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	Chapter I 

	Meeting Erika

	I cannot tell you the exact moment I realized that the life I formally knew would be completely over. It happened gradually but yet it seemed so fast. Within a year I went from a cocky college student on the fast track to success to a completely submissive slave to my girlfriend Erika or, as she prefers, my owner, Mistress Erika. I feel as though I willingly entered a prison in which my freedoms were stripped away from me one by one. I no longer own any possessions. Everything that I once owned or had in my name is now in my girlfriend’s name. Even though I make about seven times as much money as she does, it is all considered hers and I am not allowed to spend it without her approval. That is except for the small allowance she grants me every month. I never wanted a life like this. I heard about some guys that get off on female domination but I never was into it. I liked to be the one in control and make the decisions. Although the 50’s version may have been a little extreme, I always envisioned my girlfriend cooking and cleaning while would relax after a hard day’s work, maybe watch some sports and play golf every now and then. Now I don’t dare attempt to do that. I am the one cooking and cleaning, among many other countless jobs, all while still working and bringing home the bulk of the money. The sad thing is that given the option, if I would ever have one, I am not sure I would go back to my old life. That would mean I would lose Erika forever and I do adore her. How, may you ask, has this happened to me? Like I said, it was small gradual steps but I was in deep before I knew it.

	Things were looking really promising for me. A 22 year old senior in college, I was only a couple months before I graduated with my degree in IT. I knew it wouldn’t be a problem finding a job especially with the high grades I received and the job market but I was pleasantly surprised when I was offered an internship at an up and coming Website Company that specialized in high end sites and apps. It wasn’t a large company, maybe 30 employees, but it was a fast growing company with a lot of potential. My boss was a no nonsense business man who appreciated hard work and straight laced employees. The company was filled primarily with men except for a few women in lower secretarial positions. I guess he was a little chauvinistic but he always treated the ladies at the office with respect. I felt that I had a similar view and that’s why we got a long so well. It also helped that I was a hard worker and often stayed later than the paid employees. After a couple months into my internship, I was promised a full time position making well over six figures with the added bonus of stock in the company. All the studying and work ethic I maintained during college really paid off. Not to mention that I was a pretty conservative guy and never joined in the silly frat parties all my friends were going to. Yes, I did enjoy having some drinks quite often but never enjoyed the crowded parties filled with drunken idiots and red solo cups.

	I also pretty much stayed away from the dating scene while in college. I was considered very attractive and kept in shape but I felt that my studies came first and I would have plenty of time to sow my oats when I graduated. And besides, I never saw the point of having a girlfriend. From what I’ve seen of my buddies, girlfriends seemed way too needy and just a hassle. If I ever got the urge to be with someone, I could easily go out to the bar and pick up someone for a quick one night stand. Yep, I always thought a girlfriend was out of the question for me. 22 years old is not the time to settle down. Maybe when I am in my thirties, or at least, my late twenties. That was until I met Erika.

	I first saw Erika one morning when, after I spent the previous day working at my internship and then studying most of the night, I decided to get some coffee to pick me up before I went to my class. It was a beautiful Saturday morning and I didn’t want to spend it sleeping in. I was waiting in line at the coffee shop to place my order, not really paying attention as the line slowly moved, when I looked up and saw her. For the first time I felt nervous talking to a woman, especially one that seemed to be quite younger than me. 

	“Hi there, what can I get you” She said with a smile.

	“Um….I….” Shaking my head a little to clear my thoughts, “I will have a large Americano please.”

	“Can do! Name?” She responded quickly.

	“Oh, Uh, Timothy” She smiled at me, amused at my awkwardness. Why was I so nervous? Yes, she was extremely cute. She had brown hair that partially curled down to her shoulders. Large eyes, a button nose, and a perfect smile. She was petite, maybe standing 5’ 3” and 110 lbs, which was far from my 6’, 210 frame. The coffee apron slightly covered form fitting black skirt and top she was wearing. She was indeed very beautiful but I’ve seen plenty of beautiful girls. There was just something about her that I couldn’t stop staring at her. I figured she was around my age but had a confidence to her that added to my attraction.

	I went to find a seat and specifically found one where I could look right at the counter or, to be more specific, her. Once in a while she would catch me staring at her while she was taking more orders. I would look away nonchalantly and she would just smile. “Timothy!” A voice shouted. I snapped backed to reality and quickly went to the next counter to grab my coffee. I sat back down in the same spot but made sure I didn’t look at her. I was embarrassed that this girl was making me feel so uncomfortable. I quickly drank my coffee and waited until she was taking another order so I could leave without her noticing. I got up, placed my empty cup on the counter and started walking towards the door with my head lowered.

	“That was quick!” She called out as I was passing her section. Crap, she saw me.

	I quickly turned to her, “uh, yeah, gotta run”.

	“Well, have a wonderful Saturday Timmy” She said with a little smile and a wink.

	Timmy? I haven’t been called Timmy since I was six years old. I didn’t know if I was more annoyed or thought it was sweet. I just nodded, gave an awkward chuckle and left.

	The rest of the day I could not stop thinking about this girl. Why was I so drawn to her? Why couldn’t I compose myself and act confident around her? Why didn’t I get her name! I decided to go back the next morning, determined to be my charming, confident self, and show her I am not the bumbling idiot she probably perceived me as. I walked into the coffee shop, brimming with self-confidence and maybe a little arrogance. There was nobody in line so I walked directly up to the counter where she stood with a big smile. I was about to give my order like I was important and had better shit to do when, “Wow!” She exclaimed.

	“I’ve never seen you in here before and now I get to see you two days in a row! The usual, Timmy?”

	Once again she called me Timmy and once again my confidence withered away. “Uh, yes” is all I could mutter.

	“You know, manners go a long way. How about a please?” She said, talking to me like I was a child.

	“Oh, yeah, I’m sorry. A medium Americano please”

	“Good boy!” She said. For some reason, this last remark made me feel proud. Like I pleased her. “And, if you haven’t noticed, tips are very welcomed.” She said while nodding to a row of small jars lined up on the counter. I looked and there were four separate tip jars with the name of one of the baristas on each. I scanned the containers, realizing I didn’t know her name. Suspecting my confusion, she jumped in with a smile, “its Erika”. I pulled out my wallet and looked inside. All I had was one 20 dollar bill. Not wanting to sound rude and ask for change, I dropped the 20 in her jar. I looked for her reaction but she just tilted her head to the side with almost a look of disapproval and told me how much my coffee was. Shit, that was my only cash so I had to use my credit card. As she rang me up, I was expecting her to continue the small talk but she just moved onto the next customer. I slowly stepped away, drank my coffee and left.

	All I could think of that day was Erika. Did she expect more of a tip? Was that why she didn’t talk to me more? Was she just flirting with me to get the tip? Why couldn’t I get her out of my mind? I was starting to get upset that this girl was having such an impact on my thoughts. I had to work at my internship fairly early the next morning but decided to go in one more time to see her. Although it was mostly business casual for interns, I was going to wear my most expensive suit. I wanted to show Erika that 20 dollars wasn’t all I had to my name; that I was successful or, at least, was going to be. I was very disappointed when she wasn’t there. It must have been her day off so I tried the next day as well. Still, she wasn’t there. The whole week was the same. Every morning I would go to the coffee shop and every morning I was disappointed that I didn’t see Erika. Finally, the next Saturday was my lucky day. I stepped into the store and saw her standing at the counter. A big smile ran across my face, unable to hide the excitement and relief to see her once again.

	“Hey Timmy, I hear you are becoming quite the coffee addict!”

	I told myself to be cool. “Yeah, you guys make great coffee but the service is top notch!”

	“We really are! Americano?”

	“Yes, please” I paid for my coffee and reached in my wallet to find another $20 to put in her tip jar. I looked up and saw her smile.

	“What would be even better than at tip is if you would ask me out.”

	“Oh, yeah” I replied maybe a little too quickly. Normally I didn’t like very direct girls but this time I was happy because she made me so nervous. “Would you like to go out sometime?”

	“Of course, Timmy! Tonight is good for me. Mario’s at 7:00.” I couldn’t tell if she meant this as a question or a statement. I thought to myself that Mario’s is pretty expensive and I didn’t like spending that much on food but, I realized that this is a first date and probably wouldn’t be a regular thing. “Yeah, that sounds great!”

	“Perfect, I’ll meet you there!” She told me and moved on to the next customer.

	After I made reservations for Mario’s, that night I started getting ready for my date with Erika. Mario’s was a pretty nice place so I wanted to dress a little better than normal. I didn’t want to overdo it so I decided to go with black slacks, a nice striped button down shirt and a tie. I looked in the mirror and knew that I looked good. With my looks and taking her to such a nice restaurant, I was bound to get laid tonight. Sometimes that’s all I needed. If she was good in bed I would probably take her out a couple more times but, like I said, I don’t want a girlfriend.

	Traffic was a little heavy that Saturday night and, even though I left a few minutes early, I didn’t arrive at the restaurant until ten after seven. I would have sent Erika a text but I didn’t have her number yet. I was regretting not getting it that morning in the coffee shop. As I walked in I saw Erika waiting in the lobby. She looked stunning with a short, black dress that stopped in the middle of her thigh, dark nylons, and a very sexy pair of black high heels which I liked since she was quite a bit shorter than I was. She also did her makeup which made her look even sexier and more sophisticated than when she is at the coffee shop. I stopped to look her up and down and knew this was going to be a good night. I went over to give her a hug but she quickly stopped me. “You’re late!” She wasn’t afraid to show that she was annoyed with me already.

	“I know, I am sorry Erika. Traffic was terrible.” I said very apologetically, hoping this wouldn’t ruin our night. 

	“I had the same traffic and I still made it on time. Do not let it happen again, ever!” She emphasized the “ever” and I thought that this night may not be so good after all. “Come Timothy, our table is here”. That was the first time that she called me Timothy and I felt sad. One part of me wanted to do whatever I could to make it up to her but another part of me was annoyed. I was only 10 minutes late for god’s sake and she was ordering me to the table like I was dog! She walked very quickly behind the Maître De and, after my initial shock; I started quickly walking to catch up.

	After we sat down I thought I should apologize one more time but the waiter came to our table right away to get our drink orders. Erika only ordered water and I thought that maybe this won’t be as expensive as I thought. I glanced at the drink menu quickly and started to order a Chardonnay when Erika stopped me. “I don’t want you to drink. I have no idea how you get when you drink and I don’t want it ruining our night.” Then turning to the waiter, “He’ll have water as well.” The waiter kind of snickered at the remarks and went to get the two waters. I understood where she was coming from but I was a little irritated that she just ordered for me.

	“Listen” she said noticing that I wasn’t too happy with the last couple events “I’m sorry but I can be a little controlling. Let’s start this night over.” With that, she slipped off her high heel and started rubbing her nylon covered foot up and down my leg. I completely forgot about being late, getting yelled at, and the waters. She slowly massaged the calf of my leg. Each time she went up she got a little higher until her foot was between my thighs. My cock was growing with each movement of her foot. She just smiled at me as I sat there with probably the dumbest yet relaxed look on my face. She inched her foot forward a bit more and touched my erect cock. “Oooh, don’t get too excited. We haven’t even ordered yet!” 

	“It feels really nice. You can continue.” I managed to exhale out. 

	“No, we need to get to know each other first.” She said, sliding her foot off my leg and back into her shoe. “We will definitely continue later tonight.”

	During the next two hours we talked about each other. I told her about my new job coming up and how I was going to be making a lot of money, especially with the stock options. She told me about how her dad left when she was young and how her mom swore off men and focused on raising her. All her energy was spent providing a good home for Erika and teaching her how to be a strong, independent woman. If I was actually looking for a girlfriend, this would have worried me as I did not want a strong, independent woman. It didn’t matter though as all I could think about was her foot on my cock earlier and wanted more. I didn’t even care that, even with water, the bill came to almost $100. I paid the bill and we got up from the table. “That was nice! It is still fairly early and I don’t have anything tomorrow. Did you want to do something else?” I said, hoping that sex would be the only option.

	“It was nice! I do have to be at work tomorrow but we can go to your place and continue what we couldn’t do here” She said with a knowing smile. “Where do you live?”

	“Just off of 32nd Street. It’s about a 20 minute drive, without traffic” I said trying to make light of the fact I was late.

	“Perfect! My house is only a couple miles from there. I’ll go with you and then you can drive me home afterwards.” Wow, she really is controlling and demanding but again, I was only thinking with my penis so I agreed.

	On the ride to my apartment, Erika had here hand on my thigh and was methodically rubbing it up and down. Every now and then she would brush my erect penis. She appeared not to notice but I knew she was doing it on purpose. She would also cross and uncross her legs, letting her nylons make a slight brushing noise. Every chance I got I would sneak a peek at those legs and more than once she caught me staring. “Do you like my legs? They look nice in these nylons don’t they?” 

	“Yes they do! They are very sexy. Your whole outfit is hot!” I couldn’t contain my excitement over this girl.

	“I am glad you like it. I really do enjoy dressing up, wearing dresses and heels.” As she said this, her hand once again grazed my erection but this time it stayed and she began to caress it. I didn’t want it to stop but I pulled up to my apartment building and we had to wait just a little bit longer.

	As we entered my place she looked around a little bit, not really impressed. “This is just temporary” I said. “I will be getting a much better place once I start my job.”

	“It is fine” she said as she sat down on the couch.

	“Do you want anything, coffee or a drink?” I asked but she just shook her head and patted the cushion next to her. I quickly sat down and put my arm around her. Before I could make any move, she grabbed my faced, pulled it to her and started passionately kissing me. She was very forceful but a great kisser. 

	After a couple minutes of making out she stopped and leaned back on the couch, her hand still on the back of my head. I was going to lean in and continue kissing her when she took hold of a handful of hair, opened her legs and guided my head down to her pussy. She had me in a really uncomfortable position so I moved to the floor, kneeling between her nylon covered legs. When I looked up I saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties, just a garter belt and stockings. “Mmmm, I like you in that position, kneeling in front of me.” She cooed. “Now get to work Timmy!” and she yanked my head towards her awaiting pussy, moving my head up and down from the grip she had on my hair. She brought her legs up so her heels were on my back, digging into my flesh. It was beginning to hurt and I never was a big fan of giving oral but she was dictating every action tonight and if it led to sex I would do it. After about 20 minutes of me servicing her, she had her orgasm and her thighs clenched down on my head making it hard to breathe. She finally let go of me and slumped into the couch obviously exhausted and satisfied. “Not bad but you can improve” she said not even looking down at me.

	“Maybe I will be better with this” I said, standing up and grabbing my throbbing cock.

	“It’s already after 10:00 and I need to get some sleep since I have to wake up early in the morning to work.” Seeing my disappointed face she continued “Awe, don’t worry Timmy, we will take care of that next time.

	“When will next time be?” I said solemnly

	“Next Saturday, same place but I want you to do me a favor. I don’t want you masturbating this next week. I think it’s disgusting and lessens the pleasure of sex.”

	A whole week without masturbating?! Especially after that? I didn’t think I could do it “I will try Erika but why do we have to wait a week?”

	“I have school silly. I can’t be staying out late on school nights. But don’t worry, I am 18”

	She’s still in high school? What was I getting into? I should’ve ended it right there but I wanted to sleep with her so bad that I agreed that next Saturday would work for me.



	




	Chapter II 

	Erika begins to train me

	After I dropped Erika off from our date I could not get my erection to come down. I was so turned on and no matter how hard I tried I could not stop thinking of getting off. As soon as I got home I quickly took off my tie and got out of my clothes. I laid down on my bed and started stroking myself thinking of Erika in the dress with the garter and stockings. Man did she look sexy. Then I remembered that I told her I wouldn’t masturbate. I have a pretty healthy sex drive and continued stroking my cock, thinking that she would never know. All through that week I kept thinking of Erika and anxious for Saturday to come. I wish I had her number to call or text but my mind was a little preoccupied the last time I saw her. Because I couldn’t get her off of my mind, I masturbated several more times throughout the week. Again, how would she ever know?

	Saturday rolled around and I again dressed similar to last time. I got to Mario’s a couple minutes early just to be safe. I saw Erika walking up to the restaurant around the same time and she looked stunning once again. She was wearing a tight black top, a red skirt that flared out a little, tan pantyhose and red stilettos. This time she came up to me and gave me a hug. She then whispered in my ear “I am happy that you got here on time. It turns me on knowing that you can follow instructions.” I thought it was a little weird to say that but I went with it and we continued into the restaurant.

	The date went fairly similar to last week and we ended up going back to my place again. I figured that she might not have a car since I drove her once again. I didn’t want to ask just in case it was embarrassing for her so I left it alone. On the way home she continued to torment me with her legs and hands; rubbing me and even guiding my hand to feel her legs. I was ready to fuck her and this time I promised myself it would happen. As we got home she went straight to my bedroom and sat down on my bed. I went to sit next to her but before I could she stopped me. “I’ve had a long day and these heels don’t help. Before we start, could you massage my legs?” I figured I could appease her a little so I got down on my knees and began massaging her beautiful legs. I was at it for 15 minutes when she moved her foot forward and pressed her shoe into my crotch, massaging my erection. I was getting very eager but I also didn’t want to stop and get her out of the mood. “Could you get my feet as well? Then we can have some fun.” While still on my knees, I removed her red stilettos and began massaging first her left foot. She rested the other foot on my shoulder and then laid back on the bed. When she was satisfied with the job I did, she took her left foot and rested that on me while bringing her right foot to my hands. When she finally advised me to stop it was almost an hour of me massaging her legs and feet. She put her feet down and rose from the bed standing over me while I still knelt in front of her. “You look so cute down there but why don’t you stand up and take off your clothes” she said. My knees were hurting and my hands were quite sore. Unfortunately, one other thing happened, I lost my erection. 

	“I will but my erection is gone. I think it was too much massaging” I said very upset with myself.

	“I think I know why you lost your erection Timmy!” She scorned at me. “Have you been masturbating?”

	I didn’t want her to think that I cannot hold an erection so I decided to be honest with her. “Yes, but I was so horny from last week and I could not stop thinking about you! I’m sorry.”

	“Listen Timmy, there are a few things you should know about me. My mother married a creep and I promised myself, and her, that I would never do the same. If I met someone, I would be in control. They would not walk all over me the way they did to my mother. If you want to be with me, you will have to abide by my rules or else this is over right now. If you ever want to sleep with me, I suggest you listen to me. Do you want to sleep with me Timmy?”

	“Yes Erika” I said with my head lowered. Here I was, towering over this girl who stood almost a foot shorter than me in her bare feet, four years younger, and in high school but, for some reason, she had all the power.

	“Good! For starters, if I tell you not to masturbate, you don’t masturbate. Is that understood?”

	“Yes” Ashamed that I was taking this verbal abuse.

	“Also,” her voice lowered a little “I will give you my phone number. I want you to check in with me daily. I want to make sure that you are not some sleaze looking for a one night stand. Can you do that?”

	“I can”

	“And finally” she sat back down on the bed “since your cock will not be able to please me tonight, I think you tongue should. Don’t you agree?”

	“Of course” and I lowered myself to my knees once more. She lifted up her skirt and pulled down her pantyhose just enough for me to fit my head in between her thighs. She again grabbed my hair and shoved my face into her pussy. I began licking and kissing as much as I could in order to please her. I remember the last time I got a score of ‘not bad’ so I wanted to make it better. She started getting more and more turned on and I could feel her juices flowing. She then began giving me directions “lick slower, kiss it, now faster”. I wasn’t sure how well I was following as I could barely hear and she was yanking and pulling my head in all directions. After what seemed like an hour of abuse she finally orgasmed. She pushed my head down so she could pull up her pantyhose, not even caring that my head was still under her thighs. “That was better but you still need some practice.” With me still on my knees she then informed me that next Saturday she would like me to make her dinner so we could spend more time at my place. She got up then and told me I could take her home. 

	I was beside myself that following week. I was upset with myself for letting her push me around but yet I still couldn’t get her out of my mind. I needed to just fuck her and end it. In order to do that though, I needed to follow her instructions. Each day I sent her a text hoping she was doing well and that I was looking forward to seeing her again. On Thursday it was a busy day at work. A client was having issues with their site and I was elected to run through it with them and fix it. It took me well past my normal quitting time to resolve the issue but the client was pleased and so was my boss. Things like this always looked good in showing him that I was a good fit for the company and that his willingness to hire me after college was a smart choice. Unfortunately, since I got home late, I totally forgot to send Erika a text. I didn’t remember until Friday morning so I sent her a message explaining what had happened. I am sure she would have understood. 

	When Saturday came, since I am not much of a cook, I decided to go online and find something that tasted good but was easy to make. I found a nice grilled chicken recipe and looked up some more recipes for side dishes and salads. I feel that I did a pretty good job and was adding the finishing touches and lighting a few candles when the doorbell rang. Erika stepped inside wearing a gorgeous black, latex dress that hugged her amazing body. Her legs were wrapped in nylons and she wore very high, black stilettos. She was simply amazing to look at. She was carrying a larger handbag which I assumed, and hoped, was an overnight bag. “Dinner smells amazing Timmy!”

	“Thank you Erika! I would offer you some wine but I know you are not 21 yet so would you like some water?”

	“Yes, that will be perfect. And speaking of that, since I am not old enough to drink, I would prefer it if you wouldn’t either.” She said this so sweetly but I knew she meant it as a command.

	“Of course” Knowing that after I fuck her, I am done and will go back to my more carefree life.

	Dinner turned out almost perfectly and I enjoyed talking to her. After we finished I asked if she would like dessert. “No, I think you have waited long enough. How about we go into the bedroom and have some fun?”

	That is exactly what I wanted to hear. I quickly put the dishes away, blew out the candles, and followed her into the bedroom. She told me to get naked and lay on the bed while she was going to the bathroom to change. I don’t think I have ever stripped that fast in my life and was lying on my bed within seconds. A few minutes later she came out looking even more amazing. She had on a black corset with garters and stockings along with those heels and no panties. “I am going to do something but I want you to trust me.”

	“Of course, what have you got in mind?”

	With that she pulled out some rope and a pair of handcuffs. “You have been so patient with me and I want to reward you. Tonight, I am going to do all the work and you can just lay back and relax.”

	I was a little nervous but the way she put it, I was excited to not have to be on my knees pleasuring her again. She proceeded to handcuff my wrists together so the chain was behind one of the bedposts. Then she took the rope and tied my legs, spread eagle, to the foot board. After she was finished she climbed on top of me. At first she started kissing my neck and slowly worked her way down to my nipples and to my belly and finally to my erect cock. “Oooh, you are so hard! I am guessing you didn’t masturbate this week?”

	“No, it was difficult but I followed what you said”

	“Good boy!” She positioned herself so she was right above my cock and slowly lowered herself on me. She started moving her body slowly up and down. Then she would pick up the pace and grind harder on me. It felt so good but I was worried that I would cum too quickly. She was going faster now and I was about to cum when she stopped, pulled herself off of me and leaned over so her tits were in my face. “Suck on them” She ordered and I began licking and sucking her nipples. I could tell she was enjoying herself by the moans. Then she scooted down and inserted my cock into her again. She continued this several times. Just when I was at the point of cumming, she would slow down and pull herself off of me. I would buck my hips up, trying desperately to reenter her but she would shift her body up as to kiss me or have me nibble on her tits. I was going insane and my cock was engorged to the point I thought it would burst. I wanted to cum so bad but I didn’t want it to stop. Finally she leaned over and whispered into my ear. “Do you want me Timmy?” 

	“Yes”

	“Do you want to be with me Timmy?”

	“Yes Erika”

	“Are you ready to cum for me Timmy?”

	“Oh god yes!”

	With that she lowered herself on me once more and started bouncing up and down on my cock faster until I couldn’t last any longer. I came harder than I have ever done before. It was by far the best sex I have ever had and well worth the wait. She then slowly slid off of my cock and scooted herself up. “I’m glad you enjoyed that Timmy but now I need to finish.” With that she moved up a little more and sat on my face, her pussy with all my cum leaking out was right on my mouth. I moved my head to the side as my own cum was dripping on my lips but she just grabbed my head and repositioned it. I tried to protest but she just muffled my complaints by lowering herself on me. I continued to fight so she lifted herself off of me and looked down into my eyes. “Timmy, the longer you take, the longer it will take me to orgasm so I suggest you start licking before you are down there all night”. I had no other option so I began licking and sucking her clit trying as hard as I could to get her off so I could get her off of me. After a several minutes she started gyrating her hips faster, grinding her pussy across my face. She began screaming in pleasure which was followed my moans and heavy breathing. She slowed her motion down and I could tell she had her orgasm but I also had a face full of cum. She sat on my face for a few moments as she recovered and I lay helpless, hoping that she was finally finished. 

	“That was fantastic! I’ll go get some washcloths to clean you up” she said as she was climbing off of me. She came back shortly with a bowl of water and a cloth. She thankfully washed my face off and then moved down to my now limp cock. She began cleaning but it was so cold, like she was using ice water to wash me. It made my dick shrink even more. “Ok, can you untie me now?”

	“Not yet, I have to do one more thing and then you can get up” I felt her playing around with my balls and wondered if she was trying to get me hard again. I wanted to say that it probably won’t work with that ice water you cleaned me with. Then I felt something tight on my penis. I looked up and she was putting something on it. “What is that?! What are you doing?” I began to wriggle my body the best I could.

	“I suggest you sit still or I may pinch something and we wouldn’t want that.” She said with a giggle.

	“What the fuck!! What is that?” I yelled at her.

	“It’s a chastity cage darling. I am putting it on so you won’t be able to masturbate.”

	“I told you I didn’t masturbate this week” then I heard a click. 

	“There, all set” She said and moved herself closer to me. “I believe that you didn’t masturbate this week and I am happy that you listened to me but I also asked you to write me each day and you couldn’t do that. I never got a text on Thursday so how can I trust that you will follow everything I ask?”

	“It was just one day and I had work to do! Let me out of here!”

	“Shhh, I know you were busy but it only takes a minute to send a text. Listen, I like you a lot. You are very cute, I love your body, and you seem like a nice guy. Maybe a little macho but I can help change that. If we are to be a couple, I need to know that I can trust you.”

	“I don’t want to be a couple Erika! I don’t want to date anyone and I don’t want a girlfriend! You’re fucking crazy!!”

	“Now Timmy” the calmness in her voice was scary. “You just said you want to be with me so don’t deny that you don’t want me again. I told you I will not be a one night stand and this just ensures that you will be faithful to me and follow my orders.”

	I began flailing around trying to break free but it was no use, I was stuck on this bed until she let me go. “Get these handcuffs off of me and take that thing off my cock, now!!” I yelled at her.

	“I know you are upset right now so I am going to the other room and watch some TV. When I come back I hope you calmed yourself down.” Then she left, leaving me handcuffed to the bed and a lock on my dick. I heard the television come on and all I could do was think.

	About 30 minutes later she came back into the room. My arms were sore and I was exhausted but I still wasn’t going to put up with this. As she came closer, I started to thrash about the bed in hopes that I could break free somehow. “Unlock me now you psycho bitch!” 

	Her face turned a lot sterner “Listen here! You need to get two things straight right now!” She reached down and grabbed my balls and started squeezing them. The pain over took me and, after an initial shout, I stopped squirming in my bondage. She leaned close to my face while still having a hold of my testicles “First off, you do not tell me what to do, EVER! Is that clear?” She squeezed my balls painfully hard

	“Arghhh, yes!” I screamed

	“Second, if you ever call me that again I will tear these things off of you” she said, accentuating her words with another hard squeeze. I nodded a yes as I was near tears from the pain she was inflicting on me. “If anyone is going to be the bitch in this relationship, it will be you.” She let go of my balls and stared at me until I recovered and stopped struggling. I looked at her, scared at what she could, or would, do to me. I steadied myself and showed that I was ready to listen.

	“Good, it looks like you are calm. I am going to let you up but before I do, I want you to know that I do not have the key for your chastity with me. It is safe and you cannot get out of it without the key. Sure, you can try to cut it off but it is very tight and I wouldn’t risk cutting something else off you may want to keep. If you try to do anything to me, that key is as good as gone.” She went to my feet and undid the knot to the ropes. Then she came and unlocked the handcuffs. I wanted to get up and murder her but, after what she said, decided I better just follow her instructions until she gets the key. I sat up on the bed slowly, still trying to process the situation I was in. “So, what is next? What do you want from me?” I asked.

	“I told you, all I want is for you to follow my instructions.” She replied.

	“Fine, I won’t masturbate and I will text you everyday”

	“Well, you can’t masturbate anymore silly. Plus, that is only the beginning. You will slowly learn all the rules to follow but the main one is; I make the rules and you follow. Is that understood?”

	I was trapped! What else could I say “yeah, I guess Erika”

	“Oh come on, there is no ‘I guess’. And, from now on, whenever we are alone, you will address me as Mistress Erika”

	“Yes Mistress Erika” I said sheepishly

	“Good! Now, for starters, you will give me a key to your apartment. I want to be able to come and go as I please. There are two things I never do and that is cook and clean. That will be your job so I suggest you learn some more recipes. Also, whenever I come over, I want you to greet me properly; by kneeling in front of me and asking for permission to kiss my feet. Are you getting all of this?

	“Yes Mistress Erika, I understand” I can’t believe this is happening to me.

	“Don’t worry, I know it is difficult now but pretty soon you will get used to it and may even come to enjoy it. If you follow all my rules and are a good boy, I will let you out of chastity and allow you to cum. Maybe even fuck you like that again.” She said this as if I should be excited for my ordeal. “It has been a big day for you and I know you will need some time to process this so that is all for now. I am going to do just one more thing and I am not going to force you or tie you up. I want you to accept it and show me that you can follow my orders without a fight. Are you ready?”

	“Yes Mistress Erika, whatever you want me to do, I will do”

	“Good! I want you to get on the bed and lie on your back. Now grab your ankles and let me get ready.” I did as I was told and watched as she went to her bag. The next thing that happened shocked me! She pulled out a dildo and a strap. Normally I would have been confused but by the way the night was going and how she had me positioned, I knew exactly what she was planning. “Do you know what this is Timmy?”

	“Yes Mistress Erika, it is a dildo”

	“And do you know where this dildo is going?”

	“In my ass?”

	“Very good! This is a smaller one but you will soon be able to take larger ones I promise. This may hurt but I want you to take it for me. Show me that you aren’t going to argue with me.” She put the strap around her waist and inserted the dildo. She then took out some lube and applied a generous dose. “Why don’t you scoot up a bit so your Mistress doesn’t have to bend over so far?” I scooted towards the end of the bed. She then edged the tip towards my ass. “The great thing about this is that it will massage your prostate allowing you pleasure while rubbing my clit which will give me pleasure!” She said excitedly.

	I hardly doubt this will be pleasurable for me at all. All of a sudden I felt a cool sensation and instantly clenched. “You will need to open up Timmy or it will hurt a lot more. Try to relax.” She slowly entered me until I felt her hips against me. “There you go! I knew you could do it” she said as she pushed the dildo all the way in. She methodically began pumping her cock in an out gently at first. Once she knew I was opening up for her, the pace started to quicken. Every time she pulled it out and pushed it back in I let out a small moan of pain. The faster she went, the faster my grunts were coming until she was slamming her cock into me with such rapid force that those grunts started to become screams. “That’s it Timmy, take my cock! Any ounce of chauvinism will be gone by the time I am done with you. There will be no doubt who’s in control, will there?”

	“No Mistress Erika!” I screamed “Please stop, please!” I begged while hearing the lock to my chastity clanging with each thrust.

	“I’m not done with you yet. I say when we stop!” I could tell she was not only enjoying herself but getting off on this as well. “Who is the boss here?” she asked while slamming her cock hard into me. 

	“You are Mistress!”

	“Say it! I want to hear you say it bitch!”

	“You are the boss Mistress Erika! You’re the boss!” I said, tears running down my face.

	“And you will do everything I say?”

	“Yes Mistress Erika, I’ll do anything you say. Whatever you want, just please stop!” Then she let out a deep moan of pleasure as she orgasmed once more and stopped. She kept her cock in me for a while as she reached down and grabbed her phone. I looked up through my tear filled eyes and saw her taking a couple pictures. “What are you doing?”

	“Just capturing some memories for us and maybe a little insurance” she snickered. She pulled her cock out of me and I let go of my tired legs. She walked over to the front of the bed, her dildo bouncing just inches from my face. “Why don’t you kiss it and thank me for the instruction I have given you today?”

	I just wanted this to be over so I leaned over and kissed her cock. “Thank you Mistress for helping me become a good…” I gulped “boyfriend”. I then heard her take a couple more pictures of me kissing her dildo.

	“Awe, you are very welcome Timmy!” She unstrapped her dildo and laid it on the bed. “You’ll need to clean this and I want you to keep it on your dresser just as a reminder. Not that you will need any more reminders” she giggled nodding her head towards my locked penis. “You had a long day and I think you should rest. Since you don’t work tomorrow, I will take your car and drive myself home but don’t worry; I’ll bring it back after I get done with work.” Then she left, leaving to lay in my sweaty mess and embarrassment.



	




	Chapter III 

	The beginning of my new life

	The next morning I awoke hoping that last night was just a dream but the tightness around my penis from the chastity cage quickly dispelled any thoughts of that. I went to go to the bathroom and while inspecting this device I realized that it would not allow me to pee standing up. My only option was to sit down. This was going to make life difficult. How could I go to the gym again? What would people say every time I skipped the urinal and went for a stall? How could I travel and get through security with this metal cage? All these thoughts were making my predicament worse by the second. My only option was to try and convince Erika to take it off. Just follow what she said until she removes it and then I will not let it happen again. I will be done with this.

	After I showered, I wanted to get out of the apartment to try and get my mind off of things. I didn’t want to walk as this chastity was uncomfortable but, unfortunately, Erika had my car and I had no idea when she was coming back with it. I decided to send her a text asking when she thought she might be back with my car. I didn’t hear anything back from her and ended up sitting in my apartment watching TV for a while and then decided to clean up the apartment a little bit. A little after 4:00 I heard the lock on my door and Erika walked in. “Timmy! I am home dear.” She called out.

	I came to the door and placed the broom I was using to sweep up by the wall. “Hello Mistress Erika” As much as I hated to admit it, she looked absolutely fantastic. She wore a tight red top that was pretty low cut and displayed quite a bit of cleavage. She had on leather pants that tapered down to her ankle and high red stilettos. She walked over to me and gave me a big hug and passionate kiss. For an instant I forgot about everything until I felt my penis trying to grow inside its cage.

	“I’m so happy to see you Timmy. How was your day?

	“It was a little boring and uncomfortable” I said, nodding my head towards my crotch.

	“Oh, you will get used to it, I promise. Maybe we can take it off sometime soon and play?”

	“That would be great Mistress!”

	“For now, let me try to take your mind off of it” She sat me down on the couch and started kissing my neck and rubbing my chest and belly with her hand. I began kissing her back and was getting really turned on, or as much as my cage allowed me to. After a couple minutes she whispered “Let’s continue this in the bedroom”

	This may be my chance I thought and quickly said yes. We both got up and continued to make out while we stumbled to my bedroom. “Take off your shirt” she ordered and I swiftly obliged. She pushed me onto the bed and got on top of me, continuing to kiss me. The kisses then went to my neck and down my chest. She stopped at my nipples and began to softly bite them. It hurt a little but felt so good. I wanted out of this cage. She made her way down my belly and started undoing my belt and pants. “Let’s get these off” as she went to my feet and started pulling my pants and underwear off. As soon as everything was off she peered at my penis locked up and gave a little smile. “Turn over, I want to give you a massage” I did as she told me, feeling good on how things were going so far. I rolled over so I was laying on my belly and she started to massage my neck and back. Gradually she made her way down to my lower back and butt. All of a sudden I heard a ‘CRACK’ and pain searing across my ass.

	“Ow! What the fuck!” I yelled out and then another one hit me. She took my belt and started whipping me! I started to roll over and push her off of me.

	“Stay down or you will never get out of that cage!” She yelled. That was all I needed to hear before I turned back towards the bed and assumed my previous position. “What were the rules I gave you last night Timothy!” Whack! Another swat to my ass.

	“To call you Mistress Erika?!”

	Whack! “And what else?”

	“That I would cook and clean?”

	Whack! “Annnnd?” I tried to think of what else but my ass was on fire. “How were you supposed to greet me when I walked into the apartment?” She asked followed by three quick strikes.

	“I was supposed to ask to kiss your feet. I’m sorry!”

	“And did you?” she asked, knowing full well the answer along with another swing.

	“No Mistress Erika, I’m so sorry” I began to bite my pillow as the pain was too much.

	“You will be!” Six more strikes came from the belt and I began openly sobbing into the pillow but she finally stopped. “There will be consequences for disobeying my Timothy and you better start to understand that. This can be very nice or it can be very painful. It is up to you” She put down the belt and leaned towards me, wiping the tears from my eyes. “Do you want to try again?”

	Trying to hold back my sobs “Y-yes M-Mistress Erika”

	“Ok, I’ll give you another chance. Stand-up” I got on my feet and stood before her. The sight must have looked so silly. Here was a muscular, naked man towering over this petite young woman yet terrified of her.

	“Mistress Erika, may I have the honor of kissing your feet?” I humbly asked

	“Yes you may Timmy” I got down on all fours and she put out one foot. I began kissing the tips of her red stiletto not daring to stop until she told me otherwise. I carefully kissed every inch of her shoe and the tops of her foot. I can only imagine she was staring down at me triumphantly, admiring her handiwork on my backside. After about five minutes she lifted her foot up and guided the heel of her shoe between my lips. I parted my mouth and accepted the stiletto into my mouth and she gently moved her foot up and down so the heel slid in and out of my mouth. She then shifted her position and placed the other shoe in front of me. “And now the other one”. I then performed the same process with her other foot. When she was satisfied with the job I performed I was ordered to get to my feet. She leaned in and took a hold of my balls, noticing that I was trying to get hard inside my cage. “Mmmm, it looks as though someone likes kissing my feet!” I bowed my head in shame but had to admit, I was getting turned on.

	“I am going to take a bath. Get dressed and continue cleaning. You can start dinner shortly. Also, there is a hamper full of my clothes in your car that you can grab. I want them washed tonight.” She said before turning to the bathroom.

	“I don’t have a washer and dryer here Mistress.”

	“That’s alright, they are my bras and panties. You’ll need to hand wash them anyways.” With that she turned and shut the bathroom door. I felt defeated at how easily she turned me into basically her servant. I put on my clothes and gingerly walked to my car to get her stuff. In the next hour I managed to finish cleaning, wash her clothes and hang them up all while she was relaxing in a warm bath. I was just throwing some chicken in the oven when I heard her come out of the bathroom. She came into the room completely naked, her body looking amazing! 

	“Wow! How was your bath?” I said, staring at her perfect body.

	She sat down on the couch “Thanks dear. It was very relaxing”

	“I just put some chicken in the oven and it should be done in 45 minutes”

	“Perfect! I know exactly what we can do to pass the time. Come over here and show me what that tongue of yours can do.” I knew I couldn’t say no so I went over to her, knelt down, and buried my face between her thighs. I began working my tongue as best I could as she, once again, grabbed my hair and guided my head where she wanted it to go. After several minutes an orgasm passed through and she tightened her legs around my head. It is always hard for me as she has very strong legs and it is difficult for me to breathe. I thought she may have been done after that but she continued to hold my head in place and advised me to keep going. Her second orgasm took quite a bit longer but eventually it came. This time she really got a handful of hair and forcefully pushed my head harder into her. My tongue was getting tired when I heard the muffled sound of the oven timer going off.

	“Ooohh, great timing!” she panted, her breath heavy from the multiple orgasms. She then pushed me away. “I’ll go get dressed and you can set the table.”

	Dinner actually went very well and we had some good discussion about our interests and passions. I told her about graduating in about a month which, coincidentally was only a week before she graduated high school. We talked about what our plans were for after school and I was eager to wow her with my promising job. As soon as I graduate, I will have a week off and then start my new position. “Yeah, it is a great company that is growing fast. I will start off at $120,000 but the stock options are where I will make most of my money. The more the company grows, the more money I make.” She seemed very impressed but I could tell by the way she was contemplating this fact that she was envisioning how it would benefit her. I didn’t mind, I just liked being a little cocky and showing off. She told me that, although she got really good grades in school, she didn’t know if she was going to college right away. She explained that she knew and heard of too many people that spent so much money on college and ended up with a job that had nothing to do with their degree. Plus, she wanted time to really think about what she wanted to do. She definitely knew she didn’t want to be a barista the rest of her life. We spoke some more and I was finding that, not only was I attracted to her, I was really beginning to like her. After dinner she got up and walked to the couch. She ‘suggested’ that I begin clearing the table and washing the dishes while she did some things on her phone.

	I was about halfway done with the dishes when she put down her phone. “Timmy, I think the rest of the dishes can wait. I should get going soon since I have class tomorrow. Bring me my shoes.” I went into the bedroom to get her heels and brought them to her. “Before we put these on, how about a quick foot massage?” I, of course, agreed, knelt down, and began rubbing her beautiful foot. I massaged each toe and then moved down to her arch. I couldn’t believe it but I was started to get erect but the cage prevented it going too far. She then brought her foot down so it rested in my crotch and provided me with the other foot. Again, I began massaging it the best I could while she slowly played with my crotch with her other foot. My cock was straining against the steel cage now. I looked up at her and she just smiled at my arousal and discomfort. “I see you like my feet!”

	“Yes Mistress Erika, you turn me on so much! When do you think you’ll let me out of this thing?” I asked with pleading eyes.

	“I will determine that Timmy. But, with how good you have been since your punishment earlier, I can see it happening pretty soon.” This got me really hopeful and I continued to try and please her the best I could with a good foot massage. “ That was good! You can put my shoes back on now.” I took her heels and carefully slid them on her feet. I started to get up but she quickly put the toe of her shoe on my shoulder and pushed me back down. “Stay down there for a second. I have some more rules to go over with you and I feel you understand your place better when you are kneeling.”

	“Yes Mistress” I said as I lowered myself back down with the help of her foot. “What other rules?” Honestly, I didn’t even want to know.

	“For starters, I hate doing laundry. I will bring over my dirty clothes couple times a week and will expect you to wash them.”

	“Ok, Mistress, I can do that”

	“If you go out with your friends or have any plans, I want you to let me know beforehand. I may not let you go if I have something planned for us or just want to see you so check in with me just in case.”

	I was in no position to argue any of this so I agreed.

	“My decisions and rules are final and I expect you to follow them without argument or hesitation. Is that clear?”

	“Yes Mistress Erika.”

	“Now, I expect nothing but the best from you and will not tolerate disobedience, talking back, or any macho crap. I guarantee that there will be times when you’ll receive punishments like earlier. You will accept these and thank me for correcting you.” She grabbed my chin and lifted my face so I was looking her in the eyes. “Is all of that understood!”

	“Yes Mistress Erika.”

	“Good! If you are good though” She paused and leaned closer to me “you will be rewarded, I promise” Then she gave me a long passionate kiss. She broke off the kiss as I still pursed my lips with my eyes closed. “Alright Timmy, I think you can drive me home now.” She said, awakening from my trance.

	I got up and we walked to my car. Wanting to be a gentleman for her, I opened the car door for her and she smiled and stepped inside, grazing the front of my pants with her hand. As we drove to her house we again had a good conversation which ended too quickly as I pulled into her mother’s driveway. She leaned in to me and gave me a long kiss goodnight while rubbing her hand over my upper thigh. I was starting to get used to the pressure as my cock filled the chastity I wore. She pulled away slowly. “Goodnight Timmy. I will be by to pick up my laundry in a couple days.” Then she stepped out and walked up to her door. I stayed in the driveway, watching her ass in those leather pants and couldn’t wait to see her again.



	




	Chapter IV 

	I begin to accept my fate

	The next day at work was very uncomfortable for me. My job requires me to sit quite a bit and I had to constantly adjust due to the chastity device; not to mention that my ass was still healing from the whipping I received two days prior. I kept busy, trying to get my mind off the predicament I got myself into but Erika made that extremely difficult. Throughout the day she would send texts with pictures showing her in various dresses and lingerie. The mere sight of these pictures would cause me to get hard but it had nowhere to go. Towards the end of the day she sent me a text that wasn’t nearly as welcome as her previous selfies. I opened the message from my phone and saw one of the pictures she took while fucking me with her strap on. Under the picture was a caption “Can’t wait to have you in this position again, really soon!” I quickly shut off my phone, hoping those pictures would never get out and fearing what she meant by ‘soon’.

	Tuesday was much of the same but I was starting to get used to wearing this thing. I still dreaded going to the bathroom at work as it meant I had to bypass all the urinals and go into the stalls. Luckily, it is a small company and the bathroom is empty most of the time. Around noon I received a text from Erika saying that she will be at the apartment to pick up her clothes. She also mentioned that she had a surprise for me and maybe we could have some fun. My mind raced at what this could mean. I couldn’t tell if this was a good thing or a bad thing for me. Whatever it was, I wouldn’t have any choice in the matter.

	After work I cleaned my apartment a little and got Erika’s clothes all ready for her to pick up. I started making some lasagna, another recipe I had to get online, and was just putting it in the oven when I heard Erika unlocking the door. I quickly shut the oven door and greeted her when she walked through the door. She wore a white blouse that was unbuttoned quite a bit to show off her breasts. She had on a blue pleated skirt, tan pantyhose, and navy blue heels. Sort of a school girl look which I thought was fitting and wondered if she actually went to school in that. In her hand she carried two small presents. “Hello Mistress Erika” I said “May I have the privilege to kiss your feet?”

	She smiled in approval “Yes you may Timmy. I am glad that you are learning!” I dropped to my knees and began kissing the tips of her shoes. I then worked my way to the sides and ending up on the tops of her nylon feet. After several minutes I met her satisfaction “You may get up. I want you to open your presents for being such a good boy.” I stood up and she led me to the couch where she sat down but ordered me to kneel at her feet. She handed me the first present which I thanked her for and unwrapped it. Inside was a recipe book “200 Healthy and Delicious Recipes” which I truly liked as I was tired of searching the web for easy and different recipes. I gave her a hug and told her how pleased I was with it. She then handed me the next present which, after opening it, I wasn’t nearly as pleased. Inside was an apron but not just any apron, this was red with white polka dots. There was a lace trim around the outside edges and it had a heart shaped pocket in front which was adorned with lace as well.

	“Uh, I’m not sure about this. It’s a little girly.” I sheepishly told her.

	“Nonsense, I think it is cute! Go ahead, get up and put it on and you can check on whatever smells so good in the kitchen.” I reluctantly put the apron on. “Awe, it does look cute on you and you will get plenty of use out of it with all your new duties!” I thanked her and she slapped my butt as I was walking back to the kitchen.

	The lasagna wasn’t going to be ready for a little while so I started setting the table and messing around in the kitchen. Erika went through her clothes, inspecting them that they were washed and folded properly. Then she started snooping around my living room and bedroom doing who knows what but I was afraid to tell her not to go through my things. 

	After dinner, Erika commended me on dinner. “That was delicious! I can’t wait to try some of those recipes from your new cookbook! Now though, I want you to go to the bedroom, take off all your clothes, and kneel next to the bed. I’m going to do some things and I will meet you in there soon. Let’s see how well you can listen.” I got up and motioned towards the dirty dishes on the table. “You can finish those later. Just do as you’re told.” I knew better than to argue and headed towards the bedroom.

	It seemed like 20 minutes I was on my knees waiting for her. My knees were getting sore and I debated about getting up to ask if everything was alright. Luckily I didn’t as, a few seconds later, Erika walked in wearing the strap on which was peeking out from underneath her skirt. I now know what she was getting from my room earlier. She changed her pantyhose to a pair of thigh high stockings I had washed for her. She walked up to me and, with her heels; the dildo was almost at mouth level. “You are getting very good at following instructions! Let’s see how good you are at sucking cock” She grabbed the back of my head and pulled me into her strap on. At first I put up a little fight and didn’t open my mouth but when she paused and looked down at me disapprovingly, I knew what I had to do. I opened my mouth to take it in.

	My head was bobbing back and forth from the force of her hand. “I didn’t bring any lube so show me what a good bitch you can be and take it all in!” She pulled my head in roughly and my chin touched the fake balls that hung below. I started gagging from taking the whole thing in and tried to pull away. “Don’t try to run away!” and she pulled even harder. I was never on this end of a blow job but I did my best to get the dildo nice and wet. It gave me a better appreciation for what women had to go through whenever I received a blow job.

	When she determined that I sufficiently sucked her cock properly, she pulled it out. “Now go on the bed and assume the position.” I was thankful that I was able to lie down as my knees were killing me. I got on the bed and grabbed my ankles just like before, assuming this was ‘the position’. She smiled at me, “Good boy!”

	She grabbed each one of my ankles and, without hesitation, rammed her strap on in me. She methodically fucked me. She was merciless as she drove her cock into me harder and harder. She was moaning in pleasure from the sensation the opposite end of the dildo was creating by rubbing her clit. I could tell she was getting close to an orgasm as her moans came quicker and heavier. The result of this was that she also began to penetrate me faster and deeper. It hurt so much but I also noticed that my cock was straining against the cage. She continued until she screamed in ecstasy and I screamed in pain. She stopped the fucking and leaned on me, her cock still in me as she recovered. After a minute or two, she stood straight and pressed her finger on the tip of the chastity. Through tear filled eyes I looked at what she was doing and saw that there was some precum on her finger. “I think someone is starting to like this!” She said as she showed me her finger.

	“No Mistress, I just, I, I don’t know what happened.” I frantically tried to deny that I was actually aroused my getting fucked.

	“You like my cock don’t you bitch!” She said as she drove the strap on hard into me.

	“Ahh, no mistress!”

	“Then why do I have your cum on my finger? Tell me you like it!” She rammed it into me once more. “Say you love my cock!” Again, she thrust her hips forward causing me to answer her.

	“Yes, I love your cock Mistress!”

	“Good! Whose bitch are you?” She asked driving her cock in me with every question.

	“I’m your bitch Mistress Erika!”

	“Who owns your cock?”

	“You do Mistress! You own my cock!” I said, just wanting her to stop.

	“Good boy!” She pulled the cock out of me and walked around the bed. “I think you should get on your knees and thank me for fucking you. I got off the bed and got on all fours.

	“Thank you Mistress for fucking me.” I lowered myself and began kissing her feet.

	“You are very welcome! You can take this off” She said, pointing to the dildo. I carefully undid the strap around her waist and pulled it down. She stepped out of the harness and walked around me to sit on the bed. “I think you can thank me in another way as well.” She spread her legs and I knew exactly what I was to do. I crawled over to her and buried my face between her thighs. I began licking and sucking her clit as she laid back and relaxed. I moved my tongue around, remembering how she liked it before and frantically worked to get her off once more. After a few minutes she clamped her legs around my neck and I heard her muffled crying from yet another orgasm. She slowly released her grip from my head and let me ease back. “Wow, you are starting to get really good at that! 

	“Thank you Mistress, I am glad you are pleased.”

	“Keep this up and we’ll be able to take that thing off of you!” She lifted her nylon clad foot and began playfully kicking at my chastity device. 

	“Oh yes Mistress! Please!” I said, very excited at the prospect of being let out. “Do you know when?”

	“That is for me to decide. Remember, I own it now.” She said with a devilish smile. Then that smile turned into a much more evil look. “And don’t ask again or I will make you wait longer, understand!” 

	I lowered my head, looking at her foot still playing with my cage. “Yes Mistress, I understand”

	“Right, now put on your apron and clean up. I am going to relax a little and then you can take me home.” She lifted her foot to my chest and gave me a little push, knocking me back to the ground. I quickly got up, thanked her, and went to the kitchen to don my apron. 

	She got up, went to the living room, and turned on the television while I stayed in the kitchen to clean. As much as I was frustrated with, not only being denied an orgasm, but also that this teenage girl was pushing me around, I wanted her more and more. I stood there naked except for the frilly apron that covered my chastity staring at her as she was flipping through channels. My cock began to press up against the cage and I had trouble keeping my mind on my task of cleaning. 

	I couldn’t help but think where was this going? Although parts of me wanted to go back to my old way of life, there was another part of me that didn’t want to lose her. I was scared of the depths she could take me which furthered my excitement for her and the situation. No matter how annoyed I have been with the ways things were going, there was one thing for sure; I wanted her, I wanted to please her, I wanted to be hers!
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