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PART 1 - THE OFFER
I had a pretty active social life, even if my romantic life wasn’t what I hoped it would be. I kept telling myself that I was young though and there was time. I had a large group of friends from college that all lived nearby, and we would often meet for drinks on Friday nights after a long week of working our new jobs after graduating college together. We had thought college was difficult, but being in entry level positions in the corporate world was another thing entirely.
I lived alone in a tiny studio apartment, but it was enough until I could climb the corporate ladder at the giant financial firm I worked for. Days were sometimes monotonous, working every day and coming home alone to this small space, and sometimes the loneliness would get to me too.
I was on the dating apps, and I used them, but it was so painful. So many conversations never got much beyond the initial greetings, when they even replied at all. I had tried being the one to always initiate contact, or the one who never did, but it didn’t change the overall success rate enough. There were times it would have worked for quick hookups, but that wasn’t what really interested me. 
I had met a few, gone on some dates, had sex a few times, but nothing that turned into a real long term relationship.
The biggest issue I had though was being honest with what I wanted, while at the same time being expected to have my face plastered all over my profile. I had opted for the latter as so many wouldn’t even talk to you if they didn’t know what you looked like. But with the friend group I had, and so many new work acquaintances, there was no way I was going to be honest about what I really wanted out of a relationship with a woman and have attached to recognizable photos of me online. You never knew who was going to see them. So my profiles were filled with the normal crap that everyone put in their generic profiles.
But once you connected with someone who was capable of more than monosyllabic communication, when was the right time to talk about sexual kinks, as most people of this as? Before meeting didn’t seem appropriate and then when meeting and after, you are still in that new stage where if you really like them, you are afraid to come out as too weird. The women I had met, dated, and even had sex with, I never got to a stage where I felt comfortable bringing it up.
But I knew I wouldn’t be happy in a relationship without it. I just knew it. It didn’t matter that I had never actually experienced it in person with a woman, I knew that it was right for me anyway. I could feel it in my bones. The online play I did with others only confirmed for me what I felt I already knew...
I needed a dominant girlfriend.
And not the snarling bitch who would belittle me and think I am pathetic for my submission. No, I wanted the real thing. A caring and loving relationship with a woman that cared and respected me and treasured my submission to her. As hard as it was to find any femdom relationship, it was even harder to find the right kind. So many people had the wrong idea of it.
One of the related kinks that I did play with on my own was chastity and the wearing of chastity cages. I loved to feel the way they wrapped around my cock and held it. I loved to imagine that the keys were not in my possession, but held by another that would control when I would be locked up and when I would be free. 
I didn’t wear it all the time, but as I got more brave with wearing it, I did start to wear it out of the house more. Not to work yet, but for little trips to the grocery store and the like. There was something about just browsing the pasta aisle, my cock confined in a cage in my pants, and seeing a woman walk by. A part of me always felt like they should be able to tell just looking at me. Sometimes I would imagine a smirk as they looked at me as if saying “I know your cock is locked.” But in all likelihood, none of them ever knew. I felt different around them though. More courteous and polite. Quick to offer help if I can. And always hyper aware of their sex appeal and feeling my cock surge in the cage glancing at them as they walked by.
Tonight, I was walking to the bar that I always would meet my friends in, and I was wearing the cage for the first time for a social gathering. It was a little bit thrilling, and I certainly didn’t want them to know of my kinks, but it seemed like it should be safe enough. For extra safety, I had the keys to it in my pocket. If there were any issues with it, I could always go to the restroom and take it off. But for the majority of the night, I would just try to pretend that I didn’t have the key and couldn't remove it.
The night had gone fairly normally as I met my friends and we all had drinks, though several of the group hadn’t shown up. It was getting late in the evening, and we were all quite buzzed, when the majority of them wanted to go to a dance club. I bowed out immediately. I hated those places, and Vee joined me in refusing.
‘Vee’ was what everyone called her, but it was short for Vicki. She hated that name though and would only answer to ‘Vee’. I had known her the longest of the group, going all the way back to freshman year of college. She was exceedingly pretty and very much a lesbian. As a friend, I of course had no problems with that, but it was sometimes hard not to look at her and wonder if she would ever consider men.
By all indications though, the answer was no. And a vehement no at that. It had come up in group conversations before and she was very firm in that she had no sexual or romantic interest in men ever. It was finally left at that and no one brought it up again. Early on in our friendship though, we would sometimes sit together and we would both checkout the girls that walked by, That had always been a lot of fun to compare what we thought after.
She was just as firm tonight about going to a dance club, her lip sneering at even entertaining the idea. The rest of the group left, leaving Vee and I alone together at a table in the corner of the bar. We didn’t mind. It had happened before and it would again. We had a nice easy friendship.
As it was getting late, the bar was not overcrowded either, especially now that the rest of our friends had gone. We had been sitting next to each other and had no compelling reason to change that once the rest had left. We ordered more drinks and just talked about the usual shit.
She was telling me something about AI Art when a Tumblr notification came in on my phone. Without thinking, I clicked on it and almost right away the Tumblr app opened to a close of a man’s genitals enclosed with a chastity cage.
“So the issue is, these artists are getting compensated for the AI learning from them,” she had been saying when I clicked on the notification. As soon as I did she looked down at my phone and saw the picture, interrupted herself in midsentence, and exclaimed, “What the fuck is that?!” and before I could even react and close the app or something, she grabbed the phone right out of my hands.
“Chastity? Jim, what is this?” she asked, appearing both confused and intrigued. I had no choice but to tell her about it.
“It...it is a chastity cage. They are safe...um...in some relationships, mostly those that um...have something to do with domination and submission... one partner will wear one... They make belts for women too... but usually the other partner holds the keys and um... often decides when they can be let out or when they should be locked up,” I said, feeling the heat on my face and glad that the bar was dim.
Her eyes were wide, but filled with more intrigue than confusion now. “What does it do when you wear it?” she asked.
“It...it mainly stops you from being able to get a full erection or um.... Masturbate. You can still use the bathroom fine, but...well, you obviously can’t cheat on that partner either. It...it is just kind of like a bit of control for one partner to have over the other. For both people, there is kind of a thrill to it. For the man, knowing someone else controls when you can touch your own...um...cock again and for the woman knowing that she has that power over a man. It..it is intensely psychological despite it being a physical device,” I explained awkwardly.
“And this is something you are interested in? I assume for you as you aren’t gay...” she said.
There was no denying it. I was an awful liar. “Please don’t tell anyone else, please...” I said and that was confirmation enough.
“Do you have one?” she asked, her eyes a little wider. I nodded, feeling so embarrassed. “Have you ever given the keys to someone else?” I shook my head, staring down at the table. “So you have never been able to actually feel what it's like for another to have that control....Do you wear it anyway though? Like I imagine it would be kind of hard to know if it is something you want without ever trying it on your own. Have you ever worn it?” I was so trapped.
“I...I am wearing it now...” I said, barely above a whisper.
Vee appeared to get very excited at that. I even saw her look down at my crotch as if she could tell I was wearing it by seeing the bulge in my pants.
“Where are the keys?” she asked.
“They.....they are  in my pocket,” I replied, still mortified that not only had one of my friends found out, but I had told her more in this short conversation than I had ever told anyone.
“Would you like it if I held the keys?” she asked...



PART 2 - THE KEY
My eyes nearly bugged out of my head, which snapped up to look at her after looking down at the table for so long.
“Wh-what?” I asked dumbly.
She smiled. “Nothing more than that Jim. This is obviously something you are interested in, and now I know about it. Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone else. But you haven’t been able to get the full experience of it, and well.... I find it a little exciting to be able to lock away a man’s cock. You could give me the keys now, and we can just continue talking. We can say good night and go home and go to bed. Tomorrow we can meet up again for me to give you the keys back. What do you say?” she asked. She had this expression I had never quite seen before on her face. She looked excited, but the way she looked at me like I was... it wasn’t sexual, but it had my cock throbbing in the cage anyway. It was almost intimidating.
It sounded reasonable, but I was so used to keeping this entirely to myself, that I was really unsure about sharing this with anyone, even Vee. Would it even have an effect if the person wasn’t interested in me as more than a friend? 
“I don’t know Vee...” I said, feeling really nervous about it. I felt like I could trust her, but I was scared.
Maybe she saw my fear or maybe it was something else, but her voice firmed, “There is nothing to worry about Jim. Just give me the keys. Just reach into your pocket, fish it out, and give it to me. It will be fun. It’s just for a day,” and she held out her hand in front of me, palm side up. The look she gave me was resolute like I didn’t have a choice but to accept. I couldn’t help but think, even with that look, how pretty she was. 
I reached into my pants pocket and felt the keys. Safe. Safe in case I needed them. I fished them out and looked at them and Vee’s hand. The confident yet no compromise look that she was giving me firmed even more, and trembling a little, I dropped the keys into the palm of her hand. Her fingers closed around them as her smile deepened and she brought her hand back. My eyes followed her and knowing that she now controlled the freedom of my cock. It was trying very hard to become erect and was absolutely filling the cage. So much so that I almost groaned from it.
“There, that wasn’t so hard,” Vee said and took off her necklace to carefully thread the keys onto it before putting the necklace back on. How had she thought of that on her own? It was something I had read about people doing, but as someone who had no idea what cages even were before tonight, it was pretty amazing that she had decided to do that on her own. The necklace went around her neck and the keys hung there, just above and between her breasts, on display for anyone to see, but would have the most effect on me. So tantalizingly close and displaying the power I had just given over to her. I had to trust her now, I didn’t have a choice.
Vee looked very pleased and I was forced to almost look at her in a new light. I knew there wasn’t much of a possibility of anything sexual with her, and I started to wonder if that might make my arousal even worse. Compared to a romantic partner, Vee would have less reason to want to let me out. But she had clearly said that we would meet tomorrow and she would give the keys back. I had to trust that.
She changed the subject entirely then, trying to steer the conversation back to normal topics. I ordered another round of drinks, but as we resumed talking, she would occasionally play with the keys hanging below her neck, and every time she did, my eyes were immediately drawn to it and the power that she had over me now. Occasionally, I would see her smile deepen watching me and my locked up cock would throb. 
I was obviously less focussed on the conversation though, and after we finished that round of drinks, Vee said, “well, we should probably call it a night,” as she fingered the keys once again. My eyes widened a little with a feeling of panic. She had the key, but it was right in front of me. Once we left the bar, it would be on the other side of the city. She pulled out her phone to summon an Uber.
“Thank you for trusting me with the keys, Jim. I will keep them safe, I promise. Sleep well,” she said with a smile and patted my knee with her hand before leaving, an Uber available right away. I got up to go myself, feeling the cage tightening around my cock as I did so. Never had it felt so tight. I was going to sleep with it on, and I had no choice but to do so. I felt vulnerable here in the bar by myself. The cage had caused some of that to begin with, but now that I couldn’t take it off myself, the feeling intensified. I settled the bill and left to walk home, only a few blocks away.
The whole walk, my cock was trying to get hard. There weren’t a lot of people out and about at this time, but there were a few, and I felt like every single one of them would know.
I made it home without incident, intellectually realizing that I was being overly paranoid to this new situation. I immediately stripped, looking down at the cage, and seeing it move with my throbbing cock. I touched it and knew I couldn’t masturbate. Even when I caged myself, I would often take it off before going to sleep so that I could masturbate, fantasizing that I hadn’t been able to take the cage off. Ironic, I know.
And now that was the reality. Vee had the keys and was on the other side of the city.
I groaned as I got into bed, but my cock still pushing against the cage and filling it uncomfortably and knew it was going to be a rough night. I kept reaching down to my cock to find some relief, would feel the cage, be reminded that Vee held the key and I couldn’t remove it, and end up being more aroused causing the whole cycle to repeat. It was hours before I would be able to fall asleep.
I woke early the next morning, hours earlier than I normally would, and the problem was even worse given my usual morning erection. I felt a lot of fear this morning, convinced I would never be able to live like this, and terrified that Vee wouldn’t give the key back today. I picked up my phone and texted her. It was 4am and I knew it wasn’t likely she would see it now, I wanted her to see it as soon as she woke up.
“I am so uncomfortable Vee, and I am freaking out! I need out of this. Please text me as soon as you can so that we can meet.” and I hit send.
I made coffee and used the bathroom and once I sat down with the coffee I was feeling a little better as I sat on the couch, nude but for the ever present chastity cage. Time passed slowly and I kept checking my phone to see if Vee had replied yet. Of course she hadn’t as the hours passed. I ended up putting on the TV and watching Star Wars. It should be able to distract me some.
I must have dozed off a little too as I suddenly realized Empire Strikes Back was on. I looked at my phone and it was now 8am, and there was a text. Nearly dropping my phone I immediately unlocked and opened the text. 
“Hey Jim! How did you sleep? LOL. I am sure you are fine! Suck it up tough guy. This is what you wanted. I’ll come over l8r.”
I immediately started typing in anger and then backspaced and deleted it all. I realized that Vee had a measure of power over me and that there was little stopping her from using that power. She wasn’t breaking her word, the agreement was only that it would be today. If I pissed her off though, it would do nothing to get her here sooner.
I breathed heavily and re-read her text several times. Her attitude, so casually cruel while having fun with it, caused my situation to be even worse. She was obviously amused with my predicament and her amusement caused her to be resolute in her decisions. I groaned with how that made me feel and how it only turned me on more. 
Feeling so desperate and having backed off my anger, I texted her back.
“I am at your mercy Vee. I will be home all day and hope you come as soon as possible.”
I hit send and there was no response...



PART 3 - THE REALITY
There continued to be no response and I had to resist the urge to spam her with more messages. The reality of it was that I was caged for as long as she wanted me to be and it really started to set in how much I was at her mercy, or lack thereof. And that reality really started to affect the submissive areas of my brain that had started this in the first place.
Hours passed with no response from her and I was left alone with these thoughts and how they made me feel. She was right, this was what I had wanted in giving her the key, to feel that helplessness knowing that it was up to another when I would be free again. My cock pretty much stayed throbbing and leaking through the bars of the cage as I came to accept my new reality. Vee had the key and was it really a bad thing?
Submissive feelings washed over me causing me to moan with my denied arousal. But those feelings had no real target but Vee. Normally they would have been felt towards my Domme, and she was not nor would ever be that. Still, she had this power over me and as the hours dragged on, I felt more grateful to her that she was willing to accept and use this power. Even now, I would occasionally go back and read her text to me and how easy it seemed for her to use the control I had given over to her and I realized that the feelings it gave me were the feelings that I had for so long wanted to have. I felt helpless and beholden to her. I felt vulnerable and needy and now was just hoping to see her soon, but not even necessarily to get the cage off, but to just be in the presence of the one who held my key and get some attention from her.
It was late afternoon when I finally received a text from her.
“How is my cock doing? LOL. On my way!”
I jumped at the notification and moaned at reading her claim that it was her cock. It effectively was, with her controlling the key. I also got a thrill from reading her amusement. This morning I was desperate to have the cage off, and now...now I still wanted it off but also found a part of me thrilled at her control and hoping that I continued to have it.
I realized I was still naked and scrambled to get dressed. There was no telling how she might react to my nudity. It could be anything from amusement to offense, and I knew that she had no desire for male nudity anyway. It would be quite embarrassing for her to see my caged cock anyway. I threw on shorts and a t-shirt just in time for the knock at the door. 
I nearly squeaked as I rushed to the door and opened it. And there was pretty Vee, smiling at me in that way I had first seen last night. I opened the door widely, inviting her in. SHe strode in confidently and I could see the key on the necklace around her neck, just above the ample cleavage on display. Her smirk deepened when she saw me look not only at the key, but her cleavage.
“Thank you for coming over Vee, can I get you a drink?” I offered, feeling jittery and nervous, but driven by my desperate and submissive feelings.
“So courteous...I wonder why that is?” she said, “I’ll take a beer if you have any.” She sat on the couch, crossing her sexy and shapely legs watching me as I rushed to the kitchen to get two beers. I popped the tops and gave her one before sitting down across from her.
“You know, I did some reading on my own about this chastity thing. You guys are weird, but I can’t deny how much fun it is,” she said before taking a few gulps of her beer. My eyes kept alternating between her amused eyes, her lips as she spoke and drank, the key on her necklace, and her cleavage. “How was your night and day today knowing that you couldn’t take it off and that I had the key? I want to hear all about it.”
I was immediately compelled to answer her. “My night was very difficult. I normally would have...um....before going to sleep, but I couldn’t. It was hours before I could fall asleep and I was up very, very early. It...it has been a very difficult day,” I admitted, not quite able to admit out loud that I would have jerked off, but she caught it anyway.
Her eyes flashed with amusement as she asked, “Do you normally masturbate every night?”
I dropped my eyes and nodded. She seemed so powerful and so beautiful,
“Some of the reading I did was eye opening. Have you heard of Locktober?” she asked.
My eyes widened. Of course I had, the online forums had been inundated with guys posting pics of themselves in their chastity cages for days. It was something I had fantasized about before and the thought had crossed my mind to try it this year. My cock throbbed at the prospect as it wasn’t very far into the month where so many chastity wearers set a goal of being locked for the whole month of October.
Once again I nodded, feeling a spike of fear go through me.
“Have you ever thought of doing it?” she pressed and I knew I had no choice but to nod for a third time.
“Can I....Can I see it?” she asked and my eyes got very wide indeed at the question as I looked up at her. It had been a question, but because of the power that she had over me, I felt like I couldn’t say ‘no’. Still, it was a very difficult thing to consider showing my friend my caged cock. Another part of my brain though was trying to convince me that she had that right as the keyholder.
Face blushing deeply, I reached for the waistband of my shorts to pull them down over my caged cock.
The tone of her voice changed then, and became a bit firmer. “Come stand in front of me,” she said and there was no doubt this time that it was a command. My face felt like it was going to burn off in embarrassment as I got up, walked over, and stood in front of her, my crotch right in front of her face. Hands trembling, I once again reached for the waistband. She said nothing, but out of the corner of my eye, I could see that she was staring intently at my crotch.
The waistband came down over my shaved pubes and then over the cage and then under my shaved balls. I closed my eyes, this was so mortifying.
“Oh Jim...this is fantastic! Every cock should be locked up like this. I know I would feel a lot safer walking around the city if every single one of those things was controlled by a woman,” she said, not hiding the glee in her voice. Just then, I felt a drop of precum leak out of the tip of my cock and onto my hand. 
“Okay, you can put it away and sit down next to me,” she said and I felt so grateful that I could put it away.
I sat down and she adjusted her seating position to sit sideways and look at me. She put a hand on my arm as she spoke, “JIm, it was very brave of you to let me hold the key to your cock and give me this control over you for 24 hours. I fucking loved it, but I think you secretly did too. I know you had a hard time sleeping last night, but I read about that too, and how it usually gets better after a few nights. I want to thank you for your trust and tell you that I really admire the strength that you have to let me be a part of this. It can’t have been easy to give me the key and to wait for me today, and I could see how difficult it was for you to show it to me.”
Her words of praise and encouragement really surprised me. I had expected her derision and more laughter, not something that sounded almost like admiration.
“Th-thank you for agreeing to hold my key Vee. You...you gave me the full experience of what it might be like when...or if I do ever find a...” I said petering out.
“A Mistress, right? I read a little bit there too. I am sure there will be a woman that would love to be dominant over a sweet man like you. And I am sure it could happen soon. But Jim...have you changed your mind on chastity after last night? Would you not want to be locked up for your....um...domme?” she asked, tripping over the words that were new to her vocabulary.
It was an interesting question, and one I hadn’t thought of until that moment. I thought about it for a moment and I realized it hadn’t changed my thoughts on chastity in a negative way at all. If anything, I wanted it more.
“No, I...I still want it. Maybe even more,” I admitted.
She slid closer to me, putting an arm around me, and that vulnerability I had felt all morning rose up within me, treasuring the closeness and warmth from her. “I could never be your Mistress Jim, we both know that. But I can help you in this if you let me, so that you can be an even better submissive for your Mistress. It is Locktober after all, and you admitted to chronic masturbation. Surely your domme wouldn’t allow that either. I am not saying we have to go the full month, but...isn’t it worth trying? Isn’t it worth knowing that you can do it? That you can not only have your cock locked up, but that you can refrain from having an orgasm every day? It’s up to you Jim. I can give you the key now, and we can just have this be a pleasant memory for both of us and I will go. Or.... you can agree to stay locked up for me. Agree to let me keep the key for now. We could have a hard ending at the end of the month, but if it gets really, really bad and you are serious, I can give it back to you sooner. I want to help you Jim. I want you to be prepared and to know what this is like, for your own happiness. If you say yes, I will stay and hang out with you for the evening and maybe I could learn a little more about the kind of woman you are seeking? You can check in with me every day, and we will work to make it a wonderful experience for you. What do you say?” she asked.
I almost whimpered at the offer. I could be free of the cage this very moment and it would be over. Or I could agree to let her keep the key for the rest of the month, hang out with her more, and get even closer as friends.
My cock throbbed almost painfully as I opened my mouth to answer...



PART 4 - LOCKTOBER
Though I was a little unsure of what I was going to say at first. Before she came over, I was convinced that I was done with this little ‘fun’ as she put it. She was not my Domme and never would be. She was however, a close friend. Closer than ever in fact, and when I listened to what she had to say about keeping me locked, I quickly got very confused about my own feelings. I had been so sure I wanted it off.
But now? I was uncomfortably aware of her closeness and her arm around me pressing our bodies together. I knew there was never a chance with her sexually. Even if she wasn’t full lesbian, she was way out of my league. But it was so nice to be so close to someone so sexy. And that she not only held the key to my cock and my ability to masturbate, but wanted to do so for the next month. I didn’t agree that I was a chronic masturbator, but she had a point about how often I masturbated would most likely be severely curtailed by any dominant woman I might be lucky enough to serve. 
She sounded so reasonable too in that it would definitely end after the month, but that it could end sooner if I was having a really hard time and I changed my mind. Plus it would mean more time being in her presence and being able to be more open with her about my desires for a Domme. It wouldn’t be her, but perhaps she could help me figure out what I was doing wrong in my search for one. And she made it seem like that she would hang out with me a lot more if I agreed. I think she sensed how much her presence and support helped me, but I had to be sure.
“I...Vee, if I agree, do you promise that you will help me through it? I won’t last very long if you just ignore me, it will feel fairly empty to have to go through most of it on my own, and I don’t think I can do it...” I said hesitatingly.
“Yes Jim,” she said, her eyes boring into me accompanied by that powerful and pretty smile. “I will come over as much as I can and I will help you. I won’t let you out unless you are seriously done with it or there is some sort of health issue or something, but I want to help you so that you can be prepared for the right woman. I promise Jim, I will come over as much as you want and that I am able. I can see how tempting this is for you Jim, and I adore the idea of keeping one of those things locked away safely. Just say yes Jim, you won’t regret it,” she said, somehow getting even closer to me. I could smell her perfume and felt like I was being overwhelmed by some sort of feminine pheromone or something.
All of the air went out of me all at once and I slumped, held by the pretty and unobtainable Vee.
“Yes Vee. I...I agree...” I said, feeling both elated and defeated. What had I gotten myself into?
She laughed in delight and pulled me into a full hug, pushing my head into her chest and her ample cleavage. I whimpered as her breasts nearly smothered me, the key to my freedom pressed against my cheek, and my cock filling the cage uncomfortably. I put an arm around her as well, terrified of the freedom I had just given up to her, but amazed by the feel of her body.
She broke the hug first. I wasn’t about to as I felt I was almost clinging on for dear life, but she didn’t move away, instead returning to that position with a single arm around me. 
“Thank you Jim, I am so pleased. Now we can relax for a much longer term and you can open up to me more if you are willing. I want to help you. Have you tried to find a dominant girlfriend?” she asked and I wasn’t sure I would be able to keep anything from Vee now. Her power over me was so great and I just wanted any excuse to be in her presence while I felt so vulnerable.
“Kind of....the dating apps I can’t really admit those desire with my face there to match. There is no telling who would see it. And the kink apps are full of scammers and professionals. It has been very difficult. I met a few women, I think you met one of them a while back, but when is the right time to tell a woman that I want her to dominate me?? It just....it hasn’t worked out yet,” I admitted.
“Oh, I see. I hadn’t thought of the actual logistics of that. Like...it can’t be an easy thing to bring up with a new relationship when you are still afraid of things not working out. There aren’t any apps that specialize in real people though where you don’t need a face pic?” she asked.
“There is Fetlife. It is not really a dating app, more of like a place for kinky people to plan social gatherings and the like. I have a nice profile on there and I have had a few conversations, but I swear one in every ten women that claim to be dominant on there are just looking for money. It is kind of depressing, so I am not super active,” I said, remembering how excited I got with this one conversation that happened over a few days with a smoking hot Domme, who ultimately wanted me to buy stuff on her Amazon wish list ‘to prove how serious I was.’ I felt so crushed after that.
“I’ve never heard of it,” she said, getting out her phone and pulling up the site. She couldn’t see much though until she created her own profile which she quickly did, mostly blank, but with an ID that was something like “Staightboyskeyholder.”
“What is your ID Jim?” she asked and I suddenly panicked. Of course she would want to see it now that she was on here.
“Um....I can tell you, but....there are some...very graphic pictures of me on there...” I admitted.
She rolled her eyes at me and just said, “ID?” 
I told her, it was a pretty generic but memorable and simple name getting across my location and including the word ‘sub’.  She rolled her eyes when she saw my pics, most of which were of my erection.
“Delete those and don’t put up any more. Most women don’t want to see it in their face like that for a potential romantic partner. They know you have a dick and they assume it works. I know you guys are more visual, but it turns a lot of women off. Just makes you look like a fuck boy. Just find some normal nice pictures of you in non-identifiable places and blur out your face, ok?” she said, now reading my profile.
I mumbled, “yes Vee,” and opened the app on my phone to delete them even as she was reading my long text blurb about myself. I had no idea that is what women would think and I didn’t know if Vee was 100% correct, but the profile had done me no good so far, so I didn’t see the harm. Once the dirty pics were deleted, I started searching my phone for personal clothed pics that I could edit.
She finished reading my profile and then read it again before shutting off the screen on her phone and looking at me.
“Look, I don’t even know what half of these kinks that you talk about are, but there is nothing in there about you as a person and what your personality is like. Everyone has kinks, but...you need to tell them more about yourself beyond those kinks. You won’t be having sex 24 hours a day and there are so many other ways that need compatibility. I think you should throw most of what you have out, and maybe just add a single paragraph at the bottom summing up the kinks that particularly excite you. They need to know if you as a person are worth their time. Women get bombarded by men everyday online, so they can sometimes be a bit gun shy in initiating contact. Give them things that aren’t sexual that they can talk to you about at the beginning of a conversation so they can feel you out and see if you are a creep right away or not. If they do initiate chat, don’t turn it sexual until they are ready. They will make it known when they are ready as long as you seem normal and not just a horndog, make sense?” she said and she was really opening my eyes.
I listened to everything she advised and started to rewrite my profile with her help in describing myself and who I was outside of kink, while staying generic enough to not make any of that information identifiable. Together, we found more normal pics of myself that could be easily edited for my profile.
By the time that was all done, it was closing in on Midnight. “I should really get going Jim, but this is going to be a lot of fun, I promise. I will tease you of course, but just remember why we are doing it. Together, we will eventually find you the right Domme,” she said, giving me a hug. I almost wanted her to stay the night just to keep me company, but I was too shy to ask.
She left, saying that she would come over tomorrow if she could and I was alone once again with my locked and denied cock, facing a whole month of her control...



PART 5 - PROGRESSION
I had another difficult night, nearly mirroring the first one, at least physically. But mentally, I was more prepared for it. There were fewer unknowns and I really felt more like I had Vee’s support in getting through this. Her obvious enjoyment, accompanied by her teasing, certainly had helped me to. She was right, I wanted this and I wanted to experience the full loss of control. More than wanting it, I felt I needed it. It made me feel more of who I really was, and it was so wonderful to be able to share that with someone.
It wasn’t the ideal way to share of course. Vee wasn’t my Domme and never would be. Ideally this would be with a dominant woman who not only held my key and controlled me, but was also romantically involved with me. Only then could I experience the full depths of my submission that I had read about. That I had dreamed every day about. Feeling those two way feelings of love and power exchange. It made me whimper to just dream about it.
And so, I didn’t get much more sleep on this second night, but I dealt with it mentally a bit better. I knew I was in it for a much longer term and I knew and accepted the reasons why. I still throbbed painfully in the cage and a part of my brain was really getting desperate for freedom, but I was able to calm down more this time, rather than panic about it.
That was until my first message from Vee on Sunday. I had been up quite early once again and counted the hours before I could expect to hear from her. I was really looking forward to spending the whole day with her. I had texted her a good morning message and let her know in some detail how I was feeling and how I was looking forward to seeing her today, but at around 8am she texted me back saying that she got called into work (On a Sunday?!) and wouldn’t be able to see me today. I felt so devastated and didn’t know what I was going to do with myself all day.
She had been nice about it though, saying she was proud of me for doing this and when she felt the key around her neck, it would always make her smile. She said she had also been looking forward to seeing me today and learning more about all of those kinks that were on my Fet profile, but it wasn’t to be. She apologized, but there was nothing she could do. On top of that, if she was called in on Sunday, it was likely to be a very busy week for her with work, further reducing the chances of getting together. 
I accepted it, I had no choice really, I just had to adjust my thinking. WIth the extra time on Sunday, I committed myself to trying to get more fit and started an exercise regimen. It was a little odd in the cage, but it also helped distract me from it. Vee checked in with me when she could and though she teased a little about her power over me, it was all in fun and she seemed to really be making an effort.
That night I texted her worried about wearing the cage to work the next day and all week. She assured me that I would be fine and no one would notice. Just dress how I normally do with underwear and make sure my pants aren’t too tight. She said she didn’t notice it when I was only wearing thin shorts, so with underwear and the pants I would wear to work, there wasn’t a chance anyone would know. I felt better about it, but still nervous. I asked if she would consider letting me out of the cage during work hours, but she flat out refused to consider it. She reminded me that this was what I wanted and might be what my Domme would require, so I might as well get used to it now.
I slept a little longer Sunday night into Monday, but my nerves about work kept me awake later than they should have. I got dressed normally and spent some time looking at myself in the mirror to see if I could notice. There might have been a bit more bulge than usual, but that was about it. I guess I felt a little better as I headed into work.
I was a bit paranoid the whole day and spoke a little more softly to team members, sometimes even deferring to their opinion when I otherwise might not have. There were no issues the cage other than using a stall in the restrooms rather than a urinal to minimize the chance of discovery. I made it through the day and had intermittent chats with Vee about how I was doing. She continued to be firm about keeping the cage on while also being supportive and encouraging.
The rest of the week went like that, and my sleep started to improve as did my nerves about going into the office. Work production went up and I even got to know my teammates a bit better as there was more communication on projects. Vee and I would text when we could and I really came to rely on those moments with her. They meant a lot to me.
Friday came around and a bunch of the group wanted to just go to that dance club that they had ditched us for last week. Vee and I talked on the side about it and decided that she would come to my place again, though she might be a little late. We kept in contact about her ETA and I started to prepare dinner as a surprise. She had said we would just get pizza delivered, but I wanted to do something nice for her to show my appreciation of her help.
She arrived about 6pm and dinner was just ready. I already had the table set and we hugged when she came in.
“What’s all this?” she asked, seeing the set table and the food on the counter. “Jim, I hope you aren’t courting me?” she said with a laugh, but there was a corner of her furrowed eyebrow that showed her worry that I might be.
“No, not at all Vee...I know you are only attracted to women, but...I just wanted to do something nice for you to show you how appreciative I am for your help with this and for our friendship. You had a rough week and I thought you might like to have a home cooked meal?” I said.
Her face softened and she said, “That is wonderful Jim, thank you...I am famished!” she said, coming into the kitchen eagerly.
We filled our plates and talked of the work week outside of the chastity cage. I mentioned it a few times and eventually the conversation went there as we finished eating and relaxed in the living room. We confirmed that I could keep going with the chastity and that my difficulties were lessoning.
“One thing though Vee...and this is a little less sexy to talk about, but I do my best in the shower to get clean, but it can’t be 100% with the cage on and it has been a week now. Do you think sometime soon we could maybe take it off long enough for me to take a shower and get thoroughly clean before putting it back on?” I asked. And it really was about that, and not so much the very strong desire to just feel myself having an erection.
“Oooh, I hadn’t thought of that,” Vee admitted and appeared to be thinking about it. She then quirked a smile, having arrived at a decision.
“I will let the cage be off for cleaning on a few conditions,” she said and her eyes held a look of mischief. “First, I will not give you the key, so that means you have to let me take it off and put it back on.”
My eyes widened at that. Why would she want to do it? She had absolutely no interest, at least sexually, with dicks. Maybe that was actually part of the answer.
“And secondly, you have a clear shower door right? I will sit in the bathroom to supervise your cleaning and make sure you don’t clean a little too vigorously...” she said, her smile showing that she felt triumphant at her solution.
“Vee, I won’t cheat...I promise. Can’t we just take it off and I’ll go get clean. It won’t take long...” I complained.
“I am offering you my solution Jim. You can either stay locked as you are, or agree. That choice is yours,” she said, looking at her fingernails as if there was something more interesting than what I chose happening there.
My face blushed and I looked down at my feet knowing I didn’t really have a choice. “Okay Vee, we can do it your way,” I said, only a little sullenly.
Her face immediately changed into a beaming smile as she said, “I thought you might agree. No time like the present. Get into the bathroom and strip boy!” she said, getting up...



PART 6 - KINKS
I was mortified as I got up with a beaming Vee behind me. It was almost worse that she had no interest in men sexually to be facing the prospect of her watching me shower and touching the cage, but my cock was throbbing at those same things. 
We got to the bathroom and she followed me in, looked at the toilet with some distaste twisting her lips, and muttered, “do any guys ever put the fucking seat down? It's not that hard.” She grabbed the seat and the lid and put them both down so that she could sit. I was just glad that I had cleaned not too long ago so I wouldn’t have to also be embarrassed by that. I didn’t respond to the seat not being down. It was my bathroom and I could leave it as I wanted! Well, she WAS a guest, and I occasionally had other guests. I guess it wouldn’t hurt to make a habit of putting it down. 
She brought her phone and started looking at it, fully expecting that I would just strip, and after a sigh, she was right as I pulled off my shirt and then my shorts, leaving me naked in front of her except for the cage. I was blushing fiercely as I stood there in front of her, waiting for her acknowledgement.
“What is pegging?” she asked suddenly, looking up at me, and not even acknowledging my nudity.
I could just see that she had Fet opened on her phone and must be looking at my profile again.
“Oh, um...” fuck, this was hard to admit to her. “It is when a woman wears a strapon dick and fucks a man...”
Her eyes widened at that and she seemed to look at me in a new light. “And this is something you desire as a submissive? Or do you have bisexual curiosity and just want to know what getting fucked would be like?” she asked.
“Definitely the former,” I replied. “It...it is a common kink in femdom and kind of reverses the typical male and female roles, but it is still heterosexual sex,” I said.
“I see...well, come here and let me see if I can get the cage off. I want to ask you some more questions while you shower if that’s okay?” she asked and I shuffled closer to her, hyper aware that I was practically sticking my dick in her face. 
“Yes Vee,” I said, as she fished the key from around her neck. Seeming unconcerned, she found the tumbler to unlock it, put the key in and turned, and for the first time in a week, it was unlocked. 
“So I just pull out this tube part right?” she asked and I only then fully realized that she was going to do it ALL herself. I nodded and then explained the rest of it to her, very nervous at her handling. She pulled the tube off and much to my embarrassment, I immediately grew to a full and glorious erection. Feeling it stretch out like that for the first time in a week felt so wonderful, but it was a bit subdued with my embarrassment.
“I can take the ring off for you,” I said nervously, knowing that my testicles would need to be handled to do it properly. I reached for it and she slapped my hand away. 
“No, I will do it. First the cock,” she said, roughly forcing the ring over my cock to get it out. It was more difficult with how hard I was. “What is CBT?” she asked as she was working it.
Fuck, bad time to answer that, but I felt like I had to. “It...it is kind of an all encompassing term for pain play with a man’s genitals...” I admitted, but there was a little tremor in my voice. CBT was another kink listed as an interest on my profile.
I grunted as she finally forced my cock out, and she wasn’t gentle about it. “I see...” she said, studying the way my balls were still trapped in the ring. She placed her thumb on one of them and started applying pressure. “So you won’t mind if this hurts a bit?” she asked with a devilish smile.
It was already hurting as she simply applied pressure with her thumb. “I...I....please be gentle Vee!” I said, voice strained.
She applied even more pressure and my testicle suddenly popped through the ring and I cried out with the sudden jolt of pain. She laughed in delight. “So sensitive and easy to hurt. It is the one thing I have always had a little curiosity about with guys...” she said as she could then easily slip the ring off. I wasn’t hurt that badly, but it also just felt so good to be free of the cage.
“Okay, off you go. No touching except to wash, and I’ll be watching when you do. There better be no extra strokes. I see you have being spanked on your kink list here, and I won’t hesitate to spank that pale ass of yours, understand?”
I nearly squeaked and replied “yes, Vee,” as I turned on the water and got in the shower while she giggled.
In a very short time, Vee had started to act more and more dominant over me, and I had no idea if it was genuine or just teasing. I suspected the latter, but it still really pushed my submissive buttons and made me feel more submissive towards her. The whole spanking thing could have been a joke, but I would probably climb over her lap if she told me too. Being the keyholder gave her so much power to use my own desperation against me.
I self-consciously started to shower. Whenever I glanced at her, she appeared to be looking at her phone, but I certainly wasn’t going to take any chances.
“So you like the idea of being locked up and denied, while your Domme uses you for as many orgasms as she likes?” Vee asked, speaking up a little to be heard over the shower.
“Oh....um, yes. Very much,” I replied.
“Well, jeez. You think a straight woman would jump all over that shit,” I heard her say, but not really meant for me. 
“A dominant woman would know what most of these kinks are right?” she asked.
“Absolutely, it is nothing really outside of the norm for femdom. Nothing too freaky,” I said.
“What about her demeanor?” she asked. “You want it to be a romantic relationship right? How would you like her to treat you in her dominance?” she asked just as I started to wash my genitals. 
This I knew the answer to and it was such an important question. “Like a lover that she cares about and respects. I don’t want to be treated as less than human to talked down to. I want them to cherish my submission while at the same time, use it firmly.”
“Good,” she said, “I think that should be easier to find. What about clothing? I see so many of these dominatrix’s dressed in stilettos and leather? Hey....I think it is probably soaped up enough, move on!” she added seeing me soap my erection. I quickly moved on. 
“Clothing doesn’t matter one bit to me. She can wear as she likes. A dominant woman is just as dominant in sweatpants as she is in a leather teddy.” I replied.
I finished up the shower, both embarrassed and happy to be talking about my kinks. There were a few other questions about kink, but the whole thing felt more like an interview than anything that she was interested in herself. I stepped out of the shower and she summoned me over while still wet.
It took some time, and a considerable amount of discomfort, for her to get the cage back onto me, even partially. The worst part was the testicles and not my erection. Vee delighted in being rough with them and making me whimper with pain as she forced them through the ring. Once they were through though, and there was still my cock left to do, she paused, looking at the way my balls were displayed in the ring.
“Jim? You can say no to this and I won’t be upset. And it won’t lead to more but.. I don’t know if I will ever have this good of an opportunity again. I...I want to squeeze your balls. They feel really weird, but I am fascinated by how easy it is to make you whimper. Can I? I will start light and just keep increasing pressure. When you can’t take any more, say so and I will stop right away. Can I? Please?” she asked, alternating between looking at my balls and up at me.
My cock started to leak in response...



PART 7 - A PLAN
What could I say? She told me I could say no, but she already held so much power over me it was difficult to refuse her anything. She hadn’t demanded it either, she had asked nicely. She could have reached out and grabbed them herself with the way she had been handling me in the cage, and I wouldn’t have stopped her. I was getting quite used to being subject to her, and that was a little frightening considering we would never be lovers. How far would Vee take this? Still, there was a lot of temptation here. Vee was so pretty looking up at me, I did have an interest in CBT, she had expressed her fascination earlier with how easy it was to hurt a man by his testicles, and this was the closest I had ever been to actual Female Domination.
She had a smile on her face as she alternated between looking up at me and then back down at my balls below my leaking cock.
“Oh...um....okay Vee,” I said, almost shaking with nerves. Her smile deepened and she didn’t waste any time in wrapping a hand around them fully and starting to squeeze. Right away, the discomfort started and I let out a whimper.
“I am barely even squeezing yet and you are already whimpering?” she laughed and the pressure increased. I started to automatically bend my torso a bit in some involuntary response to try and protect them, but it made the pain worse. I cried out as the movement caused more pain from pulling.
“Oh, trying to back away is a bad idea, Jim,” she said, that smile ever present and she squeezed even harder. She was taking her time, not squeezing as hard as she could as fast as she could, seeming to savor every moment of my agony. 
The squeezing got harder still, and the pain shot up into my stomach and now my whimpers were constant. My hard cock was leaking precum onto her hand. “Please Vee...” I begged, but was unsure what I was begging for.
She let out a low laugh, “I am still barely using any strength and you are already begging. I love how weak these things can make you. I could do this for hours at this level. But maybe you were begging for more?”
“No!” I cried as the pain increased. It felt like her hand was a vice grip around my balls that was just ever tightening. “Oh yes,” Vee said, “I know you can take more.  I am not even trying yet!”
Before I could say anything else around my cries of pain, Vee said, “I am going to help you Jim. I have a wider circle of friends from the LGBT community and I think through that network, I might be able to find you a proper Domme. That was why I asked all the questions that I did about kink. Feel free to keep talking to folks on Fet, but I have a good feeling about finding someone for you. Finding a worthy woman that will do this for you every day...”
I could no longer even tell when she increased the pressure. The pain was a constant and my legs were now shaking. “Yes Vee....please...I can’t take any more....please let go....” I cried.
She didn’t, not right away, staring up into my pain filled eyes with that confident pleased smile of hers as my body screamed to bend over and protect itself.
She gave one final harder squeeze, causing me to almost scream, and then let go entirely. I collapsed to the floor, my hands covering my balls, as I groaned, the pain a dull ache in my belly.
“Hands away!” she commanded as I wasn’t properly caged yet and was still quite hard. I reluctantly did so. “Thank you Jim, that was great fun, and I appreciate it. When you are ready, we will get the cage back on.”
She did seem to really appreciate being able to squeeze me like that, and though the pain was intense, I fully realized that those desires were quite real. Even now, a part of me wanted her to do it again, especially considering how much she seemed to enjoy it.
It took a little while to get my erection under control and get me fully back in the cage. She seemed to take great delight in turning the key and then wearing it on her necklace again. “Why don’t you just stay naked, Jim,” she said as she got up to leave the bathroom. I started to dry myself off, feeling foolish that she could command me so, but feeling so out of balance and submissive, I heeded her and went back out to join her in the living room.
We talked more, at great length, about what and who my ideal Domme would be. I asked her if she really thought she could find someone where I had failed so much, and she seemed pretty confident. It was really odd to be naked, except for the cage, and talking to her. It kept me feeling submissive and vulnerable the whole time, and I answered all of her questions honestly, even if I was blushing and stuttering over the answer. 
The common theme about what I wanted in a Domme though was someone that I had compatibility with outside of kink. Someone that would want me as a boyfriend. I emphasized how important trust and communication were to me and how I wanted that deep, deep connection built on a loving relationship and strengthened by domination and submission. I was not simply looking for a kink dispenser.
The subject of limits came up, and I explained to Vee what they were, and that no, I was not just a slave with no rights. I didn’t think my limits were all that limiting though. The main themes were no injuries or permanent scars, nothing that puts my health at risk, and toilet play. I had to explain to her what the last one was and she had such a disgusted face that anyone would be into those things. 
She seemed like she had a pretty good grasp of what I was seeking now, and I felt optimistic that I would have her help, but also realistic that it wasn’t an easy thing to find. Most of all, I just felt grateful that I could share this part of me with her, even if she took some delight out of teasing me. I was already so desperate to cum, and we weren’t even half way through the month yet. I really was enjoying her company though and actually felt a moment of panic when she mentioned how late it was getting.
“Could you stay, Vee?” I asked, feeling so needy for her company, “Please? I don’t want to be alone. You can have the bed and I will sleep on the couch. I could make you breakfast in the morning?”
She seemed a little startled by the idea at first, but slowly a smile spread across her face. “I do like the idea of not going home this late and having breakfast cooked for me...I have a few conditions though...” she said, and her smile turned mischievous. 
“Of...of course Vee, anything you want,” I said, excited that I wouldn’t be alone and cooking breakfast was well worth the price.
“You will remain naked and caged, of course,” she started as if it would be ridiculous to be any other way. “And I would like license to squeeze your balls at any time, just for my amusement. There is one other thing, but I need your agreement on that first...”
My eyes went wide but I nodded. I was scared at how often she might do it, but she seemed really fascinated by it, and I could take it for her company. I think.
“I...I agree Vee...and what is the last thing?” I asked, nervously.
“We are going to share your bed. Nothing is going to happen, but it is ridiculous for me to kick you out of it, and I am not going to sleep on the couch,” she announced.
Once again, my eyes went wide. It would be such a tease to have this beautiful, sexy, and quite untouchable woman in bed next to me all night...



PART 8 - A MEETING
“If...if that is what you wish, Vee, I agree,” I said, knowing it might be a fairly uncomfortable night for me. 
“Wonderful!” she said with a smile, “Do you have an oversize t-shirt I can borrow to sleep in?” she asked, and I immediately went to my dresser to search. I found an old Nine Inch Nails shirt that was big on me. She said her thanks and went off to the bathroom to change. She came back out wearing only the shirt, and presumably panties, but leaving her long legs bare. 
“Don’t worry Jim, everything is going to be okay,” she said as she came back to me. She suddenly reached out and grabbed my balls and started squeezing. “I will find the right woman for you, have faith,” she said and then kissed me on the cheek, giggled, and let go of my balls. She picked the side of the bed that she wanted and got in and said good night. I carefully got into the other side of the bed, and tried very hard not to crowd her. It was odd having a woman in my bed that was untouchable, and it kept me awake for a little while, but eventually I fell asleep.
I woke up some time later, it was still dark and felt like the middle of the night, but Vee had rolled over towards me. I could feel her bare leg over mine nearly trapping me, her head on my chest, but most shocking was her hand on my balls. 
She was just cupping them and as far as I knew, she hadn’t squeezed them, though she easily could with the way her hand was. If she was awake that is, but she didn’t appear to be. I stayed very still, listening to her breathing and feeling her leg and especially her hand on me. Time passed and there was no movement. She was asleep.
Needless to say, I did not get much sleep that night. My cock strained in the cage the whole time feeling her hand there. I had no idea if it was intentional or happenstance. Hours passed like that and next thing I knew, I must have fallen asleep, because she was facing the other way again. 
I dozed fitfully.
When morning finally hit, I made coffee and then started breakfast while she slept. She was up a little after that and was so happy to have breakfast cooked for her. She said she slept well and there was no mention of what had happened overnight. I wasn’t about to bring it up. 
We ended up getting dressed, Vee borrowing some more of my clothing, and going out into the city for the day. My cock was locked up, the keys around her neck, but we spent the day together as friends, rarely talking of anything to do with femdom or even chastity. When it started to get late, Vee said she had to go home and wouldn’t be able to see me tomorrow, but she would text me as often as she could. She gave one final quick squeeze to my balls, giggling at my reaction, and we parted, most likely for another week.
The week passed slowly for me. Vee was good about keeping in contact, but I was constantly aware of the cage holding my cock. I was desperate to have it off and desperate to cum, but Vee was firm about that. On Wednesday, when I begged her in text, she said that the next time I was released from the cage and allowed to cum would be up to my Mistress. Period.
I tried to get her to tell me what that meant. Was she going to keep the keys beyond Locktober?? But she wouldn’t say more and was very firm about not letting me out. If I brought up the topic again, she would just ignore me. I made it through work okay, and things there were going even better this week. My soft ways of speaking and spirit of cooperation were not going unnoticed, and there was a chance of promotion soon.
Friday finally arrived and Vee texted to tell me to meet her at a different bar than usual. I had never been there and as far as I knew, none of the group had. I texted acknowledgement, but couldn’t help but wonder why the change. I had been hoping Vee would come over again and maybe spend the night again. I had really missed seeing her.
I was a little late in arriving and received a text from Vee asking for my ETA. I told her and she replied, “We are in the far right corner by the restrooms.” We? Who were we? Maybe it was just a mistake?
But I arrived at the somewhat crowded bar, and spotted Vee, sitting at a table in the far right corner with another woman. I cautiously approached. Vee beamed at me and introduced me to Sarah. Sarah was a pretty young woman, if a bit plump. She carried it well and she was displaying ample amounts of cleavage from a large bosom. I tried not to stare, but in my current state, everything seemed sexual and designed to further frustrate me. There wasn’t anything though, that seemed truly remarkable or out of place about her. She had a friendly smile and besides the cleavage, most would not remark on her appearance.
She held out her hand for a handshake in meeting, and I shook it. She seemed to look me directly in the eyes during the handshake though, and held it for just a touch longer than normal. What was going on here?
They had a margarita pitcher and an extra glass and poured one for me as I sat and got settled. 
Vee explained that Sarah was an acquaintance of hers from her larger circle of LGBQT friends and initially I assumed that it meant that Sarah was also a lesbian. I certainly didn’t have any issues with that and we spoke of inconsequentials for quite some time, getting comfortable and a little lubricated from the margaritas. Sarah was friendly and had a very cute laugh. There was once she even snorted while laughing which of course caused a whole new round of laughter and more snorts. 
We were well into the second pitcher and I was having a good time, relaxing and drinking with the two women, and wondering if maybe Sarah was actually a romantic interest for Vee, when out of nowhere Sarah asked, “So Jim, Vee tells me that you are interested in female domination?”
My eyes went wide and I went slack jawed, looking at Vee almost like she had betrayed my confidence, but she only smiled at me almost as if she knew a secret that was about to be revealed. My face colored looking at the two women, and seeing the keys around Vee’s neck. They both looked back at me with smiles.
“Oh...um...yes, I am...” I confirmed, having trouble meeting either of their eyes. How could Vee betray me like this?
Sarah reached across the table and laid her hand on mine. “Don’t be embarrassed Jim. I am sorry to have blindsided you like this, but I wanted a chance to get to know you before bringing it up. I promise, your secret is safe with me and there is no judgement here, okay? I want to learn more about your interest in it, if that is okay?” Her voice had gotten very gentle, almost soothing by this point. “Don’t feel like you have to, but you seem like a great guy and I want to know more. Please?”
Her hand was warm on mine and I had been greatly enjoying the company of both of these women up to this point. There was something about the way she spoke to me that was so full of understanding and empathy, that any anger I had at Vee was dispelled. The alcohol was also hitting me. Sarah knew, but she seemed genuinely interested and very understanding.
“I’m sorry for my reaction,” I said. “I will be happy to talk about it with you, if you are interested,” I finally said.
“I am Jim and thank you. When did you first realize you had these feelings?” she asked and I had to think about it for a minute, and prepare to open myself up to this relative stranger. She seemed so nice though.
“I am not sure,” I said. “As soon as I learned about it online I was fascinated, but looking back even before that, I think there were always some signs there.”
“That is wonderful Jim. You should embrace who you really are and not be embarrassed by it. What would you say you desire most from a female dominant relationship?” she asked and these questions really had me thinking.
“I...I want the whole thing. I want love and trust and communication. I want my submission to be appreciated just as much as I appreciate her dominance. It isn’t just about kink. I don’t want a kink dispenser, but a girlfriend that is naturally dominant that I can grow with and serve in whatever ways make her happy,” I said, surprising even myself with how forthcoming I was being.
It was then that Vee took off her necklace and started to take one of the keys off. That completely distracted me as Sarah replied, “That is perfect Jim, and I would be interested in talking more, getting to know you better, and perhaps...finding out if I would be a good Domme for you...”
I gasped as Vee slid one of the keys across the table to Sarah...



PART 9 - A DOMME
Sarah ignored the key at first, seeming to study my reaction. I was looking at her in a whole new light now. She was not a romantic interest for Vee, but a potential Domme for me. Vee had said she was going to find the perfect Domme and by the very pleased grin on her face, she thought that she had succeeded. 
The smile that Sarah wore looked entirely different as well. Those questions were to learn more about my desires and motivations, true, but she was presumably judging the answers to see how they would fit in with her viewpoints.
“You....you are a Domme?” I asked dumbly, mainly just to fill the silence.
“I am Jim,” she said, and her hand was still on mine. It felt so warm. “I have experience and Vee and I spoke at great length about you and what you seek. She showed me your Fet profile, and I am very interested. Almost all of your interests line up with mine, and I have been searching for quite some time for my perfect submissive lover. On paper, you are that. But I understand you were a bit blindsided by this, so do you have questions for me?” she asked. Her voice was soft, her eyes full of warmth, and she spoke with a quiet confidence. “Or, maybe I am not your type in the looks department? It is understandable if so...”
“You are beautiful...” I blurted out and immediately blushed and dropped my eyes in embarrassment. She was beautiful, not in a statuesque model type of way, but just the kind of woman I had always been attracted to. And she knew all about my submissive desires, my kinks, what I wanted out of a relationship, and seemed very interested in me. It was almost overwhelming. I almost felt like I was being pursued.
She squeezed my hand at the compliment, and gave me time to recover. “Are...are you monogamous?” I asked, not really sure where the question came from, but it was certainly worth knowing. 
“I am Jim. I am not that interested in being poly. I mean, there could be an opportunity at a much later time for some play with others, but that is not a factor for me. I want a single boyfriend to spend my time with and devote myself to,” she said and caressed my hand. Just that innocent touch had my cock throbbing.
I was relieved to hear that I would not be one of many subs or such. The alcohol helped, but I relaxed a little more and got into more questions about her as both a dominant and as a person. We talked of many things that were on my profile and her mutual interest in them, and some of the differences as well. We spoke of her hobbies and what she liked to do in her spare time. It all flowed rather well despite how intimidated I felt. 
This was the first woman I had ever spoken to in person that I knew was dominant. More than that though, she had made it very clear that she was interested in me as her submissive, and it all had me feeling not quite myself. I blushed quite a bit while she just exuded soft confidence. The more that went on, the more it seemed to happen. 
She was amazing though, never intentionally causing me embarrassment and showing empathy every time I was. She stayed in physical contact, almost like she was just trying to get me used to her touch. I could not find any flaws with her that meant anything, and I knew pretty early on that I was very interested as well, but I was so afraid to appear to eager and chase her away.
The whole time, one of the keys to my cage sat in front of her, ignored. Well, by her. I would glance at it every few minutes and I started to hope that she would pick it up and take it. The other key was back around Vee’s neck.
The conversation waned a little and Sarah finally looked down at the key in front of her as she spoke, “Vee and I agreed that she would keep one of your keys for safety, especially since you and I don’t know each other well yet. I would like to change that Jim, and get to know you much better,” she said with a smile that made my heart race.
“I will leave it up to you though. I can give the key back to Vee and if you are interested, we can make plans to see each other again, perhaps go out for dinner and a movie. But what I would really like to do is take this key now, Jim. And then you and I can go back to my place and continue our conversation and get to know each other much, much better,” she said with so much confidence that I was rendered speechless for a moment. I had never been spoken to by a woman this way, who made it so very clear what her desires were and wasn’t afraid to tell me. 
The unspoken question hung in the air as I tried to catch my breath. I looked at Vee and she was beaming at me and giving me a slight nod of encouragement. 
Gathering every ounce of courage I had, but still unable to meet her eyes, I said, “I would be honored if you took the key....”
Vee giggled in glee and immediately started to pack up. Sarah kept smiling at me as she took off her necklace and threaded the key onto it slowly before putting the necklace back on, never taking her eyes from me. She looked so pleased.
Vee gave her a hug and said, “I am so happy this worked out. He is a great guy and I am sure he will make you very happy,” and gave Sarah a hug before coming over to hug me. “Don’t fuck this up,” she whispered into my ear, “you can text me tomorrow about how the night went and thank me then.” And then Vee, and her key, were gone.
I settled the bar tab and within a few minutes, Sarah had taken my arm and led me out to a waiting Uber...
—
I was somewhat on cloud 9 as we made the ride to her place. We sat together in the back seat and continued to speak quietly. I wasn’t even that aware of what we talked about, but I don’t think it was anything important. She sat close to me and her hand was on my thigh the whole time. There was one point, looking over at her, that I was almost overwhelmed with the desire to kiss her. It was almost like she knew as she had a twinkle in her eye, but she didn’t allow it to happen. The Uber driver was super annoying with how much he looked in the mirror at us. Probably looking at Sarah’s cleavage.
I had no idea how much time passed before we arrived and got out of the car. She took my hand as she led me inside the high rise building. There was a key card used to get into the foyer and a security guard at a desk as she led me to the elevator. I couldn’t believe that a dominant woman was interested in me, and very obviously so, and was taking me back to her place after only meeting a few hours before. Occasionally, I would glance at the key against her cleavage and my cock would throb.
As if all of that wasn’t enough, this appeared to be a very expensive apartment building and it had me wondering what she did for a living.
As we rode up in the elevator, still holding hands like high schoolers, I got up the nerve to ask.
“I am a professional photographer,” she said simply. I was about to ask of what, when the elevator doors opened and she led me down the hall to her apartment. Once again, a key card was used to open the door, she stepped in and pulled me in behind her.
The place was huge! And not just living area, but with 12 foot ceilings. I couldn’t believe the size of the place and I was gawking at it wondering how many of my studio apartments would fit in here. Three? Four? Probably even more, I couldn’t see all of it yet.
“You...you live here alone?” I asked, staring in amazement. She turned to face me and then put her arms around my neck, looking up at me. 
“Very much so,” she said as I felt pressure on my neck. My eyes widened at first as she pulled me into a kiss that started off normal enough, but as soon as I responded to it, kissing her back, it got very passionate, very quickly as her tongue plunged into my mouth. I let out a little whimper at being kissed like that and wanted to just melt in her arms...



PART 10 - SUBMISSION
She pulled away hours later. Or was it only seconds? Time had no meeting any longer. She gently took my hand and led me into the large apartment. “I want to talk about a few things Jim, so I am going to make myself a drink. Would you like one?” she asked as she led me to the large sectional couch and bade me to sit.
“Yes please,” I said quietly and almost timidly, intimidated by this woman and still staring around in wonder at her loft apartment. There was more space than she had furniture to fill it. The living room area was large and comfortable, the couch deep and plush, with a ton of throw pillows all over it. It was the kind of couch you just wanted to sink into, but I sat nearly on the edge of the cushion with my nerves hammering at me.
On the other end of the large open concept space was what looked to be a sectioned off area for her photography, complete with big expensive looking lighting and backdrops. There was another large closed off area that I had to assume was her bedroom. Would I be seeing that tonight? It seemed like a distinct possibility.
She came back with two drinks and handed one to me. I thanked her as she sat down next to me and leaned back. Her hand rubbed my back and she said, “Relax Jim. You seem very tense. Are you having second thoughts?” she asked, the concern for me plain in her voice. The hand rubbing my back felt so good.
“N-no, not at all. I want...I am just a little... I never thought this could happen for me and now it is and so quickly. You...you are like a dream come true, but I am very nervous about finally realizing these fantasies and whether I will be able to please you...I....I want this so badly...” I said, trying and failing in my own ears not to sound pathetic.
“It is okay Jim, and your nervousness is natural. You have wanted this for so long and now you are in the very beginning stages of it, I completely understand being nervous, or even scared. Do I scare you Jim?” she asked, and I swallowed visibly.
“A...a little,” I admitted, but almost felt like I should have said ‘a lot.’
“A little fear is exciting though, isn’t it?” she asked, but didn’t wait for an answer. She was correct in that though. “Nothing will happen tonight that you don’t want to happen Jim. We will have and use the stoplight safewords, and I will be checking in with you. As far as pleasing me, that will be a given, but I don’t want you to worry that you will fail. I am happy with you Jim, and I very much look forward to giving you so much submissive pleasure that you will wonder what you were nervous about in the first place. Everything will be okay, I promise,” she said gently and I slowly relaxed some, sitting back into the couch more. 
“What may work best Jim, is to just put yourself into my hands. I know what I am doing, and you might find that just giving into to it calms you. I know your limits on paper and we won’t even come close to them tonight. Do you have any questions for me?” she asked, finishing her drink.
“N-no...um...Sarah. I...I am sorry for acting like such a flake. I...I will be happy to just turn myself over to you,” I said, blushing furiously. 
“You are a sweet boy,” she said, reaching out and cupping my face, “Leave everything up to me...come on...” and she took my drink from me, putting it on the table, and then took my hand and let me into her bedroom.Or at least, it had a bed in it. But also a sawhorse, a bondage cross, and all manner of wicked looking implements on the walls. I gawked with my mouth hanging open and my nervousness only got worse. I trembled a little. She must have noticed for she stopped me and directed my gaze at her. “Never mind all of that. You won’t need to worry about any of it tonight, okay? Let’s just get your clothes off, hmm?” she said, and she touched me so very gently as she helped me to remove my shirt. 
She started to kiss me tenderly as she unbuttoned my pants, and though things were progressing rapidly, I melted into her kiss and felt myself calming down more. She unzipped me and slowly pulled them down to my ankles. She went to her knees to get a good look at my cage and looking up at me, kissed the tip of it.
I groaned with desire and she smiled, opened her mouth, and took my entire caged cock between her lips. I thought I was going to burst. With how gentle she had been and with how much arousal she was causing now, my nerves were quickly receding. She only did it for a minute before she stood and requested that I remove my shoes and pants the rest of the way.
I did so while she went to a wall and took down a heavy duty looking pair of leather cuffs with what looked to be brass buckles and ‘D’ rings on them. She came back to me and then kissing me once again, wrapped and buckled a cuff around one of my wrists, cinching it tightly. And though it was tight, I did not experience any discomfort. She broke the kiss and gently brought my arms behind my back. I knew I was about to be made helpless and I knew this would be the time to change my mind.
But I had no desire to. She was almost hypnotic in the way she moved, and I trusted her more than I probably should have, but I already felt completely under her dominant spell. It took her very little time to buckle the other cuff onto my other wrist and then secure them together. I was breathing a bit heavily at this point as she ran her hand randomly over my body before leading me to the bed. She helped me to get situated in the center on my back.
It was only then that she stripped herself, making it a bit seductive and removing things slowly. She smiled the whole time and exuded nothing but confidence as she revealed her body to me. It was amazing to see this slightly overweight woman be completely confident in herself and who she was. The extra fat didn’t detract from her appearance one bit. She was all Goddess and I licked my lips as she finally was completely nude. 
Without any hesitation, she climbed onto the bed and over my body. She gave me one more kiss before she moved up, straddled my face, and lowered her pussy onto my very eager lips. My tongue immediately went to work as her hand curled into my hair. I was quickly losing myself in my submissive feelings. We barely knew each other, true, but she was all Domme and there had not been anything approaching a red flag with her. I wanted this more than ever and as I sucked Sarah’s clit into my mouth and heard her moan, I knew that I would do anything it took to submit to this wonderful woman and learn everything I could about her, and to learn how to please her.
She encouraged me, telling me harder or softer, and there were times where her moans told me all I needed to know. She quickly arrived at an orgasm, clamping her thighs to my head, and momentarily suffocating me. I didn’t care, her pleasure was exquisite.
She climbed off of me and went to a nearby drawer and came back with what looked to be a bottle of lube. “Spread your legs for me honey...” she said, and I immediately did so watching with eyes wide as she opened the lube and spread it on her fingers.
She brought her fingers to my ass and asked, “Pegging is one of your biggest fantasies, is that right?” she asked, presumably from the information on my profile. I could only nod, feeling some of those nerves come back as her fingers started to push inside me. I whimpered with the discomfort of it, but she was gentle. She kept adding more lube and working it into me. 
“I thought as much, and I thought what better way to start off our relationship than with a nice pegging, taking your tight ass for the first time. I LOVE pegging and if you end up fully submitting to me, it will be something you should expect quite often...” she said with a smile, and I could only nod again. 
Once she felt I was sufficiently lubed, she got up again and opened a drawer, pulling out a dildo that was ‘L’ shaped. I watched wide-eyed as she interested the smaller end into her pussy and then climbed back on the bed between my legs, a 7” phallus protruding from between hers. She applied more lube to her strapless strap-on and then I felt her hands under the backs of my knees. She lifted them up and then brought the head of her dildo to my anus. My legs were bent over my body and my cock was leaking through the cage. She had almost bent my body in half, and there would be nothing stopping her from entering me at will.
“I am going to go slow Jim, since this is your first time, but it is likely to hurt a little. I know it is hard, but the biggest thing that you can do to help yourself is to try to relax. Don’t fight it...” she said, and I felt pressure as the head of the dildo started to push against my hole.
“Shhh....” she said as I started to whimper, feeling the incredible pressure as the head of the dildo started to stretch my opening wide. A moment later, the head of her ‘cock’ slipped inside of me and it felt both better and worse. Much of that initial pressure was now gone, but there was still discomfort from being stretched so wide. She pushed in just a little bit more and then ever so slowly thrusted that inch back and forth within me. 
“Such a good boy....” she purred as she slowly thrust that little bit into me and then started to push in a little further with each thrust, seeming unconcerned with my whimpers, which only made it more arousing for me. “You are doing so well, have almost half of it in you now. Just relax....fuck you feel so good...” she said and went on continuing to encourage me to take it, though I really had no choice. It was a somewhat embarrassing position with my hands restrained behind my back and her bending my legs over my body, but it gave her the access she needed, and she could hold onto my legs to brace herself.
She really seemed to be holding herself back, and despite the pain and discomfort, or maybe because of it, I wanted more. “Please.... Don’t stop...” I whispered.
Smiling more broadly now, she slowly pushed the entire length into me. I almost cried out from it but she only kept telling me what a good boy I was. She started to thrust the entire length then, slowly and first, and her eyes fluttered closed as she moaned with her pleasure. I couldn’t even imagine what the dildo must feel like for her as she thrusted, but it appeared the harder she did, the more she enjoyed it.
She also seemed to greatly enjoy the expressions on my face, and the moans and groans caused by her penetration of me. It wasn’t long before she was holding my legs down more firmly, and thrusting harder and harder. Every time I whimpered from it, she moaned in pleasure. I had never felt more submissive in my life than this moment. I knew this was what I was meant to be and I knew that her pleasure was all that was important. 
It wasn’t long before she was fucking me with abandon and I could tell an orgasm was building for her. My whimpers turned to ones of need as my cock throbbed and leaked in the cage. But it was a need for her orgasm, and not my own.
She thrust into me one final time, crying out as her whole body shook with orgasm. She let go of my legs and collapsed on top of me, her ‘cock’ still buried deep within me...
—
Epilogue
We rested after that, but it was a deep and fulfilling introduction to being her submissive. I wanted it more than ever. She invited me to spend the night and then kept me naked the whole next day and serving her. We ended up spending the entire weekend together, got to know each other better, and confirmed that this was a relationship and we would continue.
When I got home Sunday night, I told Vee all about it. Well, not all of the details, but that it appeared that Sarah was the one and how smitten I was with her. I thanked Vee for all of her help and she said that she would talk to Sarah about the key she held and admitted that she still liked having it.
I spent every weekend and then even some weeknights at Sarah’s place, and the relationship only got deeper and loving. It was all that I had ever dreamed of from a Domme.
A few months later, when my lease was up, I moved in with Sarah and I couldn’t have been happier. She controlled just about every aspect of my life and kept me in chastity most of the time. Though there were certainly times she would take my cock out to tease it and make me more desperate. I loved every minute of it. Occasionally she would gant an orgasm, but they were seldom.
I was so thankful for Sarah, and so thankful to Vee for setting us up. Under Sarah’s guidance and love, I thrived professionally and moved up the ranks in the company fairly quickly. It was decided that Vee would keep her copy of the key for safe keeping, and she also still had permission to hurt my balls whenever she wanted. Those sometimes came at the most awkward and worst times in public too.
But I had found true happiness in my submission to Sarah, and it was all thanks to being caged by a friend.
The end of Caged by a Friend
Final word count - 17120
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The Cabin - Book 1
Samantha and Jack arrive at a remote cabin, having rented it for a week. They plan to spend a week in fun BDSM activities with each other, both of them switches, but that all changes when another couple - Mark and Amy - arrive at the remote cabin. They are a vanilla couple wanting to reconnect with one another. The cabin was double booked and the two couples ultimately agree to share it. But Samantha notices some tell tale signs that both Mark and Amy could be submissive and decides to see if they will explore it.
A D&S story involving two couples in a remote cabin in the woods. Includes both FEMDOM and MALEDOM heterosexual domination.
Property of the People
In the culmination of my dystopian near future stories that started with "The Science of Torture," this story focuses on Clara and Henry, roommates just trying to make it by as the world changes around them. Henry is incensed at the increasing government crackdowns and joins online forums that are trying to organize a revolution, thinking he is anonymous. 
He wasn't and one Saturday morning, three police officers barged in, stripped Henry of all of his clothing, slapped a high tech chastity cage on him, and informed him he was now the Property of the People, and all of his rights and privileges were hereby revoked. It is using this backdrop that we explore a new femdom and FLR relationship as Clara gains full control over Henry, though not without his own willingness to submit. 
Jessie's Girl (A BDSM Throuple Novella, 31814 words)
Jessie and Hanna were a couple living with me, Alex. Jessie and I had been great friends for a long time, and I didn't mind too much when he asked about his serious girlfriend moving in. I had no objections and Hanna was moved in quickly. We all got along great. There was just one problem. I had a serious crush on Hanna and wished that she was my girlfriend. She was perfect, and I really wished that I had Jessie's Girl. Things changed one night when a very drunk Hanna and I had sex while Jessie was out. Jessie found out the next day and well....I had a choice to make. Move out and be homeless, or become their slave...
Dominating Eden
In this second installment of the Eden's Education series, David loans Eden to a colleague and Eden thinks it is just another assignment. Steal a dagger and sexually dominate another person once again. She quickly finds out that is not the case, as the woman that has taken possession of her quickly turns the tables and demands Eden's submission. But as their dynamic develops, and Emi can no longer resist feeding upon Eden's blood, a game of vampire political intrigue arises as she must claim full possession of Eden - at all costs.
Submitting to Eden
Eden is a newly transitioned trans female, having previously been a married man, when she is taken in by a billionaire and trained to serve in his employment. Eden undergoes vigorous training and this series tells the tales of the missions that the mysterious and powerful David send her on, sexual in nature on the surface, but often serving one of his greater goals. This series explores many different facets of BDSM, in explicit detail, as we read of Eden's sexual experience with them from all sides, all in the name of serving her master.
In this first story, Eden is sent on her first mission after weeks of intense physical and psychological training. Her goal is to get a man by the name of Walter Meyer to sign an agreement that would benefit her master, doing whatever it takes. When she is alone with Walter, she discovers his desire to be dominated, and he doesn't even know yet that she is a trans female.
Lifelong Friends become even More
The sequel to Lifelong Friends become More, we start the story right where the first one ended. Josh's wrists still bound behind his back, with Kelsey and Megan draped all over him. But what happens now? Especially with Josh and Kelsey graduating, telling their parents about their relationship, and going home to visit friends. And what is the tragic news that Megan receives? Get to know Sarah and Nick, friends of Josh and Kelsey from home. If you liked the slow burn nature of the first book, you will love this one too.
Roommates in Quarantine
Another stricter quarantine hits, and roommates must find a new way to make money to pay the bills. Secretly, Sandi had already been making some money doing online femdom content, and when it looks like there is no other choice, she approaches her roommate Peter about taking part. At first, they are just playing roles for the camera, but the lines start to become blurred. This story explores the contrast between the stereotypical online leather-clad "dominatrix" and what a true loving dominant woman is in real life as Sandi and Peter delve deeper and deeper into D&S dynamics in a safe, sane, and consensual way.
Buddies 
A consensual MxM short story about the sexual change of a friendship between two straight guys.
I'd been best friends with my buddy Carl for years, and there was never anything odd about our friendship. That all changed one night when we struck out trying to pick up girls at the bar. We returned to his place and frustrated, Carl put on some porn. I was caught completely by surprise when he started to masturbate in front of me and encouraged me to do the same. Little did I know that this was only the beginning of a new sexual only relationship between two straight men.
Caged by a Friend [Femdom, chastity, CBT] (17,000 words)
This is almost a novella written from the 1st person point of view. It is about a man and his female domination desires. He is out at the bar with his college friends one Friday night when his lesbian friend, Vee, discovers that he is wearing a chastity cage and wants to know all about it and why. After she learns about it, she offers to hold the keys for him. 
Lifelong Friends - A Female Submission Story (80,000 words)
This is a rewrite of the original Lifelong Friends become More book swapping the gender roles. Please read the forward on the product page so that you know exactly what this story is and is not before purchase.
Kelsey and Josh have been best friends their entire lives, growing up together, going to school together, and now sharing an apartment in their senior year of college. Over drinks one night, they start talking about their sexual desires, as friends sometimes do, and Kelsey admits a desire for domination.
This story follows their discussion as at first Josh learns about her secret desires, having previously only known porn tropes, and then offers to help Kelsey experience a little of it.
Neither of them knew how deep it would take them, nor how it would change their friendship forever.
Would you like to play a game? [femdom][older sub, younger Domme](57,000 words)
Professor David Jennings is a sociology professor at the local university and Scarlett Clark is his best student. On a typical Friday night, they are both abducted and locked naked in a room together. Through a series of tasks they are given to earn their freedom, they discover not only their true feelings for each other, but how wonderful D&S can be. 
A Drunken Post that Changed my Life [CNC, MxM] (10,000 words)(Not on Patreon)
A lonely man, having just discovered the minimum of what submission is, makes a drunk post inviting a stranger to enter his apartment while he sleeps, tie him up, and do what they wish. It never occurred to him that it would be another man that came into his apartment that night. 
The Science of Torture [femdom](60,000 words)
Dr William Walsh and Dr Sophia Kimball receive a large grant from a mysterious organization to study the effects of different types of torture. Unable to retain any volunteers for long enough to gather meaningful data, William ends up becoming the first test subject. Areas and dynamics are explored that neither of them anticipated, and it changes their lives forever.
A Changed Man - [maledom, straight to gay, femdom](60,000 words)
Tom, Hank, and Maria are roommates. The path of their interpersonal relationships with one another drastically changes when Tom accepts a bet and has to wear a chastity cage for Hank for a month. This story features Straight to Gay, Maledom, bondage, spanking, and some femdom, among other BDSM kinks. Plenty of sexual scenes but with a focus on the struggles the characters go through, especially Tom, in changing sexuality and dynamics.
Helping out a friend   [femdom](60,000 words)
A woman's boyfriend expresses an interest in female domination, but she doesn't have the first clue about it. She talks to her male roommate about her dilemma and he helps her to learn about it. But as he demonstrates ways in which she can be dominant, lines start to get blurred. 
Lifelong Friends Become More - Book 1 [femdom] (78,000 words) (My longest and most popular femdom story)
Kelsey and Josh have been best friends their entire lives, growing up together, going to school together, and now sharing an apartment in their senior year of college. Over drinks one night, they start talking about their sexual desires, as friends sometimes do, and Josh admits a desire for female domination. 
This story follows their discussion as at first Kelsey learns about it, having previously only know porn tropes, and then offers to help Josh experience a little of it.
Neither of them knew how deep it would take them, nor how it would change their friendship forever.
A new dynamic develops for an old fashioned couple [femdom](25,000 words)
An old fashioned couple with a stay at home wife begin exploring female domination as they navigate changing dynamics with her new home grown business.
A Roommate Snaps [Lesdom] (27,000 words)
Two very different women, who share an apartment, discover a whole new world of kink and lesbianism when one of them loses her temper at the other not pulling her weight in cleaning the apartment, and gives her a sound spanking.
Caught in a compromising position [MFm, noncon, femdom, noncon maledom] (38,000 words)
A single man home alone practices some self bondage with a time release key to free himself. His roommates come home unexpectedly and separately and find him unable to free himself. This tells the story of two very different dynamics between two men and a woman.
A Wife's Revenge (MM, forced feminization, dubcon bordering on noncon, blackmail, violence)*
A typical married suburban man has a one time, one night, sexual encounter. His wife finds out and exacts revenge, making him dress like a woman and have sex with strangers.
A friendly wrestling bet goes way too far [MxM, straight to gay, noncon] (17,000 words)
A pair of male roommates make a bet and wrestle on the living room floor. Things get carried away when the victor pins the loser.
When Betting Between Male Friends Goes Too Far (MxM BDSM, dubcon, Straight to Gay, My first story, 10,000 words)
A married man meets another man at his house weekly for friendly competition with games of table tennis. This Friday night was no different until the man who was hosting wanted to place a bet on the outcome of the next game. The bet was made and the married man lost. 
He then faces a series of double or nothing bets that get more and more risky for him.
He is a changed man by the end of the night.
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