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   Mistress Jean was my main owner, teacher, trainer, mentor, and lover. I was Her slave, sexslave to be exact. If I wasn't with Her, I was out and about, enjoying some of my own personal time, with another woman that was extremely close to my heart. She was my greatest love and fondness in the opposite direction of play at the time. No one soul ever knew of the two sides of me that even I was learning so extremely fast. In some cases, ever faster in utilization of either side was impressive. I was an EXTREMELY quick study of the mental and physical aspects of the fascinating lifestyle of BDSM-D/s, trying to obtain and digest as much as I poissibly could, thus enjoying it all the more. Being  a facet of both sides, since I could remember those first combined feelings and emotions well within the depths of my groin, then learned from a far earlier age, the extent of that depth, I wanted more. MUCH MORE OF BOTH! I wasn't hooked. I FERVENTLY BE-


LIEVED! From there on out, I made myself a strong, personal promise to stay within the parameters of both sides of the Lifestyle, just as my Mtrs. had done. Eventually, She in-


cluded two other Mistresses early on, quickly absorbing them into the course of my thor-


ough and etensive training. They were also EXTREMELY close friends and lovers to each other. It was at that point, that I no longer had just one educated perception of total subserviance to acquire, comprehend, then utilize. I had three, and HAD to answer to ALL of them!


   A couple of wonderful weeks had gone by after I had met, then almost immedeately started serving Mtrs. Jean. She easily had constant control of my mind, heart, and body, every minute of the day and night. I'd call Her on Her lunch hour, and She'd see me after my shift every other night. On each occasion that I'd see Her, we always found a place to go to, far out into the darkness of the countryside, then park the bulky '69 Pontiac Bonne-


ville that She drove all of the time. Afterwards, I would strip completely, and stand on a blanket that was spread out on the ground if it wasn't raining. Then She would order me into any position that She wanted me in, then tie me to Her satisfaction, while in it. Af-


terwards, She would entertain and pleasure Herself by doing whatever She wanted to me, and/or have me service Her where, how, and for how ever long that She decided. If it was raining, She'd do the samething to me in the car. But every weekend, Mistress would get a motel room, then really go crazy on me! The weekend had arrived that She had de-


cided to use as a "special treat," sharing me with two Ladyfriends of Hers that I had met once when we were together in a bar one night. I had to have that particular weekend off, and got it arranged with my boss. On the homefront, which was really getting to me at the time, mom and dad thought I was out camping again with a couple of my closest friends. We camped out a lot, again being the scouts that we once were at one time, but got to really like it and keeping our get in our cars, ready to go on a moments' notice. Scoring a weekend was easy to do without question.


   It was almost time to punchout when one of the waitresses brought a sealed bag back to me. She said that it was from a real nice looking lady that told her- "Please give this to Ray. He has to open it BEFORE he leaves here." Then she said the lady left real quick. I opened the bag and found a note and a blindfold inside. "Go wash up REAL GOOD! Then go outside and stand with your back to the trash bin enclosure. Put the blindfold on,  keep your hands behind your back, and wait. Mistress Jean..." I cleaned up real good, including my crotch, then waited out in back where it was dark with my eyes covered, and my hands behind my back as instructed. A few long minutes passed, when a pair of hands quickly handcuffed my wrists, as another pair ductaped my mouth shut really good. I tried letting out a couple of muffled yells, but all I heard was "Shhhhh!" coming from two females. Then they guidedme quietly into the backseat of a car. I could smell women's perfume, but couldn't recognize who had it on. Nor could I figure out who had me, but they sure weren't guys. Those hands that held me were far too small. Maybe Mtrs. was up to something, and it included me! To my surprise, someone whispered in my ear- "You're captured!" Hell! That's what Mistress said a lot! All this HAD to be Her, AND Her Lady friends finally capturing me for a night. MAYBE THE WHOLE WEEK-


END! 


   All of the Ladies had met up earlier, piled thier luggage into the trunk of one car, then came and captured me. Once their plan was in full effect, the car was driven off by a third person. As soon as the Ladies had me in the car with my feet spread by the hump in the floor and keeping my knees apart, my legs were immedeately held that way by theirs. 


The car had plenty of room for them to easily do so. Again, it had to be Mistress and Her big car. As the drive continued, I heard many a temptuous whisper by my unknown Lady captors. The sweetness of their seductively soft voices soothed my nerves, and calmed my fears very easily, just before my ears were plugged real good, covered with some kind of thick pad, then taped over. Then I felt thier soft hands float gently about on me, touching my face and neck, re-assuring me of the feminine company that controlled me. Minutes after they started touching me, they stopped, and changed how they held me. Only one Lady had her arms and hands tight around me, hugging me so to say, but NOT letting go of me. The other Lady was busy unbuttoning my shirt and undoing my pants at the sametime. A few more minutes later, and me genuinely submiting, I was stripped completely from the waist down. All I could think of, was that of Mtrs. Jean's two lovely friends that She introduced me to, that one night at the bar. If the two were them. it was going to be quite an exciting evening all the way around. Or atleast, I hoped it would be.


   One of my captors was busy enjoying rubbing her hand very soft and sensuously over     


my chest, feeling my mscles and planting dainty kisses wherever she chose to. My other captor was eally busy doing a slow, teasing, feel that steadily crept up my inner thighs, and finally eased off a bit when she got to my balls, then my really stiff cock. As she was making her moves, I felt her authoritative push and slaps to my thighs, and at times, my genitals, to keep my legs apart. The two of them were having a ball getting me really su-


per excited and keeping my stiffness. By the way I was feeling, all caution was out the window, as they had me moaning from such sexual delights. The Ladies were definitely enjoying themselves, fondling my manhood, sometimes together, which really had my mind going in all kinds of imaginary directions. Knowing that there was really no way to stop them, or to the fact that it felt so good, mostl likely both, I sat back as best I could, and enjoyed such provacatively pleasurable treats from them for as long as we were all in the car, while the long drive continued. They kept me very near my edge, but made sure I didn't cum if, and if they did, before they allowed me to with a bite on my nipples, a few fingernails pushed hard into my cock and cockhead, or a stern squeeze to my balls. Need-


less to say, they easily had my full and UTMOST attention! 


   As the drive continued, each Lady kept my knees and legs far apart and pinned down, assuring the full view and complete availability of and to my stout manliness which had-


n't retreated since I was aroused. Quite assured that they had me very secure, a cord was looped around the base of my bag, then then tightened the loop tight against me. After another tight loop, and adding a knot underneath, my balls were separated while tied with 3 to 4 wraps each and making them very pronounced. The remaining cords were tied by one Lady around a ring which was directly underneath and behind my balls, while the other was fondling my stiff throbbing shaft, keeping it out of the way. Then I felt something clipped onto the ring, thinking it was probably a leash to lead me with. Whatever they had planned, I was gonna be led to wherever by my balls.


   They took their time enjoying my lobes protruding from the wraps of cord with their fingers and fingernails. Their teasing and slightly torturous advances to both my cock and balls really kept my sexuality HIGHLY aroused! Then I felt a cord looped around the base of my cock and snugged very taut. A few more taut to tight wraps were added all next to each other, then knotted off and the ends cut. All those wraps made my cock just a tad thicker and really hard. To make sure I wouldn't cum so easily, a clothespin was added onto each nipple, after they tongue teased and sucked on them to the fullness of their erectness. Inever felt such a painful grip clamping down on them, making me whine and pant like hell until the initial pain lessoned to a constant, dull ache. After that, the Ladies REALLY enjoyed themselves as they kept on teasing me with their hands, fingers, fingernails, lips, tongue, and teeth. Although I was having the ride of my life for awhile, they did their deeds extremely well, keeping me constantly on my edge, yet not allowing me to cum at all. All of those sexual feelings and emotions that I had, were run-


ning uncontrollably rampant through me, but would be soon settled, then quashed by the methods of three beautiful, yet powerful Mistresses. It was easily and enjoyably obvious that I was going to be their playtoy. Where, how, and for howlong was totally in THEIR control.
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   There were a few more stops made along the way for gas and person rotation, since I could smell the gas, then the difference of perfume. The changes in the Lady's style in 


hand and finger movements on me were also noticed. At the first stop, I was guided out of the car, into a restroom, then my cock untied. A couple physical directives and recognizing the scent of a restroom, I released the pressure of my bladder, recieving a few gentle pats on my back. Afterwards, I was guided back into the backseat, with my shirt wrapped a-


round my cuffed wrists. Feeling a finger pressed against my taped lips a few times and a slight tug on the tape told me to stay quiet. The tape was pulled off and just long enough to get a few drinks of water, and a couple of breathes of fresh air. After my lips were taped shut again, the car was moving and all of us were back on our way.


   Each Lady had the use of me for fortyfive minutes, with me servicing each by how ever each chose to use me. Then the car was stopped, the Ladies would switch seating, then the usage started all over again. Blindfolded, ears plugged, and gagged most of the time, I never knew who I was servicing while the car was driven further. But during the drive, I was kept VERY busy, orally at times, by all of them, tonguing and sucking their clits and pussies, or their legs and feet, or all of them. It went on until the car was stopped later on, and another Lady switched seating in the back, then took use of me. After serving the third Lady, which may have had a longer or shorter time than the first two, we were finally very close to the destination. All of the Ladies decided that all of the weekend trips to the cabin would be once a month for all of them together, and me as their personal servant, slave, slut, whore, and playtoy. When they were all together on the mainfloor area, I was to be of service to all of them at any given moment. Then as night fell, each of the Ladies had a time limit with me, but wide open to use me in any way each chose, and for howlong that suited them. Sometimes, they were a team and used me at will for the entire night, to all of what they chose to with and to me for as long as it pleased them. When they were all fin-


ished, I was discarded to the bathroom, then to my bin, chained and locked in the nude, then covered with a few blankets. 


   That first trip took quite a long while, and aside from enjoying a lot of what they were doing to me, my mind kept seeing the beauty of Mtrs. Jean, then of her lady friends. The  car slowed down a lot after a few turns this way or that. then finally stopped and shut off. Again, I was guided out by leash to my tied balls, and immedeately pulled down to the ground to a kneeling position. After about five minutes in the coolness of the northern wea-


ther, two of the Ladies helped me up, then guided me into the warmth of the cabin, stop-


ed, then down on my knees again. Their routine would never change unless the weather played its' card. Once in and kneeling, my ankles were crossed and tied together real tight. They enjoyed leaving me like that for awhile, then occasionally feeling a slap on my ass, pinching and or twisting my nips, raking my chest, back or both with her fingernails, or a long a hard pinch or flick on the head of my cock every so often. I was hot, horney, and 


impatiant, but there wasn't anything I could do at all, otherthan to stay still, be quiet, and/or do what I was directed to do. Eventhough I was sure that it really was Mtrs. and her two lady friends that captured me, I still had a slight doubt. The only thing that kept me quiet was just one phrase that she mentioned every so often, but smiled when she threatened me with it. It really had to be all three of them, which really made me smile inside. 


   After kneeling there and getting the slightest of attention, one of them gripped my arm and gave an upward tug on the leash, as my ankles were untied. A couple of seconds later,   there was a strong pull on the leash, directing me to quickly stand up. Another tug and a push directed me to follow the lead of my captor for a number of steps, then stopped. A-


gain, a slight push on my shoulders and a downward pull on the leash directed me to kneel. Within a minute, A small hand held and massaged my left shoulder, while I felt the clothes


pin on my left nipple being bounced up and down. Then another small hand held my right shoulder with the same bouncing slightly torturing my right nipple for a few seconds, Without warning otherthan a firm grip of my shoulders, they took off the clothespins at the sametime. As soon as they were off, I let out a long muffled whine, feeling the surges of pain shooting through my nips, chest, and straight into my back. As the pain slowly sub-


sided into a steady, dull ache, both pairs of hands switched, so that my shoulder and waist were gripped from both sides. Just I felt them on me, a push to both shoulders with another to my waist, directed me to bend over with my head down, but off of the floor by a few inches. Oddly, I guessed what would be next, feeling I knew I was about to start worship-


ing someone's feet.


   A musky scent permiated my nostrils as one of them had her feet right underneath my face. Then the same Lady held my head and began moving it downward and side to side, telling me to pay homage to them, while I felt a few sharp stings given to my ass by a smooth, hard paddle. My guess was right, and I started gently rubbing my nose on the tops of her feet and toes. Her scent wasn't unpleasant and overpowering, as I was guided up a bit so that I'd be able to worship the bottoms of her feet with a very soft, gentle respect. After a few minutes, her feet were gone and I was guided up to kneeling straight. The clothespins were put back on my sore nipples, which really made me whine somemore. A few minutes, while I felt one set of hands being replaced by another small set, and the clothespins were bounced again. As sure as I thought of what was going to happen, it did, and they were taken off, paining me real hard again, as I was directed to bend over. A third pair of hands directed my nose onto the tops of her feet and toes, while getting quite a few more firm swats from the paddle. After a few minutes of being allowed the pleasure of ac-


tually enjoying what I was doing, the second pair of feet were gone, I was raised up


straight, and the clothespins were added again. My nipples were really hurting, and I knew everything was going to happen again, since there was one last pair of feet to pay homage to. Since the two pair weren't Mistress Jean's, I was hoping that the last pair were. 


   Again, I felt the switch of hands on me take place, and tried to really brace myself for more pain. Then I got it and really let out a loud whine, as I was guided downward and held. Once I stayed steady and waiting, the hands let me go. Within seconds, One Lady straddled my back just above my elbows, and gripped my shoulders real tight with her hands. Then just as the last set of feet teasingly touched my nose while I was guided downward a bit more, the first real hard swat connected. I let out a whine from feeling it, but was also surprised that the last pair of feet were indeed, Jean's, really exciting me and telling me that I really WAS captured. Just as I was getting into worshipping Hers, I let out another whine, feeling the second swat really connect hard on my already heated and red-


dened ass. Realizing that there was about ten seconds between the swats, I knew that I'd be getting quite a few more than before, while really enjoying paying lots of homage to Her feet. 


   For the five long minutes that followed, the three of them were enjoying what they had planned, while I really was turned on enjoying Mistress Jean's feet, and knowing who the other two gorgeous Ladies were that also controled me. It was worth getting my ass really paddled hard by a wooden pingpong paddle by all of them just to worship their feet, let alone anything else that they had in mind for the weekend. When Her feet were removed, everything stopped. I was in tears, sniveling and whining a bit, when I was guided up again, and left alone for awhile to reflect on who "owned" me, and make sure that I was ready and willing to obey them, doing whatever each or all chose to do with me. It was very re-assuring, knowing that Mtrs. Jean had been there all along, confimingmy thought of Her warning that one night, I WOULD be captured! From that moment on, I didn't just serve one Mistress and Governess, I'd be serving three, or so I thought and hoped for at the time. I would be at their beck and call, all within times and for whatever reasons, but both well within reason. 


   The rest of the night, and throughout the rest of the weekend, it was a total sexfest, with me as the main course. All of them enjoyed me privately for their use and abuse, while I was bound, and unbound, but mostly bound. My balls were kept tied for atleast four hours, since they weren't to the major aching point. The Ladies kept them tied for a few hours more, enjoying the use of the ring and leash when they were needed. Eventually, they freed me of the ball binding, which stung a bit as the cord was removed. Otherthan that, I felt no other problem below, which made them very happy and would use the technique on every trip, or whenever they liked. They would be retied when I was awakened the next morning, and for the trip home, too. A few hours after we were there, the Mistresses decided to have me kneel on the floor facinf the couch, but far enough away so they could have a full view of me. After two of them freed and cleared my ears, they sat down and ordered me to re-


move the blindfold. It took a minute to get use to the light in the room, then I looked up and focussed on the couch. There before me sat three stunningly beautiful, powerful, lov-


ing, caring, stern, and strict Ladies that I'd ever seen together at one time! The threeLadies were Mtrs. Jean, Mtrs. Gloria, and Mtrs. Tilly. Two of them were the Ladies that had joined Mtrs. Jean and I that first night that we were in the bar together. The feelings and emotions at that time impacted me so excitedly, that I'd never, ever forget them.


   It was at that point, when the Mistresses knew there was one important thing left to do, they could finally enjoy the rest of the night in erotic, wild, kinky, blissful sex until every-


one was exhausted beyond means. As I knelt nude, unbound, and my head bowed  in front of them, I listened, agreed, or disagreed to rules, statements, comments, and amendments that were forming a verbal subcontract as it was, that would bind me to all three of them from that moment on. It would also bind them to me, until one or all three of them decided to release me. If one decided to exit the contract, the choice was made to either keep the one that we all agreed on, or make a new one. During that time, Mistress Tilly took notes so that all of us could read afterwards, then initial it, making it tentative, until the final one was completed. When each person initialed it, the contract also locked us into it from that night on. As it was, and into our future together, all of us lasted as one unit for the next three wondrous years, never once changing the contract, otherthan to make a few addi-


tions. When the final draft was completed, I began my full sevice to all three Mistresses for the duration, up to andincluding the moment of my release. Two long weeks later, the final contract was approved by all of us at the cabin that Mistress Jean owned, and that was the weekend that began our monthly group meetings, with all four of us together. It would be a few years later, and extremely extensive training by all three Mistresses, that the final day would come and present itself. Until then, I was owned by all of them with principal own-


ership being that of Mistress Jean, and signed in blood by me. It was a pact that bonded all of us, not only by the past and present, but would be carried through for life by all of us.
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   Starting with the second trip and upon our arrival to the cabin, my bondage and hindranc-


es with the exception of my tied balls, were removed. I was to unload the entire car, then take all luggages and other belongings to the correct room or area. Afterwards, I had to un-


pack everything, setting it in its' proper place in the designated drawers. All of the clothing that needed to be hung, was straightened up and hung neatly in the closets. All of the shoes, sandals, and slippers had to be in perfect rows, too. Each Mistress had Her own way of clothing arrangement, and I HAD to remember all of their directives. I alos had to get it right the first time, or be punished for wasting precious time. It was a gaurantee on every arrival night, that I would be punished byt all of the Mistresses at the sametime for no less than two hours, and by any means they chose, when, and howlong to administer it all down in the dungeon in the basement.


   On each monthly weekend at the cabin, one of the Mistresses would have to become a slave/slut to the other two Mistresses, but still have full dominance over me. This was quickly added into the contract and signed by all of us, as per their wishes, as all of them were a switch, lovingly bi with each other, and needed the attention and enjoyment of the other two throughout the weekend. In all actuality, all of the Mistresses were having and enjoying the best of both worlds. 


   My complete nudity was imperative at all times, making me completely vulnerable to their whim and fancy when and how ever they chose. The only exceptions that were al-


lowed were four cuffs and my collar. If I wasn't serving or servicing any of them at the time, I was used as a footstool, table, or bench. Other times, they would have me tied face up or down on the coffeetable. If I was tied belly down, there were three large holes in the top that allowed complete and easy access to my nipples and genitals. Two of the holes were quite large to accomodate very large tits which each well endowed Mistress had. Not one of them were under size 36DD. When the table wasn't used, the holes were filled by a clay pot with plants in them. 


   The cabin itself was a 3 bedroom log home, which sat atop a full basement. It was also in the middle of a 20 acre spread, deep within a thicket of tall, untrimed pine trees. The pri-


vacy was really great and all of us enjoyed it when play extended to the outdoors at times. The nearest neighbor was a half mile away, which also helped add to the privacy of our outdoor activities. The basement was also constructed and prepared for extremely severe weather such as a tornado, but divisioned off. The dungeon was a real surprise, as there were many a piece of homemade bondage furniture, well constructed by Mistress Jean's husband, who was also a switch. Before long, I had added a few more pieces of custom made equipment to the room, and for main floor play. I not only made it, I was usaully in some of it, as well. There were times that I wasn't the only "victim" in the dungeon. The Mistresses had much of the goings on throughout the main floor area most of the time. I, and/or the other slave/slut were in the dungeon intermitently throughout the weekend, be-


ing punished, played with, used, and abused or all by one of both of the other Mistresses. 


Before all of us left the cabin for home from a monthly weekend, the slave/slut of the three Mistresses that weekend drew a named piece of paper out of a bag and announce the name for the next monthly get together.No one ever had the same weekend back to back unless it was specifically requested, which did happen a few times. All in all, the three Mistresses, all extremely close friends and lovers of each other had, and continued to have an equally acceptable balance of love, power, submission, complete enjoyment to and with each other in more ways than one. They were all living their chosen lifestyle together and to the full-


est, and allowed me to be so humbly included into their private circle, adding more spice to everyones' chemistry.  


.............    



































         























  


