me and nodded a greeting and I just nodded back, feeling really insecure about how to interact with people.
Then the door to the corridor opened again and six people walked in, making the room feel busier immediately. There was a blond woman, who seemed really young, wearing a beautiful gown and a tiara. She held two thick chains in her hand that controlled her subs. They were two middle aged men, both completely bald and both with a little bit of a pot belly that was clearly visible due to the lack of clothing. All they wore was a jute loincloth and heavy metal cuffs and collars. They looked like slaves and then I realized that woman must be the Princes Stephany that Sue had mentioned during dinner.
Princess Stephany was talking to a shorter woman, who also looked young. She looked like a schoolteacher with large glasses, black slacks and a caramel colored blouse with ruffles on them. She was followed by two girls, both even shorter than her. One was blonde and skinny, the other darker blonde and pretty chubby. They both were dressed very casually and wore collars, making me assume they were subs.
Even more people came in and all of the sudden I got nervous again. I was glad I was sitting next to Patty in a corner of the room, close to Sue. People were talking and laughing and exchanging informal greetings. They all seemed to know each other well.
Eve turned the volume of the music up a little and then it seemed the party had officially started.
I just sat there, looking at all these diverse looking people. Some looked really plain, some looked extravagant. They seemed fairly young, below 40 at least, except for the two middle aged slaves that looked to be twice as old as the woman holding their chains. It was fun looking around, but I still felt really shy, so I was glad Patty remained seated in the corner, even when Sue got up to mingle.
"Get me some wine, will you?" Patty said after a few minutes.
"Yes ma'am," I said as I got up. I held the handle to my own leash while I walked to the bar. I had to pass through the group of people, feeling really exposed and naked, but nobody seemed to even look at me.
Eve grinned at me when I reached the bar.
"How are you?" she asked, genuinely interested.
"I'm a little nervous," I confessed. Then I asked her for Patty's favorite wine.
"You'll get used to it," she said and she winked at me. Then she went to get me the glass of wine.
I took it back to Patty and quickly sat down on the floor, glad to be mostly out of sight again.
Two girls had joined us in the sitting area during the three minutes I had been gone. Both were wearing collars and they both were sitting on the floor. One stood out due to her classical sexy figure, with large breasts, a thin waste and wide, round hips and the other stood out due to her classic beauty, with fair blonde hair, blue eyes and full lips. They were both dressed normally, both in jeans. We nodded at each other in a silent greeting.
A few minutes later their Domme joined us, holding a pint of beer. She had long, curly hair and was wearing a very nice short, red dress with a split in the skirt on the front.
"Hi, I don't believe we've met," she said to Patty, extending her hand for a handshake.
"No, we haven't," Patty said as she shook her hand.
"I'm Charlie... well, currently Lady Charlotte," the woman said, smiling friendly. I liked her face. It was kind of plain looking with large, very round eyes that seemed really friendly. Her hair, figure and dress made her look really hot and I'd guess she was around her 30's.
"I go by Miss Patty," Patty said. "And this is Conrad."
"Oh, he's cute, I suppose... for a boy," Lady Charlotte said. Then she grinned at Patty and said: "I'm sorry, I don't do guys, I can hardly tell if they're cute even. I like his penis thingy though, it keeps it nicely locked away."
Patty chuckled and the subs girls giggled while looking at me. They both looked friendly as well.
"These are Jean and Mindy," Lady Charlotte said while she sat down on the couch, between the two subs. "They're the best pussy lickers I've ever met, so if you ever need your pussy ate, just let me know, I'll borrow you one."
Patty laughed and said: "Thanks, I'll keep that in mind."
I looked at the girls and felt my cock react a little at the thought of these girls licking Lady Charlotte's pussy, or Patty's pussy. Or any pussy for that matter. I inconspicuously covered my cage with my hands.
Patty and Lady Charlotte chatted. I noticed that, although Lady Charlotte looked very feminine, her movements and the way she talked seemed a little butch, although she had a really nice, feminine voice. I liked that, it made her kind of a bad ass babe. She came across like a hot girl that would change the oil of her car herself. Patty seemed to like her too, since within minutes they were laughing together.
A few minutes later a Domme I hadn't seen before joined us and I was surprised I hadn't noticed her or her sub yet, since they both stood out. She was breathtaking. Her face was beautiful, she could easily have been a model. She had long, black hair, fair, pale skin and amazing looking, piercing blue eyes. She had a large tattoo on her upper chest that made out the word Raven in a very artistic way and below that she showed her bare C cup boobs, held up by a gothic looking black and red corset. She wore black leggings, covered by similar boots as Patty wore. She introduced herself as Raven. Her sub stood out too because he was totally naked. He had a meaty looking penis and was as smooth as I was. He seemed to have some scars on his body though. He only wore a black leather collar and a leash that Raven held. His black hair looked like it came right out of a manga comic, looking thick, large and sloppy. He was pretty small for a guy and although I thought he was at least 20, he looked way younger. Boyish even, except for the large penis. He smiled shyly at me as he sat down at Raven's feet. Then he seemed to avoid making any eye contact.



"I like your name," Patty said to Raven.
"Oh thanks," she said.
"It goes nice with your outfit."
Raven chuckled. "Do you know Raven is actually my real first name?"
"Really?" Patty asked in surprise, raising an eyebrow. "Your parents called you Raven?"
Raven nodded.
"Are your parents goths too?" Patty asked.
"No, not at all. They're very nice church going people. They just liked the name, but decided it was to exotic and to call me Wendy, but when I came out all black haired, they decided to use it anyway."
"That's so cool!" Patty cooed.
Raven smiled and shrugged: "I was born to be a goth apparently."
"I love your name too Raven," Lady Charlotte said, "but I love your titties even more. They look especially hot tonight babe."
Raven chuckled. "Thanks Charlie, if I would ever let a girl suck on them, you're on the top of my list."
Raven spread her legs and motioned her sub, who she called Martin, to sit on the floor between her knees. He sat there and leaned back against the edge of the seat between her thighs, and as soon as he sat like Raven wanted him, she said: "Treat?"
Martin then leaned his head back and opened his mouth. Raven held her black hair to the side, bent her head and let a large gobble of spit drop into the boy's mouth. He smiled happily at her as he swallowed it.
While chatting with the other Dommes, Raven traced Martin's chest with her fingernails. Sometimes she pressed a nail into one of the boy's nipples. After a while, without really looking at him, she pinched a nipple between thumb and forefinger and twisted it forcefully around. Martin's face grimaced and he grunted. Raven twisted his nipple even further and pulled on it and immediately his cock started rising. Raven just kept tormenting his nipple until he was fully hard and then let it go. She never even stopped chatting with the other Dommes. It looked a little scary to me, but very kinky. I was really impressed with Raven and her very dominant way of treating Martin. And he seemed to like it a lot.
During the next few minutes Raven kept up the routine, twisting one nipple or the other. Martin seemed to be really into it. He was fully hard and looked as if he was getting pretty horny.
"Hey, Britney is making her girls strip," Lady Charlotte said after a while.
I looked at the playground area and I did see a girl with a naked upper body taking off her pants. It was the thin blonde girl that came in with the schoolteacher lookalike. I couldn't see well though, from my position on the floor a part of the playground was obscured by another couch, so I sat up a little and yes, I saw the schoolteacher pacing up and down with her hands behind her back. The other girl that was with them, the chubby one, was fully naked already, standing back a little with her hands behind her back, looking at the floor.
"Come sit here perv," Patty said, noticing I was straining to see what was happening. She moved a little on the couch and when I got up, she motioned me to sit next to her with my back against the armrest and my legs over her lap. It was a little like sitting on her lap without the strain of my body weight on her legs. Patty took off the leash and put a latex clad hand on my inner thigh. She caressed it as she resumed watching what was happening on the playground.
The two girls were now both naked except dark brown cuffs and collars. They were standing next to each other, both with their hands behind their backs and looking at the floor in front of them. They were the same height, the one just skinny, with small tits and thin legs, and the other chubbier, with large, slightly hanging breasts, a round belly and slightly bulging hips. Her thighs were pressed together and she had a patch of curly pubic hair while the skinny girl was all smooth. The schoolteacher, who went by Mistress Britney, as Raven told Patty, was pacing up and down, saying: "So, which one of you is going to go first?"
None of the girls reacted.
Mistress Britney walked to the skinny girl and grabbed her chin, pulling her head up so she could look her straight in the eyes. Then she let go, walked to the chubby girl and did the same.
"I pick you then," she said.
Then she walked to the skinny girl and grabbed a hand full of her blonde hair. The girl willingly moved anywhere Mistress Britney would want her to go, and she took the girl towards one of the cages. She pushed her in, closed the door and latched it, locking the skinny girl inside the metal cage.
Then she took a spreader bar from the wall behind the playground and carried it to a spot in the center of the playground.
"Get your fat ass over here," she said to the chubby girl. She complied and walked towards the Mistress. Then Mistress Britney squatted, very neatly keeping her knees together even though she wore pants, and hooked one end of the bar to an ankle cuff. She tapped the other leg on the inside to motion the girl to spread her legs more so the bar would fit between her feet. It was quite a long bar, so the girl had to stand with her feet wide apart before Mistress Britney could connect the bar to the other cuff.
Then she walked to the wall again. She checked the labels over the remotes for all the winches and found the one she wanted. As she pushed a button, a chain above the girls head crawled down. She let it drop and drop until it was dangling in front of the girl.
She then took her time to connect both wrist cuffs to the end of the chain before she winched it up again, lifting the girls arms until both arms were almost fully stretched. The girl had an awkward look on her face and looked at the floor, as if she felt embarrassed by exposing her body to the people in the room that were watching what happened.
Patty was still absent mindedly stroking the inside of my thigh. It turned me on. The latex on her fingers felt really nice. Her stroking my thigh and the sight of a girl getting tied up in a room full of people made my cock get a little hard.
Mistress Britney walked around the girl, again with her hands behind her back, inspecting her. She really looked like a stern schoolteacher with her large glasses. She was very pretty though. Although her dusty looking outfit didn't show too much of her physical features, she looked to be very fit.
She started feeling up the girl's soft body, at first just running her hands across her skin. Then she started groping her. She squeezed a hip. Then she got a hand full of the girls belly, squeezing it hard, making the girl's face grimace. She slapped her butt a couple of times, making her body jiggle and extracting some shrieks from the girl. Then she put her hand on one of the girls boobs. She lifted it, as if she was weighing it, then she dug her fingers in the soft flesh, making the girl wince in pain.
"Those are some serious tits you've got there," Mistress Britney said. She slapped the other boob. "Are they sensitive?"
The girl nodded.
Mistress Britney grabbed a nipple and slowly lifted the whole boob with it, seeing how the girl reacted. The higher she lifted the boob, the more the girls face grimaced and the more intense the sounds of pain she produced got. The girl even stood on her toes in a futile attempt to keep some of the weight off her nipple. Mistress Britney grinned. She dropped the boob, then grabbed both nipples and lifted both large tits by them, listening to the cries of pain the girl made. She then shook both tits violently, as if she was trying to barrel rope the thick boobs by their nipples. The girl squeezed her eyes in agony and screamed, trying to get away from the torturous hands hurting her sensitive flesh.
Mistress Britney let go off the nipples and the large boobs dropped. The girl sighed with relief and panted. Mistress Britney then pushed both her index fingers into the soft flesh, just below the nipples.
"Do they bruise easily?" she asked the girl.
"Yes Mistress," she said, her face grimacing in pain again.
"Do you like it when they bruise?"
The girl paused, then she nodded.
Mistress Britney then put a hand between the girls legs and felt up her puffy pussy.
"Why are you wet?" she asked the girl.
She blushed deeply, but she answered truthfully: "Because I get really turned on when you hurt my breasts Mistress."
"I see," Mistress Britney said, wiping the wetness on her hand on the girls belly. "Are they breasts or are they tits?"
"They are tits Mistress."
"Yes they are," Mistress Britney said. She grabbed both tits and started squeezing them, molding them, kneading them. Her strong fingers were digging into the soft flesh from different angles, grabbing different parts of the sensitive boobs. The girl occasionally groaned or grunted, but sometimes she smiled a little too. She did seem to enjoy it, although it was clear it hurt.
"Take of your shirt and bra," Lady Charlotte softly said to Jean. "Come sit over here, I want my hands on some boobs as well."
Jean nodded and took her shirt off, exposing a pink bra. She undid it with one hand behind her back and quickly took it off. Her breast where big and firm, with very large light colored areolas and a few visible veins. Lady Charlotte spread her legs wide. In doing so the split of her skirt opened up and I could clearly see she wasn't wearing any panties. A triangular patch of neatly trimmed pubic hair was clearly visible. Then Jean sat between her legs and leaned back against Lady Charlottes chest. Lady Charlotte cupped the beautiful breasts and started to feel them up as she returned her attention to the playground again.
Mistress Britney had started tit slapping the girl. Her hands slapped the heavy boobs from side to side. Sometimes she hit them hard, but most of the time she just hit them quickly from different angles. The girl was pulling on the chain her wrists were bound to and made all kinds of noises as her sensitive cleavage was slapped again and again. The pale skin of her boobs turned redder and her nipples were clearly standing out.
While Mistress Britany stopped and went to get something, I peeked at Jean, who was having her eyes closed while Lady Charlotte was kneading her breasts, a lot more gently than Mistress Britany would have do it probably. Lady Charlotte briefly nibbled on Jeans neck and Jean moaned in delight.
Although I'm more of an ass man myself, all those boobs, either in gentle kneading hands of a pretty lesbian or being manhandled by a stern Mistress, did turn me on. My cock was hard in my cage. I looked down for a second and Patty's glove was just inches from my chastity cage, still caressing my inner thigh on occasion. My dick was visibly pushing my cage out and up. I had been so captivated by the scene on the playground I hadn't realized how visible it was and that the Dommes, including the beautiful Raven, could see my cock wrestling it's cage. It embarrassed me a little.
Mistress Britany had returned with large flogger with thin, blue tails. She waved it through the air a couple of times to get a good feel of it before putting it on the girls tits. She didn't hit them hard at all, but still the girl yelled in pain. Mistress Britney hit the soft flesh again and again and soon the girl started to turn her body away in an instinctive reaction to move away from the source of the pain in her boobs, but Mistress Britney expertly anticipated her moves and managed to hit her tits on every stroke, no matter how hard the girl tried to avoid getting struck by the flogger.
After a minute or two the sound of the floggers strands smacking onto sensitive flesh got louder and louder and so did the screams of the girl. She cried out loud on every impact and her tits were unmistakably red now. I noticed her boobs shake on each stroke. It looked sexy. Painful but sexy.
I heard a moan of pleasure next to me and when I looked I saw that Lady Charlotte had unbuttoned her subs jeans and had put her hand in it. I could see her fingers move inside the crotch of the pants. Jean looked hot, one boob firmly in Lady Charlotte's hand and a hand in her pants while her head rested backwards on her Domme's shoulder. She had her eyes closed and was clearly enjoying being felt up by the pretty girl. Lady Charlotte noticed me looking and grinned a naughty smile at me, like a girl getting caught with her hand in the candy jar.
Raven had stopped torturing Martin's nipples. Instead she had moved her legs so her boots were between his legs, hugging his torso with her calves. His half limp penis rested against the heel of one of her boots while they were both watching what was happening on the playground.
The chubby girl cried three, very loud screams, as if she was really at the limit of the amount of pain she could handle. Mistress Britney stopped flogging her tits. The girl was panting and her tits had red areas and some stripes on them.
Mistress Britney paused a few seconds before she asked the girl: "How are those tits feeling?"
"They hurt Mistress," she said with a clenched throat, panting heavily. "They hurt."
Mistress Britney grinned, then she walked away to put the flogger away and pick up something else.
"Take them off," Lady Charlotte said to Jean.
Jean responded immediately. She got up, kicked off her shoes and pulled her pants down, revealing pink panties that matched her bra. She took her socks off when she pulled her feet out of the legs of her jeans and then she quickly dropped her panties. She was smooth and she had very large labia. Without looking at anyone she sat down between Lady Charlotte's spread thighs and put her head back on her shoulder again as she opened her legs, laying them over the Lady's knees, exposing her meaty pussy to the world.
Lady Charlotte put her hands back where they were, one on a large boob, the other one on her pussy. I could see her fingers digging in the soft flesh and then a finger disappeared inside the wet hole of Jean's pussy. Jean moaned in pleasure. It was an amazing sight. I hadn't seen a pussy in real life from this close in years, it was really hot.
I peeked at the playground. Mistress Britney had put a large, black ball gag into the girls mouth and now she was wrapping a rope tightly around one of the girl's tits, pushing the flesh forward and making the skin stretch. The girl watched her work while breathing through her nose.
Then I felt Patty's hand on my cage.
"Are you having fun perv?" she asked.
I felt a little bit busted for looking at all those kinky acts and I blushed. "Yes Miss Patty," I said softly.
She smiled at me, while cupping my cage and balls with her hand.
"Good," she said.
"Are you having fun Miss?"
"Yes, I am," she said. She softly massaged my balls, making me moan a little and my cock press a little harder against the steel bars of it's prison. I smiled at her, feeling my love for her flow through me again. I was so happy we were sharing these kinky experiences together. I really wanted to kiss her, but I couldn't. She had made it very clear we might love each other, but I wasn't her boyfriend.
"Treat?" Raven said again and Martin looked at her and opened his mouth to receive a large amount of her spit. He looked so happy after she did that, it was endearing in a bit of a disturbed way.
Next to us, Jean was moaning something fierce now. I looked at her. Lady Charlotte's fingers were turning circles on her clit, fast. She had her legs spread wide and I could see her body tense. Her fingers were digging into the armrest of the couch just as Lady Charlotte's fingers were digging into the soft flesh of her boob. She looked to be close to orgasm.
I noticed everyone in our seating area was watching Jean. Raven was absent mindedly rubbing the heel of her boot against Martins cock. Both were watching Jean pant in Lady Charlotte's hands. Mindy was sitting close to them on the floor and was staring at Lady Charlotte's fingers rubbing Jeans clit. Patty was looking at her. Some of the spectators may or may not have liked women as sex partners, but none could ignore the sheer beauty of a woman nearing orgasm.
It took just a minute of Lady Charlotte's fingers racing on her clit before she came. It was clear she was orgasming by the sounds she made, her moans turning animalistic, her body losing control for a moment, her face grimacing in lust. She came and we all could see her body cramp, her pussy bear down even, as waves of pleasure ran through her. Lady Charlotte held her tight as her sub's body shook in orgasm.
"That turned even me on," Patty said softly as soon as we saw Jean relax and an immense smile appeared on her lips.
I chuckled.
"Me too," Raven said, grinning sheepishly.
Lady Charlotte grinned at them. "Well, if you need your pussy ate, Mindy here is at your service. Jean is out of order for a couple of minutes I think."
We all laughed.
Then our attention was drawn to the playground again when we heard the chubby girl grunt in pain. Mistress Britney had finished tying her breasts off and they where now protruding from her body like big, round, red balls. Her nipples stood out straight. Mistress Britney was pushing the tip of a cane into her super sensitive tits. She could only put small dents into her skin since her tits were tied off so tightly. The girl grunted in pain for every poke the Mistress administered to her, her face twisted in agony.
Patty was still gently and absent mindedly massaging my balls with that amazing feeling rubber glove while we watched Mistress Britney pushing the cane into a tit really hard. The girl screamed and drooled from her gag. I even could see a tear run from her eye.
"Does it hurt?" she asked calmly.
The girl nodded her head, moaning "Uh-huh" against her gag. More drool ran out of her mouth, hanging in long strands from her chin.
"Aw, poor girl." Mistress Britney said, feigning looking sad in sympathy. Then she looked at the spot she just poked. "Oh, you're bruising. That's so cool." Then she pushed the cane into her tit again in a different spot, seeing if the tied off tit would bruise there as well and the girl screamed really loud again.
"I love Mistress Britney," Raven said. "She's such a sadist. And she looks good doing it as well, with those nerdy glasses."
"Yeah, she always looks so stern and calm," Lady Charlotte agreed. "I'm not letting her anywhere near my tits with that stick though."
Raven chuckled. "She won't come near it unless she knows you really like it."
"I know," Lady Charlotte replied. "She's a good Domme."
I noticed Raven had positioned her boot between Martin's leg so his balls were on the floor and she was now gently pressing the heel of her boot down onto them. He was rock hard and visibly dripping precum.
Patty must have noticed as well, because she said: "Your sub seems to enjoy some pain as well."
"Oh, Martin here is a massive masochist," Raven explained. "He'll cum if I step on his balls long enough and hard enough."
"Really?" I asked in disbelieve, momentarily forgetting about the rule not to speak to someone unless spoken too.
Raven ignored the rule though, since she said: "Yes, really. I'm not going to let him cum now, but I probably will make him cum like that before the night is over. He loves it." Then she chuckled. "I love it. Martin is a little weird, you can jerk his cock for hours and he still won't cum, but if you hurt him just right he can't help but to blow his load. It's amazing, never met a sub like him. I even saw him cum getting whipped or paddled a couple of times. He just needs pain to get off."
Martin remained quiet, except for a grunt as Raven put her heel down, right on one of his testicles. I could see it changing shape as she bore down. His cock throbbed a couple of times before Raven quickly lifted her boot again, as if she wanted to make her point.
Raven ruffled his hair and said: "Good boy. Treat?"



He gladly received another glob of spit from her.
The chubby girl was now screaming high pitched shrieks of agony. Mistress Britney was tapping her nipple with the cane. The girl tried to move away again, but Mistress Britney held on to her tight, having an arm wrapped around her waist.
I looked around the room. Sue was talking with Fenna and her boyfriend, not paying attention to what was happening on the playground at all. Princess Stephany had positioned one of her slaves on hand and knees, serving as a footrest, while the other slave was massaging one of her feet. The thin sub girl was watching the chubby girl from her cage and Eve and Rick were at the bar, watching the scene with the chubby girl and occasionally scanning the room.
All of the sudden I felt right at ease in this room with these people, although I had hardly spoken to any of them. These were my people, I realized. I liked the weirdness of Raven and Lady Charlotte. I understood their subs without speaking with them, even if I had total different kinks. I got the whole hierarchy of things. I understood the pleasure people were having and why they needed to be here.
I had a few flashback memories of me in crowded bars and discotheques, feeling horribly ill at ease and out of place and I suddenly got it. They weren't my crowd. This was my crowd. I was a kinkster, a sub, a pervert. I needed weird people with weird desires and weird clothes around me to be able to feel at ease with myself.
Here, with a girl screaming in agony from her tits getting caned, with a goth girl who liked stepping on guys balls and spitting in their mouths, with a naked guy that loved pain, with the lipstick lesbian who loved using hot girls and loved showing them off, and most of all, with my best friend, who is a Domme, my Domme, here in this magical place I felt finally at home. The realization touched me. And when I looked at Patty with her hair in her top tail, in her latex body and her leather corset, I felt so, so grateful for the day I showed her my chastity cage. I thanked all angels for Sue having us confess to each other that we really loved each other. I was suddenly right in place for the first time in my life. It hit me so hard I felt my eyes watering up.
Luckily my train of thoughts and feelings got interrupted by Lady Charlotte saying: "Mindy, take off your clothes. I want to have some fun with that hot slutty body of yours."
"Yes!" Mindy said, jumping up like a little girl that was told she got to go to Disneyworld. Jean, who was still leaning against Lady Charlotte, got up from between her Domme's legs and sat on the floor, close to Raven and Martin, making room for he sister sub to have some fun.
While the pretty blonde with the fair hair and pretty face stripped, Lady Charlotte grabbed her large purse. She took a red, phallus shaped object with some sort of bend in it and a set of straps.
"What is that?" Patty asked, pointing at the dildo like thing.
"It's a strapless dildo," Lady Charlotte said while she stood up. "Although it isn't actually that strapless. I'll show you."
Lady Charlotte tried to grab hold of the zipper on the back of her dress but she had trouble reaching it. She sighed and said: "Fucking dresses. They look so nice but I can't even operate them on my own. Help me out of this thing Mindy."
Mindy, who was just unhooking her bra, paused taking her bra off for a second and stretched out an arm to pull Lady Charlotte's zipper down.
Lady Charlotte quickly and awkwardly wrestled herself out of the dress, but she kept her red lace bra on. Then she took the dildo and put the bulb at the end, that looked a little like a butt plug, against her slightly hairy pussy. She moved it a little and it slit in. Then, as she removed her hands, a dildo protruded from her groin.
"It makes me feel it more when I fuck a girl," she said, grinning.
Patty looked at it wide eyed. "Boy, I really need to get me one of those," she said.
"They're nice, but in my experience, they just drop out all the time, especially if I get really wet. And if I cum you can count of it getting launched out even." She chuckled. "So you tend to just lose the damn thing at the exact wrong moment all the time. That's why I use these straps over them. Works great if you got the right straps." She quickly put the set of red leather straps on, pulling them tight so they won't move when she moved.
"Interesting," Patty said. "Hand me the toy bag perv."
I reached besides the couch and handed it to her.
Patty then rumbled in our bag with toys and took out her strap on. "I've got this one," she said, holding it up.
"Oh, that looks great!" Lady Charlotte said. "Nice size. It looks a little bit too much like a real penis for my personal taste, I'm a bit to gay for that, but I like it."
Mindy was eyeballing Patty's dick while she licked her lips. She seemed to like it just fine. She was naked now. She was thin and had small boobs that seemed exceptionally firm. I wondered if they were real, but there were no real signs that the might be fake. She was really hot.
Patty seemed to have an idea. "Hey, how about we fuck our subs together?" Patty asked as if she asked Lady Charlotte if she minded to share a cab. "Would you mind?"
My eyes widened. Sure, I felt at home in this crowd, but getting fucked up my butt with all these people here? Then I though, well, why not. It's about time I dropped any shame I had left. It would be really embarrassing, sure, but my cock seemed to like the idea just fine.
"Oh yeah, that would be great fun!" Lady Charlotte said, grinning widely.
"Well, you heard the Lady, perv," Patty said to me. "Get off my lap. And get that plug out off your ass."
I got up and squatted on the floor. I was blushing deeply while I tried to grab the base of the metal plug. When I got good hold of it, I pulled on it. I took me a little while to relax my asshole enough and I tried to mentally block out the fact that I was in a room with all these people, but I managed to get it out pretty quickly.
By the time I got up, Patty finished strapping her dick on. She just got up from rumbling in the bag, looking for lube.
Lady Charlotte ran her hands over Mindy's tits. Then she playfully slapped her butt, making it jiggle a little.
Patty whispered softly to me: "Are you okay with this?"
I smiled lovingly at her. I would follow her orders, even if I wasn't fully okay with it, but I loved how she asked me. And I was. I really was. I was embarrassed to the bone, but I was okay with her fucking me with these people here. So I nodded and smiled.
Patty very briefly held my face with her hands and kissed my lips. Then she smiled at me with those beautiful, twinkling eyes.
Lady Charlotte guided the pretty Mindy to the side of the couch. She positioned her with her face towards the armrest. She stood behind her, poking her butt with her dildo while she ran her hands over those perky boobs again.
"Here, watch this," Lady Charlotte said and when she knew both Patty and I were watching, she squeezed Mindy's boobs real hard, right behind the nipples. Mindy squeaked and a thin strand of breast milk squirted from both nipples. Lady Charlotte laughed, saying: "This slut is lactating. Isn't that cool? She's like a cow!"
We laughed. It was weird, but it was funny.
Then Lady Charlotte pushed Mindy forward and Mindy shrieked a cute little scream as she tumbled forward and landed with her upper body on the seat and her hips on the armrest, her ass high in the air.
"I love the ass on this chick," Lady Charlotte said, grinning as she stroked and then slapped Mindy's upturned ass, causing Mindy to shriek a cute, girlish cry, followed by a giggle.
Patty chuckled. I was a little too nervous to chuckle, but I did like the way Lady Charlotte handled Mindy. Lady Charlotte may have been very pretty, but she was nothing like a Lady at all. She was more like a construction worker in a hot girl's body and I briefly wondered what cheap Hollywood body exchange movie had come true.
"Come here perv, bend over the armrest on this side," Patty said as she moved to the opposite side of the couch.
I swallowed nervously and leaned over the armrest, dropping my hands and face on the seat. My ass felt like it was very high up in the air and my head was just a foot and a half away from the hot girl I hadn't even spoken to. It was a very submissive and vulnerable position.
"Oh, this pussy soaking wet," Lady Charlotte said while she was feeling up Mindy's pussy. Her joy was clear in her tone of voice.
Patty pushed a latex finger against my ass and since I was still lubed up from the butt plug, it slid in a little, making me moan briefly.
"My sub is too, but still I better put some lube on," Patty said.
Then I heard Mindy moan that specific moan girls often make when getting penetrated. I knew Lady Charlotte had entered her pussy. I could hear Mindy make soft moans that encouraged the dildo entering her to fuck her and I felt the seat move as her body moved. My cock was throbbing in it's cage when I felt Patty push a slippery finger inside my ass, getting me ready for her dick.
Then I felt the hard head of the dildo. It slid in pretty easy and I loved the feeling. I heard myself moan even without realizing it was me making the sound as the hard, thick dildo rubbed against my prostate on it's way in. God, that felt good. My fingers curled and slid across the slick, leather seat of the couch.
Patty slowly pushed all the way in and then pulled almost all the way out again. I loved how she was getting more experienced in penetrating my ass, making sure I got used to the full length of the dildo before actually fucking me. And I loved how I was getting used to her fucking me. I felt my love for her flow through me again while I felt the dildo slide through my back end.
Patty paused, repositioning herself to get a good angle, and then she started fucking me. She made long thrusts, not too fast, but not really slow as well. I felt her hands find support on my hips while my feet came off the ground, dangling in the air behind her. I felt Patty's rubber thumbs spread my ass cheeks. I couldn't see, but I was betting she was looking at her dildo going in and out of me.
Mindy was moaning, quite close to me. I looked up. I could see her pretty face. She had her eyes closed and was biting her lower lip. Her hands where curled up just like mine, trying to grab hold to something for support.
Patty sped up a little, making noticeable more determined strokes. I could see Lady Charlotte towering over Mindy's upturned ass. She was pounding the girl. Her eyes were glued to where Patty's face must have been, looking at my Domme fucking me up my ass. It was a great turn on to know Lady Charlotte was enjoying the sight of Patty, with her top tail and her latex body and leather corset, fucking her submissive, male sub up his ass. It made me very aware of my submissiveness and the kinkiness of being pegged by my Domme. I loved it. As trashy it may seem, it felt really grand and it was a great turn on for me.
I looked around a little as Patty's dick pounded my ass, but I couldn't see much from this position. I could see the beautiful Raven. She was looking at us with a sheepish grin while she absent mindedly played with Martin's nipples. He was really focused on Mindy, as far as I could tell, and he was moving his hips to grind his hardon against Raven's boot. A foot or two next to him, Jean sat naked on the floor, leaning against the couch, watching the scene.
Mindy was clearly panting now. And then I noticed I was panting as well. I loved hearing the sounds of a girl getting fucked so close to my face. Patty slowed down a little, making the strokes against my prostate feel more intense. It made me moan again. It felt so good to be fucked like this, surrounded by these people.
Patty slapped my ass. "Good perv," she said. "Go on, take it. Take my dick."
I was taking it. My ass felt like it was wide open for her. It felt like it was hungry for Patty's dick. I needed to be fucked. My ass was made to be fucked. I was thoroughly loving it. I felt the big cock slithering up and down my fuck chute, rubbing my p-spot, sending wave after wave of pleasure through my body. My cock felt limp, but I knew I was oozing precum like crazy. I was so horny. I needed that dildo to pound me. I wanted it harder.
"Ooohh, fuck me!" I moaned softy.
Mindy joined in by moaning: "Yeah, fuck me!"
Lady Charlotte playfully slapped Mindy's ass and said: "Yes, ask for it slut!"
Mindy said again: "Ooh... fuck me!"
"You really are a slut, aren't you," Lady Charlotte said.
"Yes," Mindy said between two moans.
"Say it!" Lady Charlotte said, slapping her ass again.
"I'm a slut," Mindy moaned.
"Louder slut!"
"I'm a sluuhuuhuut!" Mindy yelled as loud as she could while Lady Charlotte sped up and started really pounding the dildo into the hot girl.
I looked up at the girl. Her face seemed to move rhythmically to and away from mine by her moving body getting pounded. Or was I moving that much?
"Look at him," Lady Charlotte said to her sub. She reached out and grabbed Mindy's hair, pulling her head up.
"Look at him slut," Lady Charlotte said. "Show him what a nasty little slut you are, getting fucked in public by a girl!"
Mindy opened her eyes and we looked into each others eyes. Two subs who had never really spoken each other, were getting fucked together, both by a Domme. It was amazing. I really felt I connected with her passion, her lust, her need to get fucked. I saw my own feeling reflected in her facial expression.
Mindy started huffing and puffing. She took short breaths that sometimes announced a girls pending orgasm. She kept looking at me. I noticed a thick vein appear on her forehead.
"Oh god..." she moaned. "Oh god... Charlie..."
Lady Charlotte slapped her ass a couple of times with her free hand, still pulling her hair. "Look at him you fucking slut," she said.
It was so hot to watch the girl getting fucked from up close. She had an amazing looking animalistic lust in her pretty eyes. Her face grimaced when Lady Charlotte slapped her ass again and called her a slut once more. Something deep inside of my abdomen started swelling.
I looked up higher. Lady Charlotte was hanging a little sideways, and then I realized she used her free hand to rub Mindy's clit.
Then Patty slapped my ass a couple of times, making me feel very submissive and slutty. I loved feeling like that. I loved being Patty's fuck toy, I loved that dildo pounding me while I was helplessly hanging over the couch's armrest and I suddenly understood why Mindy seemed to love to be called a slut. Being a slut is awesome.
I looked at Mindy just in time to see her eyes glaze while she held her breath. She opened her mouth a little and then a moan of sheer passion and lust started to dwell up from her core. She was cumming.
The swelling in my prostate continued. Patty was fucking me really fast and hard now, hitting just the right spot while I felt her latex fingers dig into my hips. The swelling kept growing. It felt like I needed to pee, but different and way better.
I kept looking at Mindy as she took a couple of deep breaths. Her knuckles turned white as she clenched her fist, moaning, almost screaming in ecstasy during her orgasm.
The swelling in my prostate increased until I couldn't hold it anymore. Something let go, I couldn't help it. I felt my cock ooze and ooze. It didn't feel like cumming, but I oozed a lot more fluids than just a little precum. It felt like Patty's pounding dildo was fucking the cum out of me without actually making me cum.
When Mindy finished cumming, Lady Charlotte pulled out. The girl was panting with her face pressed against the seat of the couch. She seemed limp like a rag doll for a moment.
Patty stopped fucking me as well, but left the thick dildo inside me. I felt it move just a little bit as I heard my Domme panting from the exertion of fucking me.
"Well, that was fun," Lady Charlotte said.
"Hey, that just what I usually say," Patty said, giggling.
Then I felt the dildo pull back and slip out of my ass. Lube was running down my balls.
"God, that's hard work," Patty said, still catching her breath.
"It is, but it's worth it, usually," Lady Charlotte said. Then she said to Mindy: "Hey babe, make some room for me to sit."
Mindy got up slowly. I took it as a hint to get up as well, but Patty put a hand on my back, saying: "Hang on perv."
I waited and a few seconds later I felt the cold, hard tip of my butt plug against my asshole. Patty pushed it and it slit right in, no trouble at all. And then she helped me get up.
"Hey, did you cum?" Patty asked me as I got up. Strands of white goo dangled from my cage and there was a puddle of it on the leather armrest of the couch.
"No, I don't think so. I felt something ooze though," I said.
Patty put the tip of her index finger into the liquid and licked it off. "That's cum alright," she said, grinning at me. "You perv!"
I chuckled and blushed.
Eve appeared out of nowhere and handed Patty a towel. She used it to clean the outside of my cage, looking at me and smiling.
"Are you alright?" she asked softly.
"Yes, I'm very alright," I answered truthfully, feeling the cold weight of the butt plug in my ass. I was still horny, but I felt great.
Patty wiped the cum off the armrest. Then she took off the strap on and put it on the towel on the floor.
Mindy was sitting naked at Lady Charlotte's feet, an arm wrapped over her Domme's lap and leaning her head on her arm while Lady Charlotte stroked her hair. I smiled at Mindy and she smiled back. It was a smile like we shared a secret or something. I really liked sharing this experience with her, although I really didn't know her.
Patty motioned me to sit on the couch next to Lady Charlotte. As soon as I sat down, Patty sat down on my lap. She put her arm around my shoulders and I wrapped my arm around her waist. I could feel the sturdy leather of her corset on my arm and her soft, smooth, naked butt on my legs. It felt nice, intimate.
"I never thought I'd ever say this to a girl," Patty said to Lady Charlotte, "but fucking with you is really a lot of fun."
Lady Charlotte laughed. "It was really fun fucking with you too Miss Patty."
I chuckled. I really liked Lady Charlotte. She was the coolest guy in a hot girl's body I knew.
We sat there for a while, watching what was going on in the main room of the barn. Mistress Britney had apparently put the chubby girl in a cage now. She was standing there with some purple-ish marks on her large, hanging boobs that still showed the rope marks of where they had been tied off. The Mistress was now working on the skinny girl. She had the girl hoisted by her feet, tied to a spreader bar. The girl hung upside down with her blonde hair hanging down, her hands barely able to touch the floor. Mistress Britney was caning her butt, making the girl twist and scream on every hit of the thin cane, and some very red stripes were already clearly visible on the pale whiteness of her butt.
Raven had put Martin on his back on the floor in front of her. She was sitting on the couch, leaning on her raised knees with one boot on his chest and the other boot in his groin area, playing with his rock hard cock. She was occasionally stepping on it, pressing down really hard, or she was tapping it with the nose of her boot.
"How do you like your outfit?" I asked Patty after a while. She was caressing my shoulder with her gloved hand that still felt a little sticky from the drying lube or something like that.
"You know," she said, "I discovered tonight I really like the feel of latex. It's really warm and sweaty and tight, I like that. And getting wet in latex panties is incredible. It makes me feel... dirty..." She grinned a very naughty grin while her eyes twinkled. I just wanted to kiss her, but I didn't of course. I thought my cock getting really hard and pressing it's cage on her thigh when she mentioned she was wet in those panties would be enough for her.



Then she motioned for my left hand. She took it when I offered it, spread her legs a little and then she pushed my hand on her latex clad pussy.
"See? Feels nice, right?" she said, grinning at my dumbfounded expression as I felt the smooth surface of her latex panties covering the soft, warm curves of her mound. It was one of the hottest things I ever felt and it turned me on so much I thought I might cum in my cage on the spot.
Patty let me feel around a little. I gently squeezed her soft flesh and caressed the rubber surface for a little. I discovered I loved the feel of latex as well that evening, but what really turned me on was knowing she was wet below that thick layer of latex. I loved that she gave me the opportunity to feel her up between her legs. It was awesome.
It didn't last long of course, because after about ten seconds she pushed my hand away and closed her legs again, saying: "That's enough, little pervert." She smiled lovingly at me though while she moved her other leg, making my cage wiggle, indicating she indeed felt my cock press against her thigh.
Next to me, Lady Charlotte had sunk down on the seat a little. She had the naked Jean sit between her legs and service her pussy with her tongue. Her hand played with Jean's hair while she was looking at Mistress Britney, who was now dripping candlewax between the skinny girl's wide open legs on her sensitive pussy, making her scream in a whole different kind of way. The horizontal welts on her butt looked really painful. Seeing that skinny, naked girl hang like that, fighting her bonds in a futile attempt to close her legs to protect her pussy from the hot wax was really hot.
We just watched and I felt really happy to be there. And to have Patty sit on my lap.
Later, Sue joined us for a little while when Princess Stephany and Jenna and Rob left. They wouldn't be spending the night here, she said, since they lived close enough to drive home. I was betting Princess Stephany would let one of her slaves do the driving for her.
The Dommes chatted for a while and then Patty said to me: "How about we go to our room? I'm getting tired and I want to have a bath before we go to sleep. I'm all wet and sweaty underneath this outfit."
"Of course Miss Patty," I replied formally but lovingly. "Whatever you want, I'll follow you."
So, she said goodbye for the night to the other Dommes and then we headed back to our room, Patty leading me by my leash and me following her with my plug in my ass, trying not to stare too much at her pretty ass as she walked in front of me in her big boots, swaying her hips. She was gorgeous. I felt proud to the bone of being her sub as she led me around by my leash like that.
"Run the bath for me perv," Patty said as soon as we entered our room. She sat down on the bed, rolled down the long gloves from her arms and started to unbuckle the numerous straps on her boot.
I stepped into the bathroom, put the tap on and plugged the drain. I put the foamy soap in again and made sure the temperature of the water was just right.
Patty stepped into the bathroom. "You'll have to help me out of these clothes, I can't do it on my own."
"Of course," I said and went to her. I was about to unbuckle the corset on the front, but she turned around and told me I had to loosen the lacing on the back first. It took me a little while to figure out how they were tied and Patty said: "Hurry up will you? I need to take the corset off before I can take off the bottom and I really need to pee."
I worked as quickly as I could. There seemed to be four strings tied in some sort of knot and it took me a while to figure out how to untie them. Once I had that done, I needed to loosen the lacing and that took some time as well. And Patty hopping slightly from leg to leg didn't help either.
"Sue said I could use the bathroom in this outfit if I pulled the crotch to the side, but I didn't really bother tonight," Patty explained as I was working the lacing. "But now I'm up here, I really need to go, so hurry up alright?"
As soon as I thought I had enough play in the corset, I went around her and started to undo all five buckles closing the thing at the front. It worked as fast as I could and when I took of the corset, I understood why it had to come off first. The latex body underneath was made of two parts. The bottom part went real high up her waist, a little over her belly button even, and it covered the bottom part of the top, making it look as if it was a one piece suit. Patty quickly hooked her thumbs under the waistband of the weirdly shaped rubber panties and wrestled herself out of it, turning it inside out as she pulled it down. The thick latex wasn't easy to handle, that was for sure. She looked like she had to wiggle herself out of a really tight condom.
But she got it off and as soon as she stepped out of it she sat down on the toilet and let go, saying "Ooohh..." at the satisfying feeling of finally being able to pee.
I'd never had a girl pee in front of me before and when I realized I was staring at her, I quickly turned around.
"What?" Patty asked, still peeing. "You're not embarrassed by your best friend peeing in front of you, are you?" Then she giggled, still peeing.
I was a little embarrassed to be honest. And a little turned on as well. I really didn't know what to say, so I said nothing.
"Turn off the tap perv, or the bath will run over," Patty said as she routinely wiped her pussy before she flushed.
I quickly turned off the water and when I turned around again, Patty was standing in front of me, naked from her waist down and still wearing the black latex top with the wide, tight collar. She was grinning at me as I was staring at her pussy with the narrow landing strip above it for a second and blushed.
"It's okay perv, you can look," she said softly, smiling lovingly at me.
I just smiled sheepishly at her.
"And you're going to see more of me anyway, because I really can't take this top off by myself."
"How can I help?" I asked.
"You'll have to grab the bottom and pull it up, rolling it inside out like I did with the bottoms, and I'll hold up my arms. That's the easy part. Then you'll have to stretch the collar so my head can get through. But you really have to make sure I get through the collar quickly, because if it covers my nose and mouth I can't breath."
"Alright," I said. 'Quickly'. 'Can't breath'. No pressure there, I thought sarcastically. But how hard could it be? She got into it, right?
I stepped in front of her. Our eyes met and we both smiled a little. Then I worked my fingers between the latex and her skin and started pulling it up while she held her arms up. Rolling it inside out while pulling it up wasn't really a problem. I managed to turn the whole top inside out up to the collar in no time, but now Patty was standing with her arms up, trapped in the latex tube, so she was basically immobilized.
I worked my fingers between her neck and the collar and tried to stretch it, but it was really thick latex and it wasn't easy to stretch it wide enough and pull it up at the same time. I wrestled with it for a couple of seconds, leaving Patty trapped with her arms up. Finally I found a way to stretch the collar far enough so her chin could go through. Now was the time to hurry and I pulled the thick rubber really hard, stretching it as wide as possible, so she could pull her head through it without her suffocating to death. The sticky latex didn't make it easy for her to pull through, but in about five seconds she managed to pull her head out of it.
"God, that was awful," Patty said as soon she was released, her face red as a lobster. "I love latex, but it really is a bitch to put on and take off."
"How the hell did you get in to it?" I asked. It seemed impossible to me.
"They used some kind of lube and cleaned it off my face after I went through, but I forgot to take the bottle."
"I'm just happy I got you out of there," I said.
Patty smiled at me and stepped forward to hug me. I held her and ran my hands over her naked back, feeling my cock wake up in it's cage from the feeling of her soft, slightly sweaty, naked body against mine.
"But now I want my bath, I'm all sweaty," she said. Then she broke the hug and stepped in the tub. After she sat down, she said: "The keys to your cage are still on the nightstand. Go get them will you?"
"Yes ma'am," I said. It made her chuckle.
I got the keys and when I got back Patty said: "Take it all off, your cage and your cuffs." Then she paused a second. "The butt plug too."
I started by taking off my cuffs and then the collar. I put the collar down respectfully. I loved that collar with the Patty's Perv label on it.
Then I took of the cage, freeing my cock that quickly turned half hard, as it usually did when I took off my cage. Then I squatted and worked the butt plug out of my ass and put it in the sink with my cage.
"Hop in," Patty said, smiling at me.
I looked at her for a second. "Are you sure?"
"Yes, I'm sure, I wouldn't say it if I wasn't. So get your butt in the tub." She motioned with her head to the end of the tub where her feet were.
I stepped into the warm water, with Patty grinning at my dangling half stiff cock, and I gently lowered myself down. Then we figured out a position to put our legs in so we could sit comfortably. We ended up with my feet next to her sides and her legs on the insides of mine, her feet just above my hips, her knees pushing my legs open. Her legs touching me, knowing her naked body was just right there and the view of Patty's familiar face above the foam turned me on and I was hard as a rock by the time we settled our bodies in the warm water.
"So, how did you like the party?" she asked, smiling friendly.
"I really loved it," I said. "I was so nervous before it started, but it was amazing. After a while I felt right at home. And there was so much to see and such weird, but great people. I loved it, I would go again anytime." I paused, looking at her pretty face. "How did you like it?"
"Oh, the same as you. I wasn't really nervous, but I loved the whole kinky atmosphere and the people."
We chatted for a while, about the people, the things we had seen. We talked about Sue and the farm and how hard Eve and Rick must be working to keep this whole place running. They did a great job, never missing a beat.
It was fun, sitting in the tub with Patty and I realized how versatile our friendship had become. One minute she was my best friend, the other minute she was my Domme. And now, sitting here with her, late at night in our hotel like room, we connected in yet another way, like brother and sister sharing a tub. Well, step brother and sister. My hot stepsister.
We chatted and let our tired bodies soak until the water started cooling. Then Patty said: "Okay, I think it's time for bed perv. You get out first."
I got out of the tub and started toweling myself off. Suddenly I felt shy again with Patty watching me dry myself off. And of course my cock started to get hard again after having settled down in the tub. Why did I always get turned on if somebody watched me being naked and vulnerable?
When I was done, Patty said: "Get me a towel, will you?"
I heard her move in the water while I turned around to grab a fresh towel. Then I got a great view of her magnificent, wet body rise from the water and stepping out of the tub. I unfolded the towel and spread it open, ready to hand it to her or wrap it around her, whichever she would prefer.
But she said: "Towel me off again perv. I liked it when you did that yesterday."
I smiled at her as I wrapped the towel over her chest and shoulders. We looked in each others eyes while I gently dried off her neck and her shoulders. She spread her arms out a little and I dried them off. Then I dried her boobs, very gently, watching her skin and the hardened nipples. Like yesterday I dried her bellybutton and the little mole next to it. This time she wasn't as vulnerable as yesterday. This time she was more than my best friend I was drying off. She was a goddess. She was my Domme and the girl I was in love with.
And this time I wasn't wearing my cage to keep my boner out of sight. I knew she saw my arousal when I squatted to dry her lower belly and the soft, sensitive area between her legs. I looked up and she looked down on me, no, at me, and we smiled as lovers do.
She turned and I gently dried her back and that amazing bubble butt. I sneaked a hand between her buttocks to dry her there. And then I dried the back of those powerful legs.
When I was done and had put the towel on the towel rack, she stepped towards me with that hot, sexy body, looking into my eyes. She took my hands and our fingers intertwined. And then she came closer. She kissed me, just like this afternoon in the garden. A small, exploring kiss on my lips. Then another, parting her lips a little. Then a real kiss in which our tongues met.
I heard her breathing increase as we kissed. Then her hands grabbed my back and pulled our bodies together, trapping my erection between our bellies. She put a hand behind my head, holding me tight as her mouth passionately kissed mine. I felt her breath on me, in my mouth as we kissed, our tongues playing with each other like happy puppies.
I gently rubbed her back, but when I felt her hands pulling hard on my back to press her body against mine, I allowed myself to touch her more passionately as well. Her hand moved to my ass as her other hand moved to my cheek. I touched her ass with two hands, gently at first, and then harder, kneading those wonderful ass cheeks. We rubbed our bellies together, putting pressure on my hard cock.
I opened my eyes briefly to look at her. She was kissing me full of passion. Her breathing betrayed her arousal.
She started moving, still kissing and holding me tight. She moved towards the doorway, then towards bed and I followed her movements, still kissing her.
When we reached the bed, she climbed on it backwards, without letting me go. She pulled me with her, pulled me on top of her, still kissing me.
Then she put her hand between our bodies. She grabbed my cock and pulled it down a little, towards her groin. I followed her movement, never breaking the kiss. She guided my cock between her legs. I could feel the warm wetness of her pussy on the head of my cock as she guided it towards her entrance. She pushed it in and as soon as I felt the warm, wet, tight entrance wrap around my cockhead, I pushed in, led by instinct and passion.
She moaned into my mouth as I penetrated her for the very first time in our lives. I let my male instinct take over, just a little, to push myself into her female core. And again. And again. I fucked her, slowly, controlled.
She broke the kiss on my mouth and moved to my neck, kissing me there. Here hands held on tightly onto my shoulders. She moaned, a moan that cheered me on to take her. She moved her hips in rhythm with my motions. Her pussy felt so wonderful on my cock, so warm, so tight. It welcomed me into the core of her being. She opened herself up to let me drive home into her body.
We made love. We didn't fuck, we made sweet, tender, passionate, intimate, hot love. Hands touched skin everywhere in a nonstop loving embrace. Mouths traced lips, cheeks, necks, noses, finding each other time and time again in yet another hot kiss.
It really didn't take long before I had trouble not to cum. I moved, she moved. It felt so hot, but too hot maybe. I felt my orgasm rising quickly and when I almost hit the edge, I pulled out quickly. I didn't want this to end. I wanted it to go on forever. I wanted to please her, make her enjoy this as much as I did. I wanted to let her cum before I would. I didn't want this wonderful meet between us to be just a quick fuck.
"What are you doing?" she asked as soon as I pulled out.
I was panting. "I don't want to cum to soon."
She smiled, kissing me briefly. "I don't care," she signed into my ear. "Just put it in." She kissed me again. "I need to feel you inside of me." And she kissed me again.
I pushed forward and slid right in again. We continued kissing, making passionate love in an instinctive, mutual rhythm. She moaned, scratching my back gently while she bit my neck. It was wonderful.
Again I felt my orgasm rise and again I tried to fight it off, but I couldn't hold it off for long. Soon I was panting, grunting.
"It's okay Conrad," she said between two kisses. "Cum inside me, I want to feel you cum." Then she kissed my neck.
I came. My cock exploded deep inside her warm, wet feminine essence, pumping it's male essence into my best friend, my Domme, my hot stepsister. She was my everything and I loved her dearly as I unloaded into her wonderful body.
When my orgasm flowed away, I buried my face in her neck. Patty wrapped her legs around me, preventing me to pull out and she held me tight as I was catching my breath. She stroked my hair and caressed my back as she kissed my neck again and again in the warmest, most loving embrace I had ever felt.
"I love you Conrad," she said softly, between two kisses.
"I love you Patty," I mumbled against her naked shoulder. I really did, I loved her so much I could cry.
We just laid there for a while. She held me as my cock slowly shrank inside of her. It was wonderful to be so close to her.
After a few minutes I started kissing her neck again as I felt some of my life force return. She let me, moaning softly. Then I kissed her collar bone. Then the top off her chest. I started to move downward and she let me, still stroking my hair, but releasing the hold of her legs.
I moved down, kissing her breast. My cock slipped out of her and I moved towards her nipple, sucking it gently, kissing it, licking it while my hand stroked her flank. Patty moaned again.
I moved down, kissing her stomach, then her belly. I twirled my tongue around in her belly button, making her moan again, and I kissed the little mole next to it. I moved down to her lower belly, that little feminine belly bump, kissing it. I kissed her landing strip. And then, as she spread her legs a little more to allow me access, I kissed her pussy. I kissed her clit.
I started licking her, very gently at first. I licked at her wetness and tasted her. And myself. Her pussy was oozing my cum and although I hate the taste of cum, I gladly lapped it up as long as I could lick her. I didn't care what came oozing out of her, I just wanted to lick her.
Patty spread her legs more and pulled her knees up. She had her hand on my head still, but she didn't try to control me with it. It was a loving hand, just making a connection.
I lapped at her pussy while using my fingers to gently open her up. I licked between her lips, in long strokes. I loved the wetness of her soft, tasty pussy lips. Then I slowly moved upwards, towards her clit. When I found the little bump I sucked it into my mouth, making her moan..
I made love to her a second time, but this time I used my mouth instead of my cock. I pushed my tongue inside her wet pussy as far as it would stretch. I sucked her tiny inner labia into my mouth. And then I focused on her clit, that tiny thing that made her moan, made her rock her hips, made her feel so much pleasure. I didn't let it go for minutes, or however long it took, until I made her cum. She came, moaning and panting, pressing her thighs against my ears, and I kept licking her until her orgasm faded away and she motioned me to cum up.
I laid on top of her again and we kissed, her wetness still on my lips. Our tongues met again and our hands explored each others faces and hair again, caressing each other, loving each other.
Slowly our kissing subsided and we buried our faces in each others necks. I found my home in her arms and all I could offer in return were my arms, hoping she would feel just as much at home in my arms as I did in hers.



And we hugged until we both drifted off to sleep.
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"Wake up, sleepy head," I heard from far away while I felt weight press on my abdomen.
I opened my eyes and looked right into Patty's eyes. She was sitting on top of me, looking down at me blinking my eyes, her hair hanging down around her familiar face.
I grinned. "Hey," I said, still drowsy from the sleep.
"Morning perv," she said, smiling lovingly at me.
I stretched my arms out above my head. Patty immediately pinned them down with her hands, leaned forward and kissed me briefly on my mouth. Then she sat up again and let go of my arms. She seemed to be extraordinary cheerful. I noticed she was wearing a T-shirt and she was sitting on my morning wood. And I mean literary sitting on it, not fucking me. I guessed she was wearing panties or yoga pants.
"Are you awake?" she asked. "I want to tell you something. So are you awake enough to listen?"
"I'm awake," I said, my voice still misty.
"Good," she said. Her eyes were twinkling. "I've got two things to say... or three maybe. Just listen alright, don't talk."
I nodded.
"First, I want to say thank you for last night."
I grinned, remembering our first time making love and I was about to say something about it, but she put her fingers on my lips and said: "Na-ah."
I nodded again.
"It made me realize something this morning," she continued. "You know, I'm 23 years old and I've had a lot of boyfriends and a lot of amazing sex." Then she shrugged and corrected herself by saying: "Or at least, sometimes it was pretty hot I guess and mostly it was just doable. But I realized this morning that what we did yesterday was totally different from any sex I have ever had."
She was beaming. She was serious about what she said, although she was giving the whole talk a thick play like flair.
I was about to say something again, but she stopped me by pressing her hand on my mouth and continued talking.
"I'm not sure why. To be honest, pure sex wise it didn't make my top ten, or top hundred probably, but it felt different. It felt amazing. So, that's why I wanted to thank you for last night."
Her eyes twinkled and she looked really cheerful and happy. She moved her hand on my mouth a little, but wouldn't let me speak. She moved her hips, teasingly rubbing her groin on my cock.
"Second, although I really wanted to thank you, I want to make sure you don't get too excited about it. It was great and I love you, but I'm still Miss Patty and you're still Patty's Perv. You're still not my boyfriend. I mean it. What we did last night won't be a regular thing. Keep that in mind alright?"
I nodded, still with her hand on my mouth. I felt a trace of disappointment, but it faded away immediately due to the fun way she was talking to me and the look in her eyes.
"And third, I want you to get your cute perverted butt out of bed and into your cage and cuffs. I'm hungry and it's 10:30 already, so hurry up, alright?"
I nodded again, looking into her twinkling eyes.
"Now, I'm going to move my hand, and the only words coming out of your mouth will be: 'yes Miss Patty'. Understood?"
She was loving this. I was loving this. I loved her.
I nodded and when she slowly removed her hand I said: "Yes Miss Patty."
She grinned widely, saying: "Good perv." Then she got off me. It were yoga pants she was wearing, black ones today. I quickly got off the bed and headed to the bathroom, my erection pointing the way. She giggled as I passed her and then she said: "And brush your teeth, alright?" before she slapped my ass and giggled again.
She didn't use my leash when we went downstairs. We weren't sure if anyone would be playing today even. People could just be dressed and getting ready to go home. Still she wanted me to be naked, collared, cuffed and in chastity when we went downstairs.
When we entered the main room there was nobody there. There were two tables put together to support a large buffet with all kinds of food. There was bread, fruits, two different salads, oatmeal and cereal.
"Where is everybody?" Patty asked while we both took a tray.
"I have no idea," I said, peeking through the small windows of the barn, looking in the garden. "Noone in the garden as well as far as I can tell. Maybe we're supposed to eat in our room?"
We loaded our plates and headed back into the corridor. Just as we reached the narrow side corridor to the stairs, Patty heard faint voices from further down the hall. And there seemed to be some daylight coming from another side corridor to the left, almost at the end of the long, dark hallway. So we went to check it out.
When we reached the side corridor, we noticed an open door leading outside. It led to canopy covered patio with six or seven tables, some benches, standing tables and a lot of large, potted plants. It had gas heaters, which weren't necessary today, and it was enclosed on three sides. The other side opened up to a long and narrow field of grass with plants set to the side. There were a few wooden, weather proof pieces of bdsm equipment there, like a pillory, some poles with metal rings on them and a long bondage rack. All the way down the strip of grass was the large oak tree you could see from the dining room in the house.
There were a few people here. Sue was at a table with the cubby girl who's tits got tortured yesterday and Jean. She smiled at us when we stepped onto the cosy, secluded patio. At another table, Mindy and Mistress Britney were having their brunch. Mindy waved at us and said: "Hi! Come sit over here if you like."
Patty and I looked at each other and we both seemed to be okay with it, so we headed to that table to join them.
Mindy smiled at us, extending her hand towards me as soon as we sat down. "Hi, we met yesterday of course, but with the party rules and all we didn't talk, so I just wanted to introduce myself. I'm Mindy and this is Britney."
Mindy shook both our hands. She was nice, pleasant. And fully dressed. Just like everyone here.
"Hi, I'm Conrad," I said, shaking her hand. "We weren't sure if there was any dress code or something today, so I'm sorry if I'm a little underdressed."
Mindy chuckled. "Oh, that's alright. I'm sure people will be playing today and everyone just wears whatever they like, so it's totally fine."
That eased my mind.
Patty introduced us to Britney, who was totally different from the stern schoolteacher we watched torture some naked girls yesterday night. She still looked like a schoolteacher, but she was nice, a little shy and a little awkward even. She had an awkward chuckle and she snorted sometimes when she laughed. She was really, really nice though. And very pretty behind those large, thick glasses. Those clearly weren't a fashion statement, she really needed them.
The four of us chatted while we ate. It was really interesting to meet the people we only knew from playing last night. Mindy told us she had married the love of her life two years ago, a guy she had known since high school. They just had their first child, a baby girl, three months ago. This weekend was her first time playing again since her daughter was born and the first time away from her baby, which she found a little hard. She laughed when she told us that was why she was lactating and how Charlie loved to squeeze her boobs to make them squirt, just to tease her.
What was really interesting about Mindy was that she was straight. She didn't even identify as bisexual, so when I asked why she played with Charlie, she said she had a degradation kink and her husband was very, very vanilla. He tried but couldn't degrade her in any way, leaving her wanting. They loved each other, but she just needed to have slutty, kinky, nasty sex every once in a while. They had come to the agreement that she could have her needs in that department met with other people, as long as she didn't have sex with men, and since she liked the degrading aspect of having sex with women while not really feeling attracted to them, she loved having sex with Charlie. She giggled when she told us Charlie could get really nasty during sex sometimes and that she had been unusually polite yesterday.
Britney was a totally different story. As it turns out, she actually was a schoolteacher. At least, she had been for a few years, teaching elementary school, until she realized she loved education, but she hated children. And since she wasn't allowed to hurt them, she gave up teaching classes. To satisfy her love for education, she now worked part time in a high position on the national board of education. And to satisfy her occasional longing to hurt her students, she had started up a kink school, with Sue's help, where she trained Dom(me)s, subs and slaves even. She explained the two subs she brought with her were students. Both girls were masochistic subs that had interests in seeing if they would like being trained as a true slave, so she brought them here to torture them a little in public, in a small and safe group.
While we chatted and ate, Patty, who was sitting across from me, put her legs out and clenched one of my naked legs with them. She occasionally stroked my leg with hers, but mostly she held on to my leg, almost as if she was scared I would walk away if she didn't. We exchanged a lot of looks while the women at our table spoke. Those were definitely the in love kind of looks. It turned me on and it made me feel the warm glow of being in love flow through my body. I loved sitting here with her, on this nice patio, with these interesting, kinky people around.
Just when we finished eating, Raven stepped out of the door onto the patio. She was holding a leash and right behind her Martin came out of the door, on all fours and butt naked. He wore puppy mittens with paw prints on the bottom on his hands and he had knee pads on. His legs were tied into a frog tie using black rope, forcing his feet up near his butt and all his weight on his knees. He had a butt plug in with a rubber tail that stood up in the air. The leash was connected to a chest harness, tied with black rope.
"Morning," Raven said dryly. "Don't mind me, I'm just walking my puppy."
She crossed the patio between the tables with large, gracious steps on her high boots while Martin followed. He had to work to keep up with her, both his artificial dog tail and his authentic male tail wagging as he crawled quickly and agilely behind her. It amazed me he could move that fast in that awkward position, but he managed. This was definitely not his first time moving around like that. It was a weird, but very kinky sight to behold and Patty smiled at it sheepishly with her kinky twinkle in her eyes. I was almost expecting her to say "Oh boy, I really need to get me one of those," but she didn't.
Instead, she said: "Boy, the things you see at Sue's," while staring at the tall goth girl and her puppy walking onto the grass.
Britney chuckled. "Yeah, we all love Martin. He hardly ever speaks, only to Raven and her boyfriend, but he's a great guy. Severely disturbed, but a great guy." She paused for a few seconds and then she chuckled. "Just watch out, if he really gets into his puppy mode, he might jump up to you or sniff your crotch."
We all laughed.
"Thanks for the heads up," I said, chuckling.
We watched Martin go to a plant, lift up his right leg and then he actually peed against the plant. His penis got a little harder while doing so.
"Seems like he is really into his puppy mode today," Britney commented, chuckling.
We just sat there, watching Raven and Martin, while they walked back. When they reached us Raven said to Britney: "Do you mind watching him for a minute while I get something to eat?"
"Not at all," Britney said, accepting the leash.
"Thanks hon," Raven said and she walked back inside.
"I'm going to see where Charlie is," Mindy said as she got up. She left her tray on the table. Then she walked towards Martin and kneeled in front of him, ruffling his thick, black hair. He put his front paws on her shoulders and enthusiastically licked her face as Mindy giggled.
"Behave today, okay?" she said to Martin, pushing him away and ruffling his hair again before getting up and collecting her tray.
Not long after that, Raven returned. She actually had a bowl of oatmeal for Martin. She put it on a separate tray on the floor before sitting down. Martin put his face in it, slobbering up the thick oatmeal.
"I have to say, that's the weirdest thing I have ever seen," Patty said, smiling at her, as soon as she sat down.
Raven chuckled. "I suppose it seems a little strange maybe if you see him as a puppy for the first time. I'm used to it. He plays puppy all the time at home."
I asked her if he lived with her and then Raven told a little about herself. She lived with her boyfriend, as it turns out pretty close to where we lived. They were both goths and both Dom(me)s. They played with their own subs, but hardly ever together. Then they met Martin. He hardly ever spoke to anyone at all, being sickly shy. But there were two things he really liked. Pain was one of them, and the other was playing puppy. He could just shed off all his inhibitions when he transformed to his puppy mode. He could run around, hump things, lick people, all kinds of things people are normally way to shy for. He would just open up completely.
Raven and her boyfriend embraced him. It took three months before they got him at ease enough with them to actually talk to them and now, a year later, he lived with them. And Raven and her boyfriend both played with him as a sub.
"So," she said, concluding her story, "we rescued him, but he really rescued us." She said it really theatrical and sarcastically, and it made us all laugh, but there seemed to be some truth in the story.
I was just amazed at how much depth all these people had. Once I got to know them a little, all their weird kinks and fetishes suddenly made total sense and I realized that, where a lot of people outside of the kink community thought kinky people were crazy, they were actually the most sane people I had ever met, making their personal issues and relational issues work in wonderful, creative forms of play. It was beautiful and it moved me. I felt so happy to be here. I would have loved to stay here forever.
Patty must have read my mind, because she caressed my leg again with her foot while smiling a very deep, loving smile at me.
We chatted a little with the two interesting Dommes, but after another ten minutes or so I was getting a little chilly, being naked outside with no direct sunlight. Patty noticed, since she asked if I was getting cold. I nodded, so she decided we'd better go inside then.
"Oh, just put the trays over there," Eve said cheerfully when we returned to the main room. She was moving the tables with the buffet against the back of a couch, so they wouldn't be in the way. While working she said the buffet would be here all day and there was coffee and tea, but they didn't have time to tend the bar all day, so we should just ask them if we needed anything else.
I looked around the room. The place looked pretty neat. Glasses had been cleaned up, but there were still some ropes, clothes and personal items laying around. The only people here were Mindy and Charlie, chatting on a couch in the seating area with the big TV.
Patty and I moved to the corner where we had spend most of the evening yesterday in the other sitting area whit the fireplace, which wasn't burning today. Patty sat down and said: "Well perv, I think I'm going to sit here for the rest of the day and have you tend to my every need." She smiled at me.
"Of course ma'am," I said submissively, grinning at her. "What can I do for you?"
"First, you are going to kiss these lips," she said with a twinkle in her eyes, tapping her mouth.
I chuckled and moved towards her, bending forward to kiss her.
"Make it good," she said just before I kissed her.
We kissed, mouth closed first. Then we kissed for real, tongues and all. My cock jumped up in my cage, getting almost fully hard as soon as our tongues met. It was a short kiss though, more for the fun of it than making out. After just a few seconds, a few kisses, Patty pushed me away gently, smiling a loving smile. "Good perv," she whispered and she licked her lips again like she did after our first kiss.
"You guys make such a cute couple," we heard Jean say. She stood just outside the seating area. "Do you mind if I join you?"
"Oh, we're not a couple," Patty said quickly. "And of course not, please sit down."
"Really? Oh, you had me fooled there," Jean said, smiling as she sat down. "It's just that you two looked so flirty and together last night and now that sweet kiss, I just assumed..."
"Oh, it's okay," Patty said, smiling at her and waving her hand, dismissing any of Jean's uneasiness at her assumption. Then she looked at me and said: "Get me some tea, will you perv? And get Jean here something as well."
Jean smiled friendly at me and said: "Tea would be nice."
I blushed a little, standing there with my cock pushing my cage out in full view, so I quickly left to get them their tea and giving my suborn penis some time to fall asleep again.
After I got the girls their tea, we chatted a for a little while with Jean. I thought she wasn't as interesting as the other people maybe, but she was still an impressive woman. She was a lesbian, so a very different kind of playing partner for Charlie than the straight Mindy was. They weren't a couple though, Jean was single, but Charlie was one of her best friends. And she was a switch, so she both played sub or Dom roles.
She worked as a private therapist, specializing in human development, sexuality, trauma and kink. She helped people in the scene to develop classes, making sure they were safe and sane. She even helped Britney creating training programs for subs and slaves. It sounded very interesting and Jean was really nice.
After a few minutes Jean excused herself, since there were moans coming from the seating area where Charlie and Mindy were and she wanted to get a piece of the action.
Patty drank the last of her tea and then rested her head on my naked shoulder.
"God, I love this place," she said. "I really hate to go home tonight and back to work tomorrow."
I hadn't even thought about work tomorrow. I sighed, kissed her hair and said: "Yeah, me too."
We watched Raven lead Martin into the room by his leash. She had him lay on his back and she started to untie the ropes on his legs.
"So, you want to leave early today," Patty said, and then she quickly climbed on my lap, facing me while she said: "Or do you want to play before we go?" She smiled seductively at me.
"Play," I answered, grinning. My cock reacted immediately to the feel of her soft ass pressing down on my thighs.
"I thought so," she said. She leaned in to kiss me, but she stopped just two inches in front of my face, staring into my eyes, while she grabbed my nipples and squeezed them.
I flinched and Patty just grinned at me with, a little devilishly.
She kept playing with my nipples, her face still close in front of mine. "Do you want to kiss me?" she asked.
I nodded, looking at her lips.
"Are you allowed to kiss me?" Patty asked.
"No ma'am," I said. "I'm not your boyfriend."
She smiled lovingly at me. Her eyes looked really appreciatively, like she really liked that I kept my word and respected the boundaries she had set. She kept smiling at me like that for a few seconds, before saying: "Good perv." She just kept playing gently with my nipples and looking at me. It was a really intense, romantic and erotic moment in a pretty kinky way.
Then, suddenly, her expression changed and she said: "Shit, the keys of your cage are still in our room. It's really annoying when I wear pants without pockets, I have no real place to put them. Will you go get them?"



"Of course ma'am," I said.
She climbed off me and I got up. Just before I was about to take off, I had an idea.
"You know," I said, "I once saw a video of a woman that had the keys to her sub's cage on a necklace around her neck. Maybe that's a nice way to keep them with you?"
Her eyes looked surprised. "Oh, that's a great idea!" she said. "That way I can keep them on my body, close to my heart, all the time. Hang on, I'll go with you upstairs. I think I have just the right necklace for that somewhere in my purse."
She got up, took my hand and together we walked through the room towards the corridor, passing Charlie and her girls, who were mostly naked by now and playing with each others bodies in various ways, and Raven, who was petting Martin's belly.
We entered our room and Patty immediately dived into her purse. Seconds later she took out a gold necklace.
"Yes! I still had it in my purse," she said. "My sister gave it to me for my last birthday, but I didn't have a locket to put on it or something, so I carried it with me until I found something. I never got around to it though, until now."
Her eyes where twinkling when she took my keys from the nightstand and put the necklace through the ring.
"You know, I would feel a lot safer if you put one of those keys in a safe place at home, so there's a spare somewhere," I said. "Especially now I'm wearing a steel cage. It seems hard to open it in case the keys get lost."
"Yeah, I totally understand," she said. She took the keys off the necklace again and removed one key from the ring. She put the key with the ring in her purse and then ran the necklace through the little hole in the other key.
"I'll take good care of them," I promise she said as she started to put her hands under her hair to put the necklace on.
"Wait!" I said, raising my hand.
She stopped moving and looked puzzled at me.
"Please, allow me to put the necklace on you?" I asked. "As a token of my commitment to you as a sub. I really would like to put it on for you."
She smiled as she moved her hands back and held out the two ends of the necklace.
We stood close together. I took the ends of the necklace in my hands and looked at the key for a moment. Then I kissed it briefly while looking into Patty's eyes, the eyes of my best friend, my Domme and the girl next door I was so much in love with.
Patty held her hair up and I moved closer, looking around her neck to see my hands.
"I hereby officially hand you the keys to my chastity cage," I said while I fastened the necklace. "They are yours to guard and keep, for as long as you wish. They are a symbol of my devotion to you. And they are not just the keys to my cock, they're the keys to my heart as well. As long as you wear this necklace and my key, I promise you will my one and only Domme and I'm yours to command as you wish."
I looked Patty in the eyes as she slowly dropped her hair. Her eyes were shimmering with emotion.
"Do you really feel that way?" she asked softly.
"Yes, I do."
"Thank you," she said softly. Then she lifted the key and kissed it. "I gladly keep the key for you and I happily accept your devotion. I'll take good care of the keys and of you. I promise."
We both silently smiled lovingly at each other. God I wanted to kiss her so bad, but I didn't.
She did though. "Come here," she said as she stepped forward and kissed me. We started really kissing, tongues and all, while her hands ran over my naked back and I wrapped my arms around her. We pushed our bodies together, feeling each others breaths. It was hot.
Soon her breathing changed to the distinct breathing of a girl getting turned on while we were still kissing. The passion increased. I felt her short nails on my back and I loved it. My cock was pressing against the steel bars of it's cage.
And then she broke the kiss, keeping me at bay with a hand on my chest. She closed her eyes for a moment, licking her lips. It was apparent to me she was containing her arousal.
Then she cleared her throat before she said: "I was going to play with you, not make out with you. So, let's go downstairs, alright?"
I grinned at her. "Yes ma'am."
She chuckled.
We headed towards the door, but then she said: "Wait."
I looked at her puzzled.
She took her T-shirt off, revealing a black lace bra. It accentuated her small boobs very well. Then she quickly pulled down her yoga pants, showing a matching hipster. The lace on the front just showed her landing strip if you looked really closely.
She smiled at me seductively. "I just want to feel a little more sexy when we play."
When we came down the stairs we heard screams. Two girls, from the sound of it. They seemed to be coming from the tiled medical room, of which the door was open. We peeked inside and saw Mistress Britney hosing down her two girls in the open shower area. Judging by their reactions the water was really cold, since they shrieked and screamed when the water hit them. They both were shivering and protecting their sensitive parts with their hands and arms, huddling together like cows in the rain.
Mistress Britney aimed the hose at the cubby girls pussy, who was covering it with her hand.
"Come on, move your hand," Mistress Britney said. "You need to wash your fuck hole. If you don't move your hand, I'll put you in that chair and put this hose up your cunt for 10 minutes to rinse it out, so just move that hand and wash your dirty cunt!"
Then she briefly pointed the hose at the skinny girl's pussy, who also was covering it up. "You too. Come on, the water isn't going to get any warmer if you wait. If you think it's too cold, you better hurry up and get it over with."
The chubby girl complied and spread her pussy with her hands and when Mistress Britney aimed the cold water on her sensitive parts, she shrieked again, but she kept it open and rubbed it, cleaning it with the cold water.
Patty and I looked at each other, our facial expressions clear about how happy we were not one of those girls. Then we both giggled and quickly moved on.
When we entered the main room, I immediately noticed the three naked girls on the floor of the seating area with the large TV. Charlie was squatting on Mindy's face and bearing down, making it impossible to breath for Mindy, while she was pinching the girls nipples and watching Jean eat Mindy's pussy. She briefly raised her butt up and Mindy took a quick breath. Then Charlie planted her pussy and butt hole on the pretty girl's face again.
Charlie looked in our direction and cheerfully yelled: "Ooh, hot girl in lingerie, ten o'clock!"
Patty chuckled at her.
Then I noticed something moving fast on my left. Martin came speed crawling at us. Patty noticed him too, but she froze momentarily since he was heading straight for her. Patty shrieked when he just buried his face into her crotch, and then she started laughing hysterically, moving away from him, pushing his head away. He kept pressing his face against her pussy though.
"Martin!" Raven yelled. She had been texting on her phone, but now she jumped up and ran towards him, grabbing his chest harness and pulling him away from Patty, who was still laughing hysterically.
"Ooh, that is so scary and funny at the same time," Patty cooed.
"Yeah, sorry about that," Raven said. She tried to look serious but she had to repress a grin. "He does that sometimes. Just kick him in the nuts if he does it again."
"Oh, it's alright I guess," Patty said, still laughing.
Then Raven let go of the harness and then he came in my direction. I quickly cowered backwards, but luckily Raven caught him before he reached me.
"He only does that to people he really likes, so it seems you're in his friend zone," Raven said. Then she squatted in front of Martin and ruffled his hair. "You know you can't go around sniffing peoples crotches, right?" she said to him while Patty moved to my side and wrapped her arm around my waist.
Martin nodded.
"Okay, don't do that anymore then. Treat?"
Martin opened his mouth wide and Raven forcefully spit into his mouth. He grinned widely at his Domme, or his owner maybe, while he swallowed her spit.
"Good boy, now go sit over there," she said. Martin obeyed immediately and crawled to the spot she pointed to.
Raven then stood up and faced us.
"Again, I'm really sorry. Are you alright?" she asked us.
"Yes, I am," Patty said sincerely, smiling.
Then Raven looked at us standing close together, our hips pressing together and our arms around each other, and said: "You two are such a cute couple."
Patty chuckled and said: "Oh, we're not a couple."
Raven just smiled and tilted her head a little, staring at the key on Patty's necklace, and said: "Interesting." Then she walked back to her seat next to Martin and ruffled his hair.
Patty squeezed my butt and said: "Playtime perv." Then she let me go and walked onto the playground, looking around at the equipment and the gear hanging on the wall, seemingly figuring out what she wanted to do to me. She briefly touched a pillar of the bondage rack.
She looked so hot, barefoot in her nice black lingerie set, her hipster hugging the top part of her bubble butt. The looks of her and the anticipation of not knowing what she was going to do to me was really exciting. But mostly I felt my love for her flow through my body again and I smiled.
"Go get our bag of toys," she said, still looking around, now focusing on the St. Andrews cross between the two high and narrow cages.
"Yes ma'am," I said and I headed to the seating area with the big fireplace.
Once I got there I suddenly noticed Sue, sitting in her chair. She had her laptop on her lap and was working, seemingly preferring the kinky ambience of the grand looking main room of the barn over her home office.
"Hey Conrad, how are you doing today?" she asked when I entered the seating area.
"I'm doing great," I said, grinning from ear to ear. I quickly picked up the bag, while whispering to Sue: "We made love last night."
Sue smiled a very joyful, proud smile. "I see," she said. "That sounds wonderful."
"It was," I said chuckling. "But if you'll excuse me, she wants to play, so I'll have to get back."
"I totally understand," she said. "Go and have fun!"
"Thank you," I said. Then, before heading back to my Domme, I added: "For everything."
She smiled motherly and nodded her head in acknowledgement.
I hurried back to Patty, keeping a keen eye on Martin, hoping he wouldn't make a run for it to sniffle my balls, but he just smiled at me as I walked passed. Raven was sitting back on a chair, relaxing and having a cup of coffee.
Patty was standing next to the bright red St. Andrew's cross that looked to be made of some kind of wood, covered by a rubbery looking layer that still showed the grain of the wood. Patty was absent mindedly playing with the key on her necklace. She smiled at me while I walked towards her, a loving smile, and her eyes twinkled.
I handed her the bag and she put it next to the cross, a little set back so it wouldn't be in the way. Then she walked towards me until she stood really close in front of me. We made eye contact. Her hazelnut brown tried to read my thoughts and feelings by looking at me.
Then she put both hands on my shoulders, her forearms resting on my chest. For a second I thought, or hoped maybe, that she would kiss me again, but she didn't. Her smile widened as she gently guided me backwards until my back touched the cool, hard cross. Then she took one of my hands and guided it upwards. She stretched herself out, standing on her toes, to hook my cuff to the buckle dangling on a short chain from the end of the cross.
When she passed towards the other side, she ran her hand across my chest, giving me goosebumps. She looked so hot in her black underwear.
After she had connected my wrists to the cross, she squatted and gently guided my feet apart. I realized the width of the cross felt wider than it looked. It had to be at least a 3 foot spread, and that feels pretty wide apart. It put strain on my legs, but it felt really hot to be tied to this thing and being all spread and stretched out felt really sexy. My cock was growing quickly in it's tight cage.
When Patty got up again, she put her hand on my chastity cage and moved it around a little, feeling the resistance of my growing cock inside it. And her moving it like that only sped up the speed in which it grew.
Patty just looked at me for a few seconds. Then she said: "Let's get this thing off you." She gently cupped my balls for a second, smiling at my pulsing and red cockhead bulging a little between the bars of the cage. Then she bent forward so the key on her necklace could reach the lock without taking it off her neck. I felt her soft hair on my smooth pubic area and hips while she unlocked me.
As soon as she took out the lock, my cock jumped out, wearing the steel cage as a hat. I heard Patty chuckle when she watched it jump out. Then she grabbed hold of the cage and pulled it off. My cockhead showed the imprints of the bars.
Then she lovingly massaged my cock a little. It was throbbing in her hand, the steel ring around my cock and balls adding to the strength of my erection. It looked fierce, swollen and the veins on my shaft were clearly visible.
Then the two naked girls walked in, followed closely by Mistress Britney, who was holding a riding crop. She had put a large, metal collar around each girls neck.
Patty ran her index finger over the slit of my cockhead, collecting precum. She looked at her finger for a second and then held it out in front of my face. I was just moving my head forward and opening my mouth, expecting her to want me to lick it off, but she looked me straight in the eyes and then licked it off herself.
"Hmm, that's not bad," she said. Then she suddenly pressed her body against mine, trapping my pulsing cock between my naked belly and her panties and she kissed me, forcing her tongue into my mouth. I could still vaguely taste my own precum on her tongue.
She put a hand on my chest and kissed my neck, nibbling it and placing a few small, wet kisses on it. Then she whispered in my ear: "Are you turned on perv?"
"Yes," I moaned while she nibbled on my earlobe. God, that felt hot.
"I can feel it," she whispered in my ear. Then she pushed her wet tongue in my ear, making me moan again. "Your hard cock..." Lick, "pressing on my belly...." Lick, "makes me so..." Lick, "wet..."
I thought I might spontaneously cum with her nibbling my ear and pressing her pubic area against my cock like that, but I didn't.
Instead, the clear voice of Mistress Britney interrupted us when she said loudly: "Excuse me, may I have your attention for a minute please?"
Patty stopped nibbling and stepped away, looking at Mistress Britney and exposing my raging hardon to the world, making me blush.
"I'm really sorry, but there doesn't seem to be a good time to interrupt you all," Mistress Britney continued. "I wanted to ask for your help. You see, these two girls want to know what it's like to be a slave, so you could help me out with their training if you like. They will be both free use for the rest of the afternoon, meaning anyone of you can do whatever you want with them."
Mistress Britney slowly paced up and down in front of the girls as she spoke, her hands behind her back, holding the riding crop. She had written 'slave' on the upper chests of both girls, and '#1' on the thin girl's belly and '#2' on the chubby girls belly.
"Their safe word is 'red' and as long as they don't use it, you can do pretty much anything you want. So you could really help us out if you like by using them as the slaves they want to be. Thank you."
"Ooh! I want those fat titties over here!" Charlie immediately yelled. Her curly hair was all ruffled up, making her look wild with her large, round eyes and naked boobs. "I really would like to see if I can fit my fist inside of her."
Mindy chuckled. The chubby girl did not though, she looked shyly at the floor in front of her.
Mistress Britney smacked the girl's ass hard with the riding crop, making her jump and yelp a startled scream.
"You heard the Lady," Mistress Britney said, pointing in Charlies direction. "Get your fat ass over there!"
"Yes Mistress," the girl said and she hurried towards the group of naked girls on the floor of the seating area with the large TV, her big bruised tits shaking as she moved.
Patty stood next to me with a hand on my ass, watching the scene, and my cock still stood straight up, although the distraction did cause it to lose a bit of it's hardness. I noticed the skinny girl peeking at it for a second.
"What do you say boy, would you like to go hump the naked girl?" Raven asked Martin.
He nodded.
"Well go on, go get her!" Raven said, unhooking his leash.
Martin speed crawled towards the girl on his mittens and kneepads. The girl seemed to be frozen, looking dumbstruck at the smallish, naked guy storming at her like that. When he reached her he tried to push his face into her crotch, but she shrieked and instinctively tried to turn away. Now that she turned, I could see her butt still had three or four swollen red stripes on them from the caning last night. Martin just followed her movements, determined to sniff her bare pussy. The girl giggled nervously, trying to keep his head away from her with her hands, just like Patty had done earlier.
I heard Patty chuckle and then she softly said to me: "I can understand her fear, it is a pretty scary to have a grown naked man coming at you on all fours to sniff your groin." She then wiggled her arm between my back and the cross and lovingly wrapped her arm around my waist while she put her head on my shoulder. Together we watched the scene.
The girl had lowered her defenses a little and let Martin sniff her groin. She still nervously held both hands on his head to at least have some control. Martin forcefully pushed his face in her groin a couple of times, the girl still giggling nervously. Then he quickly crawled around her, stood up on his knees and put his mitten covered hands on her shoulders, pushing her. The girl didn't know how to respond to that, so she started walking, but Martin followed her, shoveling on his knees. When she turned away he had to come down again on all fours to be able to crawl faster in order to keep up with her, but he kept crawling until he was behind her again and again he pushed her on her shoulders.
Mistress Britney quickly stepped away into our direction, giving the two room to move around.
"Better get down on your knees girl," Raven said, who had stood up and was staying close to Martin to make sure everything went safe. "He'll push you over if you don't."
The girl started lowering herself down, slowly getting on her knees while nervously eyeballing the wild looking man that chased her. Martin immediately moved behind her and buried his face between her butt cheeks and started licking her, making long laps over her pussy and ass. The girl went wide eyed and giggled nervously, surprised by the unexpected tongue between her legs. She let out some nervous sounding 'ooh's and 'aah's between her giggles.
Patty still leaned against me, absent mindedly caressing my chest as she watched Martin licking the girl's pussy.
"You're such a hot looking couple," Britney said. She had moved close to us to make even more room for the scene.
"Oh, we're..." Patty started, but then she realized she was holding me, cuddling me even, although I was tied to a cross and couldn't cuddle her back, and she seemed to give up. "Thanks," she said.
I chuckled and in response to that, Patty slapped my belly with a flat hand, making me grunt. And that made Britney chuckle.
The slave girl now had a different expression on her face. She seemed to slowly shift from a scared girl to a girl enjoying having her pussy licked. She even moaned a little, her 'ooh's and 'aah's softened, and a few seconds later she bit her lip as she closed her eyes. Martin seemed to get more into it too, his large cock becoming slowly more erect while he licked her more purposefully.



Although the whole scene was hot to watch, my throbbing erection had come down quite a bit. Patty noticed it too apparently, because she let me go, quickly unhooked the strap of my hip band and then removed the ring. She smiled at me after she had put it with the bag of toys. She came to stand next to me, curious to see how the scene in front of us would unfold.
Martin was still lapping the girls pussy. It was clear she was enjoying it now. He seemed to nibbling her clit, making her moan in lust now, and she closed her eyes, enjoying the feeling.
Then Martin suddenly got up, quickly threw his upper body on the girl's back and pressed down on her shoulders, pushing her head down to the floor and locking her in place. He seemed to be fully hard now and started poking his fierce looking cock around to find the entrance to her pussy. It took just three or four pokes to find her wet hole and penetrate her without using his hands.
The girl went wide eyed again and shrieked as she felt him enter her pussy. He pushed his cock all the way in one go and immediately started to fuck her fast, making the girls initial shriek of surprise switch to loud screams of pleasure, or pain maybe.
He kept pinning her down and we heard his hips slam into the soft flesh of her butt again and again. The girl looked surprised for a couple of seconds more, but then she seemed to give in to getting fucked. She moaned and made all kinds of animalistic sounds as the animalistic guy railed her pussy. It was a wild sight to behold and it seemed very intense.
Patty gave a few playful slaps to my half hard cock, making me flinch. Then she softly whispered in my ear: "Do you like that girl perv? Do you think she is hot?"
I knew better than to answer yes to a question like that from a girl, especially from the girl I loved, so I tried to quickly come up with a strategic answer that would both be true and keep me out of trouble with Patty, so I answered: "Not as hot as you are."
Patty chuckled, but then she said: "Don't dodge the question. Be brutally honest, I don't mind. Do you think she's hot?"
"Yes," I said.
"Would you like to fuck her like that?" Patty asked.
I wasn't sure. I mean, of course part of me would like to fuck her, but if I had to choose between fucking the girl or just one genuine kiss with Patty, I'd choose kissing Patty within a heartbeat. So I answered truthfully: "I don't know."
"If I'd order you to fuck her, would you?" Patty asked over the screams of the skinny girl. She looked into my eyes and I could tell this was a sincere question, not some kind of trap or tease. And she wanted a truthful answer.
"Yes, if you order me, I would fuck her." I still had the lingering feeling I would rather fuck Patty and it would feel a little like cheating on her, or maybe cheating on my feelings for her, but if Patty would order me to do it, I would, so the answer was truthful.
"Would you let her suck your dick if I ordered her to?" Patty then asked.
"If you would really want her to suck my dick, yes, I would," I said.
She still kept looking in my eyes, gaging my feelings, seeing if I was answering her truthfully.
"If I would order Martin there to fuck you like that, would you let him?"
"Yes, I would," I said. I really wanted her to know how devoted I was to her, that I really would do anything for her, so I added: "For you Miss Patty, unless it would really damage me in some way, I would do anything you ordered me to do, even if I hated it. I'm yours to command."
She kept looking at me.
"You really would, wouldn't you?" she asked.
I nodded. I really meant it. I would do anything for her.
"I actually believe you," she said. She looked a little surprised I would do anything for her. "In that case, I have another question for you," she said softly. "Would you please promise me that if I ever order you to do something you feel really uncomfortable with, to use your 'yellow' safe word?"
I really would do anything for her. But her telling me to keep true to my own limits, or even likes, really touched me. It made me feel safe. It made me feel loved even. So I said: "Yes."
"Promise me Conrad," she said. "No matter if you're afraid you'd disappoint me, I really want you to have your boundaries. I want to know what you like and hate. I would never want any form of play to eventually drive us apart because you feel I made you do something that you regret later. It's not worth that. So please, promise me to be brutally honest about your likes and dislikes when I ask about them, and promise me to say 'yellow' if you're not comfortable with doing something I tell you, alright? Even if you feel you would disappoint me if you do."
She looked really seriously at me.
"I promise," I said. And then I felt relief. And she seemed to feel it as well.
"Thank you," she said, smiling lovingly at me as she caressed my cheek. "You just gave me my freedom."
Then she kissed me. Not a teasing kiss this time, this was a true, loving kiss. And it turned into a hot, horny, passionate kiss again within seconds. Her hands traced my body and I noticed myself pulling my bonds in an unconscious attempt to hold her. Our tongues played and I felt the warmth of her body against mine while I noticed her breath increasing again.
When she broke the kiss, she seemed to need some time to recompose herself again, just as when we kissed after I put my key around her neck. She closed her eyes and licked her lips, before she stood next to me again, returning her attention to the slave girl, who was now moaning intensely, her face pressed to the floor, grimacing. I saw her fingers claw at the floor, but there was nothing to hold on to. Her sounds and grunts were animalistic and her drying, uncombed hair made her look like she was at least as much a horny animal as the guy forcing her down, pounding her pussy with his large, hard cock. Her sounds were now so wild it was impossible to tell if she was having an orgasm or that she was just going crazy from the relentless pounding her pussy was getting.
To my right I heard another girl moan loudly, followed by a cheer from Jean and Mindy, and Charlie yelling: "See, I told you it would fit!" I looked their way and saw Charlie having her whole fist inside the chubby girls pussy, while Jean was sitting on the girl's face, playing with her bruised up tits. The slave girl was moaning loudly against Jean's pussy while Charlie moved her fist in and out a little.
After another minute of the skinny girl getting pounded while screaming, Raven stepped forward and grabbed hold of Martin's chest harness.
"Okay boy, that's enough for now," she said and pulled Martin off the girl. His cock slipped out, all red and throbbing and the girl let herself collapse on the floor, panting heavily, almost gasping for air.
Raven looked at Britney and explained: "He'll just go on for hours, he hardly ever cums from fucking."
"That's alright," Mistress Britney said. "It looks like this slave girl is ruined enough for now anyway. I mean, look at her."
She did look a mess alright, laying there with her face on the floor with a hand between here legs, one slightly shaking leg pulled up a little, panting heavily and her drying hair an awful mess. She looked pretty used up if you'd ask me.
"She does look a mess," Patty said. She looked at the girl for a few seconds. Then she said to Mistress Britney: "You know, I never did anything with a girl. Ever."
"Well, if you'd like to try, she's all yours," Britney said.
Patty seemed to think about it for a second. Then she looked at me. I could see she was going to. It was that evil, dominant twinkle in her eye.
"I really wouldn't know what to do with her," she said, more to herself maybe than to anyone else.
"Just treat her as a sub," Mistress Britney said. "And if you don't like it, just stop. She wants to be a slave, she has no opinion about it. And no right to decline you. She's just a hump of girl meat."
The girl was still on the floor, now sitting halfway up, leaning on a hand. She was looking at Patty, but her expression didn't betray what she was thinking or feeling.
Patty walked towards her, slowly, a bit hesitant maybe. She walked past the girl, who had now averted her eyes and was looking at the floor. Patty just looked at her and circled her, like a vulture circling prey, deliberating if it was worth the hunt. Then she stopped in front of her.
"Get up," Patty said.
The girl complied and scrambled slowly to her feet.
Patty walked towards her and grabbed her hair. She gently pulled it to tilt the girls head up so she could look into her eyes, or maybe just at her face.
"She's kinda pretty," Patty said dryly. "Her hair is a mess, but her face is pretty nice."
Patty let go of her hair and took a step back.
"Stand on one leg," Patty said.
The girl raised a foot.
"The other leg," Patty said.
The girl put her foot down and raised the other foot.
Patty grinned for a second. "She is pretty compliant," she said.
"Hm-hm," Mistress Britney said. "She's probably scared you will hurt her more if she doesn't obey."
Patty just looked at her for a moment. Maybe she was still deliberating if she wanted to play with her, or already thinking about what she wanted to do to her.
"Put your foot down," Patty said and the girl complied. Then she stepped forward again and put her hand on her tit. Patty squeezed it a little. I was wondering if touching the girls boob would feel strange to her. Then she squeezed it harder until the girl's face grimaced, but she didn't make a sound.
Patty let go of the boob and chuckled. "That feels so weird," she said. Then she walked around the girl again, stopping behind her. She bend down a little and stroked the girls butt. Then she squeezed it, feeling the feminine softness, exploring what a girl's body feels like.
I thought it was amazing seeing Patty go about her Domme business from a different perspective. I knew how she looked when she dominated me, but now I could see better were she looked and how her face looked while she was thinking about the possibilities of playing with someone.
"Can we put some cuffs on her?" Patty asked Mistress Britney.
"Sure. Would you like normal cuffs or are you going to suspend her?"
I almost chuckled when I saw the subtle question marks in Patty's eyes, as if she thought 'are there different cuffs for suspension?'. I was probably the only one noticing, since I knew her so well.
Patty answered cleverly: "I'm not sure yet. I do want to get her hands up."
Mistress Britney smiled and then walked towards a closet. Within seconds she came back with black suspension cuffs that had an extra D-ring on the wrist band and she handed them to Patty. Patty looked at them puzzled for a second. Luckily Mistress Britney recognized her look immediately, being the experienced teacher she was and helped her out real friendly by taking one back. They walked to the girl. Mistress Britney ordered her to put her hands out, and Patty watched how Britney put the cuff on one hand while she tied the cuff around the other hand herself.
"I would use this winch," Mistress Britney said and showed her the wall mounted controls to a winch. She pushed the down button and a short chain slowly lowered down from the ceiling.
Patty guided the girl towards the chain by her cuffs and connected them to the hook on the end of the chain.
"Hang on, I want him hooked on this as well," Patty said as soon as the girl was hooked up.
She startled me a little when she said that. I had assumed I would be watching her play with the girl while being tied to the cross, but if she would hook me on the same hook as the girl, I would be really close to her. And it would mean I would be involved in the play of course. But then I realized I was fine with it.
Patty smiled at me while she walked towards me. I could see she was having fun already. She unhooked my legs and then my arms. Then she hooked her finger through the ring on my collar and said: "Come on perv."
"Just make sure you don't lift him off his feet with those cuffs," Mistress Britney said while she walked towards the girl, holding different hooks with a few shackles of chain on them. "And use these hooks, or their hands won't have enough room." Then she showed Patty how she would hook us both up to the chain. "If you want their faces the same height, you would connect him here, or if you want their hips to be at the same height, you could hook her up there," she explained.
I was looking a little nervously at the girl while they figured out where to connect our hands. I noticed her read my collar and a faint smile passed her lips. She was pretty I thought. She looked to be more nervous than I was maybe, but she hid it well.
Soon they had connected us and Britney operated the winch. The chain started to pull mine and the girl's hands up slowly. When our hands were above our heads, we both had not choice but to walk forward a bit. And then a little more. We both held our heads back to keep our faces from touching, but soon I felt her boobs press against my chest and my cock touched her hip. When the winch finally stopped, I could still stand on my feet. My hands were just pretty heigh above my head. The girl could barely reach the floor with her toes. Our hips were at about the same height, making my cock press against her groin. I felt really awkward about that, I didn't want her to feel uncomfortable my cock pressing against her private region, but there wasn't anything I could do about it. On the other hand, her boobs were smashed against my upper belly and her face was right at my collar bone. We both had our heads a little to the sides so we wouldn't be bumping each others heads. It felt really intimate having our naked bodies forced so close together. And it felt really hot. My cock was getting harder and I knew she could feel it and I couldn't even see her face to gage if she was okay with it. And then I realized it didn't matter if she was okay with it anyway. She was a slave.
"Yeah, this is what I had in mind," Patty said. I could see much around the naked arms around my face, so I could only guess where Patty was and what she was doing.
I heard Patty walked around. Then she said: "I recently bought this and I haven't used it yet. I'm dying to find out how it feels."
"Oh, that's pretty nice," Mistress Britney said. "Do you know how to handle it?"
"A little," Patty said. "Sue has given me a simple demonstration last week."
It started to become clear to me she was talking about her flogger and I swallowed nervously.
"Okay, do the best you can with it," Mistress Britney said. "I can give you a few pointers if you like?"
"Yes please," Patty said.
Not much happened for a few seconds. And then I heard a flogger whoosh through the air and it hit skin, but it wasn't mine. I felt a jolt of movement in the girl though and she yelled against my shoulder. I could feel her hot breath as she yelled. The whole feeling of the naked girl moving against my body made my cock grow a little more and I could feel it move across her skin as it slipped between her thighs and up against some soft, warm flesh. And then I realized that was her pussy. It was hot and awkward at the same time.
The flogger hit her again. She moved a lot, but she didn't scream. My cock slipped a little further between her thighs.
"Careful," Mistress Britney said. "His cock is poking between her thighs. Don't hit it with that flogger unless you really want to hurt him."
"Oh yeah, thanks," Patty said. "My perv gets turned on easily."
I saw a glimpse of her as she moved. She forced her hand between our bodies. Patty grabbed my cock and pried it from between the girl's thighs, pulling it up so it was pressed between mine and the girl's bellies.
The flogger whooshed again and this time an unexpected pain exploded on my ass. I grunted loud. And immediately it hit me again. And again. She kept hitting me. This flogger bit a lot more than the one she used last week. It gave a hard thud with a stinging sensation that left my ass glowing and tingling after each hit. And it got worse with each hit as well. I was grunting with each blow, clenching my teeth. It hurt, but it felt hot as well, especially with the naked girl's body pressed against mine. It stimulated my cock with every move I made.
The blows kept coming and my grunts became muffled screams. And then, as sudden as they started, they stopped.
Patty changed position again and the next time I heard the loud noise of the flogger hitting flesh it was the girl that yelled and her body that spasmed in pain. The flogger struck her again. And again. She apparently got the same treatment as I just had. Her body moved again and again. I could feel the impart of the flogger and the movements of the girl's muscles as her body dealt with the impact time and time again. My ass was glowing and my cock got a massage by a soft girl belly rubbing against it. The girl screamed a lot louder than I had, but then again, her butt was probably more sensitive than mine after her caning yesterday. I sometimes felt the girl's knees push against my legs as she apparently pulled her feet off the ground every now and then. The blows kept coming, pound after pound. It seemed she got it a lot worse than I had.
When Patty stopped flogging her, the girl was panting. Her breath against my skin, her hair in my face, it felt really intimate and hot. It was a great turn on to me and I could feel my cockhead between our bellies becoming slippery with my precum. And I knew she could probably feel that too. I was just wondering again if it bothered her when my ass got struck again. The skin must have become a lot more sensitive, since it hurt pretty bad. I screamed. But that didn't stop Patty at all. She smacked my butt again and again and again, making my muscles strain and clench with every blow. God, it hurt bad. I could still take it and I still kinda liked it, but it really hurt bad.
Mistress Britney touched my arm briefly and said softly: "Try to unclench your ass, it will hurt less."
I did as she said and it did seem to help a little. It also changed my mindset, I noticed. It was easier to welcome each blow where I had been fighting it before. And welcoming the blows made quite a difference. Still, every blow stung.
When Patty stopped, I was panting, just like the girl was a few minutes ago.
"You're not bad," Mistress Britney said to Patty, "but can I show you something?"
"Sure," Patty said.
I heard them move away a little and then I heard Mistress Britney explained some things to her about stings and thuds. She talked a little about angles and something about a figure 8.
After a little while, the flogger whooshed again, audibly faster this time and then the girl started making gentle grunts in quick succession. A few seconds later she made a few hard grunts as her whole body moved against mine from the impacts it was taking. Another few seconds later she screamed loud as I felt her get hit a couple of times. I could still couldn't see much, but I was guessing Mistress Britney was showing Patty some different techniques.
Patty and Mistress Britney softly talked some more and then the girl reacted again as she got flogged. She made relatively soft grunts, shortly after one another. Her body moved a little. I just wished I could see what was Patty was doing.
Then Patty stopped flogging the girl and a few seconds later I felt a stroke on my right butt cheek, and then, quickly after it, I felt a stroke on the left. Then right again, and so on. They hurt, but not as bad as the ones I had gotten before.
I focused on my breathing and accepting the pain. And that helped me a lot. It felt really intense, but with these strokes, I started to like the feeling more and more. They felt more... sexy I guess. More sensual. It was kind of a nice feeling, it was just really intense. This was the first time though I was getting really turned on from the impacts, and not just from the naked girl that my cock was grinding against. Although I was panting and I could feel my ass throb, I could see myself getting a liking for this.



Patty stopped again. "So, this should give stronger thuds, right?" she asked and then a heavy thud hit my ass. It hurt, a lot more than the diagonal strokes she had given me before, but what surprised me more was the force hitting my body than the pain. It really felt like a thud.
She gave me a few of those strokes and then she apparently switched to a different technique since a different kind of force hit my poor ass. It was the same flogger, but now it stung way more on my skin. These impacts made me scream. It hurt bad and I started clenching my ass again. She hit me a few times more and I managed to take them, but I screamed with every impart.
Then Patty stopped again, leaving me panting and sweating slightly. My ass felt like it was on fire and I could feel my heartbeat in it. It must have been as red as a lobster.
"Well, that was fun," Patty said. "Thanks for the quick lesson."
"You're welcome. I teach classes if you ever want to take one."
"Yes, I'd love too I guess," Patty said. "But now, let's play a little with those two. I was thinking, can we turn the girl around?"
"Like with her back to him?" Mistress Britney asked.
"No, I mean with her feet up, like you had her hanging yesterday," Patty said.
"Sure," Mistress Britney said. "Why don't you let them down and I'll show you how."
As the winch let us down and our hands lowered, the girl and I both walked backwards a little. I could see her face again. She smiled at me, a little shyly maybe, but she did. Then she looked at my half hard cock and when I looked down as well I noticed a really long strand of precum hanging between us. It made me blush. It felt really strange to me to have been so close to her without her consent, or even without knowing her.
When Patty disconnected my hands, she used the hook to hook my hands behind my back. She smiled at me, asking me if I was alright, and I was. Then she positioned me out of the way.
I watched from a distance how they hooked up the girl, my ass still feeling painful and hot from the flogging. They laid her down on her back and put suspension cuffs on her ankles before hooking them on a spreader bar. Then they hoisted her up slowly. The girl seemed to be used to being suspended upside down, because she knew how to support her upper body and how to prevent putting strain on her neck or her head hitting the floor while her body slowly came loose from the ground.
As soon as she hung in the air, her legs spread wide and her hands just able to touch the floor, Patty hooked her hands behind her back. I briefly thought about how scary that must feel, to be unable to support yourself while hanging from your ankles. She looked really hot though, with her legs spread like that. I could see her front this time, while yesterday I only saw her back when she was suspended like this. Her smooth pussy looked really accessible and I loved the sight of her small boobs hanging down, or upwards maybe from her point of view.
Patty walked towards her and ran her hand down her inner thigh. She seemed to be looking at her pussy, which was now at the height of Patty's chest. She put her hand on it briefly, feeling the softness of her labia, maybe checking for wetness. Then used her thumbs to spread the lips. She massaged the girls pussy and labia a little, exploring it's feels and looks. Unfortunately I couldn't see Patty's face, I was really curious about her expression since it was the first time she ever touched another girl's pussy. I got turned on again, watching my best friend standing there in her sexy underwear, discovering the feel of another girl's pussy. She ran a finger along the girl's slit and then pushed a finger inside her, moving it a little, poking around. The girl made a few little sounds as the inexperienced Domme's fingers explored the insides of her sensitive area. When Patty took out her finger she sniffed it briefly, maybe wondering about the taste, wondering if she would like to even play with a pussy maybe.
"That's so weird," Patty said, chuckling as she wiped her finger on the girl's inner thigh. She massaged the girl between her legs again. "It's so soft and so firm at the same time."
Then she slapped the girls exposed mound. It made a loud slapping noise and the girl squealed. I noticed her legs muscles move in an reflex. Patty slapped it a few more times and then she turned around towards me, grinning. I was just standing there with my hands behind my back and my half hard cock lazily pointing forward.
Patty walked up to me, her eyes twinkling. She stood in front of me with her loving smile on her face.
"Want to have some fun perv?" she asked me, grinning.
"With you? Always," I said.
She chuckled. "Always, Miss Patty," she corrected me.
"Yes, sorry Miss Patty."
She grinned again. Then she grabbed hold of the buckle holding my hands together behind my back and used it to steer me into the direction of the girl. She stopped me just inches from the suspended girl. Patty stepped back a little, checking if this position worked for whatever she had in mind. Then she briefly walked to the remote of the winch and raised the girl until her bare, smooth pussy was about the height of my neck and her face was just inches from the tip of my cock.
Patty stood beside me and wrapped her arm around my waist. She smiled at me, her hazelnut brown eyes twinkling.
"You see that pussy perv?" she asked.
It was hard to miss a pussy this close to my face, so I answered "Yes Miss."
"What do you see if you look at that? How does it look to you?" she asked as she smiled teasingly at me.
"It looks nice Miss," I said submissively.
"Really? I think it just looks like a wrinkly gap," Patty said, chuckling. I could see she was loving this. "Do you think it looks attractive?"
I knew she wanted a truthful answer. "Yes, it does to me Miss," I said.
"Interesting. You must be some kind of pervert," she said.
"I guess I must be Miss," I said, grinning at her over our inside joke.
Then Patty squatted so her face was at the level of the girl's face. And my cock.
"What about you girl, do you see that cock?" she asked.
"Yes Mistress," the girl said.
"It's Miss Patty," Patty said.
"Yes Miss Patty."
"How does it look to you?" Patty asked her. "Tell the truth."
The girl paused for a second, then she answered: "I think it looks pretty nice Miss Patty."
"Now that answer I do understand. Do you think it looks attractive?"
"Yes Miss Patty," the girl answered.
"Ah, you must be some kind of slut then," Patty said.
"I guess I am Miss Patty," the girl said.
Patty stood up and grinned at me again. I loved seeing her get all dominant on the girl. And on me. And Patty's twinkling eyes, betraying she loved it.
Patty walked to Mistress Britney and whispered something. Mistress Britney nodded and walked away, while Patty came to stand next to me again.
"Okay perv," Patty said to me, very softly, "I'm going to give some instructions soon and whatever you do, don't cum without permission. I mean it. Ask for permission on time, no accidentally ruining your orgasm, alright?"
"Yes ma'am," I said. I could do that, no problem. I wanted to please her.
Then Patty squatted to see the girls face again, so she could say to her: "That goes for you too. If you feel the need to cum, ask for permission. No cumming without it, understood girl?"
"Yes Miss Patty," the girl said compliantly.
Patty walked around and unhooked my wrists. Then she walked around the girl. She smiled at me, looking at me between the spread thighs of the upturned girl, before asking for my hands. I stretched out my hands around the girl's waist. Patty pulled me closer by my wrists, forcing my upper chest to press against the girl's pubic area, her pussy just an inch or two from my face. It was close enough for me to smell it's scent.
Patty connected my wrist cuffs together again with the hook. I stood there, awkwardly hugging the girls waist just above, or below, her hips. I was holding back my hips a little to prevent my cock from touching the girl's face and keeping my head up to prevent my face touching her pussy. It felt really weird to be this close to the pussy of a girl I had never even talked to. And it felt hot too, having my arms around her waist, touching her soft, warm body. It made my cock grow a little more.
Mistress Britney turned up and handed Patty a large magic wand vibrator. She quickly put the plug attached to it into an extension cord and plugged that into a socket on the wall.
Patty turned on the magic wand and pressed it against the girl's clit.
"Whaah!! Ooohh...." the girl exclaimed. I could feel her breath on my cock and balls.
"Okay girl," Patty said loud and clear, making sure the girl could hear her over the buzzing of the wand, "I want you to make that cock cum. I'll keep pressing this thing on here until you do. I really don't care how many times you cum, as long as you ask for permission, but I'm going to keep this here until you've swallowed the load that's inside that cock!"
"Yes Miss Patty," the girl said and immediately she put her mouth on my cock. I went wide eyed. I hadn't had a blowjob in years and now all of the sudden a warm, wet mouth sucked my cockhead inside of it. I felt her tongue move and I moaned. Patty just grinned at me, amused at my facial expression.
Patty looked down and put her body against the back of the suspended girl, making sure she couldn't get far away from my throbbing dick, pressing our naked bodies against each other. Now that she could reach it better, the girl immediately took my cock deep inside her warm mouth. God, that felt good.
I tried to look at the girl's pussy, but I couldn't see much of it since the large vibrator was right in front of my chin. I had to be careful not to touch it with my face. It made a lot of noise and I could only imagine how that must feel for the girl that was sucking my dick.
I looked at Patty's familiar face. Her smile and twinkling eyes showed she was having great fun. The girl was doing her best. She tried to make long strokes with her head as well as she could while hanging upside down with her hands tied behind her back. She had nothing to work with except her mouth and the movement of her neck. I felt her trying to deepthroat me a couple of times, but it seemed to be hard in that position. All it did was make her cough with my cock in her mouth. I could feel saliva splattering on my balls and thighs when she coughed. She tried again and this time she managed to slide my whole cock inside her mouth. I could feel my cockhead in her narrow throat and her nose against my balls. I had never been deepthroated before and it felt amazing. It made me moan and roll my eyes.
Patty chuckled. "Are you having fun perv?" she asked, smiling lovingly at me.
I couldn't really talk with my cock down the girl's throat, so I nodded.
The girl coughed again as she moved back and resumed bobbing her head on my cock. She let her soft tongue slide over the top of my cockhead. It made me moan again. That girl certainly knew what she was doing.
A minute or two later, Patty found the button on the wand that regulated it's speed and she increased it. Then she put two fingers inside the girls pussy. The girl immediately started to moan against my cock. She stopped moving on my cock for a second, getting used to the more intense vibrations on and the fingers in her pussy. Her moaning against my cock only increased to my arousal. It made her whole mouth vibrate a little.
I was panting soon afterwards. And so was the girl. I looked at Patty, who was diverting her attention between keeping the vibrator in position, studying my face and making sure the girl was still sucking my cock.
"Is she any good perv?" Patty asked.
I cleared my throat. "Yes Miss," I said. It was an understatement, but between the mouth sucking on my dick and the girls body moving against mine, having a full conversations proved a little difficult for me.
"Good," Patty said. She smiled at me. "You deserve a good blowjob."
The girls moans increased. She was occasionally using her legs muscles, to no avail of course. She deepthroated me again, this time moving my cock in and out her throat, making a lot of throat noises, and at that moment I knew I couldn't last much longer. It felt so good.
I looked at Patty in a haze of lust. Patty just smiled at me lovingly. The girl moaned again, louder this time and then I quickly said to Patty: "May I cum?"
"May I cum what?" Patty asked, grinning at me while she removed her fingers from the girl's pussy.
"May I cum Miss Patty?" I asked quickly. I needed an answer real quickly now.
Patty bent down, holding the vibrator in place and grabbed a handful of the girl's blonde hair to pull her head back. The girl's squealed and then, when her mouth was freed of my cock, she moaned out loud.
"No, sweet perv," Patty said, smiling lovingly at me.
I was panting and my cock was throbbing while I waited for my arousal to drop a little. The girl was bucking against my body, moaning all kinds of aroused sounds. When I thought I could handle another attack of that hot mouth I nodded to Patty, who let go off her hair immediately.
The girl shoved the entire length of my cock inside her mouth in one go. God, that felt good. Patty was grinning at me, probably amused by my lust filled facial expression. Then she looked for the button on the wand again and upped it's speed once more before pressing her fingers into the girl's wet hole again.
The girl moaned a long and intense moan against my cock, making my pent up orgasm rise again quickly.
"May I cum Miss Patty?!" I asked quickly, my need for a quick answer clear in my voice. Immediately Patty grabbed the girl's hair again and pulled her off, just in time or I would have blown my load for sure.
"No," Patty said, smiling that loving smile again. "Why, are you turned on perv?"
"Yes, very much so Miss," I said.
"Hmm, maybe next time," she said, grinning at me.
The girl was moaning quite intensely now. I was wondering how much longer she needed before she came herself.
Patty let go of her hair again and she immediately attacked my sensitive cockhead again, making me moan. The girl throated me again, making those intense noises. Her whole body moved in her efforts to blow me. Then she pulled back and moaned. It was clear she was nearing orgasm.
"Keep sucking slave girl," Patty said and the girl put my cock back in her mouth, bobbing her head up and down, moaning against my dick.
Just half a minute later the girl let my cock slip again and loudly asked: "May I cum Miss Patty?"
"Yes, cum girl," Patty said. "But keep that cock in your mouth."
The girl's body tensed up. She put her mouth around my cock, but she didn't really suck. What she did do was cum. It was amazing, I felt her whole body move against mine while she moaned and grunted, her breath racing along my cock. Patty kept pressing the vibrator against her clit.
Feeling the girl cum, her body bucking against mine and her wet mouth gently moving a little on my cock, was enough for me to push me towards the edge again, so I quickly asked: "May I cum Miss Patty?"
Patty reached down again and grabbed the girl's hair to pull her head away mid orgasm. She was still cumming, moaning and bucking. A few seconds later she started kicking with her legs in an attempt to get away from the vibrator. Patty took it off her clit and switched it off.
When Patty let go of the girl's hair, she quickly shoved my cock back into her throat. God, that felt good. I knew I wouldn't need long before I would be asking for permission again and I hoped this time I would be allowed to cum.
But Patty unhooked my hands, walked around the girl while holding one of my hands, and then hooked them together again behind my back while the girl kept making loud gagging noises with my cock up her throat. Patty pulled me away though. My throbbing cock slipped out, dripping with the girl's saliva. I noticed the girl's face was pretty red and thick strands of spit were dripping over her face and into her hair.
Patty positioned me a few feet away and then stood in front of me, looking briefly at my dripping, pulsating cock. Then she looked into my eyes, smiling sweetly.
"Would you like to cum perv?" she asked, sounding really sweet.
"Yes please," I said, still panting and in a lustful haze.
"Who's cock was that girl sucking?" she asked.
"Mine Miss," I said.
Patty shook her head. "Try again," she said, holding the key on the necklace up.
"Your cock Miss Patty," I said.
"That's right. So who's cum is in there?"
"Yours Miss," I replied
"That's right. That's my cum. And I'm not going to give it to some slave girl just because she likes sucking your dick."
I smiled at her. I liked the way she clamed me, claimed my cum, even before it left my body.
"So, sorry perv, but no cumming today," she said. Then she stepped forward, carefully avoiding to touch my dripping cock with her body, and she kissed me briefly on the mouth before turning around and walking back to the girl to unhook her hands and let her down.
All of the sudden I realized I was standing in a room full of people with a hard and dirty feeling cock, saliva still dripping from my balls. I looked around. Raven was looking at me while she was playing with Martin's hard cock with her boot, occasionally pressing her heel down on his balls. Mistress Britney was carefully watching Patty lowering the girl. I looked over my shoulder and saw Mindy and Jean sitting together, naked. Mindy was absent mindedly staring our way while chatting with Jean. Charlie was sitting on the chubby girl's face. At least she had no interest in our scene. Then I realized I did feel just a little embarrassed standing there, but I really didn't mind people watching. It even was a turn on knowing they had been watching me during that scene. And then I felt proud, liberated even.
Mistress Britney helped Patty get the skinny girl down and off the spreader bar. The girl looked a mess.
"Never mind her, I'll clean her up," Mistress Britney said to Patty while she was wiping the spit of the girl's face with a towel.
Patty came to me. She looked so sexy in her black lingerie, but what made her even more sexy was the look on her face. Those familiar eyes, which I'd seen thousands of times. I've seen her laugh and cry, and now she was looking at me with love and appreciation. I loved her so much.
Patty took a towel and started to gently wipe off most of the girl's spit from my cock and balls. I had gone a little softer while she had been helping the girl down. The way she cleaned my dirty cock was really warm and gentle. She took good care of me, pulling my foreskin back to gently wipe the sensitive head underneath.
She took the ring of my chastity cage off the floor and bent over to work my balls through it. Then she bent my cock to work it through the ring. It was fighting her, but her patient persistence won. When she had carefully pulled all skin through the ring, she put the cage on my cockhead. It was a bit of a struggle, but she won again and then she locked the cage using the key on her necklace.
"How are you doing perv, are you alright?" she asked me as she stood in front of me.
I smiled at her. "Yes, I'm alright Miss," I said.
She stepped forward, pressed her lovely body against mine and hugged me, putting her face in my neck. My cock sprung back to life, but I ignored it. Instead I wrapped my arms around her and put my face in her neck, feeling her hair on my face.
"You did great sweet perv," she said softly.
"Thanks," I said, just as soft. "And you did too Miss Patty, playing with your first girl and all."
She chuckled. "Yeah, that was really fun. Come, let's sit," she said as she broke the hug. She took my hand and led me by it to the seating area with the fireplace, where Sue was still sitting. On our way we passed Raven, who had put Martin on the floor with his legs spread, holding his knees, so she could work with his balls with her foot while she sat on the chair. Mistress Britney left with the skinny girl into the corridor to get her cleaned up.



Patty sat down on the sofa and had me lay on my side with my head on her lap. I put my face on her smooth, naked thigh and caressed it with my hand. That beautiful, strong thigh I loved so much.
"You two are such a lovely couple," Sue said softly.
Patty chuckled. I was preparing for another 'Ooh, we're not a couple,' but she didn't bother. She just said: "Thank you," and smiled.
"Are you having fun this weekend?" Sue asked.
"Yes, definitely," I said, grinning at Sue with my face on Patty's lap. Patty stroked my hair.
Patty smiled at Sue. "I am as well," she said. "I really, really love this place. I hate to leave later today. Thank you so much for having us here."
"You're welcome here any time," Sue said. "Next weekend we're having an open barn weekend, so people can come and go as they please. Maybe I'll organize a masked ball on Saturday, but I'm not sure about that yet. You are most welcome to come if you have the time."
"Oh, I'd love too," Patty said. "How about you perv?"
"Yeah, me too," I said, enjoying Patty's fingers playing with my hair. Leaving for home later today would be a lot easier knowing we'd be back next week.
Sue smiled heartly at us. "Just let me know if and when you need a room and I'll ask the kids to have it ready for you."
We chatted for a while with Sue, while I just thoroughly enjoyed being close to Patty. And I watched Martin cum from Raven standing on his cock with her full weight, crushing his cock and balls below the sole of her heavy boot. He actually could cum from that. I was impressed.
After a while Patty and I went upstairs to dress and pack our things. Then we got some food from the buffet and went to the patio to sit down to eat before the long drive back home. The only people there were Charlie and Jean and they invited us to sit with them. They both were in jeans and T-shirts and both their hair was damp from having a shower apparently.
"No pretty red dress today?" Patty asked Charlie, smiling friendly.
"Nah, I hate dresses," she said with her mouth full. "Well, I like them on another girl of course, they look really nice, but I hate wearing them. I just wore a dress yesterday to empathize the Lady Charlotte thing."
"How did you come up with that name?" I asked her. She didn't seem like any form of Lady to me, so I was curious.
Charlie chuckled. "Well, I wanted a role or a name for the more formal things Sue occasionally organizes, so I came up with Lady Charlotte. Charlotte is my real first name, but since I really don't feel like a Charlotte, I've been going by Charlie ever since I was 16. And the Lady part came from my ex girlfriend, who always said: 'Nice Charlie, that's real lady like,' whenever I got out of bed farting and scratching my butt. Or whenever I did anything my way, actually. We eventually broke up because apparently she really wanted to have a lady for a girlfriend and I'm really not like that, but I thought it would be funny if my formal persona would be a Lady."
Charlie's story made me chuckle. I really liked her.
We chatted while we ate. Charlie worked as a computer programmer, just like me, so when we discovered our mutual connection we briefly talked in terms noone else at the table could understand. And she told us she lived in a house with three other girls, all gay or bisexual, including Jean. They were all really good friends and Charlie described it as being a wonderful, loving family that occasionally turned into a steaming naked girl pile.
After dinner we briefly went into the house to say our goodbyes to Eve, Rick and Sue and then we headed towards the car for our long drive back home. I felt sad leaving here, but it helped to remind myself we'd be back next weekend.
Once we got on the road, Patty and I talked and talked about all the amazing things we had experienced. We both felt like we'd been there for a week or so since so many things had happened.
Along the way I asked Patty if she would like to come back home to my place and maybe spend the night, but she said she thought it would be best to sleep in our own beds and she added she had a lot of information to process. I could understand that, although I did feel a little disappointed. And I hated the idea of not being with her. But I did promise her nothing would change, we would still be Patty and Conrad, best friends that played with each other on occasion, so I didn't say anything about it. Sooner or later I would have to get used to being on my own again. It might as well be now.
So, I dropped her off at her place and went to my own home. It felt lonely going home, but I reminded myself I had gotten a lot closer to Patty during this weekend. Closer than we'd ever been. Maybe being so close with her made her feel so far away when she was not with me.
**********
Author's note
**********
Hi everyone,
Thanks again for still reading my little story and all your lovely and supporting comments and ratings. I feel really honored to have such a large group of people loving the tale of Conrad and Patty and their path into love, life and kinky sex.
I noticed in the comments some people where afraid the story would end here. Although I do believe all good stories must come to an end, I have fallen in love with our main characters as well and I'm having too much fun writing this to end it any time soon, so don't worry, with the risk of it getting stale, I'm planning on continuing the story, at least for a while. I think there is more room for the emotional and relational development for the main characters and there are numerous subjects regarding the kinky lifestyle I still could address. And of course, kinky sex never gets old and never ends. On top of that, during the last two chapters I introduced a few new characters and with Sue's Farm here, some more will probably follow.
Please feel free to keep commenting or send feedback. I'm really curious about which characters you like and what your personal preferences are. I can't promise everything will make the story of course, but I do find a lot of inspiration in your feedback, so thank you all again for that.
Over the next few weeks my personal life will be a little busier than before and writing takes up a lot of time, so updates might be a little slower. Don't worry though, I won't leave you all hanging mid story.
Best regards,
TwistedDejavu
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Going back to work sucked. I've had so many different and sometimes emotional experiences last weekend that I really could have used more sleep, so I was really tired. The weather had changed and it was dark and gloomy outside on this Monday morning, empathizing my reluctance to go back to work. And worst of all, I was insanely horny. Every time I thought of Patty, or any of the people we'd met the days before for that matter, my cock woke up instantly and even if it didn't, I could feel the my whole abdomen yearning for attention. I normally didn't really mind feeling horny, but today it bothered me. It came to the point that just looking a girl made me wonder how she'd look hanging upside down, suspended by her ankles, or tied up with a ball gag in her mouth.
And what made it even worse was that I didn't hear anything from Patty. My thoughts were with her all the time, but I didn't want to contact her. She needed her space. I knew that, understood that and respected that. But it was really hard not to just pick up my phone and text her.
So, the day crawled by agonizingly slow. I couldn't concentrate on my work and my cock battled my chastity cage at least three times every hour. I would even have jerked off in the restrooms to get rid of the horniness, were it not for my chastity cage. And still, I loved wearing the cage. And I loved that Patty wore my key around her neck.
It was around 3 in the afternoon when I got a text from Patty, asking me how I was doing. Both my heart and my cock jumped when I saw the notification of her text on the screen of my phone.
I took a coffee break to take my time to text her back. I found a spot at a table in the cafeteria in our large office building, surrounded by large potted plants.
"It's pretty tough going back to work after last weekend," I texted back. "How are you today sweet Miss Patty?"
Two girls from the sales department walked by, dressed in nice suits. I wondered what they would look like laying naked on the floor, playing with the chubby slave girl's tits. Then my phone buzzed with a reply from Patty.
"Yeah, it's pretty depressing for me too. And worse, my coworker called in sick, so I have to work late," she wrote.
My heart sank. I was hoping to hang out with her tonight, but if she had to work late, that probably wouldn't happen. Then I had an idea.
"Aw, poor you," I replied. "Want me to take care of dinner for you?"
It took a while for her to respond. I was just about to get back to my desk when she texted me.
"Would you? I'd like that, I'm tired."
"Sure. Any idea about how late you will have to work?" I replied.
"I'm definitely not staying here after 7, so I will be at your place before 8."
I let her know that would be fine and I'd see her then. And then I called one of our favorite restaurants, the one at the water side where we had been on that lovely summer day on which she wore no underwear under her dress, to book a table for two.
"What are you doing here?" Patty asked when she got out of her car on the parking of my apartment building. "Did you just come home as well?"
"No," I said, smiling at her. "I was waiting for you, I have a surprise for you."
"Oh Conrad, no funny business I hope, I'm really tired," she said.
"I know," I said as I wrapped an arm around her shoulder and lead her to my car. "I'm tired too, but I just wanted to treat you right, so I booked us a table at that place at the water side."
"Oh, I love that place," she said, smiling lovingly at me. "Okay then, but let's not make it too late, I really need to turn in early tonight."
"Just a quick dinner, I promise," I said while we got in the car.
We had a wonderful time and we stayed there a little longer than we had planned. All it took was to get some food and wine into her and then she revived like dry grass after the rain. We chatted a little about work and a lot about Sue, the farm, Eve and Rick and Britney. She said she wanted to check out Britney's school and maybe take some classes there, if she could find the time and depending on the costs. We talked about finding some time to go shopping for latex clothes for her and maybe something to wear for me on formal occasions.
During dinner I noticed her unconsciously touching the key around her necklace a few times. I loved that gesture. She would let her fingers run down the teeth of the key, feeling it's presence.
The food was excellent and after dinner we stayed for another glass of wine for her and tea for me. Then I drove her back to my place, where her car still was. I was hoping she would invite herself over to my place, or invite me to come with her, but I wasn't going to suggest it to give her all the space she needed.
She didn't invite either of us though. When we got out of the car, she hugged me, kissed my cheek and thanked me for a lovely evening. And then she got in her car and drove away.
While I watched her taillights disappear around the corner, I felt sad and a little disappointed maybe. I missed her already and all I had to look forward to was sleeping alone, horny and in chastity, and another long day at work tomorrow.
The next day turned out to be less dreadful than I thought it would be. I still was crazy horny, but my heart jumped when Patty texted me around 9:30. She apparently was less busy at work than yesterday and she was browsing for clothes online. During the day she regularly texted me links to pictures of hot Dommes and a few hot subs wearing latex, asking for my opinion. Although I thought she'd look great in just about everything, I tried to be as honest as I could.
During the afternoon some of the pictures she sent me were of male subs, mostly in latex, some in leather. I thought a lot of those clothes made the guys look like they belonged in a kinky gay bar, but there were a couple of outfits I really liked. It was fun texting with her, but all those pictures turned me on every single time. My cock was wrestling it's cage all the time. Luckily the cage kept the bulge in my pants down or I would have been visibly excited regularly. And I started to worry my coworkers noticing me leaving for every text she sent me, since I didn't want someone to peek over my shoulder while I was looking at pictures of latex clad hot people.
I really wanted to see her tonight, but I was afraid to invite her. I really didn't want to scare her off by getting clingy so I had decided not to ask her. But somewhere in the afternoon I changed my mind just long enough to send her a text asking if she wanted to hang out tonight. She said no though, saying she was still really tired and needed some piece and quiet that evening. I felt disappointed of course, but I tried to ignore that. I had to get used to being stuck in the friend zone and I comforted myself with the thought that, although she didn't want me to be her boyfriend, she still was in love with me.
I tried to accept it as it was, but that day it was really hard for me to be in love with my best friend, who is also my Domme.
Luckily the next day, on Wednesday, Patty texted me around lunch time, asking me if I wanted to cook together that evening. It wasn't even a question to me of course, so I immediately accepted.
It was just like the old days. We did groceries together. It was good to see each other again, for both of us. Patty even was a little flirty while we shopped, touching my arm every now and then and giving me looks. We had a lot of fun about some eggplants and the things some people might do with those. It was childish fun and it made me feel like we were teenagers, discovering all the exciting things sex had to offer.
We cooked dinner together at her place and it just went like it always went. We chatted and our dinner magically appeared from our working hands. I loved cooking with her. And I loved her, but I didn't make a move at all. I just enjoyed us being us. We didn't kiss or cuddle and aside from some very loving looks and smiles from the both of us, it was just like old times.
"So, do you want to go to the farm next Friday?" Patty asked when we finished dinner. We were still sitting at the table.
"Yes, I'd love to," I said, smiling at her. She was playing with the key around her neck again.
"Maybe I could take the day off," Patty said. "Could you maybe? I'd love to get there early and maybe help Eve and Rick out preparing things."
"I think so. My boss has been pressuring me in taking time off, since I have a lot of days spared up and work isn't really that busy currently."
She smiled at me. "Let's see if we can make it work. Hang on, I'll text Sue to see if it's okay if we arrive early on Friday."
She did and Sue replied pretty quickly it was okay. Then we both emailed our bosses, asking for the day off, hoping they would both agree.
When Patty put down her phone, she sighed and looked at me, dreamily. "It's so good to hang out with you again, as friends, you know? Cooking together, just having fun."
"Yeah, I think so too," I said, smiling. I was thinking about making a move. I wanted to kiss her so badly, or tell her how much I loved her. But I didn't. She needed to be in control.
We cleared the table and cleaned the kitchen together. When we were done, she wrapped her arms around my neck and looked at me, her hazelnut brown eyes twinkling. I hoped she would kiss me, but she didn't.
"You know what sweet perv, I think it's time for your cageless shower," she said.
I grinned at her. And my cock woke up, as it had been doing all the time for the past few days.
"Go strip," she said. "Then go to the bathroom and wait there for me."
"Yes ma'am," I said and went into the hallway to take off my clothes, as I was taught. Patty went into the bedroom.
It took me almost no time to strip to my bare cage and I went into the bathroom. Just a few seconds later Patty entered, holding some rope.
I looked at her, puzzled. This was new.
Patty stepped into the shower and took the showerhead of it's hold on the vertical rail.
"Come here perv," she said, grinning at me.
I stepped into the shower and she put her hands on my shoulders, guiding me towards the wall on which the shower's rail was mounted. Her eyes twinkled while she guided my hands up, above my head, parallel to the metal bar on the wall. Then she wrapped the rope a couple of times around my wrists. She tied a knot and tied the rest of the rope to the upper mount of the bar, making sure my hands wouldn't be able to slide down over the slick rail. She had to stand on tiptoes while tying my hands, her shirt brushing against my chest. I got hard again while she worked. I loved getting tied up and the proximity of her body was a great turn on.
When she finished, she stepped back in the large shower area so she could see me and to inspect her handywork. She grinned at me, that evil, dominant grin. God, she was so hot when she looked at me like that.
"Comfy?" she asked.
I chuckled. "Sort of," I said, grinning.
Then she just left the bathroom, leaving me standing there, unable to move. She was gone for a minute or two and when she returned she stepped into the bathroom butt naked except for the necklace holding the key to my cage. My eyes almost dropped from their sockets, seeing her naked unexpectedly. She was beautiful. Sexy.
She chuckled at my dumbstruck expression. Then she took the two steps it took in her tiny bathroom to come to the shower. Her fingers caressed the key on her neck as she slowly stepped into the shower, looking straight into my eyes. With every step she took, my cock got harder, pressing against the steel bars of it's prison.
"Hi," she said softly, smiling at me. Then she traced her fingers along my raised arms down through my armpits, along my flanks, down to my hips. I loved her touch. It gave me goosebumps over my whole body. She just looked into my eyes, seeing how they reacted to her gentle, sexy touch. "I thought we might shower together, but since you're not my boyfriend and you seem pretty horny," she said, teasingly pressing on my erect, caged cock, "I thought it would be better to make sure you won't do anything stupid."
I just swallowed, feeling incredibly turned on. Part of me was glad I couldn't move, because it would have been very difficult not to touch her, run my hands along her body, hold her, kiss her, put my cock in her. Although I desperately wanted to do all those things, I knew I would probably be just as happy being tied up like this, feeling a wonderful mix of lust, love and frustration. I loved her for making me feel this way.
She bent forward to unlock my chastity cage, her hair brushing my pubic region while she used her precious key to unlock me. As soon as she took the lock out, my cock jumped out. I was fully erect and she had to pry the cage off my sensitive, swollen head.
"Aw, poor perv, so desperately horny," she said teasingly, grinning at me, before she put the cage in the sink. She may have been teasing me, but she was right, I was desperately horny.
She grabbed hold of my cock and squeezed it briefly. Then she stroked it a couple of times, teasingly slow. It made me moan and my moan made her grin her evil grin again.
"It doesn't seem like that boner is going to come down soon," she said during her last agonizingly slow stroke. Then she slapped my cock a couple of times, making it bounce and throb and making me flinch from the sudden impacts on my hard meat.
She bent down, picked up the showerhead from the floor and pointed it at my belly. Then she reached behind me and put on the tap. As soon as the cold water hit me, I screamed like a girl and pulled my bonds, trying to get away from the stinging cold water splashing on my belly and running down my legs.
Patty just grinned at me and aimed the showerhead on the head of my cock. She adjusted the beam by turning the wheel on the showerhead, turning it into a forceful, narrow beam that would have hurt a little if the water had been warm, but with cold water it made it a torturous device.
I was hoping the water would have warmed up once the cold water from the pipes had rinsed through, but it didn't. She deliberately had put on the cold shower. Patty hosed my groin area with the hard beam of cold water. At first I screamed, then I panted, trying to turn my hips in an effort to keep my sensitive cock and balls out of reach of the beam, but she just followed my motions. There was no way I could get away from it, but it didn't stop me from trying. The icy cold water hurt. It stung like needles on my skin and I felt my cock hurt from the very tip down to the base between my legs. I could even feel it in my prostate.
Within a minute I was shivering, feeling like my whole body was chilling down. I was still unconsciously fighting the ropes around my wrists, but they wouldn't give. I kept screaming, although my screams were now more short cries of agony.
"Aw, poor perv. I'm sorry if it feels a little uncomfortable, but I need to get that ring off to clean you properly, so you need to get that cock to go down," Patty said softly, still grinning at me, watching my animalistic attempts to get away from the cold. She was loving this. I wasn't, I couldn't stand cold water and having it sprayed forcefully on my cock was pure agony to me.
Luckily her treatment worked after a little while. Where at first my cock just got harder from the pain and the whole kinky experience of it, it now started to shrink. It still felt like it was hard to me, but when Patty finally turned off the tap it was visibly smaller. She quickly unhooked the straps around my hips and pushed my cock through the ring. She had to pry the first ball through the ring since my scrotum had gotten so tight. As soon as the ring came off, both balls seemed to quickly huddle against the relative warmth of my body.
Patty put the ring in the sink and then she briefly touched my cock.
"Boy, that really feels like a cold piece of meat," she said and she chuckled. Then she put the tab back on, spraying the water against the wall next to me. She adjusted the beam to a soft beam again and regularly felt the water while adjusting the temperature.
When she aimed the beam at my belly, it felt like it was sizzling hot and I yelped again.
"Stop being a baby, it's nice and warm now," Patty said, smiling lovingly at me.
It didn't feel warm to me, it felt boiling hot. But when she aimed the beam at my chest I could feel she was right. It was just the cold skin overreacting to the lukewarm temperature.
Patty rinsed my body down, standing close to me. She used her hand to trace the water running down my skin, tracing every inch of my arms, armpits, chest, belly and hips.
"Here, hold this," she said as she pushed the showerhead into my bound hand, using it as a makeshift hold for the head. Then she put a gulp of her body wash on her hands, rubbing them together to spread it, and squatted in front of me to wash my cock and balls with two hands. I watched her, straining a little to look down. I could see her belly and the narrow landing strip leading towards her pussy between her strong thighs. She was looking at my cock while she gently massaged it in her soapy hands.
Now that it got some temperature back and my beautiful hot stepsister friend was massaging it, it quickly got fully hard again. Patty watched closely as her hands touched the skin, tracing the length of my cock. She pulled my foreskin back and rubbed my exposed cockhead, washing it thoroughly. She briefly looked up at my face and smiled at me. Then she washed my scrotum, squeezing it, making the balls roll between her fingers. She took her time, as if she was exploring how they moved while her fingers played with them.
After a little while she got up and took the showerhead from my hand and rinsed the soap off me, using her free hand to massage my genitals some more.
"You know," she said softly while holding my hard cock in her hand, looking down at it, "you may not have the biggest cock, but I have to say I think it looks beautiful." Then she looked me right in my eyes and smiled. It was a very genuine smile, the smile of a girl in love. She warmed my heart with her statement and that smile. If I hadn't been in love with her before, I would have fallen in love at that very instant.
"Really?" I said.
She nodded, smiling at my facial expression. "Yeah, it's pretty straight and I love the shape of your cockhead. I think most cocks aren't really nice to look at, but I don't mind looking at yours. It looks nice. And it's my perv's cock, making it even better."
I swallowed, letting that sink in.
Before I could say anything, she put the showerhead in my hand again, this time in a different angle so the water was aimed at her chest. She used a little body wash and soaped herself in. She didn't really look at me, but she did make soaping herself up into a show, moving slowly, knowing I was watching her every move. I watched as her slippery hands caressed the smooth skin of her boobs, making her hard nipples stand out. She washed her belly, putting a finger in her belly button for a second. She lifted a leg and slowly washed her thigh. I could see the outline of her strong muscles, a feature of her legs I always found very, very sexy. She washed her calf and then, very slowly, she washed her other leg. She turned around, pushed her butt backward and let me watch her wash those magnificent ass cheeks. She peeked over her shoulder, grinning at me, when her fingers washed the crack of her ass. God, she was beautiful. In hindsight I wished I had complimented her body as she just complimented mine, but I was dumbstruck by the sheer beauty of the girl I had secretly been in love with for so many years making washing herself into a little private show.
She knew exactly what my opinion on her body was thought. It probably wasn't just my hard cock that gave it away, I guess she could clearly see it in my eyes.



She rinsed off like she had soaped up, slowly, tracing her hands over her body. This time she did look at me though. She watched my face as my eyes traced her hands, hypnotized by her beauty.
When she was done, she stepped forward and pressed her soft, warm, wet body against mine, trapping my throbbing cock between our bellies, and she kissed me. She gave me a short peck on the mouth first, but then she put both hands on my cheeks and kissed me for real. Our tongues played with each other for a little while before she broke the kiss.
"I love you," I said softly, without thinking. It just welded up from my heart and rolled out of my mouth the second she pulled her mouth away.
She smiled and said: "I love you too. But for now: stop perving at me. Let's get out of here, I feel like playing with you."
I watched her dry herself off like I watched her wash herself, only this time she was just very efficiently and functionally working through the routine of drying herself. She was still magnificent to see though. When she had finished, she stood on tiptoes again to untie the rope around my wrists. Then she pushed a towel into my hands and said: "Dry yourself off and then come to the bedroom."
"Yes ma'am," I said and got to work.
When I entered the bedroom I had expected her to have dressed herself, but she hadn't. She was sitting on the bed naked with her legs pulled up beneath her. She had her laptop in front of her and a couple of ropes laid next to her on the bed.
"Lay down on your back perv," she said when I entered without looking up from the screen of her laptop. "I've found a channel on youtube with tutorials on rope bondage and I need to practice."
I laid down on the middle of the bed, putting a pillow behind my head and watched her work on her laptop to find the video she wanted to watch. When she found it, she positioned her laptop so she could see the screen, told me to pull up my legs, and positioned herself at my feet.
I just laid there silently while I watched her work. She positioned my leg like she wanted, with the knee bent fully and the heel of my foot almost touching my butt. Then she found the middle of a rope, wrapped it around my upper thigh and ankle and she followed the instructions in the video as someone explained how to tie what turned out to be a two column tie. She really looked as if she was studying, ignoring me while she used my body as an object to practice on. It was fun to be together like that. It was a little like our usual friendship, hanging out together while she was working on something, only this time it was ropes she studied and we were both naked.
When she finished tying her first ever frog tie she studied the results. It wasn't bad I guess, but she untied the rope and did it again while she watched the tutorial again.
"Is it too tight?" she asked when she was done.
I tried to move my leg, but it wouldn't give. It felt alright as far as I could tell, so I said: "I don't think so. I think I could keep this on for a while."
"Good," she said business like. And then she tied the other leg, this time from the top of her head. She worked slowly, watching carefully what she was doing and completely ignoring my nudity, making sure she got it right. Within a minute or two both my knees were pointing to the ceiling and I was immobilized. And more importantly to her, the second tie felt the same as the other one.
She looked pleased at the result, grinning at me like a girl that just got her driving license. Then she moved to sit next to me and said: "Give me your hands."
I did and she positioned them like she wanted me to hold them while she worked. She took another piece of rope and tied my wrists together using the same two column tie she had practiced before. This time she did tie them a little too tight and I let her know as soon as I noticed. She then unwrapped a little of the middle bound and tied it off, leaving a long piece of rope left.
When she was done she smiled at me. "Comfy?" she asked.
I chuckled and said: "Yes, I could hold out for a while I think."
"Great," she said, smiling at me. Then she looked around her bed. "I really need to get me another bed. I have no places to tie ropes to. So just keep your hands out of my way, alright?"
"Sure," I said.
Patty got up and got the grey bag with all our toys. She put it on the end of the bed and then she sat down next to it, near my feet.
"We have some toys we haven't even tried yet," she said, rumbling inside the bag. She got some things out, putting them on the bed coverings. I watched her and realized again how much I loved her. She currently was something between a Domme and a girl next door, sitting there with her legs crossed, as naked as I was, looking through the bag with all sort of kinky toys as if they were groceries.
She briefly got up to get a bottle of lube and the towel she took with her after our shower. Her getting those items changed the way I felt. At first I was just a model while she practiced rope bondage, but now, all of the sudden, I felt exposed and vulnerable with my legs tied up and my wrists tied together. It felt sexy to me to be this vulnerable and my cock woke up, growing slightly.
She sat down and smiled at me.
"You look so sexy, all tied up," she said, grinning. She took a moment to look at me. Then she picked up the metal butt plug with the purple gem on the base, dropped a big glob of lube on it in spread it around with her hand. She used the lube on her hand to lube up my butthole, pressing a finger in briefly. It made me grunt for a second. Then she put the cold, hard tip of the plug against my hole and put some pressure on it. She watched my face carefully, smiling at me, while I tried to relax my sphincter to let the cold, hard intruder in. Little by little the large plug entered me as I relaxed more and more, until it's wide base felt like it was too thick and it would never fit. I took a deep breath and pushed my ass out. Patty pressed on it and then it suddenly passed my butthole and slipped all the way in, making me moan. I loved the feel of a plug slipping in, it felt like my ass just devoured it. It made my cock twist and grow.
Patty grinned at me proudly, saying: "Good perv."
While wiping her hands on the towel, she looked down at my cock and balls. I did feel a little more confident about my privates after what she'd said to me in the shower and I noticed it made me feel more comfortable when she looked at me like that. She traced my balls with a single finger, smiling while looking at them. She put her hand under my balls and made a loop with her thumb and forefinger, pulling my balls down into their sack. She gently pulled on them a little. Her touch and the gentle tugging on my balls made my cock grow to fully erect within seconds.
"Let's just see how this works," Patty said, picking up the plastic zip bag containing the metal ball stretcher I ordered a while back. She took it out, together with the little wrench that came with it to open and close it with. "Oh boy, that's heavy," she said, grinning at me.
She took a little while to study how it worked before she turned the screws out to open the two halves of the thick ring shaped object. Then she put one half of the ring below my balls. It was cold and hard and I felt my balls flee for the warmth of my body. Patty stopped them from pulling up though by quickly putting the top half on the bottom half, trapping all kinds of skin between the two parts, making me flinch.
"Sorry about that," she said, noticing my reaction. She fumbled around a little with my scrotum, trying to get all skin inside the metal ring. It took her some time, but eventually she could turn the screws in, closing it slowly, carefully removing any skin from the gabs between the rings before tightening it further. Only when she turned it tight the first time I yelped, feeling skin getting trapped and crushed between the two parts that now pressed together with a lot of force. She quickly fixed it and got it shut correctly. This was not a toy to put on quickly. It seemed difficult, but she managed.
As soon as she let go of the heavy metal thing I noticed the true weight of it. It pulled on my balls and it felt as if my balls where made of steel, bearing down heavily. I looked down and noticed how the pull on my balls lifted my erect cock up from it's usual position, making it stand up straight while I was laying on my back.
Patty grinned as she looked at my stretched balls. She picked the metal device up again and let it drop. It felt like my balls dropped with a thud and my cock jumped straight up again.
"Damn, that looks hot," she said, still grinning. "How does it feel?"
"Like my balls weigh three pounds," I said, grinning back at her.
"Do you like it?" she asked.
"Yes, I do."
"Does it hurt?"
"No, not really," I said. "It just feels really heavy. But it wouldn't surprise me if it starts hurting in 10 minutes or so though."
Patty picked up my heavy balls again, lifted them up as high as they would go and let them drop again. The weight slamming against my perineum made me grunt, more in lust than pain.
"Do you think you could wear this with your chastity cage on?" she asked.
"I don't know. The cage or the ring might get in the way. But we definitely need to find out some time," I said, grinning. I really loved the feel of it and I was wondering how long I could keep this thing on without too much pain, or even damaging my precious family jewels.
Patty picked up the clover clamps. She studied them as she opened them and closed them. Then she moved, kneeling next to me and pulled on one of my nipples.
"Let's see how these feel," she said. Then she opened one of the clamps, placed it on my nipple and let go of it.
I screamed, mostly out of surprise of how much that thing hurt.
"Are you okay?" she asked, still holding the clamp, looking a little startled from my reaction to the clamp biting down on my nipple.
I grunted. "I don't know. Jeez that hurts!"
"Ah, come on, it can't be that bad," Patty said, studying my face. Then she picked the other clamp and placed it on her own nipple.
"God damn!" she yelled while going wide eyed. She took it off immediately. "Okay, that hurts pretty bad." She studied the beak of the clamp. "Oh, I see," she said. "They have little teeth on them."
The other clamp was still on my nipple. I could still take it, but it hurt way more than I thought it would and part of my mind was screaming: take it off!
"Do I need to take it off?" she asked me.
"Nah," I said, feeling my nipple burn in a cloud of pain. "I want to see if I can get used to it."
Patty grinned and immediately she put the other clamp on my other nipple. I grinded my teeth and grunted as the fierce clamp bit down.
Patty picked up the chain and pulled it, quite gently, making me grunt in pain.
"I like them," she said, chuckling. "They make your face go all crinkly." Then she glared at my cock. "Your cock seems to like them just fine too."
I chuckled, trying to give in to the pain on my nipples and not to fight it. Now that I had them on for a short while, I thought I could get used to the intense pain. The pain radiated from my nipples, but it seemed to flow to my weighed down groin and to be honest, it did turn me on a little.
Patty played with my weighed down balls some more, lifting them and dropping them a few times. I looked at her face. She had a vague smile playing on her lips. She really loved the sight of the shiny, thick, heavy ring on my ball sack and my cock jumping up every time she dropped my balls. Then I noticed she had her free hand between her legs. Her strong thigh obscured my view though.
Patty noticed me stare at her hand between her legs and grinned at me. She spread her legs a little and turned a bit so I could see what she was doing. She was tracing her lips with two fingers, sliding them up and down really slowly. With her other hand she grabbed hold of my cock and stroked it in the same, slow pace, in rhythm with her fingers gracing her slit.
"Do you think I'm weird for getting turned on by this? By seeing you tied up, with a plug up your ass and grimacing over those nipple clamps?" she asked while she looked into my eyes. It seemed a genuine question.
"No, not at all," I said truthfully. "I think it's really hot that it turns you on." I paused. "Why?"
She shrugged, still caressing both our genitals. "I don't know. If you would have told me a while back that I would love things like this, I would have laughed at you. I would never have believed it. But I do like it, it turns me on a lot. You see?" Then she showed me the fingers she had between her legs. They were clearly moist.
I grinned at her fingers. She moved them towards my face, offering them to me. I tried to lick them, but she kept them just out of reach for a few seconds, teasing me. Then she suddenly pushed both fingers into my mouth. She let me lick them and suck on them for a little while. I used my tongue to twirl around on them, as if I was sucking her dildo. It made me feel submissive. Slutty even. And then she slowly pushed her fingers in deeper until I gagged. She just grinned at me and did it again, making me gag again.
She chuckled, with that lovely, evil grin on her face. "I really love how pervy you are," she said softly. I could see it in her eyes, she really loved this.
Then she quickly pushed my tied hands down towards my groin and swung her leg over my head. Before I knew it she bore her pussy down on my face. I could feel the warm wetness of it on my lips and smell her scent. She pushed down on my face with all her weight, moving her legs to a more suitable position for what she wanted to do, pressing my head down into the pillow and cutting off my breath.
When she lifted her weight, she yanked the pillow away from beneath my head, making the back of my head drop on the matrass. I was looking right up her beautiful pussy and ass. I had seen them before of course, but always in such a haze of lust I never really registered how pretty her pussy was. She had very small inner labia and, if she squatted like that, it spread open very nicely, exposing the meaty looking hood of her clit. Her ass was a very pretty, puckered star. It looked amazing.
I only had a second or two to look at it though before she bore down again and I immediately started to lick, running my tongue between those pretty little lips, tasting her, drinking her, loving her with my mouth.
Just when I started to look for her clit with my tongue, she moved forward a little. I tried to follow her movement, but she pulled the chain of the nipple clamps, making the radiating pain, that I just got used to a little, explode and send a wave of pain through my whole chest area. It made me yell.
"Lick my asshole perv," she said.
As soon as my tongue found her pretty star, she dropped the chain on my chest, giving another yank on my nipples. I grunted, but kept working, feeling my poor nipples throb. I made my tongue as soft as I could and licked over the little pit between her butt cheeks. I lapped it again and again. After a few seconds, I tensed up my tongue and pushed it against the little hole, trying to get in, but it wouldn't open. I still put the pressure on it, knowing how great it felt when she did the exact same thing to me, and my reward was a soft moan from the girl I loved so much.
I made sweet love with her asshole using my tongue. I momentarily forgot all about my tied hands, my tied legs, the weight of my balls hanging down against my perineum and the plug in my ass. The nipple clamps I still felt, those were hard not to feel, but it didn't bother me for a second while I lapped at her pretty little butthole and used my tongue to press on it. It was my sole purpose to make her feel good, to obey her, to lick her ass.
After a while she moved her hips again, offering me her pussy. it felt a little wetter than it did before. I dove in, pressing my tongue inside of her as far as I could. I sucked up her wetness, craving her taste. Then I licked her with long licks through her slit, licking her inner lips, trying to suck them into my mouth, before moving towards her clit.
"Mmm, that's it sweet perv, lick me," Patty moaned. "Right there."
And I did. I licked her clit as if my life depended on it. I felt the little bump grow a little as soon as I found it, making it easy to feel where it was. I attacked it, feeling hungry for it, while I felt the soft wetness of her pussy on my nose.
She let me lick her for a while. I heard her moan a little occasionally, but she mostly enjoyed me eating her in silence. I did notice her breathing increase though.
Then, all of the sudden, she took off one of the clover clamps of my nipple. The blood running back into it made me feel an unbelievable explosion of pain, causing me to scream. Patty immediately pressed her whole pussy down on my nose and mouth, muffling the sound. God, that hurt.
Just when I got my bearings again from the haze of pain that had washed through me, she took the other one off, making me scream again. Somewhere far away I heard Patty chuckle while I screamed into her pussy.
She briefly lifted her hips to let me take a couple of quick breaths before bearing down again, cutting off my air supply. Then she used both hands to massage my nipples between thumb and forefingers, making me scream into her pussy again, although I didn't scream as loud as before.
"Poor perv," she said softly. "Suffering for me to make me feel your screams."
"Thank you for hurting me," I said quickly when she released the pressure of her weight pushing on my face, before I started licking her clit again. I meant it. I really wanted to suffer for her.
She gently massaged my nipples while I kept licking her. The pain slowly subsided.
After a little while she lifted her hips briefly to move her legs, kneeling back on my face with her thighs against my shoulders and her knees next to my arms. She pulled my tied hands up. For a second I thought she wanted me to use my hands on her pussy as well, but she pushed them to my chest and held them there for a second, indicating that was were she wanted me to hold them.
"Don't come without permission perv," she said. For a split second I wondered why she said that. I was turned on, but nowhere near spontaneous orgasm. But then I understood. She bent forward and wrapped her warm mouth around my cock.
For a second I thought I had suffocated on her pussy and went to heaven. Patty was actually sucking my cock for the first time ever! It was amazing! I would have doubled my efforts on her clit, where it not that I was giving everything I had already. She didn't even do anything special, she just gently bobbed her head up and down a little and rubbed my cockhead with her tongue, but the whole scene, including the wonderful feeling of being tied up, the weight on my balls and the plug up my ass made it one of the best sensations I'd ever felt.
She stopped sucking me briefly to take a few full breaths. She was panting and moaned softly. I was still sucking and licking her clit and it was clear she was getting very aroused by now. Then she went down on me again, sucking my cock with long strokes.
It took just a minute or two before I felt my orgasm build.
"May I cum Miss Patty?" I asked, half into her pussy, hoping she could hear me.
She sat up a little and pressed her pussy into my face again. "No perv," she said softly between two moans. She sounded like she was getting close and I just kept licking and licking her clit.
I felt her push my legs apart wider and she reached around my cock to lift and drop my balls a couple of times again.
"Yes, right there perv, keep going, I'm getting close," she said, panting.



I sped up my licking action. My jaws were hurting a little and my tongue felt tired, but I didn't care. I was determined to make her cum.
She put my cock in her mouth again. She didn't really suck it. She just seemed to hold it in her mouth. I felt her moan on my cock and her breath on my balls. She was panting.
Just a little while later she held her breath for a few seconds and then I knew she was about to cum. I kept going, keeping an even speed. I felt her legs squeeze against my shoulders as her body tensed up and a few seconds later she moaned loudly on my cock, still not moving her head, just keeping my cock in her mouth. I felt her pussy squeeze as her abdominal muscles moved rhythmically. Some fluids ran out of her pussy, I felt it on my nose, that was almost inside her. It was so exciting, so amazing to feel her cum like that. When I felt the vibrations of her moaning on my cock I felt my own orgasm jumping up.
"May I cum?!?" I asked urgently. I hoped she registered it, she still seemed to be orgasming.
All she did was take her mouth of my cock before moaning another long, deep animalistic grunt. I felt her whole body shake for a moment.
Then she quickly lifted her hips to get my tongue off her clit. I heard her pant for a moment and a little later she giggled. She swung her leg over my head and laid down next to me on the bed, still breathing heavily as she laid her head on my shoulder. She gently caressed my chest.
"Good perv," she said softly, sounding really satisfied. "You did well."
I tried to stroke her hair but it was almost impossible with my tied hands. Patty chuckled at my attempt and said: "Come here," before she started to untie my hands. She dropped the rope next to the bed and got up briefly so I could wrap my arms around her to cuddle her for real. She wrapped her legs around one of mine, snuggling her pussy against my thigh.
"Are you alright?" she asked me.
"My knees are hurting a little but I'm okay and I can hold out for a few minutes, so let me just hold you," I said, deliberately not mentioning my desire to cum as well. I knew better to ask her to satisfy me. If she wanted to satisfy me, she would, and if she didn't feel like it, she wouldn't. It was her choice to make and I wouldn't take that choice away from her by asking her to make me cum.
"Hmm, you're such a good little pervert," she said, chuckling softly and then she kissed my chest.
We lay like that for a couple of minutes, enjoying each others proximity. I enjoyed the feel of her hair on my chest, her breathing body, the warm wetness of her pussy pressing against my thigh, just below where the ropes were. And I still enjoyed the plug in my ass and the weight on my balls. I could do without the leg bondage by now, my knees did hurt from being bent a little longer than was comfortable, but I didn't complain about it.
When she sat up a couple of minutes later, she said: "Let me get all these things off you." Then she untied the ropes on my legs first. I sighed when I could stretch them again. She wound up the ropes she used on my legs before untying my hands.
"How are your balls feeling?" she asked when she looked between my legs.
"Still heavy. It doesn't really hurt, I feel a very mild discomfort maybe."
She lifted them up, so I could see how they looked in their metal stretcher while still laying on my back. My balls looked tight and a little reddish, but it looked sexy in a kinky way. I could see how she liked the looks of them. She grinned at me while she showed me my own balls.
She sat down between my legs and used the little wrench to open up the ball stretcher. I was hoping they wouldn't hurt like crazy when it came off, but they didn't. Patty gently massaged my balls after she removed it, smiling at them lovingly. Then she briefly ran a finger over my cock. My erection had gone down quite a bit, but as soon as she touched it, it jumped back to life again and I got fully hard immediately.
"Put your legs up, will you?" she asked. I pulled my knees to my chest, giving her room. She carefully started pulling on the butt plug as I tried to relax. When I willed open my sphincter she slowly pulled the plug out. As soon as the wide part had passed my asshole it sort of launched out of my ass and it fell on the bed. Patty giggled at the way it came out of me.
I smiled at her as she wiped the lube of my ass with the towel. She looked so sweet taking care of me like that. I felt my love for her flow through me.
"Don't move," she said and she got off the bed. She left the bedroom and came back with my chastity cage in her hands. She knelt between my legs again and pulled my balls through the ring. Then she had some trouble wrestling my cock through the ring since it stubbornly decided it would stay almost hard all the time. When she got it through she worked the straps around my hips while I lifted my ass off the bed briefly to give her room.
She wanted to put the cage on, but my cock was just a little too hard. She seemingly decided to wait a little, since she started to talk to me.
"Thank you for being you," she said, sounding very sincere while she looked into my eyes. "I had fun tonight. And I love how you don't wine about not getting off. I never met a guy like you and I feel like it sets me free." She paused for a few seconds, looking at me. Then she said: "You know,
tonight was the first time ever I sucked a cock because I really wanted to, not just because I was supposed to or because I wanted to reward a guy or to get him to stop harassing me or something."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah," she said. "I just wanted to have it in my mouth. No, I mean, I just wanted to feel you in my mouth. I really wanted to. And you gave me the freedom to really want it by not pressuring me into anything. Thank you so much for that."
I smiled at her. I felt really happy for her and it made me proud. It made up fully for all the pent up horniness of the last week, it made up for not cumming tonight and not knowing when I would cum again. It made me proud for wearing the chastity cage for her, knowing my reward was setting her free from any pressure she might feel.
"I really love you Patty," I said.
She smiled back and said: "And I really love you."
We just looked at each other for a little while. And then she glanced at my cock and quickly put the cage over my cockhead and pressed it down to the ring. She leaned forward the use the lock on the key on her necklace to lock my protesting cock up again.
"I really like it when you lock my cage," I said.
She chuckled. "You're weird," she said, grinning at me.
That made me chuckle. "No, I'm serious though," I said. "I love wearing it for you. It's like you're with me all the time, guarding my cock. I feel proud wearing it for you, even more so now that I understand it makes you feel safe and free when I wear it."
"Mmm, that's sweet," she said. "And pretty hot. And I understand the feeling of me being with you all the time, that's how I feel wearing your key around my neck. Like you're with me all the time, close to my heart." She paused, playing with the key, while we smiled at each other. Then she said: "I would like to add another rule though, a commitment, but only if you can fully agree to it. I want you to promise me that when you're not in the cage, when we are playing together or at Sue's or wherever we end up, to never cum without my permission."
"Really?" I asked. My heart jumped and my cock got hard in it's cage. It may sound like a restriction, but it felt like an opportunity to me, an opportunity to devote myself even more to her. "Yes, I'd love that. Thank you. I promise to never cum without your permission."
She chuckled. "You're weird," she said again, grinning. "And I love you for it. Thank you. And if you do happen to cum without permission because you couldn't keep it from happening, please be honest about it. I won't be too hard on you, but I want to know."
"Yes, I promise," I said. I meant it.
"Thank you."
Patty laid down next to me and snuggled her naked body against mine again. I stroked her hair while I held her. I wondered about why she was so sensitive for guys pressuring her into things she might not really want to do, and I realized it must be hard being a young, attractive woman amongst all those horny guys. And I wondered if there had ever been a guy who may have pushed her too hard.
We just laid there, close together, holding each other. After a while she abruptly lifted her head from my shoulder, as if something had startled her.
"I think you need to go home Conrad," she said softly. "I was almost falling asleep. It must be getting late and we both have to work tomorrow."
"Yeah, you're right," I said. We both slowly sat up. "I better put some clothes on."
After I got dressed we kissed each other goodnight. I tugged her into her bed, still naked, and kissed her forehead before letting myself out. I went home happy, cheerful and still very horny. I loved being horny for her. It set her free.
When I got home I noticed my boss had replied that it was fine for me to take the next Friday off. I texted Patty right away, hoping she got the day off as well, but I didn't hear back from her. She was probably vast asleep already and I smiled at the thought of her, laying naked in her bed, deep asleep.
The next morning Patty texted me to let me know she had gotten the day off on Friday as well. I was really happy we got to spend a whole extra day at Sue's farm.
"That's great!" I replied. "We could leave tonight if you like?"
A few minutes later she texted back: "No, I'm having dinner with my parents tonight. Pick me up tomorrow morning at 9."
I felt a little disappointed, since it would mean a night less sleeping together with her, in the same bed. But the prospect of us going to the farm and just one day of work left before we'd go was enough to quickly get over it.
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Summer was slowly coming to an end and turning into fall. On our way to Sue's farm it rained during most of the drive. It was a long drive, but I started to get used to driving there. And Patty and I had fun in the car, chatting and listening to music, so I really didn't mind the weather.
We arrived just after 11 in the morning. Aside from the large, black Range Rover and their own van, there were two extra vans parked in the small parking area at the end of the long driveway, both from the same construction company. Apparently Sue had some work done somewhere on the premises. We gathered our luggage from the car, including the large grey bag with all our toys, and hurried down the narrow footpath into the garden of the fairytale like house, trying to stay out of the pouring rain as much as possible.
We took cover under the small roof of the porch and rang the doorbell. We waited for a few minutes, but nobody answered the door, so we quickly covered the 50 feet to the small entrance to the barn. While we were taking our wet shoes off in the small hallway, Eve entered from the main room.
"Hi!" she said cheerfully. "I heard you enter. How good to see you again." She hugged Patty and then me. "Sue is inside and Rick is upstairs. Please, come in, it's nice and warm inside."
We followed her into the grand looking main room of the barn. Sue was sitting in a chair in the seating area with the fireplace, which wasn't burning.
"Hi, welcome back my friends," Sue said, smiling at us. "Come, have a seat."
We both greeted her with a kiss on the cheek and sat down. Eve offered to get us something warm to drink.
I looked around the room. Some things were a little different. The playground was almost empty, only the large, heavy bondage rack was still standing there. The double doors to the storage were open and so was the door to the long corridor that provided access to the back rooms and the staircases leading upstairs. There was bright, artificial light coming out of the corridor and I heard music from a radio, as well as voices of men working there.
"Are you having work done?" I asked Sue.
"Yes, I wanted windows between the play rooms in the back and the corridor," Sue said. "I want to involve the rooms a little more with the main area. People don't use them often for play during parties and I'm hoping that opening them up a little more will motivate people to use them more. And besides, it can be fun to watch people play there from the corridor. Go and have a look if you like."
I was really curious, so I walked over there. On the left side of the corridor there were three long windows installed, one for the tiled medical room, one for the wooden medieval room and one for one of the rooms that wasn't in use. There were four guys still working on them, lit by bright lights. The corridor was a bit of a mess, but the windows looked great and I bet that once the painting of the windows stills would have been completed, they would look like they had always been there.
As I walked back to the main room, I wondered if those guys working here had been here before. And if they hadn't, wouldn't it be awkward for them to work here? They were installing windows in a fully set up medical room with all kinds of torturous devices and I could only imagine how weird that must seem for outsiders who had no affiliation with bdsm.
"It looks great," I said when I returned to Patty and Sue.
"Yes, I thought so too," Sue said. "They will finish work today, so people at tomorrow nights party can see the results and of course, use the rooms."
"So there will be a party tomorrow night?" Patty asked.
"Yes, I have decided to go with the masked ball idea," Sue said. "And the guys told me they would make sure work will be finished by the end of the afternoon, so the mess can be cleaned before the party starts."
Another party sounded fun. I was already looking forward to it. Then I realized there would probably be different people here than last week, and being a little socially awkward, it had me worried immediately.
"Will some of the people we met last weekend be here this weekend?" I asked Sue.
"Yes," she said. "Britney will arrive this afternoon and she will bring some slaves in training again. And Raven and Tim will be here with Martin, although I'm not sure when they will arrive."
"Tomorrow afternoon," Eve said from the bar. "They just texted me an hour ago."
"And Charlie?" I asked.
"Yes, Charlie will be there as well, with Jean I think," Sue said. "And Rob and Fenna, who you've met last week will be there. And of course there will be more people here that you haven't met yet."
"Interesting," Patty said. "I'm really looking forward to it, although I do need to ask if I could borrow some clothes again. And for him as well maybe, at least a mask if it's going to be a masked ball."
"I'm sure we can find you something," Sue said, smiling friendly at us.
Patty smiled widely as only girls looking forward to finding clothes can smile. Then she said to me: "Would you take our things upstairs perv?"
"Of course ma'am," I replied as I got up.
"While you're upstairs, strip and put your cuffs on," she added. "And take our toy bag back downstairs, alright?"
"Yes ma'am," I said submissively, hiding how that order startled me a little. It would mean I had to come back downstairs naked, in a chastity cage and wearing my cuffs and to get back into the main room I would either have to go around the outside of the barn through the pouring rain, or pass the construction workers in the corridor.
I got our bags from the hallway, crossed the main room where Patty and Sue were chatting, crossed the playground area and entered the corridor. Two guys were painting the newly installed window frames on the corridor's side. They were scrubby looking, middle aged men, both bearded and heavy build. I could see the other two guys through the new window in the medieval room installing blinds on the inside. One was Hispanic looking and wore a bandana on his head, the other was a very large bald guy with a grey, styled beard that made him look like a biker.
I swallowed. I may have gotten over a lot of shame over the last couple of weeks, but the thought of me passing these guys in a few minutes on my way back scared me a little. I even considered the option of not doing it and telling Patty I chickened out, using my 'yellow' safe word. But, on the other hand, these guys had seen the equipment in the rooms and I figured they were well aware about the kind of place they were working at, so I decided I needed to get over my embarrassment and just do it. Patty asked me to and I wasn't uncomfortable enough with it to use my safe word.
So, while in our room, I stripped, put on my cuffs and collar, took the grey bag with our toys and took a really deep breath before stepping back out into the hallway. I quietly started to descent the staircase, feeling my heart pound in my chest. I felt like a little kid who had to pass his bullies on his way to school. It made my palms sweat.
The guy with the bandana noticed me first. He chuckled and poked the biker guy with his elbow, who looked at me and chuckled as well.
I quickly slipped past the backs of the bearded painters, hoping they wouldn't turn around. I knew they saw me when I passed them and walked into the main room, since I could hear them both laugh behind me.
I hurried to Patty and Sue with a face as red as a lobster. Sue noticed and she smiled motherly at me.
"Here are our toys Miss," I said as I handed Patty the bag, my heart still pounding in my throat.
"Good perv," she said, smiling at me lovingly. "Come, sit next to me."
I sat down. I was now sitting in plain view from anyone looking into the main room from the corridor. I noticed both bearded painters looking my way, chuckling and talking to each other. It made me blush even more.
"Don't worry about those guys," Sue said softly with her warm, motherly voice. "Seeing things they haven't seen before just amuses them, but they won't cause any trouble."
I nodded at her. I still felt ill at ease though.
"Why are you so easily ashamed?" Sue asked. Patty just smiled lovingly at me.
"I don't really know," I said softly to her. "I've always felt uneasy with people I'm not familiar with, and being naked doesn't make it easier."
"Well, even if you're not proud of yourself, I am," Patty said genuinely. "You're my hot little perv and I love having you walk around naked." She wrapped an arm around my shoulders and kissed my cheek. That did make me feel a little better.
"Let me ask you a question dear Conrad," Sue said, still smiling motherly. "Who do you think has the most intense, deep and life changing sexual experiences, you or those guys?"
That question actually made me smile. It made me truly happy to be a kinkster. "I think I do," I said, grinning widely.
Sue smiled, mostly at my facial expression I guess, before saying: "You know, those guys would never have their cocks put in a chastity cage because they think they need them to have the sexual experiences they crave. But let me ask you: does a guy need to have his cock out to have a really good sexual experience?"
"No," I said determined. I knew I was right. I've had so many great sexual experiences over the last few weeks and just a few of those had actually involved my penis. And even in those occasions, I've had an orgasm just a couple of times. And still I wouldn't trade my life for theirs, ever.
"So, show the world what human sexuality is really about Conrad," Sue said. "It's about living your essence, showing yourself as you really are. It's about sharing your true self with others in it's own, unique way and letting others share their unique essence with you. Never, ever be ashamed of that sweet Conrad, celebrate it. Show those guys you really know the bliss of intense, authentic sexual experiences and let them laugh at it if they don't get that. And if they don't understand you should pity them for not having explored their own sexual feelings for themselves. People who have, understand, people who haven't, judge. You are way ahead of them."
Sue's words really helped me. I felt proud. I looked at Patty and then I realized that not only did I know that bliss, I got to share it with the hot girl next door with the amazing ass, who was also my best friend and my Domme. How lucky was I?
"Thanks Sue," I said, grinning. "That really helps." I knew she could see on my face that what she said really had made a difference.
We chatted a little about what Sue's plans for the extra two rooms were. She started by telling us it was now one extra room, since she had the middle wall removed, and people had been working on it to install paneling on the walls, but the room wasn't finished yet.
"Would you like to see it?" she asked us.
Patty and I both were interested, so we followed Sue to the room that was under construction. It was the third room on the left side of the corridor, and we had to pass the builders again to get there.
This time I felt more confident. I knew there would be stares at the naked guy with a metal cage around his cock, and I felt a little nervous of course, but I knew I was living the life I wanted, filled with kink, sex and love. And more importantly: I was with the hot brunette with the hot ass who walked next to me.
There were a few stares indeed, but I ignored them. Sue showed us the room. It was pretty large, twice the length of the other two rooms. She told us she was planning on making it a play room with furniture and gear all around, moving some of the furniture that took a lot of space in the main room over there. The room was far from finished. There as nice looking wooden paneling on the walls, but the floors were still plain concrete.
When we got back we chatted with Sue. Rick came down and left with Eve to prepare lunch. It was interesting talking to Sue. She told us a little about a project she had going. She'd bought an old monastery in the south of France and was having it restored and remodeled. It was much larger than the barn and she wanted to turn it into a hotel for kinksters with multiple playrooms and space for large events. It sounded really interesting.
We hung out in the barn for a long time. Eve and Rick brought lunch and we ate in the main room. It was nice hanging out with them, they were all great people.
Around 3 in the afternoon we heard the door of the barn and a couple of people came in.
"That must be Britney," Eve said as soon as we heard them and she went to check. It was Britney alright. She followed Eve into the main room. She was plainly dressed again, wearing black slacks and a brownish blouse and she was holding a chain in her hand. It was connected to the metal collar of the skinny girl who had sucked my dick last week. Her collar was chained to the collar of the chubby girl who walked behind her and her collar in turn was chained to the collar of a third slave. It was a skinny and short guy, probably of Asian descent by the looks and size of him. He had caramel colored skin, black hair and very dark eyes and he looked to be in his early twenties. They all were wearing black jumpsuits and, aside from the metal collars, they wore no cuffs. The boy was looking around the room with large eyes, scanning his surroundings. It was obviously his first time here.
Sue, Patty and I got up. After Sue had greeted Britney with a hug, Britney hugged Patty as if they were old friends and even I got a hug from her. She seemed cheerful today.
"Who did you bring?" Patty asked, looking at the three chained slaves.
Britney chuckled. "Not who. You mean what," she said, laughing. She snorted a little while she laughed. "Slaves aren't people." The way she said it was obviously to make a statement about the position of the slaves, to degrade them a little. "I have a new one. He's really keen on living the slave life, so I brought him here with the two girls I already had in training to find out what the life he dreams of is really about."
"Interesting," Patty said, grinning while her hand absent mindedly played with the key on her necklace. Her eyes showed her inner Domme's evil twinkle.
"Yes, I think so too," Britney said. Then she asked Sue: "I was wondering if I could use that wooden room back there as my office this weekend and keep these slaves in the two holding cells you have there?"
"The medieval room, yes of course," Sue said. "It's all yours. They're just still working over there, so I'm not sure if you can go in there right away."
"Oh yes, you're having windows installed, right?" Britney said. "That's okay, I rather have some tea first, so I don't mind waiting a while until they're done."
She led the slaves towards the bondage rack and connected the chain in her hand to it so they couldn't go anywhere. Then she ordered them all to take off their jumpsuits.
The two girls compliantly unzipped their suites, wrestled their arms out and let them drop, exposing their naked bodies. The boy however looked around nervously.
Britney sighed. "Don't make me tell you again number three," Britney said, looking at the boy.
The boy looked shyly at the dressed people there. He didn't really look at me, but it seemed like he felt embarrassed about taking his clothes off in front of the Domme's, Rick and Eve. Then he slowly unzipped the jumpsuit and let it drop. Just like the girls he was naked underneath. He had an average looking cock with a full bush of hair. His cock seemed to be a little hard, protruding forward a little. As soon as he had dropped the jumpsuit he covered his crotch with both his hands. It seemed like I wasn't the only guy here that had the tendency to get turned on and feeling embarrassed when getting naked in front of clothed people, I realized.
Britney collected the jumpsuits and put them in a corner. Then we all sat down and Rick brought Britney a cup of tea.
"Thanks Rick," she said as she accepted the large, damping mug. "Oh and Rick, I wanted to ask you, if you have the time today or maybe tomorrow, could you please wax my new slave boy?"
"Sure, no problem," Rick said immediately, smiling friendly at her. "I can do it as soon as the builders are finished in the medical room."
"Ah, yes, that would be great, thank you," Britney said.
"Hang on, I'll go check how much longer they need," Rick said and he headed to the corridor.
When he came back a couple of seconds later, he said: "They are almost done. They said they'd take their tools out of the rooms now, so we can use them any time you want."
"Oh, that's great," Britney said, smiling at him.
We chatted while Britney drank her tea. I sat next to Patty and she caressed my leg as she talked. I loved it when she did that, but now it embarrassed me a little too, not because she was touching me with the other people there, but I've been so horny all week that it turned me on and I did my best to keep my cock down a little so I wouldn't be sitting there with my cage being pushed up and out.
While everyone talked I mostly stayed quiet, watching the slaves, wondering how they were feeling. The girls seemed pretty well adjusted to their roles, just standing there, waiting. I noticed the skinny girl glance in my direction and smile briefly once. The boy was still looking around the room, taking in everything he saw. You could clearly see the difference between the two girl's behavior and his. He looked a little nervous and alert and he avoided eye contact with the people in the room, but he observed them carefully when he thought nobody was looking at him. He still had both hands in front of his privates.
From my point of view I could see the first couple of feet of the corridor well. I noticed the workers look into the main room in turns, eyeballing the naked slaves and chatting about them amongst each other. It must have been quite an adventure for them to be working here. I was just glad I wasn't the only naked sub in the room anymore. The guys seemed to be only interested in the naked girls anyway as far as I could tell.
When Britney finished her tea, she said: "Well, let's see if we can use the rooms. I want to get these slaves settled here and then put them in their cages. The girls at least, the boy will be a while I guess. Do you have time now for his waxing Rick?"
"Yes, I do," he said.
Both Rick and Britney got up when Patty asked Britney: "Can I maybe come along and watch how you handle the girls? It seems interesting."
"Yes, of course," Britney said, smiling. "I'd love to show you. You could even help me a hand maybe if you like."
Patty smiled and took our toy bag from the floor next to the couch. She rumbled in it until she found my leash. She put the bag away and hooked the leash to my collar. It seemed like I was going to go with her. I almost got hard all the way as soon as she clipped the leash to my collar. The simple gesture combined with the naughty twinkle in Patty's hazelnut brown eyes turned me on tremendously.
"Come perv," Patty said. "Let's see how an experienced Mistress handles her slaves."
I grinned at her. I loved it when she took control, not knowing what was in store for me.
Britney started her work by pacing up and down in front of the three naked slaves, who were neatly lined up. She had her hands behind her back and didn't really look at them while she spoke.
"So, we are ready to continue your slave training. But, before we start, I need to make sure you are willing to continue. So, number one," she said and looked at the skinny girl. "Do you still want to become a fulltime slave?"
"Yes," the girl stated determined.
"Alright then," Britney continued, walking towards the chubby girl. "How about you number two? Do you still want to become a fulltime slave?"



"Yes Mistress," the girl said, looking at the floor.
"And you, number three?" Britney said, walking to the new boy. "Are you absolutely sure you want to become a fulltime slave?"
"Yes Mistress," the boy said, looking her dead in the eyes. He meant it, for sure.
"Alright," Britney said. "If anyone is forced into this by anyone or feels forced by me to become a slave while you don't really want to, please raise your hand now." She looked at the three naked people. They all looked at her, but none of them moved a muscle.
"Alright then, let's continue your training."
Britney disconnected the chain between the boy and the chubby girl from the girl's collar and handed it to Rick, effectively handing the boy over to his care.
"Full body wax please," Britney said, smiling at Rick.
"Yes Mistress," Rick answered, grinning, before taking the boy with him. The boy looked a little nervous as he followed the man he had never met to a place he'd never been for a painful sounding treatment he had never experienced before. He followed, his hands in front of his groin still.
Mistress Britney then unfastened the buckle holding the girls' chain to the bondage rack. She led the two girls into the corridor as well.
Patty briefly and lovingly touched my butt, saying: "Come on perv." She held my leash while I followed her into the brightly lit corridor that smelled of fresh paint.
All four of the builders were standing the corridor. They seemed frozen with their tools in their hands, watching the sight of the pretty and hot schoolteacher leading the two naked girls into the second room on the left. When Patty and I passed the medical room I could see the boy laying himself down on the doctor's table while Rick was putting on medical gloves. These windows were a great idea indeed, I thought. I ignored the construction workers and passed them, not even trying to cover my caged cock.
Patty followed Mistress Britney into the medieval room. There was a wooden bench on the outside wall, across from the newly installed window, and Patty and I both sat down there. I noticed the four curious builders gathering outside of the window immediately, but I tried to ignore them. Patty smiled at me and put her hand on my naked leg as I smiled back at her.
"Do you feel like showing these girls off a little to those workers?" Britney softly asked Patty.
Patty grinned widely. "Yeah, sure, that seems like fun," she said.
Britney grinned back at Patty. She had her own version of an evil twinkle in her eyes behind her thick glasses.
"Could you please hold this for a second?" Britney asked Patty, offering her the chain.
"Of course," Patty said. She took the chain and wrapped it two times around her hand, making sure the girls wouldn't get far if they decided to pull on it, which they didn't of course.
Britney walked to the pillory that was standing roughly in the middle of the room. It was a simple, wooden pillory and the pole it was on was height adjustable. She pulled the pin out of the pole and lowered it a little until the head board was around the height of her belly before locking it in place again. Then she opened the top half of the wooden head board.
Britney walked to the chubby girl and disconnected her chain from the skinny girl's collar. She led the girl to the pillory and ordered her to put her head in the large, middle hole. The girl complied and Britney checked if her metal collar wouldn't be in the way, placing it on the side of the pillory where her head was, letting the chain dangle down. Then she guided the girl's hands to the small half circles of the wrist holes before carefully closing and latching the pillory shut, leaving the girl standing bent forward quite a bit, facing the large desk which was the most prominent piece of furniture in the room.
At this moment we heard the first scream of pain coming from the medical room. Apparently Rick had started waxing the boy. I noticed the workers turn their heads in unison to the direction from which the scream had come, only to turn their heads back immediately to the sight of the naked girls. It was funny to see and it made me chuckle.
Britney look a large, heavy looking metal yoke from the one of the walls. It looked like a cast iron bar with three shackles on them, two for the wrists and one for the neck.
"Could you bring the girl over here?" she asked Patty, while walking to an empty spot in the room.
Patty got up and led the skinny girl by the chain towards her Mistress.
"Kneel number one," Britney said.
The girl carefully kneeled on the wooden floor. Patty helped Britney put the yoke on. Britney first removed the girl's collar before putting her neck into the large, steel shackle. Then Britney and Patty both locked a wrist in it's cuff, leaving the girl with her hands up and out, about two feet from her head. It was hot to see the small, skinny blonde girl kneeling on the floor, completely helpless, her naked body accessible to whoever wanted to touch it.
When they were done, Patty smiled at Britney. "That looks so sexy," she said.
Britney smiled back. "Yeah, it does, doesn't it? If you want to play with one of them, be my guest."
Patty seemed to think about it for a second. She briefly glanced at the four men on the other side of the window who were still watching the naked girls, but her face didn't tell me what she thought about them. Then she walked around the chubby girl and ran her fingertips along her exposed spine, making the girl shiver a little.
"I never fucked a girl with my strap on," Patty said, partly to Britney, partly to her self. "I'm curious." Then she looked at me and said: "Perv, get our toys, will you?"
"Yes ma'am," I said immediately and I got up. I stepped out of the open door, sneaked quickly passed the four workmen that were watching through the window and hurried to the main room to retrieve the large grey bag with all our gear. As I passed the medical room on my way back I noticed the boy on the table had one leg that was almost bald already. Rick was applying wax on the last slightly hairy part of his upper thigh.
When I came back into the medieval room, Britney stood next to the kneeling skinny girl and Patty was feeling up the chubby girl in the pillory, bending over to feel her hanging tits. She squeezed a nipple, making the girl flinch and groan. Patty looked hot in her jeans. The hot girl next door feeling up the tits of a slave girl trapped in a pillory, as if it was the most natural thing in the world to. I felt my love for her flow through me when I saw her.
"Thanks perv," Patty said when I put the bag on the bench. She came over to me, grinning at me. Then she unzipped the bag and dug up the strap on. Although she could put it on by herself, I helped her a little by holding the dildo's base against her pubic region while she tied the straps around her hips. It was hot seeing her pull the leather straps tight over her tight blue jeans. It turned me on and I felt my cock grow a little in it's cage again.
I sat back down on the wooden bench while Patty walked around the chubby girl, like a predator circling it's prey, her large artificial cock protruding from her groin. She smiled at me while she touched the slave girl's hair. Then she seemed to have an idea. She stopped in her tracks and looked around the room. When here eyes found what she was looking for, she walked up to the wall to take two pieces of rope from a collection of ropes hanging there.
"Come here perv," Patty said while she walked to the desk.
She stood behind the large chair behind the desk and I walked over to her, very aware of the four guys watching what we were doing. Patty grinned at me.
"Hold out your hand," Patty said while finding the middle of a piece of rope. I did and Patty quickly tied the rope to the ring of my wrist cuff. Then she tied the other piece of rope to the other cuff.
"I want to make sure you have a good view of this," she said while moving the chair out of the way. Then she smiled at me with her twinkling eyes. "Come, stand here," she said, pointing to the spot where the chair just stood. I did and Patty walked around the desk. I was now facing the head of the girl in the pillory, which was right in front of the desk, just 5 foot away.
"Put your chest on the desk," Patty instructed me. I bent over and did as she told. Then she took one of the ropes and pulled it, stretching my arm towards the far leg of the desk, and she tied it to the desk's leg. Then she did the same to the other arm. I was now laying face down on the desk with my arms spread wide and forward a little, unable to get up. It felt great. Kinky. I loved the feel of being tied like this. If I looked forward I could just see the face of the chubby girl in the pillory. And I could see her boobs hanging down behind the board.
Patty ran her fingertips along my flanks, making me pull the ropes in a reflex to the tickling sensation. Then she gently caressed my ass with one hand. She smacked it with her flat hand, making me grunt. My ass tingled where she had hit it. That and the position I was tied was a huge turn on for me. My cock was pushing against it's metal prison.
I was sort hoping Patty would fuck me in this position, but she didn't. She walked back to the chubby girl and ran her hand over her back again. I watched Patty. She looked so sexy with her perfect hips in her tight jeans and her large protruding rubber dick. I watched her as she slowly walked past the girl, stopping behind her.
While she stood there I couldn't really see what she was doing with the girl, but she bent forward a little and seemed to feel the girl up between her legs. The girl closed her eyes and grimaced. Maybe Patty had forced a finger up her dry pussy, or she was squeezing it maybe.
Patty looked down and let a large glob of spit drop from her mouth on the dildo. She spread it around with her hand and then apparently pushed the dildo into the girl, since the girl shrieked and moaned right after that. I was watching Patty's familiar face while she looked down, watching her beloved rubber dick enter the girl. And then she began to fuck the helpless girl.
I could see the girl's facial expression. First she went wide eyed a little and then she closed her eyes, apparently resigning to her fate of being fucked with the large dildo. At first she took it quite expressionless, she just kept her eyes closed as I watched Patty's upper body behind her move in a slow rhythm. Patty slapped the girl's voluminous ass a couple of times, making loud slapping sounds. The girl grunted and I could see her facial expression reflect the sensation of the spanks.
I noticed the guys behind the window watching the action silently. They had a little dumbfounded expression on their rough faces, as if they felt a little awkward maybe, or they just didn't want to express their feelings about the scene in front of each other. Mistress Britney stood to the side, next to the skinny girl, watching Patty fuck her slave girl.
Soon Patty increased her fucking efforts. I noticed the chubby girl's body move more on each stroke, making her hair wave in rhythm and the dangling chain swing. She still had her eyes closed, but her face started to grimace a little. I couldn't tell if it was lust or pain, but I guess it was the first.
A little later Patty fucked her forcefully. I could see it on Patty's face, she got a more determined look, and it took her more effort to move her hips, pushing the dildo in and out the girl's pussy. The girl reacted too. She now moaned a little, biting her lip. It looked sexy.
Patty and I made eye contact, staring at each other for a little while. I could see her love for me in her eyes and I was sure she could see my love for her as well. I loved sharing these kinky experiences with her, even if she was fucking a girl and I was just watching. It connected us. And it turned me on tremendously. I felt my cock leak a little precum.
I heard the guys in the hallway talk to each other and laugh a little. Britney noticed too. She stepped into the open doorway and grinned at them.
"You like watching the naked girls?" she asked them nicely.
They said something to her and I watched them grin and nod.
"If you like you can come in and check them out," Britney said. "They're slaves, they don't mind."
I felt my heartrate increase a little. I felt a little vulnerable and exposed, being tied down helplessly and naked on the large desk. I felt awkward enough laying here with these guys watching from behind the window and the thought of them entering scared me a little. But then I realized they probably didn't even want to look at me, so I'd be alright and I returned my attention back to my pretty Domme fucking a girl for the first time.
Britney stood next to the skinny girl again. The guys still watched through the window, at least for a few seconds. Then the guy with the bandana on his head stepped into the doorway. He seemed curious. And soon he was joined by the biker guy. They just stood there, watching Patty fuck the chubby girl.
Patty had slowed down a little, but the chubby slave girl was getting more into getting fucked. She was panting a little and biting her lower lip. I noticed her hands move as if she wanted to do something with them, but she couldn't of course.
"Which one do you like best?" Britney asked the guys in the doorway, smiling at them friendly. One of the bearded guys had joined them there, the other one still watched the scene through the window.
"I really like that thin girl on her knees Miss," bandana guy said, looking at her. He had some sort of hungry look in his scary looking eyes. I was wondering what was going through the skinny girl, because if he would have looked at me like that it would have scared the crap out of me.
"It's Mistress," Britney corrected him, but he didn't respond to her.
"Oh man, I'd go for those fat tits on that other girl anytime," biker guy said.
Patty looked briefly at the guys. Then she looked back into my eyes, grinning. She had fun, that was for sure. Then she looked down at the girl's ass again and started spanking her ass while she fucked her. She hit it just once in a while, just often enough to show she dominated the girl. And the girl reacted by intensifying her moans.
"Would you like to touch those tits?" Britney asked biker guy.
He didn't react immediately, but seemed to consider the option. Then he said: "Well, yeah, but wouldn't she mind?"
"I don't care if she minds," Britney said. "And she's definitely not going to stop you, so if you'd like to touch them, go ahead."
The guy didn't move, he just stared at the chubby girl getting fucked.
"I'd go for the hot brunette with the tight ass," bearded guy said softly to his coworker.
Patty heard that. Her eyes shot fire for a second when she looked at him and said: "Go ahead, make a move. I'll cut off your balls and fuck the hole it leaves with this dildo until your guts fall out of your ass."
The guy went white as a ghost for a second while the other guys laughed. I had to suppress a chuckle too.
"She's not a slave, she's a Domme and she's off limits to you," Mistress Britney stated clearly, grinning. "And she means what she said, so just don't even think about her." She paused. "But the other girls are slaves, you can touch those and fuck them for all I care. So, go on, take a closer look if you like."
Patty sped up the pace again, pounding the dildo into the chubby girl, making her tits wiggle and making her moan loud. The girl was getting pretty turned on if you'd ask me. Her mouth was open and her eyes were closed and I could see her hands clench to fists every now and then.
The guys just stood there, looking at the scene, but I noticed their interest in what was happening on their faces. Biker guy's eyes were glued to the hanging boobs of the chubby girl, swinging in the air as Patty pounded her pussy forcefully. And bandana guy was staring at the skinny girl. He would have undressed her with his eyes if she hadn't been naked already. I could tell he wanted to go for it, but he just didn't have the guts yet.
Then biker guy stepped toward towards the chubby girl. He tried to make it look like he was real confident when he reached down and squeezed a boob, making the girl, who couldn't see him, shriek for a moment, but I could see on his face he was actually pretty shy about touching her. His move was enough encouragement for bandana guy to walk over to the skinny girl. Then he stood there, looking down on the naked blonde, seemingly not knowing what to do with her now he had gotten close.
"So I can just touch her?" he asked Britney.
"Yes, she won't stop you," she answered, chuckling.
I noticed Patty grin when she said that, but the guy just looked at the skinny girl again. He bent over a little and touched her boob. The girl hardly even moved. She just let him feel her up. The guy cupped her small tit for a few seconds and then he fondled the nipple, squeezing it a little. I noticed a big grin appear on his face and the hungry look in his crazy eyes intensified.
Biker guy was having his fun with the chubby girl's nipples as he stood there bending down, resting one hand on the back of the moaning girl. I could just see his hand squeeze the soft flesh of her boob.
Patty slapped the girl's ass hard a couple of times, making her squeal, before stepping back, pulling the dildo out of her.
"Well, that was fun," she said, panting a little. Then she just walked away, in my direction. She disappeared from my limited view, I guess she sat down on the chair that was standing somewhere behind me.
"Well, it seems like her pussy is available again," Britney said to biker guy. "If you like you could have a go at it."
Biker guy stood up straight. I could see his work pants bulging with an erection. He ran his hand across the soft skin of the pilloried girl. It seemed to me he was thinking about it. Then, without looking at anyone he said: "I wouldn't mind fucking her, to be honest."
"Go ahead," Britney said.
Still avoiding all eye contact the guy walked towards the girl's back side. He touched her ass and then let his hand glide between her legs. He grinned.
"She's soaking wet," he said. I saw his eyes twinkle and that's when I knew he was going to do it.
And he did. He unzipped his work pants, just out of my view for him standing straight behind the girl. He looked down and then I saw the girl's eyes widen again and she moaned loudly when he penetrated her.
Biker guy just looked at her ass, not wanting to make any eye contact with anyone, while he started to fuck her. His grin made obviously clear he was liking it though.
Bandana guy peeked over his shoulder and saw his coworker fuck the chubby girl. That was all the encouragement he needed.
"Wanna suck my dick girl?" he asked, looking at the skinny girl. I couldn't see her face and she didn't nod or anything. He unzipped his work pants and lowered them a little. Then he dug around in his underwear and pulled a really long and thin, almost hard cock out. It had a kind of a weird bend in it. I thought it was the ugliest cock I'd ever seen. He put his hand on the girl's blonde hair, aimed his cock at her face and moved forward, entering the girl's mouth. The girl started to bob her head on it, as if it was the most natural thing in the world to her to suck a stranger's cock.
I felt my cock leak more precum at the sight of these slave girls getting used by total strangers. A few seconds later I felt Patty's hand on my back. She leaned forward a little so I could hear her well when she softly said: "You're leaking perv." Then she ruffled my hair.
I wanted to look at her, but I couldn't turn my head that way, so I just looked at the chubby girls face while Patty gently stroked my hair. The girl seemed to be closing in on an orgasm. Her eyes were open, but she didn't really look at anything. Her cheeks were blushing.



The skinny girl was making some gagging noises. The guy was still holding her head with one hand, but he didn't really seem to be forcing her. The girl tried to deepthroat him though, that was clear. A few seconds later she succeeded I guess, according to the wide grin on bandana guy's face and the throat noises she made.
One of the bearded guys had come into the room. He was slowly getting closer to the chubby girl, eyeballing her swinging tits, his pants clearly bulging.
I guess the chubby girl was cumming. Her face grimaced and her moans increased. Then she held her breath for a couple of seconds before she started panting intensively, her fists clenching.
"Don't cum in her dude," bearded guy said to his coworker. "I wanna have a go when you're done and I don't like sloppy seconds."
Meanwhile skinny girl was making loud throat fuck noises. Bandana guy now held her head with two hands while he fucked her face.
That's when I heard the click of our lube bottle closing behind me. A second or two later I felt Patty's slippery fingers lube my asshole. God, that felt hot. And awkward. If she wanted to fuck me in front of these guys it would be really embarrassing, but I sure as hell wasn't going to stop her. I was so incredibly turned on.
Patty pushed her finger inside of me and I moaned quietly, not wanting to draw any attention to me. She slit it in and out a few times before I felt the large head of the dildo press against my hole. I just relaxed and pushed out a little, hungry for it to enter me. And it slid in pretty easily.
Patty penetrated me slowly until the whole of the thick dildo was inside of me and then she pulled it back. And then she slowly started fucking me. I loved the feeling of the head of the dildo rubbing my prostate and I felt my cock leak again in it's cage.
I just enjoyed my own helplessness and the intense feeling of my Domme fucking me while I watched the scene in front of me. It felt hot. After a few minutes I watched biker guy's face go red and tight as he apparently shot his load deep inside the chubby girl, ignoring his coworkers request not to unload inside her pussy. And chubby girl was watching me getting fucked while helplessly receiving a load of cum inside of her pussy.
I felt Patty increase her speed a little and I closed my eyes for a few seconds, enjoying the feel of the dildo forcing itself deep into my ass time and time again. When I opened my eyes again, bearded guy had taken the place of biker guy. I just saw the expression on chubby girl's face as she got penetrated by another cock.
I felt Patty hold my hips tight as she increased her speed again, really pounding my ass. I was moaning. I didn't care anymore who saw me or who heard me. My ass was hungry for her artificial dick. It felt so good, like I was born to be bound to this table and taken up my ass by my best friend in this sex filled room.
I heard grunting from the right and noticed bandana guy's face twist as he apparently was cumming in skinny girl's mouth. Meanwhile bearded guy was pounding the chubby girl, who in turn was moaning like crazy. She might have been near orgasm again.
It was too much to follow all the action for me. All I could feel was Patty's dick pounding me, her jeans clad hips slamming against my naked ass cheeks. I closed my eyes and let the awesome feeling fill me. I let her take me with everything she had. And then I felt the swelling in my prostate come up. I knew what that meant. I was either going to have an intense orgasm, or just leak cum as Patty fucked it out of me. Either way, I realized I needed to have permission for both possibilities.
I enjoyed getting fucked for a little while longer until it became clear the swelling in my core neared it's top and there definitely was going to be some kind of release. So, really hoping I would get a 'yes', I asked: "May I cum Miss Patty?"
Patty pulled out the dildo immediately, leaving my hungry ass feeling empty.
"No perv," she said sweetly, panting. Then she walked around the desk and squatted down so she could face me, looking me in my eyes, both of us breathing quick and heavily. I could see so much love and appreciation on her face that it opened my heart just like my ass had been open for her dick just a few moments ago. She just stroked my hair while looking at me.
"God, I'm so horny," I whispered, still panting.
She chuckled softly. "I know perv. And I think it's hot, but I'm not going to let you cum just yet. Not here, not now, alright?"
I nodded and smiled at her. "Yeah, it's totally okay," I said, and I meant it. "I just wanted you to know how turned on you have gotten me."
She kept stroking my hair, smiling that loving smile.
"I love you," I whispered while chubby girl was apparently experiencing a screaming orgasm.
"Mmm, I love you too," she whispered back. "Very much."
She remained squatted for a little while, keeping us both in our private little bubble in the busy room. I loved her attention, her care, her closeness, her touch.
After a minute or two Patty asked: "Are you alright?"
"Yes," I answered. "I'm very alright."
"Good," she said, smiling. Then she got up and walked behind me. A minute later I felt her push something very cold against my asshole and I recognized it as my metal butt plug. She had lubed up it a little and it almost slid right in. I loved the feeling of it being pulled in as soon as my sphincter closed when the thickest part had passed and I moaned.
Biker guy, bearded guy and bandana guy were out of sight now. The only one left was other bearded guy who was fiercely fucking chubby girl. The girl looked a mess. She had her eyes closed and was panting. It looked like she was in her own little piece of heaven, or hell maybe, I don't know.
It didn't take long anyway. Within a minute or two the guy tensed up and grunted while shooting his load into the girl.
It was only then when I noticed the slave boy was sitting on the floor in one of the two cells against the other wall. He was totally smooth and watching the action with large eyes through the iron bars of the cell. He had his hands covering his crotch again.
The other bearded guy stepped away from the chubby girl, quickly tucking his cock into his pants before zipping up. He briefly said to Britney: "Thanks. I have to go."
She chuckled and just said: "Bye!"
And then he hurried into the corridor as if he remembered he had let the stove on at home.
"Well, that was fun," Patty said as soon as the last guy was out of sight while she walked around the desk.
Britney laughed and snorted. "Yes, it was."
I noticed Patty had taken off the strap on when she squatted to untie one of the ropes holding my arm.
"They left a bit of a mess though," Britney said, looking at her girls.
"What do you say, do you want to lick the girls clean?" Patty asked me while she untied my other arm.
I really didn't feel like licking up the cum from three strangers. Or any other cum for that matter. So I said respectfully: "I'm feeling pretty yellow about that Miss."
Patty grinned at me, looking proud. "That's totally fine sweet perv. Come on, get up."
I stood up and Patty walked around the desk, towards me, and wrapped her arms around me. She hugged me, for real, like the lovers we sometimes are. It was a warm hug. She had one hand on the back of my neck and the other ran down my naked back to my ass. I buried my face in her neck, in her hair, smelling her scent.
"You did well perv, I'm proud of you," she said softly.
"Thanks Miss," I said. God, I loved her.
When she broke the hug, Patty said to Britney: "Don't worry, we'll help you clean them up."
"Oh, that's no problem," she said while opening the chubby girl's pillory. "I'll just put the girls in one cell with a bunch of towels and they'll probably take care of each other. And then I just hose them down later. With warm water probably, they did well today."
Britney led the chubby girl into the empty cell. I noticed cum running down her leg as she walked. Then I watched Patty and Britney help the skinny girl out of her yoke. There was drying saliva and cum on her chin and a little on her boobs. When they got her out, Britney put the metal collar back on the girl and guided her to the same cell as the chubby girl. She closed the door, got some towels from a cabinet and pushed them through the bars of the girls' cell.
"See, not much work at all," she said, grinning at Patty.
Patty chuckled.
Then Patty got one of the towels and gently wiped my cage and balls clean. I guess I had been dripping a lot of precum. When she was done she wiped most of the lube from my ass.
"I guess it's almost dinner time, right?" Patty said.
"Yes, it's close to six," Britney said.
"Good, I'm hungry." Patty said, wrapping her arm around my waist.
And so was I.
We all had dinner together in Sue's house. Well, with all of us I mean everyone except the slaves of course, they remained in their cells in the barn. It was still pouring with rain outside and Patty had me dress before we made the short sprint to the porch of 'John's Heart'. She still had me wear the butt plug though.
The food was great, as usual, and the company was great as well. The clattering of the rain against the window in the small dining room contributed to the homey feel of Sue's home.
The scene of this afternoon had me wondering about a few things. As a sub I could certainly understand the attraction of being used, but Britney's slaves seemed to go way deeper into that rabbit hole. She did ask them if they wanted to continue their training though. But the whole scene had me wondering about her views on subs and slaves, so I asked her about it during dinner.
"Well," she replied, "I guess the exact definitions of what a sub is and what a slave is differ greatly per person or group throughout the whole bdsm scene, but in my book a sub is a person and a slave is not. Subs have their own lives, rights, opinions, needs, likes and so on, but slaves do not. Slaves are owned property and can be used by their owners as they seem fit. A little like cattle maybe. And I personally make this distinction for some very clear reasons.
You know, there are people who truly dream of a life of being a 24/7 slave, and some of these people even go as far as to sell themselves to an owner. And although I can understand the romance and kink of the idea of serving as a slave, I personally feel it's a fantasy. Truly giving up all your rights as a human being and being used and abused in all kinds of unthinkable ways by people who own you and who may not have your best interest, or even your wellbeing, in mind is a very extreme form of consensual non-consent play and it seems like a really, really bad idea to me. And on top of that, I have met a few people who have done exactly that and have gotten severely traumatized by it.
So, when I started the school, I was planning on training subs only, not slaves. If someone wants to feel like a slave it's better to do it as a sub who plays slave, if you understand what I mean by that. But still a few people came to me who really, really wanted to become fulltime, lifetime slaves. So I talked with Jean a lot, who knows all about mental health and kink, and I came up with the idea of a slave training program.
I talk to people first of course and when they insist they really want to live their lives as a slave, I enroll them into the slave training program. And then my goal is to make them realize they just want to be a sub who plays slave every once in a while by demonstrating what a 24/7 slave's life is really about. My goal is to make them fail the program by making it so hard on them, in a safe way of course, that they give up. And I truly hope they give up. I take them in and use them as fulltime slaves for six months or so hoping to prove them wrong.
Until now, only two slaves finished their training. They have convinced me they really wanted to become slaves. They were both men and are now the property of Princess Stephany. And we keep a close eye on them to make sure they are alright and to make sure they have a way out of their lifestyle if they really want to."
"Interesting," Patty said. "But couldn't your training traumatize people just as well?"
"Yes, it could," Britney said. "But then again, all kinds of D/s play and even a loving vanilla relationship could potentially traumatize people if things go wrong badly. But within my school I can prevent it better, recognize it if it would happen and offer them the help they need to recover as well as possible. People who actually sell themselves as slaves don't have that luxury."
I thought her views sounded really interesting and she had her heart in the right place, but then again, I was just a newbie in the scene, so I could be fooled about that easily. But her being here with Sue on the Farm indicated she at least had some idea on what she was talking about.
"How about your current slaves?" I asked. "And how many slaves do you have in training currently?"
"Currently these three are the only ones in the slave training program. Number one, that skinny girl, her name is Anne, is in her seventh week. Number two has been in the program for three weeks now. I worry a little about her, she seems close to breaking most of the time, but still she wants to continue. And the boy just started. He moved into the school last Wednesday and I haven't done much with him yet. This is his first weekend being used as a slave by other people than myself."
"Do they live in the school fulltime?" I asked.
"Yes, they do," Britney said. "They have their own cell with a mattrass, a pillow and a blanket, a toilet and a sink, nothing else. No possessions, no clothes even. And I try my best to treat them as property."
"Do you do all that work alone?" Patty asked while absent mindedly playing with the key on her necklace.
"No, although I do most of the work," Britney answered. "I have an assistant who lives at the school as well and I get a lot of help from a large local bdsm circle. And of course Jean is there a lot and for some things Eve and Rick help out."
Eve and Rick both smiled at us while they ate and listened to our conversation.
"It sounds really interesting," Patty said. "I'd love to come by and look around some time if I can?"
"Sure, just let me know when and you both are most welcome to come and have a look at the school," Britney said, smiling.
Patty and I smiled at each other and that smile was enough to tell each other we really were looking forward on paying Britney's school a visit.
"Could you give the slaves something to eat?" Britney asked Rick when we were about to leave the dinner table. "Just a bowl of leftovers will be fine, no silverware."
"Of course," he said, smiling friendly at her. "Are you planning on leaving them in the cells in the medieval room overnight this weekend or should I prepare beds in the sub dormitory?"
"I think I'll leave them in their cells," she said.
"Alright," Rick said. "I'll put down the beds and make sure they have blankets and a bucket to pee in. Do they need anything else?"
"Yes, make sure they have two bottles of water each, please," Britney answered.
"Of course," Rick said, "I'll get right to it. Can you handle the kitchen alone Eve?"
"Sure," Eve said.
"I could help her, if it's okay with Miss Patty," I offered. "I'd like to contribute."
"Oh, that would be great," Eve said, looking at Patty, awaiting her permission.
Patty smiled at me and said: "Sure, I can spare him for a little while. Just make sure you get back to the barn as soon as the two of you are done, alright perv?"
"Of course ma'am," I said submissively, smiling at my best friend, who is my Domme.
When Eve and I had finished work in the kitchen we returned to the barn together. In the main room the three slaves were sitting on the floor in front of the large bondage rack and Sue and Britney were sitting in the seating area with the fireplace, casually chatting. Rick had just started a cosy fire in the fireplace and Eve turned on some music as soon as she got in.
I sat down near Britney, briefly very aware of the metal plug that was still in my ass. I loved the feel of that thing.
I watched the slaves. The skinny girl smiled at me while the chubby girl looked at the floor in front of her. I remembered what Britney had said about her and I could see what she meant. The girl didn't look real happy. But still, she could quit whenever she wanted, I realized. The boy smiled shyly at me, sitting there on his knees with his hands in front of his privates.
"Do you know where Patty is?" I asked Rick.
"She went into the clothing rooms with Sue," he said, smiling heartly at me.
"Oh, okay," I said. They could very well be there for hours, I remembered from the last time she was there looking for clothes.
We chatted for a few minutes and then Sue and Patty entered. Patty was wearing the same knee high boots she wore last weekend and a simple but very nice looking shiny black latex dress. It looked amazing on her, hugging her small boobs and sexy hips very, very tightly.
"Perv!" she said. "Why are you wearing clothes?" She tried to look sternly at me, but I could see her eyes twinkle with joy.
"Oh, I don't know," I said, grinning at her.
"I don't know what?" she said.
"Miss Patty," I said.
"Try again."
"I don't know Miss Patty," I said submissively. "I didn't think about it."
She still stood there, next to the slave boy, looking at me, trying to look serious.
"That's better," she said. "New rule: no clothes for you when you're in the barn unless I tell you otherwise. Understood?"
"Yes Miss," I said. I loved it when she got all dominant on my ass.
"So, why are you still sitting here?" she said, crossing her arms in front of her. "Go strip!"
"Yes ma'am," I said and I quickly walked to the hallway near the front door. While I stripped my cock started to get hard a little. I felt some play coming up and not knowing what she had in mind made it extra exciting.
When I stepped back in the main room, butt naked except for my steel chastity cage and my cuffs and collar. As soon as I got in Patty said: "Stop right there perv."
I stopped, looking at her puzzled. She looked amazing in her latex dress, looking at me with her evil grin on her face.
"Get on your knees," she said, still having her arms crossed in front of her. The slave boy next to her was looking up at her with a curious expression on his face.
I let myself slowly sink to my knees.
"Now crawl over here," Patty said, still trying to look stern and still failing at it.
I started crawling towards her. It was quite a long way to where she was standing, in front of the door to the corridor on the playground on the far side of the large room. It must have been at least 40 feet. I slowly crawled towards her, looking her straight in the eyes the whole way. I wanted her to know I only had eyes for her.
She watched me crawl towards her and the closer I got, the larger her grin became. When I was about 2 feet away from her she said: "Stop there." And I did.
She stood next to me, bent over and spanked my ass with her bare hand. She slapped one cheek after another, about ten times total. I grunted with every spank. She slapped me pretty hard and it made my butt sting. When she was done, she briefly wiggled my butt plug a little.
Then she stood in front of me again and said: "You haven't said sorry yet for your mistake."
"I'm sorry Miss Patty," I said immediately.
"No, now you're too late, words won't make up for it anymore. Actions can though, so make up to me by kissing my boot," she said, putting one boot forward.
I leaned down and slowly put my lips to the tip of her leather boot, kissing it. And I kissed it again. And again.



"That's it perv, show your plugged ass to the world," she said.
That's when I realized there were people sitting behind me. They've seen me in worse situations, but still, exposing my ass to them like that felt... kinky I guess. I kept giving little kisses on her boot and tried to look up at her, but I couldn't really make that bend, so I focused on the heavy boot again while I kept kissing it. I'm not a true boot lover like some guys I've seen in videos, but to be honest, kissing her boot like that with all those people around me, including the slaves, watching me, was a real turn on.
She let me kiss her boot for a minute or so and then she said: "Okay perv, that's enough. You can stand up."
I got up and looked right at her grinning face. She quickly stepped forward and hugged me, pressing her lovely body against mine. Her three inch thick soles made her a little taller than me, making me feel small and submissive. I could smell the latex of her dress and feel it's slick but gripping surface against my body, adding to my arousal. She put her arms around me and caressed my back, whispering to me: "Good perv. I love you."
"I love you too," I whispered back. I really did, I could feel it flow through me.
By the time she broke the hug a few seconds later, my cock was pressing against the bars of it's cage. I noticed the slave boy looking at us while the girls just looked straight out.
"Now, go get our toys and meet me in the medical room," Patty said.
"Yes ma'am," I said and I was about to walk to the seating area when I realized our bag was still in the medieval room. I followed Patty into the corridor, watching her hips sway as she walked in front of me on those sexy boots. Her bubble butt moved so sexy, stretching the rubber on every step she took. She turned left into the first room to the left and I continued to the second room.
I noticed there were beds on the walls of the cells, two above each other, mounted on hinges and held in place by a thick metal chains. The girls' cell had two beds folded out, the boy's cell just one and on the floor of each cell was a large, metal bucket on the hardwood floor, servicing as make shift toilet for the coming night.
I collected the bag and the used strap on that was still laying on the floor where Patty had dropped it after fucking me with it this afternoon.
When I entered the medical room, Patty was standing next to the gyno chair, smiling at me. I put the used strap on in the sink and handed her the bag, which she placed on a metal table on wheels next to the chair.
"Hop on perv," she said. Her voice sounded real warm. She wasn't acting at all now that we were alone.
I climbed onto the scary looking chair. The seat was high up and completely flat with a half circular cutout near the groin area. The backrest was really high and flat as well. It was raised at about 45 degrees, making it an awkward position to sit in. The thin padding beneath the dark green leather made it feel pretty hard as well. This really was a medical chair, build for practicality and not for comfort, that much was clear.
Patty took one of my legs and gently guided it onto the leg support, which felt cold and hard beneath the back of my knee and calf. She strapped my leg down on it using the thick, heavy duty leather strap. She grinned at me before tying down the other leg as well. The position I was in, with my legs up heigh and spread wide apart felt really kinky. That and the anticipation of what she was going to do to me in this torturous looking chair turned me on tremendously.
Patty smiled at me. "I really have no idea how this chair works," she confessed. "But your legs seem to be in the right position. Let's see where your hands can go." She moved to my side and explored the outlines of the backrest. "Oh, I see," she said. "Put your hands above your head."
I did as she instructed. She took both my wrists and hooked my cuffs to a buckle that seemed to be attached to the edge of the backrest, locking my hands above and behind my head and pinning my head between my upper arms.
"Now, that's better," she said, smiling her evil grin, her eyes twinkling. Then she ran her hand across my exposed chest. She briefly pinched a nipple before letting her hand slide down my belly towards my groin, teasingly slowly. She caressed the inside of my thigh. Her touches made me very aware about how exposed my body was in this position.
She leaned forward and licked my nipple while absent mindedly caressing my belly. She sucked it into her mouth, making me sigh. It felt hot. And then she gently bit down on my nipple and pulled it with her teeth, making me grunt in pain, and a little in fear to be honest since there was nothing I could have done if she had decided to bite it off. But she just pulled it with her teeth for a couple of seconds and then she let go of it before she traced my chest with her tongue, moving to my armpit. She made her tongue soft and licked my armpit with a couple of long licks, making me moan. Never had I know how hot it felt to be licked in your armpit. It made my cock throb and fight it's cage. God, she really knew how to turn me on.
She licked my neck a couple of times, and then my chin. Then she kissed me, forcing her tongue inside my mouth. Our tongues played a little. Then she gently bit my lower lip before sucking my tongue into her mouth. She turned me on so much I was panting. I unconsciously tried to move my hands down so I could touch her, stroke her hair, caress her cheek, anything, but of course I couldn't. It was hot and frustrating at the same time.
When she broke the kiss she stared into my eyes, her face a few inches in front of mine, licking her lips as she often did after we had kissed. She smiled. I smiled. God, I loved this woman, this girl next door in her latex dress who loved tying up her best friend and drive him crazy by licking and kissing him everywhere.
Her hand traced downwards across my chest and belly again. When she looked down she noticed how hard my cock was, fighting it's steel prison, pushing the heavy metal cage way up, making the ring tug on my balls.
"Ooh, look how hard you're getting perv," she said, grinning at me. "You like it when I tie you down?"
"Yes," I said softly.
She grabbed my nipple, pulling it and twisting it, making me moan. "Yes what?" she asked, raising an eyebrow.
"Yes Miss Patty," I quickly said, correcting myself.
"Good perv," she said, smiling at me. Then she kissed me again, just a short kiss with a little tongue action.
She walked to our toy bag and came back with our ball gag with the purple rubber ball. She smiled as I opened my mouth for it. She pushed the ball between my teeth and leaned in to fasten the straps behind my head. She tied it pretty tight, making the leather straps pull the corners of my mouth.
"This is not really for you," she said softly while she was fastening it. "It's for me. I'll keep kissing you all night if you don't put something in your mouth." Then she looked at me, grinning. "And besides, you look really, really hot with that big ball in your mouth."
I would have smiled if I could. I could faintly see my own reflection in the newly installed window and from what I saw, she was right. I looked kinda hot.
Patty slowly walked along the wall with all the shelves with gear, her eyes scanned all the things laying there. "Let's see what kind of tools we have here," she softly said, more to herself then to me.
She came back with a pair of nipple clamps. They were made of metal and had black plastic coverings on the ends. Patty put a nipple between one of the clamps and squeezed it shut while using a little turn wheel to tighten them. The clamps didn't really hurt, but she kept tightening them until I grunted from the pressure on my sensitive nipple. She smiled at me before walking around to the other side of the chair to put the other clamp on. Again she waited for me to grunt before she stopped tightening it. Then she took the thin chain connecting the clamps and pulled it gently to make sure they wouldn't come off too easily. They hurt a little, but it was a sexy kind of pain, nothing like the clover clamps we had used before.
She scanned the shelves again and came back with a Wartenberg wheel. It had a single spiked wheel on the end of it's stainless steel handle.
"Let's see what this can do," she said before running it over my chest. She didn't really press on it, she just ran it slowly down towards my belly button, giving a mild tickling sensation as the spikes touched my skin one by one. Patty kept looking at my eyes to gage my reaction.
She ran it back up again, slowly increasing the pressure on the spikes. The sensation went from a tickling sensation to uncomfortable feeling pinpricks and as she put more and more pressure on it, it began to hurt more and more. I grunted against my ball gag when the sensation shifted from hurting a little to downright painful. Patty grinned at the sound.
Then she put the pinwheels on the sensitive skin of the back of my raised upper arm. She slowly ran it down towards my armpit. The sensation felt totally different here since the skin here was much more sensitive. It sent goosebumps over my body. She rolled it down, across my armpit, then across my flanks. There she pressed down harder, making me pull my bonds and grunt at the painful pinpricks on bearing down on my ribs.
Patty took her time examining my reactions as she rolled the pinwheel across different parts of my unprotected body. She tried running it up and down my belly, quickly. Then she traced the insides of my thighs. She tried the wheel out on the soles of my feet, making me giggle, not from joy but from the horrible sensation. She tried it on the top of my foot and that just felt downright painful. It wasn't necessarily the pinwheel that tortured me, it was mostly not knowing where those damned pins would hit my helpless body next. It was scary. And very hot.
She ran the wheels along the inside of my thigh again, from my knee to my groin. It made me nervous. I could handle the wheel on my body, but I was a little scared of how it would feel on my genitals. Luckily for me my cock was protected by it's trusty chastity cage, but my balls were not. When Patty held my balls in her hand and ran the wheel on it I could really feel how much more sensitive that skin was. She was careful and she didn't press down on the wheel much, so It hurt just a little, but it felt really scary to have those spikes press onto the skin of my unprotected balls. It made me groan and I drooled around the big ball in my mouth.
She had a little fun running the spiked teeth across my balls in various directions. Then she took my cage in her hand and very gently rolled a few teeth through the elongated hole of the cage where the slit of my cockhead was exposed. I felt a sharp pain on the most sensitive part of my cock and it made me scream against my ball gag and trust my bound legs. That was truly a horrible feeling and I was very glad she only traced it three times. It had me panting and sweating a little. Patty loved it though, judging by the grin on her face.
"You're leaking a lot of precum," she said, smiling at me. Then she leaned forward and put my cage into her mouth while looking up at me. I could feel the warmth of her mouth and I felt her tongue slide up and down the gap in my cage, across the slit of my penis. God, that felt good. I moaned again and some more drool escaped my mouth, running down my chin and landing on my upper chest. I furiously hoped she would take the cage off and suck my cock, but she didn't.
"Let see what else we've got," Patty said when she stood up and she walked towards the shelves again. She put the pinwheel back and a few seconds later she came back carrying a black butt plug with a long tube and a squeeze ball on the end.
She stood between my widely spread and raised legs, grinning at me, and put the butt plug on the seat, next to my butt.
It was then when I noticed Britney and her slaves walking through the corridor. When she passed the open door to the medical room, she said: "Wait here number three."
The boy stopped in front of the doorway. He had his hands tied to the ring on his metal collar with black rope, making it impossible to use his hands to keep his cock out of sight as he usually did. He looked inside the room, shyly but curious to what we were doing in there. Britney took her girls further down the corridor, to the medieval room I presumed.
Patty and I both noticed the naked slave boy standing there, but we ignored him. Patty just took hold of the metal plug I had in my ass. She moved it a little and turned it around. I relaxed my sphincter when she started to pull on it gently. It took a little effort to get my ass to pass the widest part, but then it just came out immediately. She put it in the sink with the used strap on, grabbed our lube from our toy bag and returned to stand between my tied legs. She played a with my exposed balls briefly while smiling at me. She looked awesome standing there in her tight latex dress, looking down at my exposed groin and ass.
Britney came into the room, pushing the boy inside as well.
"Do you mind if I'm here?" she asked.
"No, not at all," Patty answered.
"Good. I caught this slave playing with his cock while drooling over the girls and I need to make sure that doesn't happen again," Britney said.
"I wasn't jerking off," the boy said. He sounded like he had told her before and she hadn't believed him.
Britney sighed. Then she grabbed a black ball gag from a shelf and quickly strapped it on the guy, forcing the rubber ball into his mouth.
"When I say you were touching, you were touching," she said as she fastened the straps. "And I didn't say you were jerking off, but you were playing with it, weren't you?"
The boy nodded, resigning to his fate.
Patty chuckled and ran her hands down my thighs, returning my attention to her again. Then she put a glob of lube on two fingers and pressed them against my asshole, lubing it up gently. A few seconds later, she pushed a finger inside. Since I just had the large butt plug pass my sphincter, it was quite easy to relax and Patty noticed, pressing a second finger and then third finger inside of me. She finger fucked me a little before I felt her fingers look for my prostate. When she found it, it send a wave of pleasure through me and I moaned. She massaged it gently, watching my face, looking for the responses indicating she had hit the right spot. Her free hand was absent mindedly playing with my balls, running her thumb over them.
She rubbed my p-spot for a little while before taking her fingers out. She used the lube on her fingers to lube up the black butt plug and then she put it's thin point against my asshole. Most of it just slid right in, only the last half inch or so needed some pressure from her and some concentration from me to get it to pass, but it went in fairly easily. It felt completely different from the metal plug I had in there before. Patty pulled it a little, making sure it was securely in it's place.
When she stepped away for a few seconds to get a towel to wipe her hands on, I noticed Britney was putting a black latex straight jacket onto the boy. He was standing there with his arms in the long sleeves, the straps on the sleeves bungling down, while Britney was fastening the straps on the back. His smooth cock seemed to be half hard.
Patty returned and grabbed the bulb of the inflatable butt plug. She grinned at me and squeezed it. And again. And again. I felt the plug in my ass grow pretty quickly with each squeeze of my Domme's hand. It inflated way faster than my inflatable prostate stimulator did, and this plug also seemed to expand more in width than in length as well, spreading my insides wide and pressing on my prostate with increasing pressure. It grew and grew until I went wide eyed, almost sure that if she squeezed it a few times more I would explode. She read my face though and stopped, grinning widely at me.
"I love how your eyes get all wide and panicky when I inflate things in your ass," she said. Then she deflated the large bulb in my butt, extracting a muffled sigh of relief from me. And then she pumped it up again until I thought I couldn't handle any more squeezes of the bulb.
Patty looked at me. I could almost see her thinking about what more she wanted to do to me.
"Do you know if I can lower the backrest on this thing?" she asked Britney.
"Sure," Britney answered as she was fastening the boy's arms behind his back. "There is a wheel on the right side, you can turn that to lower it."
Patty looked and I knew she found it when I felt the backrest turn backwards very slowly. I was unable to do anything about it as it lowered and lowered, until I was laying flat on my back, staring at the ceiling. In this position I felt even more exposed and vulnerable then when I sat up half way.
"Well, this slave won't be playing with his cock anymore, that's for sure," Britney said. I tried to look her way, but I couldn't see too much since my own upper arm was in the way and my collar prevented me from lifting my head very far, but I could just make out the boy standing there with his arms crossed and tied behind his back.
"He seems to like it though," Patty pointed out. "He's still hard."
"Yeah, he is," Britney said.
"Maybe you should let him cum before putting him in his cell?" Patty suggested. "That will keep him from getting turned on, at least for a little while."
"I was just thinking that," Britney said. "Maybe I should put up the milking machine and milk him dry, but I don't really want to go through all the work of putting it up and cleaning it afterwards, so I'm not sure yet."
Patty walked over to her. They talked softly, but I could just hear how Patty asked about the milking machine and Britney giving a brief explanation on how it worked. Then they mumbled a little to each other before Patty came back.
"Comfy?" she asked me, grinning at me, when she stood next to me.
I nodded. I could hold out like this for a little while. My ass felt uncomfortably full though, I was kinda hoping she would let at least a little air out of the plug.
"Good," she said. Then she took the chain of the nipple clamps in her hand and pulled it gently, making the dull radiating pain in my nipples intensify to a more severe, pulling pain and I grunted against the ball gag.
She played with the chain for a couple of seconds, watching my reactions to the sensations it caused. When she had her fun, she turned the wheel on the clamp on my left nipple and I felt the pressure release slowly, making blood flow to the parts of my sensitive nipple that had been devoid of blood supply for some time. It hurt a little, but it felt nothing like removing our own clover clamps.
As soon as the clamp was loose enough to slip off my nipple, Patty bent forward and sucked my aching nipple into her warm mouth. She licked it, making the pain intensify for a few seconds before it started fading and soon I was really enjoying her warm tongue on my nipple.
Then she walked around the table to the other side to remove the clamp on that side as well. And again, as soon as the clamp came off, she sucked my nipple into her mouth, kissing it, tonguing it. It made me moan a little. I loved the feel of her sucking my nipple and the feel of her long hair on my chest.
Loud slaps echoed through the tiled room, coming from Britney's direction. I couldn't see, but it sounded like she hit his ass with something like a wooden paddle. I heard the boy grunt at each slap.
Patty gave my chest a few kisses, slowly making a trail of kisses upwards to my neck, then to my cheek and then she stuck her tongue in my ear, making me moan against my gag. I loved it when she did that. It made my cock twitch in it's cage.



"You know..." she whispered between licks on my ear, "beneath this dress..." Lick. "I'm not wearing anything..." Lick. "No bra..." Lick. "No panties..." Lick. "Just my naked..." Lick. "Wet pussy..." Lick.
The thought of her bare ass and pussy underneath the tight latex was so arousing I felt my cock grow again. It had gone limp mostly when she pumped the butt plug in my ass, but now it woke up and grew fast, even with the uncomfortable pressure of the plug in my ass.
Patty looked at me as the loud impacts of Britney spanking her slave still echoed through the room. "Wanna see?" she asked.
I nodded. I would have grinned if I could have.
I heard the latex snap and move as she raised her skirt, but from this position I couldn't possibly look at her hips. I could only see her face and shoulders. Then Patty put her knee on the table, next to my hip. Her heavy boot swung over my head and she carefully positioned it next to my upper arm that was raised next to my face.
Her lovely ass and upper thighs were now plain in sight for me. I could see her pussy between her thighs and the pretty little asshole above it. She slowly lowered her pussy towards my face, stopping just a few inches in front of my face.
"See, no panties," she said.
God, that pussy looked so hot. I really wanted to lick it, but even if I could reach it, I still had the ball gag in my mouth. All I could do was look at it. So I looked at it. My eyes devoured her soft lips and the small labia between them. The little hood of her clit looked meaty and I felt hungry for it.
Then her fingers appeared in my view. She spread her soft lips with two fingers and ran a third over her labia. I could see some moisture glisten between her lips. Then she dipped a finger into her pussy, two knuckles deep. I watched it slide right in there, into that warm, hot, tight little hole. When she pulled it out, she used it to rub her clit. It was an amazing sight to see her touch herself like that.
She lowered her hips and while spreading her pussy with two fingers she softly pressed it onto the ball of my gag. I instinctively moved my tongue, licking the inside of the ball. God, I would have loved to lick her. It was immensely frustrating to have her pussy this close and yet so far out of reach. All I could do was feel her rub her pussy on the ball and smell her scent. I felt my cock leak while she gently, slowly rubbed her sensitive lips and clit with my ball gag.
"Wouldn't you rather use this gag when you do that?" I heard Britney ask from far away. I hadn't realized, but the sound of the slaps had stopped.
"Oh yes, that would be perfect!" Patty said enthusiastically and she lifted her pussy up, away from my face.
"Don't bother getting off the table, I can put it on him if you like," Britney said.
"Oh, yes please," Patty said.
Britney appeared in the little view I had. She unfastened my ball gag as I helped her get access to the buckle behind my head by lifting my head from the table as well as I could. She took the gag out of my mouth, pulling a long strand of saliva with it. Then almost immediately she replaced it with another ball, this one with a small, thin, black dildo on it that protruded from my mouth. Again I willingly held my head up while she fastened the straps. Britney worked real business like, like a nurse replacing bandages.
"There you go," Britney stated as she walked away again.
"Thanks," Patty said and I watched her move her ass backwards, searching for the dildo's tip with her pussy. When she found it she tilted her hips a little and I watched the tip of the dildo, just a few inches from my face, spread her lips apart as she slowly sat down on it. Patty sighed a lustful moan as the head slipped into her. She moved up and down a little and then lowered her hips, sliding it all the way into her pussy until her ass was pressing down on my nose. I could feel the gag move in my mouth as the dildo tilted a little on it's way inside of her.
Patty slowly rode the dildo. I couldn't see, but I think she was rubbing her clit a little while she was riding it, based on the subtle movements I was feeling through the gag. It was an amazing sight to see her ass move up and down as she slowly fucked herself with it.
I felt her hands move in my groin area and then, all of the sudden, the large balloon like feel in my ass deflated, making me sigh a moan. A couple of seconds later I felt it grow and grow again while she pumped the plug up again, still riding my face. God, that felt hot.
She then deflated the plug completely. I felt both of her hands bare down on my lower belly as she found support there. I watched her ass bob up and down a little faster and heard Patty make some soft sounds in response to the feeling of the dildo going in and out of her tender pussy.
After a few seconds she stopped and sat down all the way, her asshole pressing on my nose again. Then she said: "Hey Mistress Britney, why don't you milk you slave with my sub's ass?"
Wait, what? I thought in a lustful haze.
"Oh, that's a great idea," Britney said.
No, it wasn't, I thought for a second.
"Great, I really would like to see him fucked from this position, especially by a real cock. You don't mind, do you perv?" Patty asked.
Even if I could say something I really didn't know what to say to be honest.
"Make a noise if you're yellow," Patty said, realizing I couldn't speak and she couldn't see my face to gage my thoughts.
I wasn't really sure if I was going to be okay with this. But on the other hand, I had done worse things, I thought, thinking back at the time I ate Ben's cum from her pussy. How bad could it be? And Patty would like to see it, so I decided to let it happen and not make a noise.
"Great," Patty said after I had remained silent for a couple of seconds. Then I saw her pussy go up, the dildo slipping out of her, leaving a visible spread between her pussy lips, as she moved forward. I felt her grab the base of the plug in my ass and she pulled it. I relaxed my sphincter and after a little fight my ass let go of the plug, leaving me feeling really empty.
"I'll take that from you," I heard Britney say softly.
Then Patty looked for the tip of the dildo again with her pussy. I moved my head a little to aim it at the entrance of her pussy and as soon as she felt it at the right spot, she bore down and I watched the full length of the dildo disappear in her hot, wet hole in one smooth go. She sighed again.
She moved her body a little to find a better position, placing her hands on my belly between her knees, and then she started riding the dildo again, making longer, faster strokes now. I heard her moan a little.
Then I felt something between my ass cheeks. It touched my asshole briefly. It wasn't cold and hard, like a dildo. A second later it pressed against my asshole and I tried to relax. And then I felt the slave boy's cockhead slip inside of me.
"God, that looks so hot," I heard Patty moan. Her hands left my body as she sat up more straight.
The boy's cock pressed on and he slowly pushed into me until I felt his hips against my ass cheeks and his belly against my balls. It wasn't as bad as I thought it would be. It felt kind of hot. He felt hard, but it felt way different than a dildo. Not as hard and unforgiving, he felt more flexible. And he felt a little smaller than the dildo of the strap on I was used to.
"Mmm, yes, fuck him," Patty said. I was pretty sure she was rubbing her clit now, I felt the gag in my mouth move in subtle, rhythmical movements that must have been coming from her fingers moving on her clit.
I actually felt the boy's cock in my ass throb a little before he started fucking me. It felt easier on my asshole than a dildo while it still pressed on my prostate on each slow thrust. It actually felt pretty good.
I was watching Patty's bare ass as she started riding the dildo more purposefully now, bobbing up and down on the thing. I could hear her breathing increase. She sure sounded turned on and it was hot having her ride my face like this.
I heard some slaps. It sounded like a hand spanking an ass. Then Britney said: "Come on boy, make yourself cum, we don't have all day and you're not supposed to enjoy this, so hurry up and fuck yourself to orgasm quickly."
Almost immediately he started fucking me faster, way faster. I felt the living cock in my ass slide though my well lubed fuck hole again and again and on every thrust inside he hit my prostate just right, sending waves of pleasure through my body. It made my cock ooze precum.
Patty increased her speed as well, maybe trying to match his movements. I sure was hoping she was enjoying the view she had of the gagged slave boy in his latex straight jacket pumping his cock into her sub. I heard her breathing increase and she moaned more often and deeper now. Now I was really sure she was rubbing her clit, I could hear faint, wet sounds coming from the other side of the dildo. I noticed she was getting wetter. The dildo was glistering with her juices. I just watched her puckered asshole come at me again and again.
"Let me know when you cum," Patty said between two moans, apparently to the boy.
I was wondering how this experience was for the boy. Did he mind fucking me? I know it didn't matter if he liked it or not, he was a slave, but still I wondered. And I realized he could clearly see Patty riding the dildo while rubbing her clit right in front of him. It must have been an awesome sight, maybe just as good as my view of her ass moving up and down while she rode dildo.
He started to make more forceful thrusts now, especially on the inwards movements. He rammed his dick in me time and time again. And then I realized I didn't really mind him fucking me. It felt great. It was more comfortable then getting fucked by a dildo and he hit just the right spots. And feeling the penetrator inside me being alive made it to a whole different feel. I liked the feel of it, it turned me on. And it turned me on being tied down, being helpless while getting my ass used to get him to blow his load.
He fucked my ass for a couple of minutes while Patty fucked the dildo on my face. And then he mumbled something against his gag. It sounded like he was informing Patty he was going to cum.
I could see her fucking efforts increase and I could hear it in her breath. She had clearly been keeping her arousal at a high lever for this moment.
"Oh, yes, cum inside him," she moaned. "Dump that load."
I felt the boys cock hardening up and growing, a little like the butt plug had felt earlier when it got inflated, but less profound of course. And then he pushed in one more time, freezing in that position. I could actually feel his cock pump inside of me as he shot his load deep into my ass.
Patty humped and humped my gag. I heard the quick, wet sounds from her rubbing her pussy. And then she seemed to freeze as well. She stopped breathing and she stopped riding me, but I could still feel the gag in my mouth move as her fingers rubbed her clit fanatically. Then she groaned an animalistic moan. I could actually see her asshole squeeze again and again while she came, grunting and moaning. I felt some moisture run onto my lips around the gag and I tried to suck it up, knowing it was her juices that ran down the dildo.
The boy's cock pulled out of me, leaving my ass feel empty and wet. I heard some movements from between my legs, but I had no idea what was going on. It was probably Britney leading the boy away.
Patty still sat down on the dildo, panting, catching her breath. She leaned on my belly with both hands. She stayed like that for a minute or so before she moved her hips up. I saw the dildo slip out of her sweet pussy. It was wet with her juices. Then she carefully swung her leg over my head and climbed of the table.
Patty smiled at me when she looked at me. "Lift your head," she said sweetly. I moved my head and she unfastened the gag, taking it from my mouth. I moved my sore jaws a little. Having a gag in and pushed around is more work than you'd think.
She put it in the sink and when she came back she unfastened my wrist cuffs. As soon as I lowered my hands, she bent forward and wrapped her arms around me, hugging me, laying her head on my chest. I wrapped my arms around her and stroked her hair. I loved her and I really was glad I had pleased her by doing what she had asked from me.
"Thanks perv," she said softly. "That was really hot." She hugged me a little longer before she broke the hug to look into my eyes. "Are you alright?"
"Yes," I said, smiling at her. "Yes, I am."
"Really?" she asked. I saw her appreciation for me in her eyes while she lovingly stroked my hair.
"Yes, really," I said. And I meant it. I was totally alright. And still turned on quite a bit, but I didn't mention that.
"Good," she said. "I really loved it." Then she kissed me. It was a warm, loving kiss, sweet and hot with just a little tongue action.
When she broke the kiss, she stood up straight and lowered her dress again, wiggling her hips to get the gripping latex down over her ass and hips.
"Come, I'll get you out of here," she said. "Let's go upstairs and take a bath."
That sounded like a great idea.
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I was sitting on the closed lid of the toilet, watching the bubbles on top of the water slowly rise while the bathtub filled up, when I heard Patty enter our room on the upper floor of John's Soul. She had instructed me earlier to go upstairs ahead of her and run a bath while she remained downstairs to gather some toys from the barn's extensive collection. She'd told me to wait for her in the bathroom and not in our bedroom.
I heard her rumble around the room a little, keeping the door to the bathroom closed. It seemed like she had a surprise in mind or something like that, since she specifically had told me to wait for her with the door closed.
Just when I got up to stop the tap, the door opened and she entered the brightly lit bathroom. She looked amazing in her black latex dress and her high, platform boots. I loved seeing her like that, but what I loved most about her were her hazelnut brown eyes as she smiled at me. They were the eyes of the hot girl next door I had been in love with for al those years.
"Hi," I said, almost shy, overwhelmed by her appearance.
"Hey perv," she said, her voice sounding warm and intimate. She just stood there for a few seconds, looking right at me with a vague smile playing around her lips. Then she walked further into the bathroom towards me and put her arms around me, hugging me. I loved the feel of her latex dress pressing against my bare skin. I loved her smile. I loved the warmth of her body. The intimacy of the hug turned me on. Not in the way play turned me on, this hug turned both my heart and my loins on while I basked in her presence. I held her, feeling her soft body beneath the sturdy latex.
We hugged for a little while before she said: "Help me out of these clothes, will you?" She didn't break the hug yet though.
"Of course ma'am," I said submissively. Then I let my hands run down her rubbery feeling back slowly, down to the small of her back and over the top of her bubble butt, in an attempt to express my loving arousal to her, hoping that if we would have some more play this evening it would be of the loving, intimate kind. I needed her, I was longing for her.
I hunched down a little to be able to grab hold of the hem of her dress and I slowly started to pull it up. She still kept her arms around me, her face snuggled against my neck, while I started to pull her dress up, turning the sturdy rubber inside out to make taking it off easier. When my hands reached her waist, she broke the hug, closed her eyes and lifted her arms up, indicating I could take the rest of the dress off of her.
After I got it off and dropped it on the floor, I glanced at her briefly. She wore nothing but her boots and the key to my chastity cage around her neck. The high soles of the boots made her look taller than she actually was and it emphasized the glory of her naked body. I let my eyes trace her body, her small boobs with the hazelnut brown nipples, her belly button with the little mole next to it, her feminine belly bulge and the short, narrow landing strip leading to the intimate folds between her legs.
When I looked at her face again I could see in her eyes my facial expression amused her. She softly chuckled when I looked into her eyes and then she said: "The boots too perv, I can't just step out of these."
I slowly knelt down on the tiled floor. Then I traced her thigh with two hands, worshipping her strong, sexy legs for a few seconds. She let me. Maybe she really enjoyed my loving touch as much as I loved hers. I traced my hands down to the boot, which started just below her knee, and I started to unbuckle the upper strap holding it closed. I unbuckled the straps one by one. It took me a while to open up the entire boot since there were seven of them on there. After I undid the last one I held her boot for her so she could pull her foot from it.
With the boot gone her naked leg was three inches shorter than the other, forcing her to stand on that leg with her booted leg bent a little. My eyes traced her inside of her thigh, showing the outlines of the muscle beneath her skin, to her groin and I peeked at her pussy briefly while my hands unbuckled strap after strap on her other boot.
When I had helped her out of her boot, she told me to stand up. We smiled at each other lovingly for a second.
"You're such a pervert," she said lovingly, emphasizing the word pervert by tapping my chastity cage, lewdly protruding from my body by my hard cock pressing it upwards and outwards, with each syllable of the word.
"I'm sorry about that ma'am," I said submissively, not really meaning a word of it. It made her smile though.
"It's okay, I think it's cute when you get all worked up," she said softly. She stepped a little closer, putting her hand on my chest. "I like it when you're all turned on and unable to do anything about it. Maybe I'll just edge and edge and edge you for the rest of the night and lock your thing back up when I get bored of it." And then she kissed me, slipping her tongue inside my mouth, making me moan a little.
Her hands found my collar and traced it while she kissed me. Then I felt her undo the buckle on the back of it. When she had unfastened it she broke the kiss and stepped away to put it on the counter.
"Give me your hand," she instructed and when I did she unfastened my wrist cuff. She took the other cuff off after that and then she squatted to take off both my ankle cuffs. Still squatting, she used the key on her necklace to open up my chastity cage. My cock pushed the cage away from the ring as soon as the lock came off of it and Patty pulled the cage off my cock, looking at the imprint of the steel bars on my cockhead with a smirk on her face. She unfastened the strap holding the ring up and then expertly pushed my almost fully erect cock inwards with two thumbs to slip the ring over it. She was getting really proficient at that.
"Get in the tub," she said while she put the cage and ring to the sink, where she ran the tap to clean them.
I got into the warm water of the tub and sat down at the foot end of the tub, where I had sat the last time we took a bath here together. As soon as I sat down, I studied her naked back. I loved the look of her long hazelnut brown hair on her shoulders, the line of her spine running down to the arc of the small of her back and her beautiful, feminine bubble butt below that.
When she turned around and noticed me sitting in the tub, she giggled and said: "No, sit on the other side."
I stood up in the tub, foam sticking to my hard cock, and quickly moved to sit on the other side while she walked up to me. As soon as I had sat down, she stepped into the tub and lowered herself into the water, her backside turned towards me. I watched her awesome butt lower into the water. As soon as she'd sat down between my spread legs, she leaned back against my chest. I could feel her move her butt closer to me, the soft flesh of her flanks touching my inner thighs and my cock pressing against her lower back. Her body touching mine almost made me moan out loud. I put my hands on her shoulders and slowly slid them down the smooth skin across her upper arms and elbows. Then she took my hands and used them to wrap my arms around her, holding my hands on her belly, just below her boobs.
She sighed as her body relaxed, leaning against mine.
"Oh, that feels so good after a long day," she said.
"It sure does," I said, not necessarily referring to the warm water. I loved feeling her so close to me. Her body resting against my chest made me feel like I could take care of her. And it felt hot, arousing.
We sat there for a little while, silently enjoying each others proximity. She had let go of my hands, but I just held them where she had put them.
"Would you wash me Conrad?" she asked.
"Of course," I said.
There were a couple of bottles with soaps, creams and lotions on a small table next to the tub. I looked through them, not even knowing what I was looking for. As a guy I usually thought of all soaps as just soap, but I knew women felt totally different about that. So I took a bottle and held it up, asking her: "This one?"
"No silly, that's a body lotion," she said, giggling softly.
She looked through the bottles herself and chose one. "Here, use this," she said. "Hold out your hand."
I did and she put a generous lather of it on the palm of my hand. it smelled nice, that was evident. As she put the bottle down again, I rubbed my hands, briefly and put them back on her belly, where they had rested before.
I slowly ran my hand across her belly, enjoying the feel of her soft, smooth skin. Then I moved up a little, washing her stomach, her flanks and the part of her belly just below her breasts. And then I moved up a little more to caress her perky little breasts, feeling her nipples harden under my touch. I loved feeling the little hard nubs on the palm of my hands as I gently caressed her skin.
Patty seemed to love my touch, since she sighed softly while I washed her boobs. She turned her torso to allow her head to turn enough to briefly kiss me. I kissed her back and our tongues met before she broke the kiss again.
She pushed my hand towards her leg, which she pulled up a little so I could reach it. I took the hint and started to wash her strong thighs with both hands. I caressed the outside of her thighs, up to her hips for as far as I could reach them in this position. Then I traced my fingers across the inside of her thighs, up to her groin area, being careful not to touch her pussy. I didn't want to sexualize my care for her, fearing I would put her off, although she must have felt my boner throbbing against her back.
"It's okay, you can touch," she said softly.
I let my hands glide over her thighs towards her groin. Then I put my right hand on her pussy. As soon as I touched it, we both sighed in unison. Her body felt so soft down there, in the warm water. I let my fingers trace her groin, right next to her labia. Then I traced her slit, barely touching it, and then again, this time giving a little more pressure.
Patty sighed when I caressed her inner labia. She let me play with her soft folds a little. I could hear her breathing increase when I touched her clit. The little nub was very noticeable.
"Mmm," Patty moaned. "I came not long ago, but I'm still horny." She sighed a couple of times while I gently and teasingly caressed the outsides of her pussy for a minute or so. And then she suddenly sat up. I moved my hands from her pussy.
"Let's get out of the tub," she said. "I still feel like playing with you."
She stood up, water dripping from her body, giving me a breathtaking view of her butt. She stepped out of the tub, took a towel from the rack and started to dry herself off.
I got up from the tub as well, very aware of my rigid cock pointing straight out, and dried myself off as well while watching her every move.
"Put your cuffs on, will you?" Patty asked while hanging her towel out to dry after she had finished. Then she walked into the room.
I quickly finished drying myself off, pulled the plug from the tub to drain the water and quickly buckled on my cuffs and collar before following her.
Patty had put some kind of sheet on top of the bed's coverings. It was black and shiny. It looked a little like latex, but it had a very different feel to it, so I think it was PVC or something. She was tying a piece of rope to the bed frame when I entered. As soon as she had finished tying the knot, she stood up and smiled at me.
"Lay down on your back," she instructed me.
I sat down on the cold feeling sheet. It felt slick and sticky at the same time under my butt and it made me wonder what she had in mind for needing it here. I moved to the center of the bed. The sheet had a lot of friction, making it impossible to slide my bare butt over it, so I took my time positioning my butt on the correct spot, thinking it would be a little difficult to adjust my position on this material. Then I laid back and put my head on the pillow Patty handed me.
When I had found my position on the center of the bed, Patty stretched out her hand, indicating she wanted my wrist cuff. When I offered it to her, she ran the rope through the ring and pulled it tight, stretching my arm outwards and upwards, before tying the rope. My erection had subsided a little, but when she walked around the bed naked, grinning at me, and tied the other arm to the other bedpost, I got fully hard again. I loved it when I could submit to her and when she tied me down. When both hands were securely tied, she used a short piece of rope to tie the two rings of my ankle cuffs together, but she didn't tie them to the bed.
Patty straddled my abdomen, purposely ignoring my erection. She smiled at me lovingly while playing with my nipples with both hands.
"You seem to be pretty horny too perv," she said.
"I've been crazy horny all week," I confessed.
She grinned at me. "Poor perv, all horny and nothing you can do about it with that cage on all the time." She theatrically pouted for a second. "But you know I'm not here to get you off, right?"
"Yes, I know," I said.
She pulled both my nipples, hard, making me grunt. "Yes, what?" she said, raising an eyebrow.
"Yes Miss Patty," I said, clenching my teeth in pain. She was especially rough with them tonight. As soon as I'd said it she let go of my nipples and just caressed them lovingly.
"Good perv," she said. "So why am I here? Or maybe, why are you here?"
"I don't know Miss," I said. "To get you off maybe?"
She chuckled. "Well, maybe, we'll see. But that's not why you're here, since I am very capable of getting myself off. So why are you here?" she asked, her eyes twinkling.
"I'm not sure ma'am," I said. I loved her little game, but I really had no idea what she wanted me to say.
"Well," she said. She leaned forward and gave a peck on my lips. "You're here because I love you and I want you here." She kissed me again. "And you're here because I love playing with you." Another kiss. "And I love to get you all turned on." Kiss. "And you're here because I like to make you squirm." Kiss. "And you're here so if I want to use you, or any part of you, to get me off, I can." And then she kissed me for real for a couple of seconds, forcing her tongue into my mouth. She sucked my lower lip into her mouth briefly, making me moan and my cock bounce. God, this young woman, this hot girl next door, really knew how to turn me on to the point I thought I'd go crazy.
She sat up again, reached behind her, grabbed my cock and moved her hips backwards. She pushed my cockhead between the folds of her pussy and bore down, letting the full length of my cock slide into her warm, wet, delicious pussy. God that felt good. I closed my eyes and moaned, curling my toes in lust as I felt her tight warmth sliding down on my penis.
As soon as I was fully inside of her, she didn't really move, she just sat on my cock and gazed into my eyes, observing my reaction.
"Do you like that?" she asked me, grinning widely.
"Yes," I sighed, or moaned maybe. Her tight pussy gripping my penis, just holding it, after a week of being horny, was the most intense and arousing feeling I'd had in a long time.
"Hmm, well, I guess it's alright if you like it," she said, continuing her dominant line of reasoning. "But why is your cock in my pussy?"
I had a little trouble thinking straight, but when I realized what the answer must have been, I said: "Because you want it there Miss."
"Yes, that's right," she said, her eyes twinkling again. She started riding my cock, very slowly. "So when I do this, why is that?"
"Because you want to feel it move inside of you Miss," I said submissively.
"Yes," she exclaimed. "That's right. Because I want to. Not because I have to or because you want it." Then she closed her eyes and increased her speed a little, seemingly enjoying the feel of my cock moving and throbbing inside her tight, wet pussy. She looked so sexy, her face portraying the erotic sensations of my cock sliding through her love canal. Her expression and her clear statement on her wanting to feel me inside of her made it a very, very erotic sensation to me as well. I was already concentrating on not cumming, since my arousal rose through the roof within seconds, feeling her pussy grip and my cockhead slide deep inside her time and time again.
She leaned forward a little and put her hands on my chest for support. Then she increased her tempo again, tilting her hips a little on every move, making sure each thrust of her hips got the maximum sensations for her. She still had her eyes closed and I watched her bite her lower lip. The pure lust on her face was awesome to see.
She rode my cock for a few minutes. She basically used my cock as a dildo to masturbate with and not being able to use my hands to touch her, or change position and fuck her like I wanted, added to the ultimate submissive feeling of being used for her pleasure. Submitting that way to the girl I loved and the obvious display of how arousing it was to her, aroused me to the point I thought I might go insane. It was amazing to watch her ride my cock and to feel her pussy move and squeeze in reaction to her arousal.
After being horny for a week without cumming, it wasn't surprising I didn't last really long. It took just a minute or so to build up an orgasm and I felt it closing in slowly with every move she made. I really tried to hold it off, but very soon I knew I wasn't going to be able to stop my body from cumming if she continued, so I quickly asked: "May I cum Miss Patty?"
She opened her eyes and looked at me lovingly when she said: "No." She didn't stop fucking me though, she just looked into my eyes while her pussy jerked my cock. Within seconds I was right at the edge of orgasm. I knew I wasn't going to be able to stop myself from cumming and I was just about to announce my inability to comply when she moved her hips up and let my cock slip out of her. It bounced a few times and for a second I thought I would cum anyway. I hung around the edge for a few seconds, but then I finally felt my body come down again. I actually was proud of myself for a second when I realized I survived this edge.
Patty had watched me all the time, probably witnessing the whole struggle not to cum on my face. She looked so hot looking down on me like that. She let me get myself together again for half a minute or so and then she pushed her hips back, looking for my cock with her pussy. It slid right back in and she just resumed fucking me like she had before, as if pausing a few seconds to prevent me from cumming was a natural part having sex to her.
I watched her ride me again, feeling the soft but strong vaginal walls rub along my sensitive cockhead. She made long strokes, forcing my member almost out and all the way back in again on each stroke.
It must have been a minute or so before I felt my body build up an orgasm again and it was really hard to hold it off, so I asked again: "May I cum?"
She opened her eyes and looked at me while she pulled herself off my cock.
"No," she said, and immediately she climbed off me and stepped off the bed. She walked to the table, where she had put the items she had gathered while I was running the bath for her. She put a wand vibrator on the bed, untangled its cord and put the plug in a socket next to the nightstand. Then she went back to the table again and returned holding two long, red candles and a lighter.
Patty grinned at me while she put the candles next to my chest. She got on the bed again, straddled me and used her hand to guide my cock back into her, making me moan when I felt myself enter the warm wetness of her pussy again.
"I can understand that you're really horny," she said while sitting still on my cock and picking up a candle and the lighter, "but if you cum this fast all the time, how can I enjoy your cock? I don't want to let you cum and I don't want to get off of you all the time. So let's see if you can hold out longer with a little distraction."



She lit the candle, tossed the lighter on the bed and used the burning candle to light the other candle. She grinned at me while I watched the candles burn. It was obvious what she was going to do with them and it made me a little nervous, since I had never done wax play before and I wasn't sure what to expect. I feared the coming pain to be honest.
Patty moved her hips a little, making my cock slide through her. She rode me slowly and gently while she watched the candles get hotter, accumulating glistening beads of wax on the narrow tips of them. Then she looked into my eyes and tipped one of the candles over. I watched it carefully, bracing myself for whatever kind of pain was coming my way. At first nothing happened, but after a few seconds a single drop fell off the tip of the candle and landed on my belly, just below my chest. It did hurt a little, but it wasn't really that bad. The wax felt really hot, but the heat seemed to fade away almost immediately, leaving an odd pulling sensation as the wax dried within a second or so. The sensation did make me flinch though and Patty grinned at my reaction.
She tilted the other candle as well, which spilled two drops at once, making me flinch again at the odd, hot, burning sensation. Patty then tilted both candles, holding them both horizontally, and soon both candles dripped their wax slowly, drop by drop. They rained hot, burning splatters of pain on my belly. It hurt alright, but I kinda liked the feeling. What made it very intense to endure was not necessarily the pain, but not knowing exactly where the drops would land, increasing my senses and the impact the drops had.
Patty kept watching my face as she worked her slick pussy faster and faster on my throbbing cock and soon she was bobbing up and down with the two dripping candles in her hands. It felt amazing and the distraction did seem to work, at least in a way, since I could noticeably endure the milking motions on my cock better. But the experience of being bound while the hot wax dripped on my helpless body increased my arousal as well.
She rode me for a couple of minutes, letting the candles rain their hot tears down on my body, watching me moan and occasionally struggle with my bonds. Eventually the arousal won the battle for my attention. I felt my balls churning with that familiar feeling, telling me I was going to have an intense, exploding orgasm with seconds, so I begged again: "May I cum Miss?"
Patty got off my cock and stood on her knees, shaking her head. Her change in position moved the candles forward, making wax drip on my chest, and I noticed the sensation of the drops hitting me on my sternum hurt a little more. The distraction did help to come down from the edge though.
She waited about half a minute and then put her hips back down slowly. As soon as her pussy found my cockhead, it slipped right in, as if it knew its way to his favorite place in the world. Her pussy sliding over my cock made me moan again.
Patty aimed the candles while riding my cock. She dripped wax on the parts of my chest that had no wax on them yet. I was just trying not to focus on the amazing sensations of my cock in her pussy, but to focus on the hot drops dripping all over me instead. It felt great. The solidified wax felt amazing, as if I was dirty in a very sexy way and it felt like some kind of kinky bondage on my skin, as if the hard wax held me tight very locally. I was loving wax play. And it turned me on immensely.
I was just about to ask her again if I was allowed to cum when Patty aimed the drops to land on my nipples. Those really were more sensitive to the heat and the painful sensation made me hiss between my teeth. It did postpone my orgasm though, so I kept quiet, feeling the wax solidify on my nipples while new drops reignited the burning sensation. God, that felt hot.
All of the sudden my body decided not to hold my orgasm in anymore, so I really quickly blurted out: "I'm gonna cum!"
Patty quickly pulled her pussy off my cock, standing on her knees again. "No, no, no, hold it in perv," she said, the instructions to not cum clear on her face. I struggled to keep myself from cumming, but I was hanging right on the edge. "Keep it in," I heard Patty say again as she watched my struggle displayed on my face, just as I felt a little cum ooze into the base of my cock. I was sure I had lost the battle, but after what seemed like an eternity my edge dropped back and I took a deep breath.
"Did you cum?" she asked, unable to see my cock to see the outcome of my obvious inner battle.
"No," I said. "I might be oozing a little bit though."
Patty grinned proudly at me and then returned her attention to dripping wax on me again. She kept aiming for my nipples, which were now covered in a solid slab of wax, making them pretty insensitive to the hot wax landing there.
When Patty let her pussy slide over my cock again a little while later, she resumed dripping wax on places that she hadn't hit before. She rode me again, watching me, watching my body being packed with little red dots and a few thick slabs of wax.
Almost cumming seemed to have released some pent up pressure, since now I felt like I wasn't as near to orgasm as before, making it easier to enjoy the sensations of her fucking me. I still was very much aroused though.
After a few minutes Patty blew out the candles. She sat still on my cock and looked at me, grinning. "That looks so hot," she said.
"It feels great," I said, panting audibly from my arousal.
"Mmm, my little perv likes wax play," she said, grinning, making a mental note to herself.
She put the candles down and let her hand slide gently across my wax covered belly, feeling the rough surface. Then she got off my cock to change position. She put her feet next to my hips and squatted, using her hand to guide my soaking wet cock into her soaking wet pussy. She looked me right into my eyes when she started fucking me like that. And she fucked me good, making fast, short movements while leaning back with her hands on my legs. In this position I could see my cock glide into her pussy between her engorged lips. I could see the hood of her clit. It looked so hot and soon I noticed it turned me on so much I had to quickly look somewhere else or I would have cum within seconds for sure.
Patty rode me, her eyes closed and her head tilted backwards a little, ramming her hips down on my cock again and again. The dried wax on my body felt great, as if it hugged me, held me down. I loved that feeling.
Patty was moaning now. I could see her neck and upper chest getting redder. She bit her lip as she fucked me, trying to make herself cum quickly probably, but unfortunately I beat her again and I had to ask: "May I cum Miss Patty?"
For a second I thought she hadn't heard me, since she bore her hips down a couple of times, but then she lifted her hips up, exposing the wet, open slit to me, and she said: "No perv."
She held her hips up, using her feet on the bed and her hands on my legs for support, for a couple of seconds. I willed my pending orgasm away, which took some effort, but I succeeded.
Patty sat down on my cock, trapping it between her ass and my pubic area. I could just see the head of it protruding below her wide open slit. She reached for the vibrator and when she got hold of it she turned it on. While still leaning back, supporting herself with one hand, she put the vibrator on her clit between her spread legs. She moaned as soon as it touched her sensitive flesh.
I just laid there, watching her hold the large vibrator against her pussy. It was loud and it seemed to feel pretty intense. She was panting and moaning softly and occasionally she moved the bulb like head a little. After a while she started to rhythmically tilt her hips, just a little, but enough to massage my cock trapped between her butt cheeks. It was incredibly arousing to see her masturbate like that.
Suddenly she held her breath. She opened her eyes, but they didn't seem to look at anything. I noticed her face go all red and then she exhaled with a long, guttural moan while her body tensed up. She was cumming alright. I noticed her pussy opening up right below the pulsing head of the vibrator as she bore down and then the entrance to her pussy visibly clenched a couple of times while she moaned a second long, animalistic moan. I kept looking at her pussy while she came. My hard, red cockhead was just visible beneath it.
Then she quickly pulled the vibrator away and her breathing changed to panting. I looked at her face and she was grinning a satisfied grin. Her eyes beamed.
"God, that was good," she said, still panting. She grinned at me while absent mindedly lowering the vibrator, which was still running. It just touched my cockhead and the sudden vibrations on my swollen head made me flinch in surprise.
Patty giggled at my sudden movement and she sat up a little to look down at the tip of my hard cock squashed beneath her, curiously looking for what had caused me to react like that. As soon as she understood she had touched my dick with the vibrator, she teasingly held it against my cock for a couple of seconds. I moaned at the sensation of the strong vibrations running through my cockhead.
"Ah, you like that, don't you?" she said, grinning at me.
I nodded.
She put the round head of the vibrator on my cockhead again and held it there. God that felt intense. She watched my facial expression while I looked her straight into her pretty eyes.
A few moments later I was panting, feeling the strong vibrations run through my whole cock, from its swollen cockhead, down the rigid shaft, ending in my prostate.
"Can you cum from that?" she asked.
I guess I could, I thought. I might even cum from that pretty quickly. So I nodded.
She just held it against my cock, still watching me, and with twenty seconds I had to ask: "May I cum?"
"Sure," she said. Her eyes twinkled.
Her permission was all it took. I let go of the control on suppressing my orgasm and almost immediately I felt my cock and prostate grow at the same time. Then my body took over and finally, after a week or so, I came. I felt my abs clench again and again and my cock spit out it's load on my lower belly while Patty still pressed the vibrator against its sensitive head.
While I had been cumming the vibrator on my sensitive cockhead felt great, but as soon as my orgasm faded away, it felt like way too much stimulation. It seemed to trigger some kind of panic deep in the back of my mind. I started pulling my bonds and grunting all kinds of 'aah's as it became way too much to handle. I tried moving my hips, but they were securely pinned down beneath Patty's weight. I tried trampling my feet, but they were bound together. Patty was grinning at my futile attempts to get away from the vibrator.
"Please, stop," I said, still squirming and panting, pulling the ropes on my hands. "Please! It's too much!"
Patty just grinned at me and held the vibrator where it was.
"Oh God!" I exclaimed. "Please!!"
For a second I thought I was cumming again since I felt my prostate region swell and fluids gather there, but when my abdominal muscles contracted involuntarily I felt a large gush of hot liquid run over my belly and down my flanks and I realized I just actually peed myself.
"Please!" I begged again, embarrassed to the bone.
"Perv, did you just piss yourself?" Patty asked, looking down, still holding the vibrator against my cock.
"Please!" I just begged, holding my abdominal muscles tight, afraid I would spill the rest of my bladder if I didn't do my best to hold it in.
Finally she pulled the vibrator away and switched it off.
I was panting. "God, that was intense," I said between two breaths. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest.
"That was so hot," Patty said, touching my wet belly and sniffing her hand. "That's pee alright."
"I'm so sorry," I said, blushing deeply.
"Why?" Patty said. "I think it's hot you pissed yourself from me torturing you." She grinned at me and her eyes twinkled. She was serious about that.
I just laid there, still catching my breath. Patty got up, set the vibrator aside and went to get a towel from the bathroom. She sat on the bed next to me and wiped the cum and piss of my belly and used a clean part of the towel to clean off my cock and balls. She was really gentle and caring, peeking my way every now and then to exchange a lovers look.
After she put the towel on the floor of the bathroom again, she laid down next to me, putting her head on my shoulder. Her hand moved across my wax covered chest, removing any wax that would come off right away. Then she started plucking the more persistent pieces of wax off me, piece by piece. She used her nails to pick small pieces of wax off, occasionally sliding her hand across my skin, wiping away loose pieces and looking for pieces that were still clinging to my skin. I loved her cleaning me up, her nails on my skin and the attention she paid to each little part of my skin.
It took her maybe fifteen minutes to get almost all of the wax off my body. When she was pleased enough with her efforts of cleaning me, she sat up and looked at me lovingly.
"Are you alright perv?" she asked me.
I grinned at her. "Yes, I'm alright," I said. "And you my Miss?"
She chuckled. "Yes, I'm very alright."
She got up and untied my hands and feet. And she took my cuffs off while she was at it. Then she helped me off the bed and together we removed the PVC sheet, that was covered in loose pieces of wax, from the bed,
We got into bed and snuggled in each others arms. I loved her with everything I had. Never had I even hoped to be with a girl that would mean so much to me and have her kinky way with me as well, and yet, here we were, laying in each others arms in this nice room in Sue's barn. I was utterly grateful and happy, thanking all angels for the day I took a chance and showed her my chastity cage, while we both slowly drifted off to a deep sleep.
I woke up the next morning from the sound of the toilet flushing in the bathroom. I sat up, yawned and stretched myself out while I realized how much I loved waking up in Sue's barn, with Patty here. I wanted to go to her, but I was still naked and uncaged and I had morning wood, but then I realized Patty probably wouldn't really mind that, so I got out of bed and walked into the bathroom.
Patty was standing in front of the sink, brushing her teeth. She was still naked as well and I didn't think she had noticed me being up yet. I stood in the doorway for a couple of seconds, secretly appreciating the view of her naked backside, that beautiful back with the clearly visible spine and her nice, round bubble butt. I loved her, I felt it flow through me. I loved waking up with her. And without really thinking about it I walked towards her, stood behind her and wrapped my arms around her.
"What the fuck are you doing?!?" she yelled, foam from her toothpaste splattering on the mirror, while she quickly moved away from me.
I froze.
"God damnit!" she said. She looked at me, fire shooting from her eyes. "I let you sleep without your cage for one night and immediately you think you can just come over and fuck me?!? Fuck off Conrad! Get out!"
Wait, what? I thought. I was just going to hug her, I didn't mean to offend her. My heart sank and her reaction startled me, a lot. I started to apologize, but she didn't even give me a chance.
"Get OUT!" she yelled, still holding her toothbrush, foam from her toothpaste running down her chin.
I raised my hands in an apologetic gesture and walked backwards out of the bathroom, but she followed me. For a second I actually thought she was going to attack me or something, she seemed absolutely furious.
"GET OUT!!" she shrieked at the top of her lungs, the sharp, high pitched sound of her scream hurting my ears. She hurried towards the door to the hallway and opened it and roughly pushed me out with one hand. She slammed the door shut, almost hitting my face with it, and then I could hear the click of the lock.
My heart was pounding in my chest. What the fuck just happened? All I wanted to do was give her a loving hug, nothing more. I knew she had issues with guys coming on to her sometimes, but her reaction was way, way over the top. Her issue was much bigger than I thought it had been, and that realization turned my initial rising anger into sadness. And it scared me.
I thought about banging on the door and telling her to let me in for a second, but I realized immediately that no good could possibly come of that. I'd better let her cool down first. And most of all, I needed to cool down first. I felt a lot of different feelings at the same time and my heart was pounding. I was shaking a little even.
Then I realized I was standing here in the hallway butt naked. I quickly looked around, but of course there was nobody here. For a few seconds I didn't really know what to do. I felt like I couldn't go anywhere without my clothes and I couldn't go back into our room, making me feel trapped outside.
I took a deep breath, trying to recompose myself and gather my thoughts. Then I realized the barn wasn't the worst place in the world to be locked out of your room naked and I really didn't know what to do with myself, or Patty for that matter, so I decided to go downstairs and see if anyone was around in the main room. Maybe Sue would be there. Sue would probably know what to do I thought, finding comfort in that thought.
I covered my privates with a hand while I walked down the stairs. I felt really naked without my chastity cage or my cuffs. Luckily the whole ordeal had killed my morning boner. On my way to the main room I hurried past the windows to the medieval room. I did peek inside briefly. The slaves seemed to be sleeping still, laying under their blankets on the their beds in their cells.
The main room was empty. At least I thought it was, until I was about halfway crossing it towards the couches near the fireplace when I heard a sound coming from behind the bar. I froze, looking in the direction where the sound had come from, only to see Eve get up from behind the bar where she apparently been kneeling down to stock the fridge.
"Oh, good morning!" she said giggling, pressing her hand on her heart. "You startled me, I didn't hear you come in." Then she must have read the expression on my face, since her face quickly went from cheerful to concerned. "Are you alright?" she asked, tilting her head a little.
"Yeah... no," I stammered. And then I truly felt how much Patty's outburst had startled me. Now that I felt safe and I saw Eve's familiar face I felt tears well up in my eyes.
"What's wrong?" Eve said, looking at me from behind the bar.
"We had a fight," I said, still frozen on the spot, covering my genitals. "Well, not a fight I think. I'm not even sure what happened. I must have done something wrong, because Patty suddenly started yelling at me and threw me out of the room."
"Oh, poor thing," Eve said. "Go sit down, I'll get you a blanket."
I hurried to the seating area and sat down in a corner. Eve walked to a closet, got a large, soft blanket and came towards me. She unfolded the blanket while on her way over and put it over me as soon as she reached me. Then she sat down next to me, looking at me with her friendly, intelligent eyes.
"I really don't understand what happened," I said. "I just wanted to give her a hug and she just... lost it."
"Hmm," Eve said. "Don't worry too much about it, she'll turn around I guess. The two of you are so close, you can work it out together, I'm sure."
I didn't really believe that yet. And part of me wasn't sure if I wanted to work it out. I mean, I loved her a lot, but she really made me feel unsafe for a second there. The look in her eyes really had scared me.



"Hang on, I'll check if Sue is up already," Eve said. "Is that alright?"
I nodded.
Eve took her phone and sent a text. She didn't have to wait long for a reply and then she said: "She's on her way over here."
"Thanks," I said, not really knowing what to say.
Eve smiled friendly at me. "Can I get you something?"
"Oh, yeah, I could really use some coffee," I said.
"One big mug of coffee, coming up," Eve said as she got up.
I was really happy Eve was here. She had a way of just being here and making me feel secure and taken care off. I liked that about her, but right now I really needed that.
Just when Eve returned from the bar with a mug of coffee, Sue came in.
"Hi Conrad," she said when she entered the seating area. She turned one of the large chairs next to me so it faced me and sat down. She smiled at me with her motherly eyes. "Are you alright?"
I felt like crying when she looked at me like that, but I held it together. "Not really," I replied.
"Tell me what happened," Sue said.
I told her exactly what had happened from the moment I woke up. Sue listened attentively to my side of the story. Her eyes stayed motherly and compassionate, but her face looked a little more serious than I was used to.
When I finished my accounts of the incident, she said: "I see. Do you feel you did something wrong?"
"I'm not sure," I said. "I didn't intend to do something wrong, but I'm not sure."
Sue smiled again. "This has nothing to do with you dear Conrad. Trust me."
I did trust her. And Sue saying it like that to me did make a difference. I sipped my coffee while letting it sink in.
"What happened then?" I asked her. "I don't understand."
Sue looked a little sad when she answered: "This has nothing to do with you. It doesn't even have anything to do with Patty really, although she's the one that needs to deal with it unfortunately. These kind of outbursts are common for people when they have become traumatized."
That made sense to me. Just a couple of days ago I had wondered if someone had maybe pressured her too much in the past. It would explain why she reacted out of context and why she was scared of guys coming on to her, and it made sense that she had felt something like that this morning.
I was just about to ask Sue what she thought might have happened when Patty barged into the room through the door to the corridor. She had dressed and her hair was wet from taking a shower. She was crying.
"I'm so sorry," she said while crossing the room towards us.
I didn't really know what to say, so I kept quiet, but I felt my heart open up to her as soon as I saw her.
"It's okay dear," Sue said. "Come, sit with us."
Patty sat down next to me, tears running down her cheeks. I just opened my arms and hugged her for a little while, letting her know I was still there for her, although I did feel like we had to talk some things out maybe before it was all alright again.
"I'm so sorry," she said again. "I don't know what got into me." She broke the hug, sat up and wiped her tears, looking at Sue.
Sue looked at her with her motherly eyes and said: "It's not your fault dear Patty."
"Of course it's my fault," Patty said. "I got really angry all of the sudden and I even locked Conrad out of the room." She turned to me. "Are you alright?"
"Yes, I'm fine," I said. I was, although I was a little confused still.
"God, why did I do that? Why did I get so angry?" Patty asked herself out loud, putting her hands to her temples. She seemed confused herself. And desperate.
Sue looked at her for a few seconds. Then she said: "Patty, look at me dear."
Patty dropped her hands and looked at Sue.
Sue looked her straight in the eyes when she asked her: "Who hurt you?"
"Nobody hurt me, Conrad didn't do anything wrong," Patty said determined.
"I know Conrad didn't hurt you," Sue said. "But who did? When you were younger?"
Patty turned white as a ghost. She froze for a second. Then she stammered: "No, I can't go there. I'm over that." I got chills when she said that, as if the whole room got cold all of the sudden. And it worried me tremendously. Someone did hurt Patty. I got angry and sad at the same time.
"No, you're not over that," Sue said determined, still looking Patty in the eyes. Then she asked: "Do you trust me?"
Patty nodded.
"Do you feel safe with me? Be honest."
"Yes," Patty said softly.
"Come with me then. I'll help you process it."
Patty just nodded. She knew exactly what this was about. And all I knew was that I had a thousand questions. What had happened to her? Who hurt her? And when? Why didn't she ever tell me anything about it? In the years we had been best friends we had told each other everything, but this she had kept from me. I worried, a lot. And most of all, I hoped my best friend, who I loved so much, would be alright.
Sue and Patty both got up and Sue walked towards the front door with Patty following her in her tracks. Just before leaving the main room Sue said to Eve: "We'll be in the house. Make sure Conrad stays in the barn, will you? She has to do this on her own."
"Of course," Eve said.
As soon as they left, Eve came over again and sat down next to me. She must have read the worries from my face, since she said: "Don't worry Conrad, Sue is really good at this. She has helped both me and Rick deal with the ghosts of our pasts and she'll help Patty as well. She'll be alright, trust me."
I sure was hoping she was right about that.
I went upstairs to our room to put some clothes on, as far as I ever wore clothes over here that is. First, I took a quick shower. There were still some tiny specks of candle wax on my body here and there and I wanted to get rid of them. After my shower I started to put on my chastity cage, figuring Patty would want me to wear it, but when I put the cage on I realized the lock was still on the key around Patty's neck, so I took the ring off again. Instead I put on a pair of black boxers I had. I knew Patty wanted me naked in the barn, but I truly had felt a little too naked without my cage on, so I wanted to at least wear something. I hoped Patty would understand. After putting on my cuffs and collar I headed back downstairs.
Patty was on my mind all the time. I trusted Sue and I knew it would all turn out to be alright, but still, I worried about her and I had to put my worries out of my mind all the time.
I got back in the main room just in time to see Rick enter. He was carrying a large tray with three bowls of oatmeal on them.
"Morning Conrad," he said, smiling heartily at me. "Want to help me feed the slaves?"
"Sure," I said, thinking doing something would help ease my mind. So I followed him into the medieval room where he put the tray on the large desk.
The girls were sitting on the lower bed, both with their blankets wrapped around them. The boy seemed to be sleeping still. I could just make out the top of his latex straitjacket below his blanket and I briefly wondered how he managed to get under a blanket on his own without the use of his hands.
Rick opened the door to the girls' cell and I picked up two of the bowls from the tray, carried them inside and handed one to each of the girls. The skinny girl smiled thankfully at me when she accepted it, but the chubby girl didn't really make eye contact. I was wondering if she was alright.
As soon as I left the cell, Rick slammed the metal barred door shut with a very loud clang, making a lot of noise. It startled the boy in his sleep, waking him up. I took the other bowl inside his cage after Rick had opened his cell. The boy sat up on his bed, dropping the blanket from his shoulders, looking sleepy. I was just about to hand him the bowl when I realized again he couldn't use his hands.
"Err, problem," I said to Rick. "He can't use his hands." I chuckled.
Rick chuckled, looking at the boy. "Oh, I didn't know he was wearing a straitjacket."
"So, what do we do?" I asked him. "Do we take it off or do we feed him later?"
"Britney wanted them fed before 9," Rick said. "Just put it on the floor. If Martin can eat oatmeal from a bowl without using his hands, he should be able to figure it out as well."
I put the bowl on the floor, briefly smiling friendly at the boy, and got out of the cell. Rick closed the door and we both sat on the large desk so we could make sure they were all eating and none of them would suffocate on the thick porridge when they ate it without a spoon.
The girls were sort of drinking their oatmeal from the bowls, but the boy just looked at it, still sitting on his bed. "How am I supposed to eat that?" he asked.
I was about to suggest slurping it up when Rick said: "Figure it out. It's not rocket science."
"Come on," the boy said defiantly. "Can't you just take this thing off me?"
"No," Rick said. "And stop talking about it, just eat it."
The boy sighed, still not moving a muscle.
"Don't make me come in there," Rick said after a little while. "I'm not going to feed you, so you have to find a way to eat it. If I have to come in there it will be just to motivate you, not to help you, and you'll still end up with you face in your breakfast."
The boy seemed to weigh his options, but then he climbed out of his bed, his hands wrapped tightly around his waist by the jacket. He let himself sink to his knees and bent over towards the bowl, only to find it's pretty hard to bend forward with your arms out of order. He had to move a couple of times to find the correct position so he could awkwardly lower his face to the bowl. He tried eating it with his tongue, like dogs do, but human tongues really don't work that way, so he ended up slurping the thick, gooey substance.
"You seem to be comfortable for a sub in dominating the slaves," I said to Rick.
"I'm not a sub," he said. "Well, not all the time. I switch and lately I lean more towards Dom than sub. Except with Sue, I'll always be a sub to her."
"Oh, I see," I said. "Is that why Britney asked you to wax him yesterday?"
"Maybe, but I guess it was mostly because I have some medical training. I usually do the more medical related things around here, including medical play in which you really need to know what you're doing, like needle play or things like that."
"Interesting," I said, watching the boy balance awkwardly above his bowl with his bare ass up in the air, trying to hurry eating his breakfast. I noticed his cock dangle down while he sat like that and then I suddenly realized he fucked me with that cock yesterday evening. I wondered how he felt about that. I wondered how I felt about that.
"Don't you mind working with men?" I asked Rick, curious about his male view on such things.
"No, not at all," he said. "Well, usually that is, I have come across some guys that repulsed me, but on the other hand, so do some women." He chuckled. "But most of the time it's alright with me and sometimes I even think it's hot, depending on the guy and what I'm doing with him."
"Oh, yes, I understand," I said. I guess I felt the same way.
"I need to use the bathroom," the chubby girl said as she put her empty bowl down on the floor.
"Use the bucket," Rick replied.
She looked at the metal bucket on the floor for a few seconds, deliberating her options, but then she said: "I really can't Sir, please may I use the bathroom?"
"What do you mean you can't?" Rick asked.
The girl seemed to blush a little. "I'm not comfortable enough to pee in a bucket Sir," she confessed. "I tried, but I just can't."
Rick sighed. "Alright. You all need to go to the bathroom for a number two anyway after breakfast, so I'll take you first, alright?"
The girl smiled briefly, looking at the floor, and nodded.
We watched the slaves eat and as soon as both girls had finished, Rick opened their cell. I collected their bowls and Rick took the chubby girl to use the bathroom while the boy was still slurping up his breakfast.
Rick took care of the slaves, leading them to the bathroom one by one and supervising a brief shower in the medical room for the girls. The boy just got a quick rinse down of his lower body, since he was still in the straitjacket. While he was working with them, I took care of the room, collecting the blankets and folding up the beds. I even took care of emptying the girls' bucket, the only one that had been used during the night.
When we had finished taking care of the slaves and they were securely locked up in their cells again, we went to the main room where I helped Rick and Eve to get it ready for tonight's masked ball. There was a lot that had to be done. Eve made sure the bar would be ready and extra supplies would be within reach. They were expecting between 25 and 30 guests tonight. That may not sound like a lot, but for a private location of this size, it seemed to me it would be getting pretty crowded and busy.
Sue had told Rick she wanted a long table for guests to sit at if they found a table more convenient and another table for snacks and dishes. The only part of the room that was empty enough to put those tables in was on the playground, leaving only two thirds of the playground available for equipment.
We put up the bondage table, which was very heavy, so we needed the little fork lift to move it, and we placed it in the center of the part of the playground that would be used for play. Around it we put up two different multi functional spanking benches and a lot of smaller devices, like yokes, bars, spreaders and so on. And the remaining room we filled up with cages, two tall ones and two lower cages, one with a bondage bed on top of it.
I liked working with Rick and Eve. Asides from their pleasant company, it made me feel useful and it helped me from worrying about Patty too much. She had been gone quite a while now. I knew she was in good hands with Sue, but I hoped she felt alright and I was really curious to what they were doing.
Britney had joined us. When she noticed we were working, she said she would wait getting the slaves out until we were finished, so they would not get in our way.
We were setting up the tables when Sue and Patty walked in. My heart jumped as soon as I saw my dear friend. I hurried towards her, asking her if she was alright.
"Yes, I am," she said, smiling at me. She looked a little different. I mean, she looked like Patty, but she seemed lighter somehow, relieved maybe. She had been crying, her eyes were puffy and red, but her face beamed. As soon as I was near her, she hugged me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her.
"How are you feeling?" I asked her softly.
"Tired, but way better than this morning," she said.
"What did you do? Did you two talk?" I asked, curious to how Sue would help her with something like this.
"I'll tell you later maybe," Patty said. "Sue says it's better not to talk about it when it's not necessary and just put it all out of my mind, at least for a couple of days. But I'm alright. And I'm really happy to see you. I can't put into words how sorry I am for snapping at you and locking you out this morning."
"Oh, that's alright," I said. "I just want you to be okay."
"Hmm, that's sweet," she said, breaking the hug. She smiled at me. "Are you sure you're alright? It's okay if you're not, you know. I really didn't treat you right."
"Yes, I'm sure," I said. I was alright and I was happy she was alright. She looked softer, warmer somehow.
"Okay then," she said, smiling warmly at me. She paused for a few seconds, looking into my eyes. "You know I really love you, right?"
Her saying that warmed my heart. "Yeah, I think I do know," I said. "And you know I love you a lot, right?"
She chuckled. "Yes, I do. I really do."
We smiled at each other like only lovers can. I was happy she was here. And I was happy Sue had helped her, I could see a real difference in Patty's eyes.
"Oh, I put on underwear," I said. "You still had the lock to my cage with you. I hope you don't mind. I felt weird walking around without my cage while helping out down here."
She grinned at me. "Well, I guess you deserve some time out of your cage and I can understand you would rather wear something, so I think I'll let it slip." She grinned at me. Then she paused, thinking. "You know what, stay out of your cage for a day or so. But I would love to go to the clothing rooms to get you something more sexy than those plain old boxers."
"Oh, I'd love that," I said.
"Great," she said. Her eyes twinkled. "But let's have some tea first, alright? I want to sit and relax a little. I'm really tired."
"Of course Miss," I said, making her grin, and I went to the bar to make us both a large mug of tea.
I had never been to the clothing rooms before. They were huge. There were three rooms, all connected with doors in between. All rooms had a center setting with some chairs, small tables and multiple standing mirrors, but what really impressed me was the sheer amount of clothing on the walls. All walls were covered in racks with the most diverse clothing collection I'd ever seen. There was a lot of latex and leather, but there were clothes in all kinds of fabrics and colors. There must have been hundreds, maybe even thousands of items in these three rooms. There were things hanging and laying around everywhere. I suddenly understood how Patty and Sue could be here for hours, it must have been heaven for girls who love fitting item after item.
Only a small part of the collection was male clothing, but even that collection was large and diverse. I wasn't really a shopper and I just looked around the room, having no idea where to start.
"Damn, those are a lot of clothes," I just said.
Patty chuckled. "Yeah, there's something here for anyone and everything," she said. "Let's see, what should we get you?" She took a few steps back and looked me over. "Lose the boxers perv."
"Of course Miss," I said. I was just about to comply when I realized we had a rule for me to never strip within her sight, so, just to be certain, I asked: "Right here?"
Patty chuckled. "Yes sweet perv, right here will be fine."
I grinned sheepishly while taking off my boxers. Although she'd seen me naked lots of times, it still felt a little strange to take my clothes off in front of my best friend. Exposing my uncage cock to her was enough to make it grow a little. I felt really naked without my cage on.
Patty just grinned at me standing there wearing nothing but my cuffs. "I do like the subby look of you with you naked chest, so no shirt," she said while absent mindedly playing with the key around her neck. "What do you think perv, leather or latex?"
"I'm not sure. I like leather, but I've never worn latex, so maybe I'd like to try that. I love the feel of it when you wear it."
"Latex it is," she said, grinning, before turning towards one of the racks. She browsed between items, picking out a long pair of pants just to wrinkle her nose and put it back. She took her time browsing the items and then came towards me holding a purple pair of latex briefs. The color matched the purple on my cuffs nicely.
"Put these on," she said, handing them to me.
I did. The material felt cold at first. They were small and pretty easy to put on. When I pulled them up they felt really tight in the crotch, squashing my balls against my body. The material felt sexy, but I didn't really like the style. It had a high cut, feeling more like a bikini bottom than some kind of masculine underwear.
"Nope," Patty said immediately and turned back to the rack. I took the briefs off immediately.
Then she came towards me with a black pair of boxers. When I looked inside of it I noticed it had a hole for my cock and balls to go through, so they would go into a pouch on the front. It had a sturdy and masculine looking zipper on the front pouch.



I put them on. They were tight, but not too tight. It took some effort to get the grippy rubber in place, but I managed. I unzipped the pouch to pull my genitals through the hole and to make sure the boxers were positioned correctly before carefully zipping it up again, making sure no skin would get caught in the zipper. It looked nice, the pouch design made my crotch bulge. But most of all, it felt really, really sexy to wear with my cock and balls rubbing the inside of the slick rubber. I got hard just from wearing it.
"Oh, I really like these," I said, hoping Patty would agree.
She smiled, looking at my cock pressing against the rubber. "I can see that," she said, chuckling. "I like them too, so this is a yes." She stepped back a little, looking me over again. "It needs something more. Let's see." She walked around the room to a corner where a lot of shoes and boots were displayed on large shelves and she asked for my shoe size.
She came back with a pair of black military crate boots. They were leather and brushed to have a mild shine to them. I tried them on. It felt weird wearing them without socks, but they fit and we both liked the looks of them, so we decided to use them.
After tying the boots' laces, which was quite a bit of work, I looked at myself in the mirror. I looked sexy. Tough and kinky. I felt sexy. Patty stood besides me while I checked myself out in the mirror and she let her hand glide across the latex on my butt.
"Oh, I like this," she said. I could see in her eyes she did. "And those boxers make your bulge so sexy." She let her hand slide down my belly towards my crotch and then she gripped my genitals through the thick latex, squeezing my balls, making me flinch for a second. Patty chuckled.
"And I like the contents of those bulging boxers too," she said. Then she looked at me very seriously. "You know, I came to realize this morning my problem wasn't you making a move this morning."
I was just about to say I wasn't really making a move, but she put her finger to my lips as soon as she noticed I wanted to say something.
"I know you weren't even making a move," she said, reading my thoughts. "But what I'm trying to say is, it's okay if you do make a move every now and then. I mean, I love having control and I still want that, so don't make a habit out of coming on to me all the time, but I don't want you to feel like showing your affection is wrong somehow. I love you and I know you love me too, and if I can get a grip on this anger issue I really don't mind if you make a move, as long as I can say no if it's the wrong time."
I smiled at her. "Thank you for saying that," I said. "I think I understand. And of course you can say no any time. I would never want to do anything you don't want."
She wrapped her arms around me. "I know," she said. She sighed. "You're one of the good guys."
I just held her and stroked her hair. Part of me felt sad for her that she was struggling with ghosts from her past, as Eve had called it, and another part just loved her. That part thought she was really sexy and hot and sweet. Well, sweet in a Domme's way of course.
"I love you Patty," I said softly into her hair.
"And I love you Conrad," she said. "Thank you for being my boyfriend." I heard that. She said boyfriend. She really said it. She heard herself say it too apparently, because she quickly added. "Don't tell anyone I said that."
I chuckled. "I won't," I said. "But I will tell people I love you, because I really do."
Patty just sighed a relaxed, loving sigh. And we kept hugging to the point it started to turn me on again.
She broke the hug and looked at my reflection in the mirror. "This outfit is great for today, but let's see what we can add for tonight's party, alright? You'll need a mask at the least and maybe something more. And since I seem to have called you my boyfriend, I really want to cash in the 'dress up my boyfriend' check." She grinned at me like a teenage girl.
"Sure, dress me up, use me however and as long as you like," I said, grinning back at her.
"Yay!" she cooed happily and hurried towards a rack of clothing.
We were in the rooms for maybe 30 minutes more and we ended up adding a simple leather chest harness with a heart shaped ring on the center, which she really loved, and a leather hood that closed with lacing on the back. The hood had buckles to which a mouth mask or gag and blindfold could be attached, which were all included with the hood. The mask looked great and although it was really warm to wear, I was looking forward to wearing it tonight, but for now Patty instructed me to take the harness and hood off and put them aside until tonight.
Patty had decided to wear the latex dress she had been wearing tonight, because, as she said, she loves the feel of it and she loved wearing no underwear beneath it, as our little secret. We did find her a mask for the evening. She'd tried on a latex hood, covering her whole head, but she felt too restricted in it and it made her look more like a sub than a Domme, we both agreed. But then she found a latex mask that just covered her eyes, like a rubber blindfold with holes for her eyes, making her look like a hot bandit. She loved it, so we put that aside as well.
We put the items we had selected in our room upstairs and when we came back into the main room Eve and Rick had put up a buffet for lunch. It looked great with the regular fresh produce from their vegetable garden and they had made a wonderful soup. Rick and Britney were filling their plates at the buffet and nobody else seemed to be in the room.
"We've lit the heaters on the terrace," Rick said while we were helping ourselves from the buffet. "If you'd like you could eat there."
"Oh, that sounds great," Patty said. "I could use some fresh air, how about you sweetie?"
"Me too, I'd love to eat outside, if it's not too cold," I said.
We filled our trays with a bowl of soup, a plate of salad and some bread and then we headed down the long corridor to the secluded and canopied terrace in the back. Walking felt strange wearing these large, heavy boots. I was used to walking around here barefoot. And the boxers made a little noise as they moved, but my genitals moving around in their latex pouch felt very sexy. I could get used to this, I thought.
Sue and Eve were sitting at a table. We greeted them and then joined Rick and Britney at a different table, near the long strip of grass running along the entire length of the premises. The weather had cleared, the rain had stopped and the sun was out, although it sometimes hid behind a large cloud. It wasn't really cold, but it was too cold to sit outside almost naked. Luckily the gas heaters provided enough warmth for me to be outside relatively comfortable, at least for half an hour or so.
We ate our lunch. Patty and I exchanged some loving looks every now and then. I loved being here with her. I loved the kinky and casual atmosphere, the people, all of it, but most of all, I loved Patty. And I couldn't put her accidentally calling me her boyfriend out of my mind. It made my heart open in joy.
We casually chatted with Britney while we ate. The better I got to know her, the more I liked her. She was funny, caring, sweet even, and very intelligent. I really appreciated the difference between her personal self and the fierce, sadistic Domme that emerged when she played with the slaves. She almost seemed two different people and she reminded me about how many different sides there usually are within people. And it made me realize I myself had these different sides as well. One moment I was a hard working computer nerd and the next moment a submissive slut or a loving friend. Boyfriend, I thought again and it almost made me chuckle out loud.
"How are your slaves doing?" Patty asked Britney.
"Number one seems fine," Britney answered. "Number two seems close to breaking though. She seems even more closed off than usual, like she stopped making contact. That's a bad sign usually. Number one and the new boy look you in the eyes when you interact with them, but the other girl has stopped doing that."
"That does sound a little unsettling," I said. "How are you going to handle it?"
"Well, aside from asking her if she still wants to continue her training, there isn't much I can do I'm afraid. And I asked her this morning and she still said yes. I could kick her out of the program, but that accomplishes nothing for her. I could ask her what she needs or what would make her feel better, but that defies the whole purpose of the program. So she needs to figure things out for herself I guess. It's not uncommon for people to be like that once they start having their doubts about becoming a lifetime slave. I don't think this training is about that dream, it's about getting to know yourself, coming to understand why you have that dream. So I guess she's doing her share of soul searching and I'm expecting her to quit the program pretty soon. And when she does, I'll involve Jean to help her figure herself out and create a new, authentic feel of identity and self worth for her."
"Does Jean always help people recover when they fail the program?" I wanted to know.
"Usually, yes," Britney said. "As I explained earlier, the whole purpose of the slave training program is to prove to people that being a sub is great, but wanting to live your whole life in slavery is something you really need to think about before you actually commit to that. So people usually have a really hard time during the program and failing it may leave them in some psychological or emotional turmoil when underlying issues surface. It would be irresponsible to just send them home like that. My whole goal is to help people create the lives they really want to live, as slave or sub doesn't really matter to me in the end. And I'll help them figure themselves out, no matter which road they choose for themselves."
Patty chuckled and said: "You make something as harsh as slave training sound really sweet and caring."
Britney grinned. "Well, I might be a little bit of a sadist, but that doesn't mean I don't care about people. I want what's best for them and if I have to hurt them to get that, I'll be happy too."
I suddenly saw her sweetness and fierceness unite and it made me smile. "So, you're not going to be gentle with her because she obviously isn't feeling happy?" I asked.
"Oh no, now is the time to press on," Britney said. "Better to get her to break quickly and quit the program than to drag this out for weeks."
"How are you going to do that?" Patty asked.
"Knowing her, she can handle quite a lot of pain. She loves pain actually, she's a real masochist. But her self worth is really vulnerable. She cries easily when she feels humiliated and she hates getting dirty, so maybe that's something I should address."
"I guess that's true," Rick added to the conversation. "She refused to use the bucket last night. She said she couldn't."
"Yes, it's too degrading for her to pee in a bucket," Britney said. "I was hoping she would break yesterday by letting her get used by those construction workers, but she kept strong. Maybe I should take it to another level today and see what happens."
"Can I volunteer to help?" Patty said. Her eyes were twinkling. "I think I would really like degrading her. And I can't really degrade Conrad, not badly anyway, I love and respect him too much for that, but maybe I can explore that part of my inner Domme with her?"
"Sure," Britney said. "Let's see what happens if we team up a little. It'll be fun. Well, for us, not so much for her." She laughed and snorted her awkward snort. "Just be a little careful, we want to make her experience all parts of slavery to see if she can handle it, not scar her for life."
After lunch we headed back to the main room. Rick lit a cosy fire in the fireplace while Patty, Britney and Sue found themselves a nice place to sit in the seating area next to it. I asked Eve if I could help her make us all drinks. I offered my services, wanting to know how to work the bar, since I figured if we came here this often, I might as well learn how to help Eve and Rick out a little with all the work that needed to be done. Eve happily accepted and while we made tea and coffee while she explained a little what everything was and where I could find things.
Just after we joined the rest, Raven, her boyfriend Tim and Martin entered the barn. As soon as I saw Tim, I realized I had met him before. We had worked together for a couple of years at the company I still worked for. He had left for another job about two years before. I knew him as a great guy, a little shy and quiet usually, at least in a professional work environment, but we had always liked each other. He was a tall guy with broad shoulders, a full beard and rings in his ears. He looked a little like a Nordic metal loving Viking and today he wore a long leather coat and leather pants, making him seem fierce and strong.
"Hey Conrad!" he said as soon as he recognized me. He walked straight up to me, grinning widely and his blue eyes sparkling. "What are you doing here? It's good to see you!"
I was blushing deeply, sitting here in my latex boxers and big boots. "Hi Tim," I said. "I'm here for the same things as you are." I grinned. "I'm here with Patty," I said, looking at her briefly. "She's my... Domme." I almost said girlfriend there, but I corrected myself just in time.
Tim shook Patty's hand, smiling heartily at her, and then sat down across from me. We chatted for a little while about where he was working now and what I was doing professionally, while Raven and Martin left to put their stuff in their room. It was nice seeing him again and after the initial shock of meeting a former colleague unexpectedly, I felt very much at ease with him within minutes.
Raven and Martin returned about fifteen minutes later, Raven still looking normally dressed, wearing black jeans and a Guns 'n Roses T-shirt. Martin was butt naked however, wearing a collar and a leash. He was crawling behind her when they entered.
We greeted Raven as well and watched her offer Martin a treat by spitting in his mouth. It was great seeing them again.
Not much later Britney got up to fetch her slaves. As soon as she entered with them a couple of minutes later, Martin crawled towards them. He went straight for the skinny girl, who he had fucked last week, and tried to put his nose in her crotch. The girl shrieked and giggled as soon has he was near her, trying to keep him at bay with her hands, but she nervously allowed him sniff her groin for a few seconds.
"Martin, come here," Tim commanded with his strong, deep voice.
Martin crawled back and sat down between him and Raven. It made me smile. It still amazed me how committed the guy was to his puppy play. He looked like a smallish naked guy of course, but he really felt like a big, lively dog.
"Hey, do you have a new slave?" Raven asked Britney as soon as she noticed the boy.
"Yes," Britney said. "He goes by number three."
The boy just stood there, smiling sheepishly while still wearing nothing but his latex straitjacket. His cock looked like it was about to get hard again.
"Why does he have no arms?" Raven asked.
"Oh, he's some kind of compulsive masturbator," Britney answered while she put the skinny girl into one of the standing cages.
"No, I'm not," the boy said defiantly.
"And he has a big mouth," Britney sighed while walking over to him. As soon as she was close enough, she bitch slapped his face and said very clearly: "Don't speak unless you're spoken to."
The boy's eyes shot fire for a second after he got over the initial shock of being slapped, but he quickly recomposed himself and grinned sheepishly at his Mistress. Britney stretched out her hand and grabbed hold of his balls, squeezing and stretching them, making the boy flinch and grunt.
"Now, I was just about to take off this straitjacket," she said. "But apparently you don't deserve to be let out, so I guess I'll leave it on you for a while longer."
"No, please take it off," the boy said.
It seemed like Mistress Britney tightened her grip on his sensitive balls, since he started to bend his knees and moved his hips forward, trying to find a way to ease the pressure and pulling on his nuts. I noticed his cock getting harder though.
"Please what?" Mistress Britney said.
"Please Mistress," the boy said quickly. "Please take off the jacket Mistress."
"Why? You want to play with your little dick again?"
"No Mistress. I won't, I promise," the boy said, his face grimacing in pain.
Mistress Britney let go of his balls. She looked at her hand for a second and wrinkled her nose as she noticed she had some precum on her hand.
"See, you're leaking already, even without touching yourself, you little horny bastard," she said. Then she wiped her hand on his forehead and nose.
The boy looked at her silently. Mistress Britney stared back at him, as if she was deliberating if he could be trusted. Then she stood behind him and started to unbuckle the straps holding his arms behind his back.
"Your arms need to move about or they'll become sore and useless," she said while she worked. "We can't have that. But I'm going to make sure you won't be masturbating again."
"I wasn't masturbating," the boy said again.
Mistress Britney just sighed and looked at Rick, asking him: "Rick, could you get some metal cuffs? And a short chain?"
Rick nodded and went to retrieve the requested items.
"I love seeing Britney work," Patty whispered to me. She sat next to me and had put her hand on my bare leg, caressing the smooth skin. I smiled at her. I loved how much she loved all these kinky things.
Britney efficiently helped the naked boy out of his straitjacket. I could see the imprints on his chest where the jacket's folds had been pressing on his skin all night and all morning. As soon as Rick got back, he helped her put the metal cuffs on the boy's wrists. Mistress Britney then connected the cuffs with the short chain behind his back, pushed him into another standing cage and closed the door with a loud clang. The boy looked around sheepishly, standing there on full display. I felt empathy for the guy, because he obviously got turned on easily from being seen naked and he had no way of keeping the evidence of his mild arousal out of sight for the people in the room, who were staring at the whole display.
"Well, that's taken care off," Britney said. "Next!"
She walked over to the chubby girl, grabbed a handful of her hair and dragged her to the center of the playground.
"Kneel," Mistress Britney said, emotionless and stern. She looked like the stern schoolteacher again, handling an unwilling student who deserved detention.
The girl kneeled on the hardwood floor. Mistress Britney slowly paced up and down in front of her with her hands behind her back.
"It has come to my attention you didn't use the bucket to pee in last night, is that correct?" she asked the girl sternly.
The girl stayed quiet for a second or two before she softly said: "Yes Mistress."
"Why was that?" Mistress Britney asked.
"I couldn't Mistress," the girl answered, looking at the floor in front of her.
"That's not an answer to my question. Why couldn't you?"
The girl paused again for a little while before answering: "I don't know Mistress."
"Are you to good to use a bucket?" Mistress Britney asked. "Is a bucket below your standards?"
The girl just kept looking at the floor silently.
Mistress Britney stopped pacing and stood in front of the girl with her hands behind her back. "Look at me," she said.
The girl looked up at her Mistress.
"Do you still want to continue your slave training?" Mistress Britney asked.
"Yes Mistress," the girl said, looking her in the eyes.



"Are you sure?" Mistress Britney asked.
"Yes Mistress," the girl said, although she paused a little before responding. She seemed hesitant to me.
"You do realize being a slave is much worse than just peeing in a bucket, right?"
"Yes Mistress," the girl said, averting her eyes again and looking at the floor.
"If you come to be a true slave, there will be times you'd wish you could pee in a bucket. So, think carefully about it before you answer my question, are you sure you still want to be trained and become a slave?"
The girl remained silent for a few seconds, staring at the floor in front of her. I was sure she was going to say no when she looked up at her Mistress and determinedly said: "Yes Mistress, I'm sure."
Mistress Britney sighed, looked down at the naked chubby girl kneeling in front of her for a little while before saying: "Alright then."
Mistress Britney calmly walked towards a closet and came back with a black marker. She squatted in front of the girl, keeping her knees together very lady like, and took the cap of the marker. Then she slowly wrote the letters s, l, a, v, e on the top of the girl's chest.
"For your information," Mistress Britney said, "I wrote slave. So, what are you?"
"I'm a slave," the girl said softly.
"Louder. Let everyone hear."
"I'm a slave," the girl said, louder this time.
"That's right," Mistress Britney said before she rose and turned around, towards us. Everyone in the seating area was quietly watching the scene.
"Miss Patty, would you mind coming over here for a second?" Mistress Britney asked.
"Sure," Patty said. She smiled at me briefly before getting up and walking over there in her yoga pants and purple T-shirt.
"What do you see when you look at this girl?" Mistress Britney asked Patty while they stood together, looking down on her.
"I see a slut," Patty said. "A pretty dirty one for that matter."
"Would you mind writing that on her body?" Mistress Britney asked, offering the marker to Patty.
"Not at all," Patty said, grinning widely. She took the marker, squatted in front of the girl, and took her time writing 'dirty' and 'slut' on the girl's right boob. I saw Patty's eyes twinkle when she got up and looked my way. Seeing her write that on the girl's body actually had turned me on a little.
"What are you?" Mistress Britney asked the girl again.
"I'm a dirty slut," the girl said clearly so everyone could hear.
"Thank you," Mistress Britney said to Patty. Then she turned towards us again and said: "Master Rick, what do you see when you look at this girl?"
Rick got up and walked towards them, accepting the offered marker from Patty. He squatted down and wrote large letters on her upper thigh spelling 'fat'.
"What are you?" Mistress Britney said again.
"I'm fat," the girl said.
I watched the girl's face carefully. She didn't look happy. She even looked near crying, especially after saying that last word. I felt sorry for her. Mistress Britney ignored it though, although I'm sure she noticed it too. She just asked Raven what she saw when she looked at the girl and Raven wrote 'whore' on the girls belly with an arrow pointing down at her groin.
"What are you?" Mistress Britney asked.
"I'm a whore," the girl said softly.
"Louder."
"I'm a whore," the girl said out loud.
"Who's next?" Mistress Britney asked the spectators.
Tim offered himself and wrote 'pig' on her empty thigh. Then Mistress Britney made the girl say "I'm a pig!"
Right when she said that, Charlie and Jean entered the main room, carrying their luggage.
"Oh naked chick with body writing!" Charlie immediate exclaimed when she saw the girl. "I'm right on time I see."
We all chuckled and greeted her and Jean.
"Yeah, we're writing on her what we see when we look at that pathetic excuse for a slave," Mistress Britney explained. "Want to have a go?"
"Fuck yeah!" Charlie said and enthusiastically accepted the marker. She wrote 'pathetic' on the girl's arm and Mistress Britney made the girl say out loud: "I'm pathetic!"
When Charlie sat down near me she asked me quietly: "Are we degrading her?"
"Yeah," I quietly said back.
"Cool! Can I piss on her?" she asked.
I laughed. "I don't know," I said, still laughing. "Ask Britney."
"Can I piss on her?" Charlie yelled through the whole room.
"Not yet, maybe later!" Mistress Britney yelled back as if it was the most normal question in the world.
Patty meanwhile wrote 'stupid' on the girl's forehead and the girl said "I'm stupid!" as soon as Mistress Britney had told her what Patty wrote. I thought I saw a tear run down her cheek when she said it. Rick wrote 'useless' on her and the girl repeated it. Tim wrote 'cocksleeve' on her. Charlie wrote 'urinal' on her.
We continued for a while until we ran out of room to write on her. She looked kinda kinky with all these words and short phrases written on her with the black marker in all kinds of different handwriting. I still felt sorry for the girl, it seemed to me she was in over her head and didn't want to throw the towel into the ring, and that's why I didn't write anything on her. I did love the idea of body writing though and I made a mental note to mention that to Patty.
Britney walked over to Tim and they had a short conversation. Tim squatted down and spoke with Martin for a few seconds, who nodded. Then Tim nodded to Britney. Britney grinned and went over to the buffet while Tim took off his long leather coat.
When Mistress Britney came back she was holding a jar of peanut butter and a spoon.
"Lay on your back," Mistress Britney ordered the girl.
The chubby girl laid down on her back, carefully arranging her hair before putting the back of her head on the floor. Mistress Britney then squatted next to her and put a large glob of peanut butter on one of the girl's nipples, using the spoon to smear it out a little. Next, she did the same with the other nipple.
"Cool, food play," Charlie cooed.
"Go on Martin," Tim said. "Lick it up!"
Martin quickly crawled towards the girl, who was watching him come towards her with large, scared eyes. He immediately pushed his mouth on the nearest nipple and used his whole mouth to eat the peanut butter as fast as he could and he wasn't gentle with the sensitive flesh below it. The girl shrieked as soon as his mouth touched her nipple. She tried to use her hands to push him away, but he wouldn't budge. He ate the most of the peanut butter within seconds and continued to lick and nibble her sticky nipple to get it all. He noticeably bit her nipple briefly, making the girl squeal again.
Then Martin moved to the other nipple. He didn't bother going around her he just put his hands on the center of her chest, pinning her down, and dove in, lapping at the peanut butter, gobbling it up.
Mistress Britney roughly pried the girl's legs apart and put a large spoon of peanut butter on the girl's pussy. The girl shrieked again when she felt the cold of the spoon on her labia when Mistress Britney smeared out the sticky substance. Then she waited a few seconds for Martin to finish the peanut butter from the girl's nipple. As soon as he lifted his head she tapped on the girl's pubic area, drawing his attention. Martin dove in immediately while still sitting kneeled next to the girl, burying his head between her legs. The girl shrieked again. I guess Martin wasn't gently licking her to make her enjoy it, but was using his whole mouth, including his teeth, to eat as much of the sticky mess as fast as he could. After a few seconds he put his knee over the girl, straddling her, to get better access. His meaty looking cock, which was half hard, dangled right in front of the girl's face. She looked at it wide eyed, panting a little from the stressful experience of a grown man playing doggy going at her sensitive parts with his mouth.
"Can I join in?" Charlie asked Mistress Britney. "I'd love to dirty her up a little if you don't mind."
"Not at all, be my guest," Mistress Britney replied, smiling at the pretty girl with her curly hair.
Charlie hurried to the buffet. She got herself a bowl and put a couple of large scoops of a finely diced potato salad in it. She started towards the chubby girl when she seemed to think about something. She put the bowl on the table and quickly stripped the bottom half of her clothing, exposing her curly pubes and long legs. Then she took the bowl and walked towards the girl.
"Move boy," she said to Martin, who still had his head buried between the girls legs, lapping at her pussy. She pushed against his hips with an outstretched arm, as if she was trying not to come to close to his naked, male body.
Martin got off the girl and crawled around her until he was sitting between her legs. The girl followed his every move with wide eyes. Martin put his hands on the inside of the girl's thighs, pinning them down and spreading her legs, before he pressed his face against her groin again, making the girl yet shriek again.
Charlie immediately squatted down on the girl's face, pressing her bare pussy on the girl's mouth and nose, silencing her sounds.
"Here's something to eat for you too," she said to the girl, grinning widely.
The girl just made a muffled sound.
Charlie scooped up some of the salad from the bowl with her fingers and put it in her mouth.
"Oh, this is really good," she said, putting a second scoop in her mouth immediately. "Better not let it to go to waste too much." Then she dug her fingers in the bowl again and smeared a lot of the tacky salad on the girl's fat tits. Pieces of potato and corn stuck to the soft flesh of her jugs.
The chubby girl started trashing about a little, apparently struggling to breathe. Charlie lifted her pussy a little and the girl gasped for air a few times before Charlie put her pussy back on the girl's face again, sitting on it with her full weight.
"I love it when they struggle," Charlie said while smearing another hand of the salad on the girl's round belly, covering some of the words that were written there.
Martin was still lapping at the girl's pussy, but now he noticed the salad on her belly and he quickly moved up, licking it up, spreading the gooey substance out over the girl's skin with his whole face. He licked and licked, slowly moving upwards to her tits.
Charlie let the girl breathe again, grinning at the sight of the small naked guy licking the girl's body. The girl tried to use her hands to protect herself a little, but Charlie quickly pinned the girl's upper arms under her shins, immobilizing her enough so she couldn't reach Martin, who was now nibbling on her nipples again.
Charlie lifted her hips a little, giving the girl room to breathe and move her mouth a little, while saying: "Lick it slut. Lick my dirty pussy."
The girl apparently didn't respond quickly enough, since a few seconds later Charlie grabbed a tit and pressed her nails into it, yelling: "Lick it bitch!"
The girl grunted and moved her face up a little, burying her tongue into Charlie's wet slit, lapping at it.
"That's it," Charlie said, grinning, before putting another scoop of salad on the girl's tit. Martin immediately began eating it.
Patty came to sit next to me, smiling at me.
"Are you having fun perv?" she asked, stroking my hair.
I grinned at the familiar face of my best friend. "Yeah, I am," I said. "I do feel a little sorry for the girl though."
"Hmm," Patty said, smiling lovingly at me, her eyes twinkling. "You're such a sweet guy. She'll be fine, she's supposed to not have fun today."
"I guess," I said.
Patty wrapped my arm around her shoulders and snuggled against my naked chest. I loved the feel of her hair on my skin. Together we kept watching the scene.
"Can he fuck her in the ass?" Charlie asked Tim, nodding at Martin.
"Yeah, sure," Tim said. "Does anyone have some lube?" he then asked the gathered people.
"Just use this," Charlie said, grinning at Tim, while she stretched out a hand full of the potato salad. "It's pretty slippery and the larger chunks will probably just fall off."
Rick grinned back at Charlie and opened his hand to accept the offered potato salad. Then he squatted next to his dog like sub. He efficiently ran his hand along the guy's cock, lubing it up as well as he could, while large pieces of the salad were dropping to the floor. Martin got fully hard within seconds now that someone was touching his penis.
When Tim thought he was hard and slippery enough, he said to Charlie: "Can you help her put her ass up?"
Charlie put the bowl on the floor next to her, bent over a little to grab the inside of the girl's knees and pulled them towards her, tilting her hips until her ass was off the floor. The girl seemed to have stopped licking the pussy in front of her for a moment.
Tim rubbed his hand between her butt cheeks to make her asshole a little slippery and to get most of the sticky salad on his hand off. Then he guided Martin's cock towards the girl's asshole. As soon as Martin felt something touch his cockhead, he began to push forward. For a moment nothing seemed to be happening until the girl squealed as Martin's large cockhead popped into her butthole.
Martin just pushed forward, penetrating her roughly. The girl hollered from the obvious painful penetration. Within a second Martin was making fucking motions. He was going at her pretty quickly and the girl made all kinds of sounds that sounded like she wasn't really having too much fun with Martin's big dick in up her butt.
"Keep licking bitch," Charlie said as she let go of the girl's knees and took both nipples in her hands, pulling and twisting them, making the girl yell at another kind of pain added to her predicament. It took a second before she realized what Charlie said and that she was supposed to be licking the hairy pussy in front of her, but as soon as the realization sank in she lifted her head and pressed her tongue against Charlie's pussy again, licking her frantically.
Martin increased his pace, ramming his hard cock into the poor girl's ass again and again. He was leaning on his hands, that he put next to the girl's chest on the floor, and watched the girl lap at the pussy in front of him. Her large, slightly saggy tits bounced around in a circular motion as her whole body moved from Martin ramming his pubic bone against her pussy time and time again.
A few minutes later Charlie held the bowl with salad over the girl and turned it upside down. She used her fingers to scoop all of the potato salad on the girl's chest. Then she used both hands to smear it out over her whole upper torso, gliding her slippery and dirty hands over the girl's fat udders and upper belly.
"That is one hell of a dirty slut we've got here," Charlie cooed, grinning triumphantly at her handy work. "She looks disgusting."
"She does, doesn't she?" Mistress Britney said, standing next to her.
The girl just moaned painful sounding groans and whimpers against Charlie's pussy as her tits bounced around.
"Can I piss on her now?" Charlie asked Mistress Britney.
Mistress Britney chuckled. "Sure, go ahead," she said.
Charlie grinned widely. She almost jumped up, turned around and squatted over the girl's face. She used one hand to hold the girl's hair to steady her head and the other hand to spread her pussy, preparing to piss right into the girl's face.
"No, please!" the girl begged, staring with scared looking eyes at the spread out pussy right in front of her face, afraid of what would come out of it.
Mistress Britney put a hand on Charlie's shoulder, making sure she didn't let go yet, and said: "Did you just say no?!?"
"Yes... no..." the girl stammered, panting, as she still got pounded in her ass by Martin's big cock.
"Slaves don't get to say no," Mistress Britney said sternly. "Slaves get pissed on if someone wants to piss on them."
"Yeah," Charlie said. "And she has to drink it too."
"No! Please!" the girl begged again. She started crying. She seemed to think for a brief second and then she said: "Red! Red!"
Matin immediately pulled his cock out of her and crawled backwards, leaving the girl alone. Charlie stood up and took a couple of steps back.
For a short second, the naked girl laid there, alone on the floor, all covered in salad and Martin's drying saliva, her ass crack full with pieces of potato and corn, and her whole body covered in writing. She was crying. And they were real tears she was crying, not some kind of tears from play being intense but still good, these were tears of defeat and humiliation. She was sobbing.
Then immediately Britney knelt next to her. "Come here Nikki," she said warmly.
Nikki sat up and Britney wrapped her arms around her. Nikki curled up in a ball against her Mistress, sobbing softly, while Britney stroked her hair.
"It's alright, it's over," Britney said softly and gentle. "You did good. You're safe now."
Eve hurried towards them, unfolding a blanket and putting it around the naked girl, while Jean approached them silently and sat close by to see how the girl was doing and if her expertise was needed.
Everyone there stood or sat watching them in complete silence. The girl reaching her limit and using her safe word was something impressive to behold. It made us all respect her and feel for her. And we were all aware this wasn't just about this one scene, her using her safe word ended a period of multiple weeks of being used, degraded, neglected, tortured and hurt. And all this because this previously nameless girl wanted to experience it. And now it had ended. I could only imagine her feeling like she had failed and it had all been in vain, but I trusted in Britney and Jean to help her back on her feet in the next couple of days and help her figure out what she truly wanted and needed in the next few weeks or months.
Patty sat against me, leaning on my shoulder with her hand on my heart while we watched Britney cradling the girl, who had stopped sobbing, holding her tightly and securely, rocking back and forth slowly while stroking her hair and softly whispering to her that she did alright and it was all okay now, that she was safe now and nobody would hurt her or make her do anything at all. People that had been standing around sat down in the seating area's. Martin sat back down on the floor between Tim and Raven and Raven used a couple of wet wipes to clean him up. He looked like he really needed a shower and some wet wipes wouldn't be enough.
Charlie had put her pants back on and when she sat down, she jokingly whispered to us: "Does this mean I don't get to piss on her?"
She made us all chuckle.
"Are you alright?" Patty asked me, sitting up so she could see my face.
"Yeah, I guess," I said. "This scene was both a little horrifying and beautiful to me. As a sub it's pretty scary to see someone get pushed to their limits."
Patty smiled at me and I could see the love and understanding in her eyes.
Britney and Jean helped the messy girl up. She was still wrapped in her blanket. Britney's clothes, that usually looked very neat, were stained with drying pieces of potato and corn from the salad that still had covered Nikki's body. Jean and Britney held the girl between them, still touching her and caring for her, while leading her away into the corridor. I supposed they were going to help her get cleaned up and provide the necessary after care.
We all hung out together for a while. With the emotional drama over, the atmosphere turned light again in the course of a couple of minutes. Eve turned on some cheerful music and tended the bar. We all got ourselves some drinks, Patty having a glass of wine and me having a beer. Then we sat together with Raven, Tim and their unusual pet next to the cosy fire and chatted with each other, getting to know our new friends a little better.



After about an hour Britney returned with Nikki, who was wearing the black jumpsuit she had worn when she entered the barn yesterday. I assume she didn't bring any other clothes with her than that jumpsuit. Nikki smiled shyly but genuine at us, standing next to Britney.
"Hey, everyone, may I have your attention for a second please?" Britney said using her teacher's voice. The conversation died and we all looked in their direction. "May I please introduce Nikki to you all? She'll be our honored guest for the rest of the weekend. And by guest I mean a real guest, so please don't include her in any form of play unless she really wants to join in. I want to make absolutely clear that she's not a slave anymore. She's a woman with a name, and her name is Nikki. Alright?"
From various places in the room, people said: "Hi Nikki," acknowledging the young woman standing next to Britney.
Nikki smiled at us. Her eyes smiled. She seemed happy to have been discharged from her slave role. I noticed her looking in the direction of the skinny girl, standing there in her cage. Her eyes had an apologetic look in them when they met the skinny girl's eyes. I realized they had shared a long and intense time with each other. Spending weeks in slavery together must have been way more intense and bonding than I would have guessed, having seen them just a few times. The skinny girl smiled at her though, and she briefly put her hand on her naked chest, right on top of her heart, as if she wanted to let her know she loved and respected her.
Britney and Nikki joined us in the seating area with the fireplace. Eve came by, asking Nikki what she wanted to drink and the girl immediately asked for a large cup of hot chocolate, as if she had been dreaming about the moment she could have that again during her weeks of slavery.
We chatted a little with her. She was nice, sweet and shy. It dawned on me she wasn't the brightest girl I'd ever met, but I liked her. And I liked how supportive Britney was towards her and how much she showed genuine respect to her. It was nice to see.
"I'm really tired," Patty softly said to me after a little while. "It's not that late, maybe I'll go and lay down for an hour or so before dinner."
I looked at her. Her eyes looked warm and bright, but her face had looked a little tired the whole afternoon, ever since her long session with Sue.
"Of course Miss," I said, smiling lovingly at her.
"Would you come with me for a couple of minutes, to tuck me in?" she asked.
"I'd love to," I said, meaning every single word.



        