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1. Controlled by Her: Fantasies and Femdom

'Remember that thing we talked about? Amelia's away all weekend. Go to her room - you'll know what to do. Mel x'

Adam reread the scribbled note. Then a second time, and a third. There was nothing more to it, but he immediately knew what it referred to.

In the month since meeting on a dating app, Adam and Mel had been hooking up a few times each week. Their relationship was nothing more than casual and physical, but for both of them that was for the best. Half the time they were together was spent fucking in bed, or on the couch, or on the floor. The shower too, a couple of times. The other half of their time together was occupied by much needed rest as they recovered their breathing and relaxed their muscles before the next round of intensity.

One morning, after an evening of unsurpassed ecstasy during which Mel lost count of the number of times she had orgasmed, their relationship shifted gear. In between bobs of her head down the length of Adam's shaft, Mel asked, "What's your biggest fantasy?" She returned nonchalantly to her blowjob, which worked wonders to both soothe the ache from the previous night's activity while also fixing Adam to the bed in a state of unrelenting pleasure. He struggled to think of an answer as Mel sped up, plunging down from tip to balls, demonstrating Adam's most loved skill of hers. He always struggled to make a coherent sentence when Mel’s mouth was wrapped so tightly around him, and she knew it.

In one last display of skill, Mel eased down the remaining inch of Adam's cock until it had all but disappeared from view, reaching into her throat. She spluttered and coughed, having never before been able to deepthroat Adam's six-and-a-half-inch cock, and so she had to slowly raised herself off it. Adam groaned as his hot throbbing cock, now covered in a sheen of saliva and precum, met with the cool air in Mel's bedroom. Noticing how desperately it wanted to be touched, she took it in her hands and began to slowly stroke. From behind her tangles of blonde hair, her piercing blue eyes looked up at Adam's and she repeated her question: "What's your biggest fantasy?"

Unable to say no to the woman lying between his legs, giving him excruciatingly rounds of pleasure with every firm stroke and transfixing him with her glistening eyes, Adam had no choice but to answer her question, completely and to the full extent of the truth. "I've always wanted to be dominated by a woman," he said in between shallows of air as the pleasure in his cock steadily rose. "I want to be tied to a bed and be teased by a beautiful dominatrix. I would do anything she'd say and submit to being her sex slave."

Mel smiled and sped up her strokes. She kissed the underside of the cock head, sending a shiver running up Adam's spine that pushed him close to the edge of orgasm, then she asked, "Would you like me to be your dominatrix?"

"Yes."

Mel just replied with "Good." Adam's simple answer was all she wanted to hear. Her hands tightened around his cock and accelerated their movements up and down the length of the shaft. Caught off guard by the increased intensity and overwhelmed by the thought of Mel fulfilling his most desired sexual fantasy, Adam's body shook as he neared a body-shaking orgasm. Feeling the built-up pressure in his cock, Mel lowered her head once again, now more confident in her deepthroating abilities. Adam's hips buckled and pushed into Mel's throat. Waves of ecstasy pounded throughout Adam's body and released from his cock. His cum spewed out with tidal force as Meg held herself down on the pounding organ. She felt each shot hit the back of her throat one after another as he moaned in pleasure. Once Adam’s orgasm had subsided and he lay motionless on the bed, exhausted, Mel rose up and off his cock. She held his hot load in her mouth.

Not being one to swallow, Mel kneeled between his legs and let the cum drool out of her mouth and onto her pale perky breasts. Adam watched, entranced by the display. Mel was gorgeous and she proved time and time again an effortless ability to make him feel amazing. He never wanted to let her go.

It had been two weeks ago since that day, and not a moment had gone by that Adam had not thought about it. Mel's eagerness at living out his fantasy had lifted a weight off his shoulder. In Adam's experience, finding someone he could have more than just vanilla sex with was always challenge, and since Mel had broached the topic he knew he would leap at any opportunity to explore his fantasies with her. It was all the more devastating, then, that now he had the right person to be kinky with there was no longer an opportunity to perform those kinks. Adam's cramped flat and nosy flatmates provided no potential for intimacy. Most of their sex was therefore at Mel's, but there the greatest obstacle was her housemate, Amelia.

Mel and Amelia had been friends since college and had moved into together after graduating. Their house, in fact, was owned by Amelia's parents, although it was one of several of their properties and Amelia had full run of it undisturbed. Mel was therefore extremely grateful that Amelia allowed her to stay free of board, and the two women got on well. The only issue was Mel's privacy. Normal sex was fine, but Amelia was constantly around working from home, making most of their activities restricted by to Mel's room. Despite her initial enthusiasm, Mel was adamant to wait to play out Adam's fantasy until they had a lot of time alone so they could be loud. Not wanting to push his luck, Adam agreed, and for two weeks he waited, with Mel teasing him every now and then by bringing up what she might do to him.

The wait, then, was over. They had a weekend alone. Adam read the note a final time and went to Amelia's bedroom.

*****

The house always impressed Adam. Secluded from the surrounding suburbs, the walk up its sweeping driveway filled Adam with anticipation, knowing that each time he entered the house he'd soon be having amazing sex with Mel. That day that he found her note, Adam had expected to be meeting her in the house. Instead, he knocked the door to no answer, but noticed the corner of the note sticking out from under the front door mat, along with the key.

He let himself in. Having spent some time in the house, Adam liked to think he knew his way around. Amelia's bedroom, however, was one of the few places he had not been in, having only chanced a few glimpses inside from along the hall. The entryway, with its broad staircase leading to the four bedrooms upstairs, always reminded Adam of something belonging to an old mansion fit for a murder mystery.

Having never before been alone in the house, its draughty windows and floorboards that creaked with each step contributed to a surprisingly eerie atmosphere. Adam ignored his concerns and approached Amelia's room, eager to see how his fantasy would come to life.

He pushed open the heavy wooden frame and stepped in. Amelia had transformed the master bedroom into an immaculate space of style and class, befitting her glamorous lifestyle. A divan and coffee table occupied one side while a makeup table and ornate vanity took the other. One door led through to an ensuite and another, Adam guessed from Amelia's frequent mention of it, opened into an impressive walk-in closet. It was the four-poster bed in the middle of the room, however, which drew his attention. Up close, it was more impressive than ever. It's dark wood frame for the majestic look of the room, and its luxuriously detailed purple drapes were tied back to allow Adam to find a second note placed on the silky-smooth golden bedsheets.

'Everything you need is in the footlocker. Don't forget the gag and blindfold. I'll be back soon and won't be happy if you're not secured and naked like we talked about.'

Seeing the same spidery handwriting rid Adam of his doubts. He thought Mel could have been teasing him with a prank, but looking inside the mahogany footlocker proved that she wasn't. Inside he found four shackles, a ball gag and a blindfold - everything he needed to fulfil his fantasy. He didn't know when she managed to buy all these; she did well to hide it from him.

Adam read the note again. Not knowing how much time he had before Mel returned, and not wanting to first chance he had to live-out his fantasy, Adam got to work. First, he stripped, struggling to undo each button of his shirt as his fingers trembled in anticipation. Nevertheless, he was soon completely naked and was surprised by how hard he'd become, imagining the events to come. He stuffed his clothes in the now empty footlocker. Then, ignoring the blood pumping through his cock, he prepared the shackles by attaching one to each bedpost with their ends free for his wrists and ankles. He lay on the bed with his head resting on a plump pillow, glad to find each chain to be at a comfortable length, then placed the gag and blindfold beside him. Everything was ready.

Adam reached and secured his ankles. The restraints, like manacles, fit surprisingly snuggly and allowed for easy adjustment. When satisfied with their tightness, he put on the gag, finding the ball an effective way method to prevent his speech, while still allowing audible moans. Next, he secured his left wrist, leaving his right arm as the only free limb. The blindfold was next to go on, and it's heavy and thick material effectively blocked out all light. Finally, he reached for the final cuff. In his blinded state, it took some effort to slip his wrist into position. Without having considered the immobile state he was putting himself into, Adam tightened the lock and lay back. He was trapped, naked and spread eagle on the bed.

He panicked first, wondering what an idiot he was to put himself in this situation. It could be dangerous, couldn’t it? But he trusted Mel. This was what he had dreamed of for year, and it was finally going to happen. His erection didn't let up either, and he felt it point up at him with every pump of his heart. For now, though, he could do nothing. Mel would be back soon, and until then his anticipation would continue building.

*****

It was twenty minutes later, or so Adam estimated, that he heard the front door slam. His cock had gone soft during his wait, but the thought of Mel returning stirred life back into it. Adam's arms and legs had remained remarkably comfortable in his spread position, though the sound of footsteps coming up the stairs had him shifting and stretching as much as he could with his restricted limbs, preparing for what might come.

She reached the top of the stairs and Adam lay still. Footsteps approached, then the bedroom door creaked open. She moved towards him with slow and purposeful steps. His body tensed and he felt her presence standing over time. His cock grew firmer, desperate to be touched. As he began to grow restless, he felt nails run along the side of his body, from hip then up to his nipple. He groaned into his gag, almost embarrassed by his involuntary audible response.

Her fingers remained where they were then pinched his nipple, which had also become erect in the coolness of the bedroom. He moaned again. The fingers released their grip. Without any touch, he strained against his bonds once again, urging for the next feel of her skin on his.

She moved round the bed. The mattress subsided in between his spread legs as knelt over him and inched towards his torso. He felt the warmth emanating from her body's position between his thigh. Any closer and she'd be perched right on his lap. Imagining her proximity to it, his cock throbbed even harder.

For a moment they were both motionless, waiting for the next move. Then the nails returned. Both hands scratched gently up his thighs, sending vibrations through his body. Her finger lingered an inch away from his throbbing cock. The teasing caused his heartbeat to accelerate, which in turn led his cock to twitch unrelentingly. Her fingernails continued their work. They moved in spirals, threatening to finally touch the awaiting cock and balls, but instead they moved lower, reaching down and drawing lines up and down his exposed taint. He shivered in response. Before the sensations became too much, she moved away and gradually brought her nails back down to his knees.

He felt her shift position. What was next? He wanted to ask her but knew it wasn't worth the effort to moan into his gag. Something new began to tickle him. The curtains of her hair cascaded onto his thighs. She leaned over him and stray strands fell over his cock which twitched as a result of its first touch. He couldn't help but groan, as if pleading for her to touch him properly. Perhaps she read his mind, or knew exactly the meaning behind his muffled sounds, as she lowered her head over his waiting member.

The feeling of her hot breath had his cock pulsing as he strained his muscles, trying to reach up to her warm mouth. Recognising his eagerness, she waited. Then her tongue lapped at the engorged head, tasting the drop of precum that had formed. He groaned at this first real touch. Her tongue licked the length of his cock, down to his balls then back up to his head. Then, as if bored of all her teasing, she opened wide and consuming the head of his cock. Her mouth, warm and tight, had him shaking with pleasure. She bobbed down half the length of his shaft before coming up, then performed the action again and again in smooth and metronomical repetitions.

Each motion brought him closer and closer to an orgasm which he had felt building since she first entered the room. He squirmed and shuffled as much as he could. He wanted desperately to spit out his gag so he could release at least some of his pent-up energy in shouts of climactic ecstasy. But the ball gag remained firmly in place, just as her mouth remained tightly pleasuring his cock. As he grew close to an edge, imagining Mel's blue eyes staring back and enjoying the sight of him struggle, she ended her blowjob in one smooth motion. Out of her mouth, his cock lay desperate for more. The orgasm that had been so close instead subsided as all stimulation was ceased. A muffled shout of frustration echoed through the room.

His heartbeat calmed down while she stayed kneeling in her spot. Then she moved again, lifting her legs over to straddle his lap. From the silky nakedness of her legs, he guessed she was naked, at least from the waist down. The thought of her tight body sitting there had his cock pulsing, desperate to be fucked. When she shifted forward, the soft lips of her pussy pressed down on his shaft. Using one hand to lift his cock into position, she lowered herself onto him. Slowly, she was filled with his cock, and she sat still with it throbbing in her tight vagina.

He wanted to thrust his hips and finally fuck her after all the torturous build-up he had endured, but she remained planted on top of him and pushed his shoulder into the bed with her arms. If they were going to fuck, it would be at her speed. But she didn't fuck him yet. Rather, she leant forward. The slight movement was an agonising tease for his cock. Her head hovered over his. She kissed his cheek, above and below the straps of his gag, then tugged his earlobe with her teeth. She sucked at his necked, leaving behind a small love bite. Then she returned to her face. He felt her fingers reach up and under his blindfold. With one smooth motion she removed it. He blinked as he adjusted to the light. The eyes looking back at him were deep and brown. They weren't Mel's - they were Amelia's.

*****

Adam panicked a twisted as much as he could in his bonds, but Amelia remained firmly planted on top of him and with his hard cock tightly inside her. His surprise and anger only seemed to increase the intensity of his erection as blood pumped through him harder and faster.

"Hello Adam," Amelia purred, smiling at his position of weakness. Her smooth voice sent chills through him. "Weren't expecting me, were you?" She laughed as he shook side to side as hard as he could, but all his effort achieved was tiring himself out.

When he stopped struggling, panting into his gag, she continued: "Don't struggle, slave. You're being teased and dominated but a beautiful woman - isn't this your biggest fantasy?" Adam groaned as she started grinding against him, his cock pushing up and down inside her. "What's the matter? Did you think your secret was safe with Melanie? She tells me everything. In fact, she asked me to tell you she'd be late home tonight. Of course, I said I'd pass on the message, but when she comes back I think I'll say you never showed up. Maybe you didn't appreciate being stood-up by her."

Adam didn't know how to respond, not that there was any way to do so. Amelia continued riding him, leaning back to sit upright on his cock. Only then did Adam see her in her full and unobscured nakedness. Her mane of glossy black hair spilled down her shoulder and over a pair of voluptuous breasts. Adam had often tried to imagine what they look like from the glimpses of them under her clothes, but now they were on display to him their symmetry and beauty exceeded his expectations. Below them and her toned midriff, Amelia's smoothly shaved crotch gyrated with the lips of her pussy tightly gripping Adam's cock. He couldn’t help but stare, enjoying both the view and the pleasure of each gyration.

"Like what you see, slave?" She increased her tempo. "I know you do. I've caught you glancing at me. Considering all the energy you spend with Melanie, I'm surprised you're the least bit interested. But what am I kidding, of course you'd take any chance you could to admire a body like this. You're a bit of a perv really, aren't you? Mel even said you suggested a threesome once? How delusional are you?. Your horny cock blinded you. That’s how you got into this position in the first place.”

Adam shook with rage. Rage at Mel for sharing his secrets, anger at Amelia for deceiving him like this, and frustration at his own body for enjoying the whole experience. He was once again getting closer to an orgasm. It was only then, however, that he noticed a camera to the side of the bed, setup on a tripod and pointing at him with a blinking red light.

"Ah yes," said Amelia, seeing the new look of panic on his face. "That's for my insurance. You should be grateful to me, slave; I am fulfilling your fantasy. But this little recording we're making is just for my benefit. If you tell anyone about this, I’ll post it online and everyone you know will see your pathetic hard cock. So, you’d better keep this between us. Don't even tell Melanie. Understood?"

"Mmhhhrrghh."

"I'll take that as a yes." She laughed. Her body continued fucking him. "Now we're on the subject of agreements, I have a proposal for you. Though you don't really have any choice in the matter. You will agree to be my sex slave. It won't be like your fantasies, I can promise you that, but if you serve me well there may be enjoyable moments for you. If you don't agree, I guess I'll tell Mel that you fucked me. I doubt she'd be all that happy with you then."

Amelia stopped her movements. She felt his cock pulse inside her, getting closer to cumming. "I'll sweeten the deal for you, slave, because I could hop off you right now and leave you aching and desperate to cum. If you agree to be my slave, I'll let you cum here and now. It's a real privilege to cum inside me, let alone have your cock in me in the first place, so you'd better think carefully."

Adam groaned, eager to release all his pent up cum but unsure of what his future would hold if he agreed to her deal. What he knew for certain was that he couldn't let the recording be shared by anyone. And right now the only thing on his mind was cumming.

"What will it be then? Will you be my slave? Nod if your answer is yes."

Adam nodded.

"That's the correct choice, slave." Amelia started to fuck him again. Harder and faster his cock slid in and out of her. Already he was close to the brink of orgasm. She increased her intensity, bouncing up and down on him. She moaned in pleasure just as he did. Her chest grew red and her own pleasure built up. But Adam's climax had almost been reached. He groaned into his gag, unable to stop the rising pleasure, and Amelia ignored him, riding him harder and harder. Accepting his fate, Adam braced himself.

As Amelia's pussy continued to slammed down on him, his reached his. Cum shot inside her. Shot after shot spewed up and out of him in shuddering eruptions.

Amelia continued fucking him. "You will make me cum, slave."

Adam screamed. His sore cock was still filled with blood but ached with each thrust. It begged for Amelia to stop. His sensitive head grew sore inside her. Adam screamed, trying to beg her to stop but she wouldn't. She kept fucking him. On and on, until finally she burst out in an ecstatic moan, her mouth apart and her eyes rolled back. She rode her way through her orgasm, milking every pleasure second out of it, before collapsing on top of her new sex slave.

*****

"First rule to remember, slave," Amelia panted. "My pleasure comes before yours. If you can't hold back, you will suffer."

Adam's cock burned hot from its overstimulation. Gradually it lost its hardness, and as Amelia lifted off him it flopped onto his belly, looking more red than usual.

Adam's juices leaked out of Amelia's vagina and drooled onto his cock, painting it a sticky white. As he recovered, breathing deeply through his nose, Adam watched Amelia. Now that his horniness had been completely eradicated by one of the most intense orgasms of his life, he realised the truth of his situation. Amelia had blackmailed and fucked him, but he liked it. She was his dominatrix. She had fulfilled his fantasy.

As if knowing this, Amelia said, "You should thank me. But be warned: you are my slave now, and things aren't going to be as you've imagined. I'll give you an orientation later. Mel should be back soon so you'd better stick tight, and you'd better not make a sound."

She got off the bed and went to the camera to check its footage. Adam admired the sight of the round ass that had just been planted in his lap. Despite being completely soft, he couldn't deny how gorgeous Amelia was. Seeing him staring, she moved back to the bed. "Now, now, slave, you'd better calm down. Just relax, I'll be back to check on you soon." With that, she untied the drapes hanging from each side of the bed. They fell into position one by one, eventually leaving Adam inside a gloomy bubble with no view of the rest of the bedroom.

He listened as Amelia moved around the room then into her ensuite. The sound of her running shower relaxed him. He had a moment to rest, looking at the outcome of his wildest fantasy. His cock was covered in his sticky cum. It had dripped onto his stomach and onto the golden bedsheet. A milky pool had formed in his bellybutton. The sound of the front door opening once again filled him with a new nervousness. Adam knew it must be Mel this time. What will happen if she finds him here? As his semen dried, he realised what a mess he was in.


2. Her New Toy: Pleasure and Pain

"Amelia, are you in?"

"In my bedroom – come on up!"

Adam lay spread-eagled on Amelia's bed, shackled by each leg to the four bedposts. Saliva drooled out of his mouth which was forced open by a rubber ball gag. He had just been tricked by Amelia and coerced into fucking her. But he loved it, every moment of it, and now the guilt built -up inside him as he heard Mel, the most amazing girl he'd ever met, making her way up the stairs. Their relationship was only casual but it nevertheless felt like he'd cheated on her, and the dried semen which caked his soft cock served as a visual reminder of his deviancy. It was all he could fixate on within the dark confines of the four-poster bed; its drapes blocked out most light and hid him from anyone in the bedroom. Amelia, the woman he had just pledged to be the sex slave of, had evidently planned it all.

"Hey Amelia," Adam heard Mel say, only a few metres from him at the door of the bedroom but blocked from view by the drapes. He lay as still as possible. "Have you seen Adam? He was meant to be coming over."

"Sorry Melanie, I've not heard anything from him." Amelia's smooth voice penetrated the drapes, captivating Adam just as it did when she was sitting on top of him.

"I've texted him but he never replied. It's not like him." Mel sounded worried. Her concern touched Adam, while frustrating him to know he was the cause.

"Oh, honey, just relax. Have a seat. I'm sure he'll be fine."

"Thanks, Amelia. I'm sure it's nothing." Mel moved to sit on the divan, or so Adam guessed by the direction of her voice. "I'll try calling him."

Adam panicked. Was his phone on silent? He couldn't remember. He'd left it in the jean pocket, which he'd stashed in the footlocker by the bed along with the rest of his clothes.

"You go ahead, Melanie." Amelia was unphased. Was she not worried? "I'm just going to get dressed. I don't want to be off-putting in just my towel, so hope you don't mind."

Amelia was just in her towel. The image was painted in Adam's mind. He heard her walk-in wardrobe open, followed by the shuffling of clothes. The thought of her naked body glistening from her show – the same naked body which had just been riding his to orgasm moments earlier – caused an unexpected reaction. Despite his recent ejaculation, Adam's cock was growing hard again. He wanted to shift on the bed to get more comfortable but dared not give away his position to Mel.

"Adam, what are you doing?" Mel asked. Adam froze. He thought he'd been found out. "I'm worried about you. Ring me back." He sighed in relief through his nose, then realised it may have been audible to Mel. There was a moment of silent in the bedroom, then he knew he was out of danger.

"Heard anything from him?" Amelia was back.

"Not yet."

"His phone probably died and he had to go back to his apartment."

"Yeah, maybe." Mel didn't seem to be convinced. "I'd better sort some food out in case he turns up."

"You do that honey," Amelia comforted her. "I'm sure he'll text back any moment."

Mel left the room and Adam heard her go back down the stairs. A moment later, a drape to Adam's side was pulled back and Amelia stood looking at him cheerily, dressed in black leggings and a tank top. Her hair was still damp and matted from the shower. "Hello, slave. You'd better tell me the passcode to your phone otherwise you're going to be in big trouble with Melanie." She smiled and waved his phone at him. "I thought it would be a good idea for me to put it on silent. Believe me: I didn't want Melanie finding you here either. So you'd better be more careful next time, for both our sakes."

She leant over him and loosened his gag. He spit the ball out of his mouth then exercised his jaw, trying to stretch it after an hour spent being held open in one position.

"Don't say a word, slave," Amelia said severely. "Otherwise that gag is going back in. Another lesson for you is that you only speak when I ask you a question, understood?"

Adam nodded.

"You can say 'Yes mistress'".

"Yes, mistress." Adam rasped his first words spoken to his new mistress.

"Good slave," she smiled. "You will always refer to me as mistress. Understood?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Excellent. Now tell me your passcode, before Melanie gets seriously worried."

"One-two-three-four."

"Seriously, slave?" Amelia tutted. "I thought you had a better imagination than that."

"I—"

"Quiet, slave." Amelia smacked his balls and he recoiled, stifling a grunt of pain. "Now stay where you are. And don't make me put that gag back in."

She knelt on the bed beside him and unlocked his phone. "She's sent you a lot of messages. Don't worry, I'm sure I can imitate you well. All it needs is a load of horny desperation." She typed a response, not letting Adam see, then sent it off to Mel. "There we go. All good. You should thank me for saving your relationship."

"Thank you, mistress."

"No problem, slave. Now then. I'm going to go see Melanie. I'm afraid I'll have to leave you like this again. Don't complain. I'll let you out soon. Do I need to put your gag in?"

"No, mistress."

"Okay. See you soon then." With that, Amelia left the room, closing her door shut behind her.

*****

"We're all alone, slave." Amelia was back. "Your little fuck buddy was glad to get a text from you telling her you're stuck at work. From the sounds of it you won't be done till later this evening, so she isn't expecting to see you today. Anyway, she's just gone to the shop. I thought now would be a good time to move you."

"My arms are aching, mistress," Adam said.

Amelia smacked him in the balls and he yelped, glad that he could now safely react out loud. "Only speak when spoken to, slave." Amelia repeated her rule. "Don't make me say it again. You will suffer however I want you to. Understand?"

Adam knew he was defeated. He had no agency over her. "Yes, mistress."

"Good. Now hold still. I'll unlock you." She moved round to each corner of the bed, unshackling Adam's limbs as she went. "Stand up," she ordered once he was free. He did as he was told, glad to be mobile again. "Do some stretches if you like. I don't want your arms going limp." Adam followed her suggestion, shaking off his arms to help the blood return and stretching them to remove the tension that had built up in his shoulders. As he did so, Amelia brought over a few items: a collar, and pair of handcuffs, and some string. She put them on the bed.

"Enough of that, slave, time for your next lesson," she said. "When I tell you to present, you will stand up straight with your legs apart and your hands behind your back. Understood?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Then present." She barked her order and he immediately complied. "Now keep still – this collar is a symbol of my ownership over you so you will wear it when I please." She fixed the black leather strap around his neck. It was a snug fit but not tight enough to restrict breathing, and the material was soft on his skin. A metal ring protruded from the front. Amelia then guided his wrists into the handcuffs and locked them behind his back. She stood back and admired her new slave, standing perfectly still and submissive for her. His soft cock hung limp and his balls dangled between his legs. Seeing the easy target, Amelia smacked them with one hand and twisted his nipple with the other. He shouted in pain and nearly doubled over but she held him up. "Stand up straight, slave. Take it."

Amelia caressed his ball, gently rolling them between her fingers. "I've treated you very well so far, slave. Having me fuck you and let you orgasm is much better than you deserve, and certainly something I won't be giving you again. Frankly, I was disappointed by your cock. Melanie loved to go on about it, but having experienced it I can say it's entirely mediocre at best. You're less effective than my vibrators."

Adam squirmed as her grip got tighter. The touch, harsh and firm, nevertheless brought life to his cock.

"Don't get too excited, slave. If you ever cum without my permission your punishment will be so severe you'll wish you never met me." Amelia took her hand off him and grabbed the string, tying it around the base of his cock and balls and leaving one end roughly a metre long, like a leash. "Now we're going to my playroom. Follow me."

She led him out of the bedroom, pulling at the leash tied to his cock. She tugged it to keep him close. The knot didn't tighten as she pulled, but it's position behind his balls meant that he had to keep up otherwise the tugging on them would be excruciating.

They moved down the landing. At the end of the hallway the door to Mel's room was wide open, as if taunting Adam for ruining his chances of being with her in there again. He was steered away and down the stairs, struggling to keep up without stumbling. At the bottom they turned left towards a door under the stairs. Amelia stopped. She pulled out a key which been hanging from her necklace and was previously hidden in the cleavage. She used it to unlock the door and pushed Adam in with her, then locked it behind them. Amelia flicked a light switch. She led Adam down another set of stairs and into a basement. Or rather, from the looks of it, a dungeon. 

It was a large space, requiring support beams, but it was by no means empty. There was a double bed at the far wall, a simple shower and drain in one corner, and a cage suitable for a dog. Beyond that, Adam didn't know what to think of the range of instruments, tools, and apparatus positioned around the dungeon. He struggled to imagine their purpose.

"Welcome to your new home, slave." Amelia led him to the centre of the space where a chain hung from the ceiling. She uncuffed Adam then re-secured his hands in front of him, before attaching them to the dangling chain. It was then that he noticed the chain was attached by a pulley to a winch, which Amelia cranked to tighten it. Adam's arms were pulled up until he was nearly on tiptoes. Amelia then picked up a spreader bar from a table of assorted bondage tools. She forced Adam's legs wide open and strapped his ankles to each end of the bar. He was now trapped and vulnerable, his arms stretched above him and his legs spread and locked apart. "Looking good, slave." Amelia admired her handiwork. "I shouldn't always need you bound like this, but it's important I have a chance to break you in unimpeded."

"What are you going to do with me?" 

Adam received a slap to his face. "What the fuck, slave!" Amelia yelled at him, breaking her calm demeanour for the first time. "How many times do I have to tell you? You only speak when spoken to, and you always address me as mistress. Clear?"

Adam replied, his cheek burning: "Yes, mistress."

"I'd better make sure you learn your lesson." Amelia moved behind him and out of view. As much as Adam could struggle, he couldn't see what she was up to. 

He yelped as a sharp pain smacked him on his bare ass. The air whistled as another strike hit him. Then another, then another. THWACK THWACK THWACK. Adam yelped in pain after each impact. Amelia moved back into view while his cheeks continued to sting. She was holding a riding crop and began tracing its end up and down Adam's body.

"This is one of favourite toys," she said, letting the crop stroke the underside of his soft cock. "You had better get acquainted with it." In one quick flurry she brought her arm up then smacked the crop back down on his cock. Adam grunted. It felt like a wasp had stung him in the most sensitive part of his body. Amelia repeated the move a second time, then a third. "Poor slave," she purred with theatrical concern. "Do you want me to stop?"

"Yes, mistress." 

"Beg for me to stop, then." Amelia smacked him a few more time.

"Please stop, mistress. Please," Adam begged.

"You have to do better than that, slave." She changed the arc of her strikes, bringing the crop up and under him to smack his balls.

"Please stop hitting me, mistress." Adam yelled. He wanted to keel over from the pain which was rising from his balls and into his stomach, but the chains held him up. "I'll do anything, mistress. Just please stop."

Amelia stopped. "Can you not handle me, slave?"

"No, mistress." Adam's eyes watered as the aftermath of pain endured in dull throbbing sensations.

Amelia grinned. "I thought this is what you wanted, being dominated by a hot woman like me. Isn't it?"

"Not like this, mistress."

"Well, tough. This is what I want and we've made a deal. You don't want anyone seeing that video I made, do you?"

"No, mistress."

"Exactly." Amelia placed the crop down then took his cock in her hands and began stroking it gently. "Does this feel good, slave?"

"Yes, mistress," Adam said. After the torture he had suffered, her soft hands were a welcome comfort. Blood started rushing into his cock in response. 

"I can tell that you like this slave. Don't deny it." Amelia increased her speed and Adam couldn’t help but moan in pleasure. "You'll find that pain is worth it, slave. It makes moments like these all the more special." One hand moved up and down his cock with deft movements, twisting slightly at the head to maximise the feeling. Her other hand reached behind him and drew lines up and down his taint. Shivers ran through his spines and his knees shook as the electrical sensations shot through him. "Now listen carefully, slave. Another rule for you to abide by is this: whenever you are close to cumming, you will tell me. It's the one time you can speak without me asking you anything. It's important for me to know if you’re about to cum. Okay?"

"Yes, mistress." Adam could only whisper as the intensity neared its peak. "I'm close, mistress."

Amelia took her hands off him and picked up the crop. As Adam's cock throbbed at the edge of orgasm, it was smacked hard, on the right side then the left again and again. "You’d better get more stamina than that. Your orgasm is mine, slave." Amelia drilled her mantra into him with each hit. "Your orgasm is mine, and any pleasure you feel will be accompanied by pain." She stopped as Adam's cock softened, as if afraid of her. "I expect Mel to be back soon, so I'll need to be around upstairs to see her. We'll have to finish this off when I can later. As for you . . . I think I have an idea to keep you occupied."

She walked out of sight again before returning. With her, she had a larger wand vibrator and what looked like a microphone stand which she positioned in between Adam's legs. She then attached the vibrator to the end of the stand and adjusted it so its head was pressed firmly behind his balls and against his taint. Amelia seemed to be able to control the device through her phone, as a few taps of the touchscreen turned the vibrator on. Its location wasn't optimal for bringing Adam to orgasm, but he realised it might eventually. It was powerful enough to send vibrations through his cock, which once again grew hard. As soon as it did, pointing straight towards the far wall, Amelia turned the vibrator off. "Excellent," she said. "I don't want you getting bored while I'm gone, but I certainly don't want you cumming. Oh, and one last thing." She grabbed a roll of duct tape and stuck a piece over Adam's mouth before he could say anything. Amelia then wrapped his head with a few more layers to secure it. "I don't want you accidentally making too much noise. Melanie knows not to come down here, but I don’t need her to have an excuse to investigate."

Adam, now breathing through his nose, groaned. 

"I think that's good for now, slave. I'll try not to forget about you. Have fun hanging out." Amelia laughed and walked away. The stairs behind Adam creaked as she walked up. At the top, she turned the lights off and Adam was left in darkness. He was about to start struggling to test out the strength of his bonds when the vibrator turned on again. Pleasure rippled through him and his cock twitched. Then it turned off. Adam's heart raced. The vibrations returned and he clenched. Then it stopped again. Time after time the cycle repeated and Adam tried to work out how long it stayed on and off for. But he soon realised it was random. The vibrator stayed on ten seconds one time then nearly a full minute the next. The wait in between was just as sporadic. Just as his cock was about to go soft the vibrator returned to tease him, hinting at the possibility of an orgasm he would never quite reach. Chained to the ceiling and with nowhere to go, Adam was at the mercy of his chaotic master pressed against his balls. 

*****

When Amelia returned, a pool of precum had formed on the floor beneath Adam's raging cock. The light was turned on and he could finally see the juices oozing from the head of his cock. Amelia descended the stairs and returned to Adam. After her long absence, he found himself infatuated by her. His eyes were drawn to her large breasts, which were accentuated by her tank top, and to her round ass, which looked particularly firm in her leggings. Maybe it was just his horniness that had him finding her so alluring. He had, after all, been teased furiously for long enough that he was unsure about how much time had actually passed.

"How are you, slave?" Amelia asked.

"Mmpphgrr." Adam struggled to say through his gag.

"You've made quite a mess." She took her phone out. "I do like the random setting on this. I love when something can fuck you up just by being unpredictable. But at the end of the day my control over you is more important than a simple tool like this." She turned the vibrator on, pushing Adam nearer to the orgasm he'd been trying to reach since she had left him.

"Mmpprhrhhmmsm." He groaned.

The vibrator stopped. "Were you trying to tell me you were close to cumming?" Amelia asked.

Adam nodded, feeling the orgasm fade away.

"Good boy. I'm glad you learned that rule quickly." Amelia moved the vibrator away from him, letting his balls dangle freely between his legs. "Now, slave, out of curiosity, do you know how long I've left you here for?"

Adam shook his head.

"Well, guess. Was it an hour?"

Adam shook his head again.

"How about two hours."

Another negative response.

"Three hours?"

Adam nodded. Amelia smacked his balls.

"You really are stupid, slave. It's only been two hours. Did time really pass that slowly for you? I thought you might have enjoyed this."

Adam groaned.

"Anyway, slave, I had a nice dinner with Melanie who you'll be interested to know received some more messages from you. She thinks you finished work late but are now feeling unwell, so she isn't expecting to see you all weekend." Amelia started stroking Adam's cock. "Seems as you let her down, we're going out for drinks with friends. It is Friday night after all. She's already left and I said I'd meet them at the bar later, so I've got some time to finish off with you and let you get home without having to sneak out the house. I don’t think you’re quite ready to stay a whole night in here.”

She continued: "Now, I can't really let you go home like this, can I? You're desperately horny and I don't trust you enough to not masturbate at the soonest opportunity. I suppose I'll have to actually let you cum."

Her words excited Adam; it was the confirmation he needed. "I don't want a mess," Amelia said. "So I'm going to put a condom on you." She produced a condom from her pocket and ripped the package open. With deft fingers she rolled it onto Adam's cock and continued stroking. The latex stretched tightly over him. "You should thank your lucky stars, slave. I wanted to deny you of your orgasm tonight, especially seems as you've already had one today. But I can't have you horny and desperate enough to wank yourself off or call up Melanie for a quick fuck. That would terminate our relationship and I'll have to share the video we made. If I remove temptation you had better not fuck up."

Amelia increased her strokes. The simple movement were enough to build up what promised to be an explosive orgasm. As one hand slid up and down, the other caressed his balls, fondling them as if to coax out his cum. Amelia brought him closer and closer, and leant over to his ear. "I want you to cum slave, you have my permission," she purred in his ear, sending pleasurable tingles through his body. "Empty your balls."

Adam groaned. "Mmhrhrppppp."

"Are you close?"

Adam nodded. His chains shook as the pleasure overwhelmed him.

"Good slave. Now cum.” Amelia continued stroking, feeling his cock pulse as his orgasm almost broke through. Then, she removed her hands. His cock, free of any stimulation, throbbed as the first load of cum shot into the end of the condom. His legs shook. He cried out in frustration. His cock kept throbbing with intense and agonising spurts of cum. His pleasure was ruined. Amelia laughed at the look of anguish on his face. "That, slave, is a ruined orgasm. I told you I'd let you cum and I did. Be grateful that you got anything at all."

She gently removed the condom from his still twitched cock and tied it off, inspecting the contents. "Impressive load, slave. I wonder if next time I’ll get more out of you. If I ever let you cum again, that is." She took the condom away and returned with a towel and a bowl of water. Caressingly, she wiped down his cock and cleaned around his balls. "There we go, slave. Hygiene is important." Once she was done and his cock was limp, she patted him on the head. "Good slave. I'm mostly impressed by your first day serving me. Keep it up and I may decide to reward you. Perhaps you'll get more than a ruined orgasm." She winked at him. "I'm running late so I'd best let you go. But I still don't trust you enough to let you go unimpeded." She moved behind him then returned with another device. "This," she grinned, "is a chastity cage. It's just so I know you won't be playing with yourself when I'm not around. I'll keep the key on me so if you have any doubt about coming to see me, you'll know it’ll be the only opportunity for you to cum again, let alone get hard."

She took the ring of the device and pushed Adam's balls through it, then she pushed the cock through. The metal was cold but his body quickly warmed it up. Next, she slid his shaft into the chastity cage and locked it with a padlock to the ring. Adam's cock was now snug and secure. The cage was surprisingly light and was rigid but formed of a number of rings with gaps to allow easy cleaning.

"It suits you, slave." Amelia was impressed by the fit of the cage. Soft, Adam's cock had only a little room to expand into. "You had best try not to get turned on while you're wearing this. If you get hard it won't be comfortable for you. Actually, maybe I'd prefer you try to get hard; it'll be a good way to punish you indirectly." Amelia laughed at his predicament. "Wait here, slave. I'll be back in a moment."

Amelia returned shortly after with Adam's clothes. She untied him completely, removed his gag and collar, and let him dress himself. The entire time he remained silent. He didn't know what he wanted to say, and decided to not risk anymore punishments. The chastity device was surprisingly comfortable and, when he was fully dressed, he was glad to see there was no visible bulge in his trousers. Amelia led him upstairs and returned his phone. "I'll text you tomorrow, slave. You'd better make sure you've got no plans this weekend. If I ask to meet, I expect to see you on time. And if Melanie wants to see you, tell her you're too ill.  Now, get out of my sight. I hope you sleep well in your tight cage. Or not, I don't really care. Bye slave." She pushed Adam out the door and slammed it behind him.

As he walked back down the driveway, getting used to the feeling of the cage pressing against his underwear, Adam checked his phone. Nothing seemed different. Amelia hadn't changed anything, but he knew she'd texted Mel. Checking his messages, however, he could see nothing. Not just nothing, but rather that the few messages to and from Mel had been deleted. All the way back to his apartment, he wondered why Amelia would want to hide the messages. It played on his mind over and over. Once back, he realised he was famished and scoffed leftover pizza from the fridge, then he slumped on his bed and immediately fell asleep, exhausted from his evening's activities.


3. In Chastity for Her: Serve and Submit

Adam woke up late on Saturday morning after a restless night. The chastity cage locked securely around his cock had become uncomfortable in his sleep. Repeatedly, his cock had tried to swell while he dreamed of being teased and tortured by beautiful women. But he could never become fully erect. Instead his cock met the ungiving metal cage surrounding it and the pressure of it pushing against the rigid steel would wake Adam up. Exhausted, he lay in his bed, surprised at how late he had slept in once he had finally been able to doze off. As the sunlight streamed through his blinds, warming the room, he reflected on the events of the previous day.

He was now a sex slave to the stunning and dominant Amelia. The chastity cage was a symbol her ownership over him. Each time his cock tried to get hard, the pain reminded Adam of Amelia. And every time the image of her flawless, naked body entered his mind, he would become frustrated that he hadn't thought of Mel first. She should have been his dominatrix, not Amelia. But there was nothing he could do about it, only try to keep his relationship with Mel alive while still appeasing Amelia.

That was why the first text message he saw when he looked at his phone worried him so much. I'm coming over to look after you, hope you're resting well x. It was Mel. Worse than that, it was sent half an hour ago. Adam jumped out of bed. She could be here any minute now, and what then? What if she notices the chastity cage?

Adam wasn't prepared to ever have that conversation with her. He was about to run to the shower when he heard the front doorbell ring. He stood still, listening. Before deciding whether or not to go and answer it, he heard one of his flatmates, Keira, answer it. She was always up early, even on weekends, so he should have expected her to be there to answer the door. He heard her conversing with whoever was there. But as he pressed his ear against his bedroom door, the voice was immediately familiar. His worries were confirmed. It was Mel.

Adam hurried, pulling on the nearest clothes he could find strewn across the back of a chair. Suddenly, she knocked on the door. "Adam are you alright," Mel said, sounding concerned. "I can hear you moving about, can I come in?"

Adam jumped in bed and pulled the covers over him. "I'm in bed, Mel," he called back to her.

"Then it's alright for me to come in." Not waiting for a reply, she opened the door and stepped in, closing it behind her.

All thought of Amelia left Adam's mind as he looked Mel and was reminded of why he had become so infatuated with her. A simple white t-shirt clung tightly to her slim torso, accentuating her perky breasts, while her blue jeans tapered down from her tight, round ass to her petite ankles. As she stepped towards him, the sunlight streaming through the curtains lit up her golden hair and blue eyes.

"How are you feeling," she asked, coming to sit at the foot of Adam's bed and kicking her shoes off.

"I'm fine, I guess."

"Oh, well you were still ill last night, have you got better?"

Adam remembered Amelia's scheming: she had taken control of his phone to convince Mel why he couldn't see her yesterday. "Oh." He struggled to think what to say. "Well I do still feel quite grim."

"Poor baby. Perhaps I can make you feel better?" Mel started running her hand up his legs. Adam pulled away quickly, not wanting her to reach his crotch and feel the tell-tale signs of a hard chastity device.

"I don't think that's a good idea."

"What isn't?" Mel said teasingly. "If you're stuck in bed I can't think of a better way to spend your time." She crawled over to him and straddled his lap before he could stop her. In this position, she was perched directly on top of Adam's caged cock. Fortunately, the layers of underwear, jeans, and duvet prevented her from noticing it. With her weight pressing down on the cage, it became uncomfortable as it began tugging on Adam's balls. But he couldn't readjust without alerting Mel to the cause of his discomfort.

"I feel really cold," Adam said, trying to create an excuse to stop Mel from escalating her sexual advances. "I just want stay wrapped up in my duvet."

"Aww, poor you." Mel only then noticed he was fully clothed under the bedsheets. "You look very cosy. I suppose it would be too mean of me to get in the way of your recovery." She leant forward to whisper in his ear, making her tits almost press into his face. "It's a shame, I was so looking forward to fucking you this weekend."

Adam's cock grew hard in response to her teasing, or at least as hard as it could in its cage. He couldn’t stop himself from groaning in both pleasure and pain.

"Sounds like you want that too. Are you sure you don't want to have some fun?" Mel moaned alluringly in his ear, increasing the strain in his cock.

"I want to, Mel, but I can't. I don't have the energy. And I don't want you to catch my illness."

Mel sat up with a disappointed look on her face. Her erect nipples pointed through her shirt, indicating the level of arousal she had caused herself. "Okay, baby. I understand. I suppose I could show you something to make you feel better." She pulled off her shirt. With no bra underneath, her breasts were right in front of Adam's face. Her erect nipples pointed at him.

Adam's cock pressed against its restraints as he stared at Mel’s amazing body.

"Are you hard, baby?" Mel asked. She began to slide her hands under the duvet to feel for Adam's cock, but he grabbed her wrists and brought them back up.

"I'm so hard, Mel," he said. "But I really can't do anything. I'm exhausted."

"Too exhausted to feel me?" Mel took back control and guided Adam's hands to her tits. Impulsively, he grabbed them. The soft, pale skin felt perfect as he fondled them in his hands. Mel's moans of pleasure were addictive to him. He kept playing with her, tweaking her nipples while she leant forward to make out with him. As her warm mouth pressed into his, she began grinding on him. "If you can't do anything," she whispered, "that doesn't mean I can't."

Her tongue played around in his mouth. Adam's hands were still occupied when he felt her hands move back down, this time towards the top of her jeans. She fumbled with the buttons and loosened them just enough to slide her hand in.

"Fuck, baby, I'm so wet," she whimpered. "Feel me."

She brought Adam's left hand down inside her jeans. The heat guided his fingers towards her pussy. He felt her wetness immediately and found her clit. He played with it slowly at first, moving in circles, but Mel's continued grinding into his hand showed that he needn't be gentle.

"Fuck, I wish your cock was inside me." She could no longer focus on their kissing. Her head hung back as Adam's fingers rubbed against her. "Faster," she said. He kissed up and down her neck to stifle his groans as his own pleasure was matched by the discomfort of his cage. The need for his cock to be released and touched was becoming unbearable. He knew he had to finish Amelia off to stop her teasing.

"Cum," he told her, simply. "Fucking cum for me."

"I am."

Mel was almost inaudible as she reached the edge of orgasm. It crashed over her. She moaned in one unending sound of pleasure as Adam's fingers brought her to climax. He felt her muscles clench then release, and he slowed down. His cock raged just below Mel's soaking and pleasured pussy.

"Your fingers are fucking amazing," she said once she had recovered. She sat there on top of Adam, holding onto his shoulder to support herself. "When you've recovered, I'm going to give you the best orgasm of your life."

"I just hope you've not caught anything," Adam said, trying to keep up his lie.

"If I did," Mel panted, "It was so fucking worth it."

She grabbed her T-shirt from off the floor and put it back on, then lay down beside Adam, still recovering from the intense orgasm.

"You know what?" She ran her fingers through Adam's hair. "We might even have an opportunity to try out some BDSM soon. You’ll be glad to know Amelia's planning to see her parents in a week or two."

The mention of Amelia and his sexual fantasy - the thing which had gotten him into his dilemma in the first place - tore Adam apart inside. "That sounds good," he lied, when in reality he had no idea how he could continue to hide the fact that he was already Amelia's slave.

"I'm looking forward to being your dominatrix." Mel grinned. "But I have a shift at work soon and for now I guess you do need to rest. Do you want me to pick up any food or medication for you first?"

Adam was amazed at how much care towards him Mel showed, despite having only known each other for a few weeks. "I'll be fine, Mel."

"Good." She got up. "Because I'm going to come back this evening and look after you whether you like it or not. I want to make you feel better." She kissed him on the cheek then whispered into his ear, "So I'm going to suck all of your cum out of you."

"Mel..." Adam wanted to tell her no but she ignored him, instead turning her back to him and finding her shoes.

"Don't worry, baby," she said as she put her shoes on. "I'll let myself out. See you tonight."

She left the room before Adam could say anything more. A moment later he heard the front door shut and the apartment was silent.

*****

Adam's cock still throbbed in its tight cage, desperate after the torment Mel had inadvertently inflicted on it. Now he was alone, Adam ran to the bathroom, stripped and jumped in the shower. He needed to relieve the discomfort and calm down his straining cock, so he turned the shower on cold, jumping at the initial blast but glad to feel the water wash over him. The coolness dripped down through the gaps in his cage and pleasantly soothed the ache in his cock. The water offset Mel's teasing and his horniness became somewhat diminished. Adam relaxed. He had survived one encounter, but what would happen next time? Mel seemed adamant about seeing him this evening and he didn't think he could stop her.

As he finished showering, Adam decided there was only one thing he could. He went back to his room and got changed. Then he found his phone and texted Amelia: I need help. Mel visited me just now and said she's coming back this evening. I won't be able to stop her from seeing the cage. What do I do?

Adam pressed send, anxious about what Amelia might say. He was just glad he had her number, otherwise he wouldn't have known what to do. He didn't need to wait long for a reply. His phone buzzed. It was her: Meet me in an hour. Westside Mall. Don't be late.

There was nothing more to it. The instructions were simple, and he had no choice but to follow them. The idea of meeting Amelia in public, however, worried him. What if Mel saw them? Or one of her friends? It was a risk, but one he had to take.

Not wanting to be late, Adam prepared to leave. As he grabbed a glass of water from the kitchen, Keira entered, surprising him.

"How are you feeling?" she asked. "I let your girlfriend in - she said you weren't too good."

"I'm better now, thanks. And she's not my girlfriend."

"I know, just teasing you," Keira smirked, brushing aside her curtain of brunette hair and gathering together food items to make a sandwich.

"Are you off to the library today?" Adam asked despite knowing the answer. Keira spent most of her waking hours studying, which never failed to make Adam feel guilty about his frequent procrastination.

"Of course," she said, cutting a block of cheese. "What about you? Any plans?"

Adam was distracted watching the view of her leaning over the kitchen counter. Her pleated skirt seemed shorter than how she'd usually wear it, and Adam thought he could glimpse the underside of her butt cheeks. Often – at least before meeting Mel – he liked to imagine him and Keira hooking up, but he had never tried to make it a reality in fear of causing an awkward living situation. Her typical choice of attire never made it easy on him as it only served to intensify his fantasies of her. The skirts and blouses she liked to wear contributed to a nerdy persona which Adam thought was extremely attractive, and he found it hard to understand how Keira seemed to have such little interest in dating. She could have any guy she wanted.

"You okay?" She had turned around to see why he was silent.

"Oh, um, I might just go to the shops," he stuttered. His face turned red at the thought of her catching him gawping, but she didn't mention it.

"Okay, well come straight back here if you feel ill again." She put the sandwich in a box and packed a rucksack. "I'd better be off. Have a good day."

Keira left and Adam was glad to be alone to prepare mentally before seeing Amelia. He thought he heard his other flatmate, Erik, stirring in his bedroom. Unlike Keira, Erik rarely left his room, but Adam didn't want to endure another encounter so he quickly left through the front door.

*****

Adam arrived at the shopping mall around fifty minutes after Amelia had sent her message. Glad to be early in case she was too, he hovered around the main entrance, expecting that to be where she'd arrive. Throngs of people passed by him. He hadn't yet been in such a busy place with his chastity cage on, and he became more self-aware of it, worrying that someone might notice a bulge in his jeans. He found a bench to sit and wait, and put one leg over the other to hide any potential outline of the cage. There were no more messages on his phone so he waited. 

Ten minutes went by. He was now on time. But where was Amelia? With every passing moment he grew more anxious. What if he was in the wrong place? He checked his messages. This was the right mall, he was sure, but there was no more word from her. He didn't want to message her in case that broke one of her rules. Nor did he want to check the other entrances of the mall in case she showed up here and couldn't find him. So, he waited for another fifteen minutes. Then she appeared.

Pushing through the glass doors at the entrance, Adam was amazed by how much Amelia stood out from the crowd. Her dark, glossy hair shone like silk over her flawless skin. She wore wet look black leather trousers that clung tightly to her statuesque legs and a white crop top that showed a hint of navel. Immediately she saw Adam sitting there and approached him in her heeled shoes. Adam quickly stood up. 

"Present, slave," she ordered without greeting, clutching a boutique handbag. They were far enough to the side of the main crowd that no one seemed to hear.

Adam hesitated, then remembered what she meant. He spread his legs slightly and put his hands behind his back, while trying not to look suspicious to any passersby.

"Good." She inspected his stance. "I don't want to hear anything from you right now, slave. You've caused this mess and I'm going to fix it, don't worry about that. But first you need to serve me. Now follow." She strode off, with Adam following at her heel.

Amelia didn't say anything, so neither did Adam. She simply led him, striding through the crowds. Amelia seemed to affect everyone around her. Strangers would swerve out of her path while she kept going straight. Adam, meanwhile, struggled to keep up and had to weave between other shoppers.

Eventually she led him to a restaurant. "It's about lunch time. Let's get food." 

They sat at a booth in the back, away from the other patrons. Amelia spoke authoritatively with the younger waiter serving them. He seemed bewitched by the beautiful woman giving him orders, and Adam couldn't blame him – "I want a bottle of water for the table. A glass of red wine for myself. One serving of your risotto, and he'll just have a side salad." 

Adam remained silent, accepting what she ordered for him. Once the waiter had left, Amelia addressed him: "Remember, slave, my pleasure is more important than yours. Having any food right now is more than you deserve, and you should thank your lucky stars that I agreed to meet you in the first place. Pathetic guys like you don't deserve to be seen with women like me."

Adam nodded, not wanting to speak until she asked him a question.

"So, tell me why exactly you thought you had the right to text me and ask for my help?"

Adam explained everything that had happened that morning: Mel dropping by and teasing him, the fact that he hid the cage while fingering her, and then Mel's promise to see him that evening.

"And she said she'd give you a blowjob?" Amelia laughed. Someone from a few tables over looked around.

"Yes, mistress," Adam confirmed, quietly.

"Well you are in a pickle slave. But like I've said, I guess I can help. As long as you serve me this afternoon. I should probably ask, how is that new cage of yours? Sounds like Mel's doing my job for me, teasing you like that. She's so cruel."

"She doesn't know about it," Adam repeated. "But it was uncomfortable, mistress."

"It's meant to be, slave. But don't worry, it will get better. After a few weeks of wearing it you'll hardly notice." She grinned and Adam squirmed at the thought. "I've got a present for you, slave, I hope you're happy."

Amelia reached into her handbag and produced a small, black box wrapped with a red ribbon. She passed it over to Adam.

"Go to the bathroom and open it. The put it in." She smiled wickedly as Adam gulped in apprehension, trying to imagine what it might be. "Do it now, slave. And be quick about it." 

Her words immediately prompted him to get up and go to the bathroom at the back of the restaurant. He rushed into an empty cubicle and locked the door. Not wanting to keep Amelia waiting, he untied the ribbon and opened the box. Laying innocently inside was a butt plug. Adam knew what it was immediately; he had often looked at toys to buy online. But seeing one in person, its size – larger than he had imagined – was a surprise. Feeling it, the black silicone was pleasantly soft, and he ran his fingers over the tapered shape.

He couldn't dawdle. Amelia told him to be quick and he knew now that there was no ambiguity about where he was meant to "put it in". Adam checked the box. There was no lube. This would be another form of pain, he assumed. He unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers and underwear. He bent over, bracing himself. Then he had an idea. He took the plug and put it in his mouth. He sucked it, trying to get it as slick as possible with his own saliva. When he was satisfied that it was as covered as it could get, he lowered it towards his exposed ass and tried not to think about his caged cock hanging there in view. Adam closed his eyes and pushed the plug in. It was a struggle at first, but once the tip had penetrated inside him the rest smoothly followed. The plug was now inserted snuggly inside him, with only it's flared base sitting outside. 

Adam stood upright. He could feel it inside as he flexed and moved. Rather than hurting, as he expected it might, the feeling was instead quite pleasant. So much so that he felt an erection coming on. Trying to ignore the sensations now present both in his caged cock and his plugged ass, Adam got changed. More self-conscious than ever, he left the cubicle and made his way back to Amelia, trying not to walk in a visibly funny way. 

The food had arrived while he was absent, and she had already started eating. As he approached her, she sipped on her glass of wine and eyed-up his crotch. "How does it feel, slave?" she asked he sat down, causing the plug to be pushed further inside him.

"It's okay, mistress. I just hope no one can tell I have it in."

"I can only tell by the pained expression on your face," she said. "Now eat your food. I shouldn't have to wait for you to finish."

As Adam did as he was told while Amelia took out her phone. He noticed her open an app. Then he tensed up, clasping the table and forgetting the salad leaf on his fork. The butt plug sat comfortably inside him had begun vibrating. 

"Well there's no doubt in my mind that you did insert it correctly," Amelia laughed at his response to the vibrations. Then she turned it off. "I think I'll have a lot of fun with this."

Adam squirmed. Then he carried on eating once the vibrator turned off again. Once he had finished, the waiter returned to take their dishes. Amelia innocently played with her phone as he did. Adam watched her in horror as the vibrations returned. They rippled silently through his body and it took all his effort not to wriggle too much in his seat.

"Any dessert for you today?" the waiter asked.

Adam was too focused on the sensations running through his body to notice. Amelia answered, "No. Just the bill please," and the waiter left.

To Adam's horror, he became aware of the vibrations shuddering through to his cock as it began to harden. He tried to stop it but the more he thought about it the more aroused he became.

"Enjoying yourself, slave?" Amelia asked. "Do you want me to stop?"

"Yes please, mistress." 

"Okay." She turned off the plug. Adam relaxed, but felt as if the plug had grown in size. "I'm curious, slave, does it turn you on? Having that plug in your ass?"

Adam was still aware of his cock throbbing its cage. He didn't want to lie to her. "It does, mistress."

"Well that's good for you, slave," she said. "Because even if it didn't I'd still make you keep it in, and then it would just be punishment for you."

She paused as the waiter came over to drop off the bill before leaving them alone again. 

"I think, especially now you've admitted to enjoying your present, you should treat me to this one." Amelia passed the bill over to Adam. He nodded and pulled his wallet out, not wanting to incite any unnecessary fury from her.

"Is your cock hard, slave?" Amelia asked.

"It was, mistress," Adam answered, relieved that his erection had died down.

"I'm looking forward to see it strain in its cage. But don't worry, I won't make you show me here in public." She winked as the waiter came to take Adam's payment. Amelia thanked him for the food then said to him, "Good boys always pay."

Adam sat red-faced. Even the waiter wasn't sure what to say to that, and just bid them a good day before walking off. 

Amelia slipped a foot out of its shoes and lifted it up to Adam's crotch. She felt up his thigh and found his cage. "Mmm, I have to say, slave, it really turns me on being able to feel your pathetic, caged dick. You're proving yourself to be a good submissive, sitting there and letting me touch you like this." She lowered her foot. "But now I've got some shopping to do and I need someone to carry my bags. Follow."

Amelia left a tip and they exited the restaurant, Adam trailing behind her. He found himself watching her round, leather clad asscheeks, partly as a way to distract himself from the plug which seemed to push its way further inside him with every step. To his shock and embarrassment, Amelia had led straight to a sex shop.

"Now don't act like the pervert I know you are," she warned him.

They browsed the aisles, Adam paying attention to the items which seemed to most appeal to his mistress. She stopped once they came upon a section full of dildos. Her hands ran over certain specimens. "I hope these make you feel inadequate," she said to Adam as she felt the contours of a realistic-looking dildo, easily eight inches long. "As yours doesn't do much for me even at its full length, I'd certainly need something like this with you in your current state. But I've already got my favourites at home."

A sales assistant approached. She greeted them cheerily, seemingly unphased by the nature of her work. "Do you guys need any help today?"

Amelia smiled back at her. "Perhaps you can. I'm looking for a strap-on. Something comfortable for me to wear, preferably with detachable dildos so I can try out different sizes. Do you have anything like that?"

The sales assistant beamed unfalteringly. She briefly glanced at Adam, who stood red in the face, but she remained professional and led Amelia to their selection of strap-ons.

Amelia examined each of them. "Do you have any bigger than this?" She pointed at one with a bright red silicon dildo. 

"Not in that style," the assistant said. "But we do have more sizes and options online."

"Okay, I'll have to think about it. Thank you for your help." Amelia let the sales assistant serve another customer. She bent over to pick a dildo from the bottom shelf, causing her leather trousers to strain. "Do you like this one?" She asked Adam.

He looked at the one she held, not wanting to assume how she intended to use it. It was flexible and had a fleshy colour. "I don't know, mistress."

"Of course you don't," Amelia sighed. "Why don't you go look at the bondage section for me. I'll pick out something I like here."

She sent Adam away. He wandered through the shop, feeling awkward but turning down the assistants offer of aid. The bondage section was located right at the back of the store and was noticeably different with its darker decor and lighting. A mannequin dressed head to toe in a leather gimp suit frightened Adam into staring blindly at the selection of cuffs on the opposite wall. Shackles, binders and handcuffs in a myriad of style filled the shelves. Soft, fluffy cuffs of all different colours were, he thought, the most comfortable looking. And when he came across what seemed to be medieval manacles, he quickly turned away to find something else to browse. As he was eyeing up a curiously shaped gag, which seemed to have a dildo attached to it, Amelia returned. She was clutching a shopping bag which she shoved into his hands. "I'm quite happy with my purchase. But don't look inside. I'm sure you'll see it another day. Let's go."

She led him out and back into the throngs of shoppers. Adam held onto her bag, trying to hide the logo which revealed the nature of their own shopping. He paid little attention to where they were going until they stepped inside a lingerie store.

"I thought I'd treat myself to something nice," Amelia told Adam as she strode to the part of the shop she wanted, declining the offer of a fitting from a sales assistant. She browsed sets of bras and underwear, examining the many styles, fits, and colours. "You'd better not get turned on by this," she said, noticing Adam staring at the bras on a pair of busty mannequins. "This might be good." She picked something out. "I'll go try it on." She went to the dressing rooms and told Adam to wait outside. 

He sat in the waiting area while Amelia slipped into a free cubicle, drawing its heavy curtain closed behind her. Adam waited, worried by the quizzical looks he received from passing sales assistants. Fortunately, they seemed too busy to ask what he was doing there, but his feel of awkwardness was enhanced when his plug started vibrating. He squirmed, silently cursing Amelia for her incessant teasing and trying to resist the arousal it triggered in him. But he couldn't. He knew it was pleasurable. And he couldn't prevent the feeling of the chastity cage being filled by his growing cock. 

The vibrations stopped. He regained his composure. "Slave," Amelia whispered, peering out from behind the curtain. The rest of the dressing room was empty. "Come help me."

Adam stood up. Not wanting to wait for someone to see him sneak in, he hurried over to her and stole into the cubicle. It was spacious, but he didn't pay much attention to anything other than Amelia. She was standing inches in front of him in a full set of lacy black lingerie: stockings, suspender belt, g-string, and a push-up bra which she was holding in place in front of her voluptuous breasts. "Do me up." She turned around to present the open clasps of the bra strap. "Quickly," she whispered.

Adam did as he was told. After a brief struggle, he hooked the clasp closed. 

"Good slave." Amelia turned around. Adam gaped at the view. In the confines of their cubicles, Amelia's delicately enwrapped breasts almost pushed into his own chest. He noticed then that a key hanged from a subtle silver chain necklace between her tits. It was smaller than the one she'd used to open her dungeon door. She fiddled with it. "This is for your cage," she said. "A constant reminder to you of your role as my slave. Do you want to be let out?"

Adam cock strained in its cage. "Yes please, mistress."

"Pull your pants down then," she ordered. "Show me it."

Adam gladly stripped his lower half, dropping his trousers and underwear down around his ankles. His cock was glad to be out of the confines of his underwear, but it now ached to be touched.

"It's a beautiful sight." Amelia stroked her hand over the cage, feeling where the flesh bulged between the gaps in the metal. "All men should be caged like this, only being let out if a woman allows it. Your orgasms are so weak and trivial. Denial would teach you all how to behave better and give women like me the respect we deserve. As I've said, slave, my pleasure comes before yours. So kneel for me."

Adam kneeled. In his position his face was right in front of Amelia's crotch.

"Time to show me what your tongue can do," she said, removing the g -string to reveal her freshly-shaven pussy. "Prove your worth, slave."

She pushed into Adam. With little space to manoeuvre, he had no choice but to feel her warm pussy in his face. He began to pick, gently at first. Around the outside and then thrusting his tongue deeper into her. She responded by putting a hand on the back of his head and forcing him closer. He lapped greedily, encouraged by her subdued moans of pleasure. Lost in the moment, Adam didn't realise that Amelia had managed to take hold of her phone until his plug began vibrating again. His cock throbbed. He directed his tongue up. Amelia shuddered. He had found her clit. "Keep going," she whispered desperately. Adam continued, taking what deep breaths he could in between bouts of oral which intensified throughout Amelia's body. His jaw began to ache but he persisted, feeling her arousal in the heat of her pussy. As she climaxed, she clutched his hair. He winced. She froze in pleasure. Then exhaled one deep breath. Adam was forced off her.

"That was good, slave," she panted. Her wetness and his saliva dripped onto the floor. Adam could still taste her in his mouth. "Do you still want to cum?"

Adam nodded eagerly. The vibrating butt plug was still working its magic, keeping his cock intensely aroused. Having brought both Mel and now Amelia to orgasm was driving him crazy. He needed his own release.

"Okay, slave, stand up. I'll allow you to cum."

Adam stood up. The cage jutted out towards Amelia who took it in her hands. The limited feel of her skin on his engorged flesh was nevertheless soothing. Amelia gently stroked up and down the length of the cage. Along with the relentless vibrations rippling through his body, Adam's frustration was matched his pure arousal. 

"You are allowed to cum for me," Amelia told him. Her strokes accelerated and Adam moaned. The light touches to the exposed parts of his shaft were enough to tease him but not enough to grant him the sensations he needed. Despite his unabating pleasure, his caged cock wasn't getting near to an orgasm. He pressed his back against the wall, not knowing what to do. Amelia stepped toward him and continued her torment. The key dangled teasingly in sight.

"Please . . . mistress," Adam croaked. 

"You'd better be close to an orgasm if you're talking to me right now," Amelia said. "Are you close?"

"No, mistress."

She stopped her strokes. "Well why are you saying anything then?"

"I can't get close with the cage on."

"And you want me to take it off do you?"

"Yes, mistress." 

Amelia shook her head. "I told you you're allowed to cum. It’s not my fault that you couldn’t. I didn't say I'd make it easy for you." She grinned. "But I guess you've missed your chance now. Not that it bothers me."

Adam groaned in disbelief, hating her deception. His cock was still throbbing.

"Turn around, slave," Amelia ordered. "And get dressed."

Adam turned and stared at the blank wall, then clothed himself. He could feel Amelia getting dressed behind him. To his relief, the vibrator turned off, but the ache of frustration persisted.

"Let's go, slave." Amelia, now fully dressed again, pulled back the curtain and led them out. She brought the lingerie with her to the till and paid for it. Adam was glad to see no one else around, and he was partly surprised that Amelia paid with her own money.

She led him through the mall and all the way to the entrance where they had met earlier. Adam handed her the shopping bags when she requested. Pulling him to the side and out of earshot of passersby, Amelia said, "Now listen, slave. I'm going to make sure Mel is busy tonight. She won't be disturbing you today, so you're lucky, you can just relax this evening. If you can with that frustrated cock of yours. Tomorrow, however, you will come and see me in the morning. At nine. You won't be late. If you are, there's no way I'll unlock you." She turned to leave, then remembered something. "Oh, and leave your plug on until you get home. Then you might want to wash it. See you tomorrow, slave."

Amelia turned and walked out the entrance. Adam stood a moment, waiting for the last semblance of an erection to subside, then he headed home. As he went, the vibrator came to life in momentary bursts. Despite the pleasure it gave, he was glad to rid himself of its teasing once he got back to the flat. He felt relief too that he wouldn't have to deal with Mel. His day had been filled with sex, and with no orgasm after all his torment the rest of his afternoon and evening had him distracted with thoughts of Amelia’s body and her control over him. The unknowingness of tomorrow filled him with a certain level of anticipation and dread. But he couldn’t wait, for it might mean a release from his chastity. 


4. Her Two Submissives: Tease and Torture

Adam knocked on Amelia's door and checked his watch. It was exactly nine o'clock on Sunday morning. His mistress was expecting him. After another night spent in chastity, Adam was eager to see her, if only for the chance to be unlocked. All he hoped, however, was that Mel wouldn't be there to greet him instead.

He breathed a sigh of relief as Amelia opened the door, wearing only a long kimono wrapped around her body and high-heeled boots which extended up and out of sight beneath the flowing red fabric. "Come in, slave," she ordered, letting the door slam shut as soon as he had stepped in. "Follow."

Amelia led him through to the lounge and sat on a sofa, beckoning Adam to stand on the floor a few feet in front of her.

"Present, slave," she said. Adam complied with her instruction, spreading his legs and putting his hands behind his back. He watched as she looked him up and down. The bottom of her bare, smooth legs poked out from under the kimono. "Undress for me, slave. Show me your caged cock." Adam began undressing, starting with his shirt then making his way down to his jeans. As he stripped, Amelia continued talking, all the while watching him intently. "Melanie is busy right now so don't worry about her walking in on us. We had a fun night yesterday, so much so that I think she's started to forget about you. See, the more you give yourself to me, the less important she becomes. And then it's only natural that she'll start to consider getting rid of you from her life. Tell me, what would you do if she walked in on us right now?"

Adam had just taken off his underwear and now stood naked, apart from the cage around his cock. "I don't know, mistress," he answered.

"I doubt any woman be happy to be deceived by you," Amelia continued. "But I'd still keep you as my slave, even if your relationship with her failed. She'd never bring you pleasure anyway. Not while your cock is locked up like that. Speaking of which, would you like to be released?"

"Yes please, mistress." Adam's cock started to harden at the idea. 

"Perhaps I will unlock you. If you continue to behave." She stood up and let her kimono drop to the floor. Adam's mouth hung open at the sight of what she wore underneath: a corset cinched tightly around her body, pushing her cleavage up, and her long legs led up from her knee-high boots to a delicate G-string. Her all-black outfit gave her the look of a real dominatrix, to both Adam's excitement and fear. "Do you like what you see, slave?"

"Yes, mistress. A lot."

Amelia laughed. "I'm glad, I suppose. But this isn't for you. This for me. I've decided I want to fuck you, slave, and you don't deserve the visual pleasure I offer you as well." She produced a blindfold and tied it over Adam's eyes, then handcuffed him. His cock throbbed, eager at her promise to fuck him. "Kneel, slave."

Adam kneeled, desperately willing to follow any order. He listened as Amelia fiddled with what sounded like buckles and straps.

"Open wide, slave," she ordered.

As soon as Adam opened his mouth, it was filled by a silicone dildo. He gagged and choked but Amelia held his head still.

"Suck it, slave." She momentarily lifted his blindfold off to reveal the strap-on she was wearing, attached around her waist and stuffed in his mouth. She bucked her hips back and forth, forcing him to give a faux blowjob. "You love when girls suck you off, don't you? Now experience what it's like to give one. Impress me, slave. Imagine, if you like, that this is your cock and you’re Melanie. She said she’s good with her mouth."

She put Adam’s blindfold back on him and he continued to suck the dildo, unable to do anything else. It was one he recognised from the shop they had visited the day before – fleshy and with the contours of a real-looking cock. When Amelia pulled out of his mouth, it was dripping with his saliva.

"I hope you've made it slick enough," she said. "Because now I'm going to fuck you."

Amelia led Adam into position, pushing him so he was standing bent over one arm of the sofa. His legs were forced apart and his exposed butt in the air. The tip of the dildo traced around his crack as he braced himself for the inevitable. He now realised what she was really planning on doing.

"Relax, slave," Amelia said. "Enjoy the privilege of me fucking you."

She pushed in slowly. The head of the dildo met some resistance and Adam winced in discomfort. Once it had breached the exterior, however, the rest slid in easily. With slow movements, Amelia fucked in and out with the slick dildo. Adam grunted at the new sensations. He had expected pain so was surprised when the penetration immediately brought his cock to life. Amelia sped up. She thrust in and out, disregarding her previous gentleness for full-on speed and ferocity. Adam's cock pulsed. The dildo was pushing against his prostate, granting him waves of pleasures which had him trembling and distracted from the discomfort of his chastity.

"Take it, slave," Amelia said. "Take it like a good slut."

Adam moaned in pleasure, but as the fucking continued the friction became more apparent. Feeling his, Amelia slowed down to a halt, leaving her dildo inside him.

"I don't want to hurt you, slave, not too much at least." She took his caged cock in his hand. "Is this precum I see? I should have known you'd be so turned on by this, but I don't want you staining my sofa."

She pulled back. Adam grunted as the dildo slid out. Amelia told him to stand up and turn around. A drop of precum fell from the tip of his trapped cock and he waited, blindfolded, for his mistress' next instruction.

"I can see you enjoyed that. Too much, in fact. Do you think you could have cum if I continued fucking you?”

“I don’t know, mistress,” Adam said, feeling ashamed at how turned he had become.

“Well I’d certainly like to test that out someday. But I have plans for you now. Follow me, slave," Amelia said as she took off the strap-on. "We ought to relocate to the dungeon."

She led him by the cock, her hand wrapped like a vice around the cage, to the door under the stairs. Unable to see through his blindfold, Adam treaded carefully down the stairs. His heart raced, knowing of everything Amelia could do to him down here. As they descended, he realised he could hear a vibrator. It got louder as they neared it, buzzing continuously. Adam was then forced into a chair, which he guessed was in the centre of the room. Amelia tied his ankles to the chair legs and his handcuffs to the back. She then shoved a ball gag in his mouth. The same one, he felt, that he had worn when she first had him tied up on her bed. Amelia then moved behind him.

Suddenly, his blindfold was removed. In front of him – tied with legs spread and hands chains to the ceiling as Adam had been the previous night – was Mel.

*****

She was completely naked. Saliva drooled out of her ball-gagged mouth and a blindfold covered her eyes. She couldn't see Adam. Nor could she hear him; a pair of headphones blasted music into her ears. Adam realised that she had no idea that he or Amelia were there. Mel whimpered. A vibrator was held up and pressed against her taint, in much the same way as it had been set-up when Adam was chained in the same position.

Adam watched her pale body: the way her chest swelled with deep breaths, the taut stomach and exposed ribcage, her perky breasts and sensitive vagina. Seeing her body bound and posed in this way was new to him. Despite the shock of seeing her, the sight was undeniably arousing.

"Not what you were expecting, slave?" Amelia teased. She walked over to Mel, her heels tapping against the ground. "There's a lot to explain. I thought now would be as good a time as any."

Amelia ran her hand up Mel's thigh. She shuddered at the unexpected touch. Adam watched as she endured the same teasing that he had grown accustomed to be on the receiving end of. Amelia turned off the vibrator. Spanked Mel's ass. Pulled her hair. Twisted her nipples. Mel only struggled sluggishly. It became clear to Adam that she'd grown used to Amelia's dominance.

Amelia removed Mel's headphones. Then her blindfold. She blinked, bleary at the new sight. Then her blue eyes fixed on Adam. Mel screamed through her gag, staring in disbelief. She twisted in her chains. Adam could only whimper, shaking his head and looking back at her in their limited form of communication.

"I told you I had a surprise for you," Amelia said to Mel. "A brand new slave to keep you company!"

"Mmmpprhh." Mel struggled.

"Your little fuck buddy has been my submissive for a couple of days now," Amelia explained. She ran her fingers across Mel's pussy, gently masturbating her. "I think he quite likes it really. As it happens, he spent Friday with me. Yesterday too, in fact – he wasn't ill. When you saw him in a morning, he was lying in bed with his cock trapped in that cage you see before you. Actually, he hasn't been let out since then. He must be so horny."

Amelia paced back over to Adam. She ran her hands over his shoulders and down his chest. "I hope you didn't think you were special, slave," she said to him. "You're not my first slave. Poor Melanie here has been my submissive for years. It's the price she has to pay for living here rent-free. Her slavery is the only rent I wanted, and she was happy to submit. Now and then I loosen my grip on her leash, so to speak, and let her hook up with guys. That's how she met you. But, when she told me your fantasies of being dominated, I couldn't help but takeover. And so I've been having fun with her since last night. She's used to sleeping in the dog cage by now, and finally I feel ready to reintroduce you two. You are both my slaves."

*****

"Now let's have some fun, shall we?" Amelia unchained Mel and led her, without a struggle, to what looked like a pommel horse. 

Mel looked back at Adam, regretting his involvement, but she had long since learned to respect and obey Amelia's commands. She was bent over the horse and had her ankles and wrists strapped to each leg. Mel grimaced as Amelia spanked her hard on her exposed butt, leaving a red hand-mark.

"You've fucked her many times, slave," Amelia said to Adam, approaching him. "And now I'm going to get you to fuck her again."

She left him tied to the chair and hurried upstairs to get something. While alone, Adam and Mel looked each other in the eyes. Mel made a noise through her gag which sounded something like "I'm sorry." Adam shook his head, as if to say it wasn't her fault.

Amelia returned, carrying two strap-ons. One Adam knew too well; the other was new.

"I'm still not ready to unlock you," Amelia said. "So for now this is all you get."

She fitted the new strap-on around her waist then untied Adam from the chair, just leaving his hands cuffed behind his back. "Stand up, slave. Present." Adam submitted and Amelia put the strap on in position so that the dildo firmly jutted out inches above his hanging, caged cock.

"Melanie spilled your fantasy to me, so it's only fair that I tell you hers," Amelia said, leading Adam over the immobile Mel. "She's secretly a dirty whore, did you know? She's always wanted to be double-teamed by two guys, but I never let her be with more than one at a time. Right now, however, I'm feeling generous. I fulfilled your fantasy, so I think I'll fulfil hers. It'll just be with these fake cocks. Which I'd say are really more reliable than the real thing."

Mel's eyes filled with horror as her secrets were spilled, and even more so as Amelia led Adam behind her. "I need to teach her that things don't always work out the way she's imagined. And today I want to treat you two equally. So you're going to fuck her in the ass."

Amelia took a handful of lube from a dispenser on a nearby table. She stroked up and down Adam's dildo then wiped her hand clean.

"Go on, slave," she said. "Fuck her."

She stood looking at Adam, waiting for him to do as he was told. With no other choice, he took a step forward. The tip of his slick dildo pressed into Mel's asshole. Just as Amelia had done to him upstairs, Adam pushed in slowly. Mel groaned through her gag. Amelia smiled and moved round to the other side. "Keep going," she said, "I'll fuck her throat." She took off Mel's gag and, before a word could be spoken, shoved her dildo in.

"Speed up, she likes it rough," Amelia ordered Adam, who had until that point tried to be gentle. But with her sharp words, he sped up, matching Amelia's own rhythms. With his hands cuffed behind him, all he could do was thrust his hips. Despite granting him no physical sensation, the mimicking motions of sex had him wishing for his own cock to be in the position of the dildo. In his already aroused state, each numb push sent spikes of phantom pleasure through him. His real cock grew. 

Adam looked across Mel's bare back to his dominatrix. Synchronised with him, she fucked Mel's mouth. Mel drooled and moaned. Her body, strained in its bondage, shuddered from its double penetration. Her filled mouth gagged as Amelia's strap-on thrust into it, while Adam's pounded her from behind. She could do nothing but accept it.

As Adam got hornier, he became more enraptured by his role, no longer needing Amelia to encourage him. He wanted to please her. He would do anything to please her. He stared as Amelia's tits, larger and more pronounced by the constricting corset, wobbled while she grabbed Mel's hair and more furiously face-fucked her. 

Adam's cock pulsed. Tears streamed from Mel's eyes. Amelia noticed and stopped.

"That's enough, slave," she said to Adam

Panting, they both pulled their straps-on out.

Amelia wiped her dildo over Mel's face, spreading the saliva over her cheeks. "Enjoy that, slave?"

"Yes, mistress," Mel replied with her first spoken words of the day.

"Excellent." Amelia moved to Adam and pushed him to one side, saying to him, "Now watch as I fuck her the way you used to."

She stepped behind Mel and, without pausing, slid the drool-covered strap-on into her vagina. Having been so turned-on by the previous oral and anal penetration, Mel was raring to be fucked properly. Her pussy, already wet, eagerly received Amelia's silicon shaft. Adam watched as Amelia fucked the girl with whom he had spent so many pleasurable nights with. But the pleasure was now no longer his. Amelia owned him, and she owned Mel. The ecstasy visible on Mel's face was given only because Amelia allowed it.

She stood there, mistress of her two slaves. Her heeled shoes were firmly planted on the floor as she fucked Amelia, harder and harder.

"I'm close to cumming, mistress," the slave burst out. Her orgasmic moans had nearly reached their peak.

"You may cum, slave," Amelia said. She continued thrusting in with the entire length of her shaft.

Mel screamed. Unbeknownst to Adam, she had suffered hours of tease and denial at the hands of their dominatrix the previous night. Having repeatedly been brought to the edge of orgasm before being denied, she was ready for the release Amelia was going to grant her.

It hit her in shuddering waves of pleasure. She was cumming. Her energy released in screams of ecstatic bursts.

*****

Adam watched as Mel fell limp and the last of her moans echoed around the dungeon. His cock ached. The chastity cage seemed to have gotten smaller – he couldn't believe how hard his member was struggling to break it open. Amelia slid her dildo out of Mel's dripping pussy and took off the strap-on, putting it to the side.

"Does that feel better, slave?" she asked.

"Yes, mistress," Mel said. "Thank you, mistress."

"Good." Amelia began to gather together new bondage tools. She unstrapped Mel, letting her loose to stand up and stretch, then led her over to Adam. 

"Sit, both of you, legs apart," she ordered her slaves. They sat down and she gave further instructions, both verbally and by moving their limbs into position herself. She had them face each other with their legs stretched open. Mel's right ankle was tied to Adam's left, and her left to his right. Then both had their hands cuffed behind their backs. Finally, Amelia attached collars to the two of them then linked a chain between them and made sure it was taut. They were tied together by their feet and necks, unable to lean too far back without pulling the other with them.

Amelia tightened the bonds a stood back, saying, "now I just need to sort some things out upstairs, so I'll leave you both together to have a rest."

She left her two slaves shackled together, exiting the dungeon but keeping the light on. Adam and Mel looked at one another, feeling helpless and exposed and frustrated by their closeness.

"I'm sorry you got involved with this, Adam," Mel said. Being the only one ungagged meant she felt obliged to say something, even if only to take advantage of the moment without Amelia moderating their speech. "You should know," she continued, "I don't blame you. If you thought being with Amelia was like cheating on me, it wasn't really. Even if me and you were officially together, I don't know if it would count as cheating. Amelia can be quite . . . manipulative. Did she trick you into tying yourself up?"

Unable to say anything, Adam nodded. He wanted to explain everything to Mel, so his frustration was heightened by his gag. Fortunately, she seemed to be rational about their predicament.

"The thing is, I should have expected this," Mel said. "She'd told me about her fantasies. She always wanted to have some guy tied up and vulnerable. She wanted to fuck them and blackmail them into becoming her slave. I assume that's what happened with you?"

Adam nodded.

"I see. Well, I suppose it makes sense. I just didn't think she'd ever do it. And never with you. I thought she'd let me have you to myself." Mel looked at Adam's caged cock. Despite her recent orgasm, she still found herself incredibly horny. Especially when she took a moment to remember all the pleasure Adam had brought her. "I don't know if she'll ever let us fuck now. Because I do miss you, and your cock. Whatever she makes us do as her subs, don't think I don't care about you. Understand?"

Adam nodded. His cock twitched again at the thought of Mel. The view of her naked body in front of him didn't help to stem the constrained erection.

"I'm sorry for getting you into this mess. I suppose it's actually part of your fantasy though, right? So maybe you're enjoying it all more than you admit. Anyway, let's just try and get through today and I'm sure we'll be able to talk about this all another time. I think I can hear her coming."

On cue, the dungeon door opened and Amelia descended the stairs.

*****

Without saying anything, Amelia untied her two slaves. She forced Mel to kneel then set Adam into position.

Adam was tied to one of the support beams in the dungeon, his hands chained behind it and his legs tied to its base. Amelia observed his naked body then took a roll of cord and wrapped it around his torso, fastening him even tighter. He couldn't move. But his cock throbbed.

"I think," Amelia said, circling him menacingly. "It's about time I let that thing out."

She stood in front of him, toying with the key hanging around her neck. Adam's heart raced as she kneeled before him and took his chastity cage in her hands. She ran the key over the harsh metal. The scraping sent shudders through Adam. Amelia smirked as she watched the cock bulging through its cage. She moved the key up to the ring where the padlock was located. She slid it into the keyhole and turned it. The padlock clicked open and Amelia removed it for the first time since putting it on two days prior. Amelia stood up.

"You are unlocked, slave," she said. "If you are as desperate to be released as you say, your cock shouldn't have any problems escaping from its cage now." 

She stood back and watched. Adam struggled in both his bonds and the ones around his cock. He was fighting to release it, to push the cage around the shaft off of the ring secure behind his balls. He contracted all his muscles and he tried to make it budge. The hard cock twitched. It pushed against the metal. Slowly, the cage started to budge. It loosened. His cock could finally become fully erect. It pointed straight out, throbbing and glad to be released. The cage, separated from its ring, was balanced hanging off the engorged tip. Amelia removed it, smiling at Adam's efforts.

"Good work, slave," she said. "I knew I shouldn't have had any doubts about your abilities. After all you've been through, your horniness must be through the roof." She watched his member continue to bounced in place, the ring still tightly around it kept the blood pounding through to supply the raging erection. "As I have said, today I want to treat my two slaves equally. And as much it pains me to admit, I did allow Melanie to cum." Amelia traced a finger along Adam's shaft. It bounced, trying to get more of a touch. "So, I suppose I'll have to let you cum too."

Amelia stood back, observing the excitement visible both in Adam's face and his cock.

"But I want to make the most of having two slaves," she said. "So I won't be the one having to deal with your messy eruption." 

Amelia stepped over to Mel, who had been kneeling patiently and watching fascinated by the sight of Adam’s raging member. She dragged the waiting slave by her collar. Mel tried to crawl to keep up. Amelia brought her to kneel in front of Adam, his hard cock pointing at her face. Amelia shoved Mel closer and brought her hands around the back of Adam and the beam, then handcuffed them. Mel was secured to him and kneeling at his feet.

"You look perfect there, slave," Amelia said. "Kneeling like any good submissive should. Now, I know how much you have enjoyed sucking this cock in the past. Do you want to suck it now?"

"Yes, mistress," Mel said, looking up at Adam and his cock. 

"Tell me you want to suck that cock for me."

"I want to suck this cock for you, mistress." Amelia gazed at the head which hovered inches from her mouth.

"Then you may suck it, slave."

Mel eagerly took Adam's cock in her mouth. The anticipation had been killing him, and the first real touch since being released from his cage had his knees shaking with pleasure.

"Start slow, slave. We're in no hurry." Amelia gave her orders as she circled her slaves, enjoying the view of the two submissives doing what she told. She was the puppet master; they were her puppets.

"Remember, slave," Amelia whispered into Adam's ear. "Tell me when you're about to cum."

Adam groaned a quiet "Yes, mistress", trying to not become immediately overwhelmed by the pleasure Mel was giving him. His cock, made even harder by the ring encircling it, seemed larger than it had ever been before. Mel was struggling to even get half of it in her mouth without it sliding down her throat.

"Faster," Amelia ordered Mel. She had grabbed a riding crop – which Adam immediately recognised – and began tapping Mel's bare back, driving her on to work faster. "Don't be afraid to show off. Let me see you deepthroat him."

Mel pushed up further towards Adam. Her cuffed hands squeezed the back of his thighs to help steady herself. As she reached up to take more of his cock in her mouth, her butt lifted off the floor and her back stretched. Seeing the exposed cheeks, Amelia redirection the attention of her crop.

"Faster," she said, accelerating her strokes. Mel yelped at the pain as drool gushed from her mouth. Adam groaned. The feeling of his entire cock enveloped by the warmth of Mel's mouth was becoming too much. 

"I'm gonna cum," Adam said, exhausted from his straining against his bonds.

Mel was pulled back by Amelia. Adam's cock was free of her mouth. It bounced, desperate for more. But it wasn't close enough to the orgasm it wanted, and Adam calmed down from the edge. He groaned in frustration.

"Not yet," Amelia said, slapping him in the face. "I could just deny you now. I could leave you here until you got soft, then slide your cage back on and lock you up again. Would you like that?"

"No, mistress. Please let me cum." Adam begged. He couldn't think of anything other the need for an orgasm. The feel emanated from his rock-hard cock and seized his entire body with desire for pleasure. Mel looked just as desperate to continue. She gazed eagerly at the precum dripping from his tip.

"Don't worry, slave." Amelia was pleased by his eagerness. "I will let you cum. But first, you need to pay for it."

She disappeared behind Adam and out of his sight. He could only watch as Mel tracked her return. The naked slave's look of shock filled Adam with dread. Amelia strolled around to the front of Adam, placing her legs on either side of the kneeling Mel. 

"This, slave, is yours from Friday." Amelia held in front of him a used condom. It was tied off to secure the contents inside. "If you're going lose some cum today, you'll have to eat some too. So I've had this stored since your last orgasm."

Adam looked at his own cum in horror as Amelia untied the condom. 

"You can always say no," Amelia said, noting the look on his face. Then she started lightly stroking his shaft. "But then I'll have no choice but to put you back in chastity, and I don't think I'll let you cum today. And maybe every time I decide to give you the chance to cum, I'll give you the same offer. So, either you swallow your cum. Or you can start getting used a life devoid of orgasms. What will it be, slave?"

Adam knew he had no choice. If his cock was locked up without an orgasm, the denial would become unbearable. "I'll do it, mistress," he agreed.

"Good." Amelia smiled. She kept stroking him lightly, fuelling his horniness and his decision to do anything for an orgasm. "Now open wide."

Adam opened his mouth and grimaced, waiting for the taste. Mel watched in horror as the cum dribbled out of the condom and into Adam's waiting tongue.

"Swallow it," Amelia ordered.

The liquid was cool, which seemed to make it even more unpleasant. It took multiple gulps to get rid of it, and Adam nearly gagged as the last drops disappeared down his throat. The taste remained, but the hardness of his cock had him deciding it was worth it.

"Excellent." Amelia chucked away the condom. "Now you definitely deserve an orgasm. Get back to sucking him, slave."

She stepped away, allowing Mel to resume giving her blowjob. Adam's recent unpleasantness immediately dissipated as his cock was consumed once again. He was quickly approaching the edge as Mel sucked him, her mouth tight around his shaft.

"I'm gonna cum." Adam groaned as Mel continued.

"Now, Melanie," Amelia said. "As I am treating you both the same, I only think it's fair that you get to swallow his cum too."

Mel panicked but was held in place, deepthroating Adam. As much as she liked giving head, swallowing was never something she could enjoy. Now, she regretted telling Amelia so much.

Adam shook. His cock pulsed. Mel wasn't moving up and down him but her tightness and his contracting muscles were enough to take him over the edge. Adam's knees almost gave in. His eyes were screwed shut. Pleasure erupted out of him. After so much teasing, the shots of cum were overwhelming. Each one seemed to release an unbelievable amount of semen. It felt as if his balls were emptying many times over.

Amelia held Mel in position as the semen spurted unendingly into her. She spluttered, her throat receiving shot after shot. But she could do nothing but accept them, knowing that the load gathering in her mouth would have to be swallowed.

Eventually, Adam's balls were completely depleted and his cock could rest again. He was exhausted.

"Now, slave, swallow all his juices," Amelia said to Mel. She held her slave by the hair and jaw. As Adam's cock slipped out, Mel's mouth was held firmly shut. She took a deep breath, feeling the cum held on her tongue, and swallowed. Mel squirmed. Amelia watched her throat move as it gulped Adam's semen down. Mel consumed the saltiness with her eyes screwed shut. Once it was all gone, she opened her mouth to show her mistress it was empty.

"Good." Amelia smiled at the demonstration of compliance. "You should get used to swallowing your mess. Both of you." She stroked Adam's hair tenderly as he still slowly recovered from his overdue orgasm. "How are you feeling, slave?"

"Good, mistress," he said, glad that his orgasm wasn't ruined by her again. "Thank you for letting me cum."

"You're welcome. Better savour the feeling – I don't know when you'll next get another opportunity."

Adam's cock softened and Amelia picked up the chastity cage. After cleaning off the cum and saliva from Adam's shaft, she slid the chastity cage on. It slid easily into position, attached to the ring. Amelia put the padlock on and clicked it shut.

"That's better," she said. "As it should be."

She unlocked Mel's cuffs then unbound Adam from his position attached to the support beam and told him to kneel. He did so, kneeling next Mel. The two slaves waited side-by-side, looking up at their dominatrix.

"You both belong to me," Amelia said, pacing back and forth in front of them. "You don't need to be in bondage to submit to me. You will both comply to any orders I give you. In granting you both orgasms this morning I have demonstrated my mercy. In continuing to be my slaves, you may suffer from my pain and teasing, but I can promise that you will be granted similar moments of pleasure to what you have experienced today. However, I want to give you both the choice: if you so desire, I will let you abandon your servitude and you can treat this all like a dream, soon to be forgotten; or, you can reaffirm your loyalty to me and we can all continue enjoying our time together, through pleasure and pain. So, tell me now, do you still pledge yourselves to me."

Adam and Mel didn't look at each other. Their recent orgasms still filled them with a glowing feeling of ecstasy. They would do anything to fill that way again. No matter what. They didn't pause to consider the options laid before them. They simply looked at the goddess-like figure standing before and said in unison: "Yes, mistress."

The End
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