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The Device

As I pushed aside the glass door of the bar, my stomach fluttered. I was nervous, more nervous than I could remember being in a long time. 

Even the usual nerves of going on a date with a virtual stranger - something I’d been doing a lot recently - didn’t compare to this. This was more in the realm of a job interview, or something like that. A doctor’s visit. I mean, I’m not at the age where I’ve cultivated a real, true fear of something a doctor might say. I’m only twenty four, and I hope to stay healthy a long while yet. But there’s always that low-level dread, that ghastly ‘what if’, hanging at the back of your mind. 

This was kind of like that. 

I wondered, as I stepped into the bar, if it was deliberate, setting our meeting in the same bar I’d first met Trevor. There was no doubt in my mind that he would have told her, if she’d asked. It could just be coincidence. It’s a popular bar on a popular street. The decor is quirky, and the lights are low. It does pretty good food, like everywhere now. It’s a good first date spot, as even the quickest glance around the dim room shows. 

Almost exclusively couples, most of them young, sharing small tables packed so closely together it takes an effort not to nudge your neighbor with

your elbow as you wield your knife and fork. You can spot a first date a mile away. It used to provide a welcome bit of entertainment, when me and Charlie were together, on the nights we’d go out and laugh at the awkwardness, the fake laughter, the trying-too-hard outfits. So superior, in our own relationship, like we’d won some lottery by meeting each other. 

That’s how I felt. Until Charlie started going outside to take calls, and staying late at work, and password protecting his phone. 

You know what sucks about breaking up? I mean, lots of things, obviously. The sympathetic eyes of friends. The self-doubt as you wonder why, what you could have done differently, as though it’s somehow you’re fault that your boyfriend is a filthy cheater. The inevitable weight gain. All of that sucks. But what sucks the most is what a goddamn cliche it all is. We like to think we’re so original, so unique. And then one day, your boyfriend, the man who weeks earlier was talking about moving in with you, the man you were imagining a life with, tells you by text -  by text!  - that he’s met someone else, and soon you’re sat on the couch in sweatpants crying into a pint of ice cream, and you think to yourself, I’m just a fucking joke, aren’t I? 

Why am I thinking about that now? I tried to brush the thought away. 

Yes, what happened between me and Charlie, as much as I would like to pretend otherwise, has repercussions that echo through the story I’m trying to tell. If it wasn’t for that, I wouldn’t - but I’m getting ahead of myself. 

This story isn’t about me and Charlie, and his lies, and his password-protected cellphone, and his fucking Facebook page plastered with pictures of his amazing new life with his amazing new girlfriend. This story is about me, and Trevor. And therefore, like it or not, that makes it about Megan too. 

She was sitting at a table in the corner, waiting for me. I checked my watch, the cheap chunky white watch my mom had bought for me on some long-ago shopping trip. I wasn’t late. She was early. And as I approached the table she occupied with her back to the wall, I found myself wondering if this was some sort of power move. From the little I knew about Megan, it was clear that she was….how shall I put this? Unconventional. Still, I forced a smile onto my face and took the chair opposite her. 

She looked more or less how you would expect her to. I recognized her from her profile pic, and she looked both the same as and totally different to

the way she did on social media. No need to hate her for that, I reminded myself. We all try to choose our best shots to represent ourselves when we can. But my reason was at war with my animal nature as I adjusted myself in my seat. I was predisposed to hate Megan. And nothing in her appearance helped to mitigate that. Her hair was longer now than in the photos I had seen, but it was the same rich and silky brown, looking almost black in the dim light of the bar. Smooth as glass and shining like silk as it hung straight over her shoulders, it was the kind of hair you just want to reach out and touch. As though you suspect it might not be real hair at all. 

No frizz, no split ends, not a hint of the way real women’s hair actually looks. Magazine hair, that’s what it was. Ripped straight out of the pages of some glossy fashion rag. 

Between the shimmering curtain of her hair, there was that maddeningly pretty doll’s face. Bright blue eyes, like beads of colored glass. Her eyebrows carefully sculpted into two arched lines, giving her a mischievous look that was only enhanced by the slight smile on her pink lips. Maybe it was due to the nervousness I felt myself, the nervousness I hoped desperately that Megan couldn’t see but she looked extraordinarily self-possessed. Utterly calm and collected, cool as a cucumber, as though this sort of thing happened all the time. Maybe it did, to her. Even that thought sent a new thrill of nervousness through my boiling stomach. 

Megan had dressed plainly. A simple red button-down shirt and some black pants. Her make-up was subtle, only touching lips, lashes and lids to accentuate the blue glow of her irises. Tiny diamond stud earrings shone in her ears under the blue shadows of her hair. She might have come straight from work in that outfit. And I was glad of that. I had dressed down too, throwing on a T shirt and jeans. After all, this was no date. This was a meeting, of sorts. And yes, I was wearing makeup. But that doesn’t mean anything. Sometimes a girl just wants to look nice. It had nothing to do with not wanting to be outshone by a potential rival. 

“Hi!” I almost jumped in my seat, taken aback. All the way here, I had been expecting to meet some ice queen, and Megan’s appearance did nothing to dispel that notion. The cold blue eyes, the slight smile, the maddening poise - it felt almost like meeting some Bond villain. But when she spoke, her whole pretty face lit up in a bright smile, and she seemed to

change completely. Dumbfounded, I took the hand she offered me over the table. “I’m Megan,” she said, redundantly. I wouldn’t be here otherwise, would I? But I shook her hand and forced a smile onto my face as my preconceived notions wobbled and wavered. In her voice, I could detect a Southern accent, and it only added to the impression of open friendliness that was rapidly sweeping away my first impression of this woman. 

“Kayla,” I said. You know, because that’s my name. 

“Nice to meet you, Kayla.” That accent. I don’t know what it is, but it just makes you warm to a person right away. “You want a drink? I’m getting a drink. I don’t know, but something tells me we might need them.” 

I could feel the smile creeping across my face. I didn’t want to like Megan, not at all. But as a waitress appeared at our table, I was already struggling to stay as angry at her as I wanted to be. 

“I’ll take a martini, honey,” she said to the waitress, her megawatt smile bringing her into the warmth of our meeting, too. 

“Same for me, please,” I said to the nodding server. As the girl disappeared to get our drinks, Megan turned to me and smiled. 

“Well,” she said brightly, folding her hands on the table in front of her, 

“where do we start?” 

*

Ask any girl. You know it’s true. Internet dating is great and all, but there’s a lot of losers out there. Like a  lot. I’m not some stuck-up, high maintenance megabitch. I’m fine with a drink, or a movie, or hell, a walk around the park as a first date. I don’t give a shit whether a guy has a Lamborghini or a bus pass. I don’t care what he does for a living, so long as he does  something. Ideally something creative, or at least something he’s passionate about. But then, my job sucks, so even that’s not a deal breaker, so long as he has something in his life he’s passionate about. And a cute smile and a dry sense of humor are just bonuses. 

After wading through an avalanche of transparent, single line propositions -  hey beautiful wanna get high - and the customary dick pics, I found a few matches that had some promise. Guys who were at least close to my age, not overly creepy and at least polite. I went on a few dates. 

There was Tony, the truck driver whose baldness I could overlook but whose raging misogyny I couldn’t ignore. I paid for his meal as well as my own, just to make a point, then blocked him from the app as soon as I got home. There was Guy, the handsome guy with the sexy French accent who was perfectly charming and captivating until he decided to slide his hand up my skirt while we were still in the restaurant. There was Jim, with his dyed black hair and his power suit, who clearly wasn’t listening to a word I said and whose finger bore the unmistakable tan line of a removed wedding ring. 

Hope springs eternal in the heart of a single girl, but by the time Trevor came along, it’s a wonder I hadn’t given up on the process altogether and retreated to a nunnery. Jaded as I was after Charlie’s shenanigans, I didn’t need more reasons to mistrust men. So I was careful. 

But Trevor was sweet. We chatted online forever before actually setting a date. And yeah, I stalked him on Facebook a little. That’s just being smart. Besides, he friended me first. It all looked good. Single, active social life, friends who were clearly work colleagues. I know all of that stuff can be faked, but at least it gives you something to go on. 

Our first date, obviously, was in the same bar I met Megan. Which, you know, I’m not complaining about. It was only five blocks from my apartment. Trevor lived close too; within walking distance. Which can be good and bad, I know. If things went poorly, there was a very real possibility of running into him, and that’s never fun. But if I started ruling out men on the basis of them living too close for comfort, I wasn’t going to leave myself many options. Besides, the first date went great. It was one of those times when you pretty quickly forget tat you’re even on a date. 

Chemistry, I guess. A similar sense of humor. And it didn’t hurt that he was cute, in an effortless sort of way. Like he didn’t even know it. He was just a little bit on the nerdy side without being socially inept. In fact, I couldn’t remember a first date going so well in - well, ever. I never really had a first date with Charlie. It was one of those situations where you’re friends with each other’s friends, and sort of start hanging out together, and then you’re just somehow together. And then he dumps you by text for some brainless floozy. You know, classic love story stuff. But I had a blast with Trevor that first night, and so did he. He walked me home like a gentleman, all five blocks, and he didn’t even try to get me to invite him inside. We kissed on the door of my apartment building, and the door clicked shut behind me as I

climbed the stairs. When I got into my apartment, I rushed to the window without turning out the light and peered out of the window that overlooks the street. He was still standing outside, waiting until he saw a light come one so that he knew I was home safe. My heart clenched, just a little bit, and I let myself hope that this might turn into something. 

It did. It turned into more dates. We went skating. We went to see his friend’s band play. We went to board game night at a local pub. I met his friends, and he met mine. We were having a blast. After date number three, I invited him upstairs. And he came up. But that was it. We made out on the couch for what seemed like forever, and just as things seemed to be heading somewhere, and I was silently thanking myself for having the foresight earlier to put on some nice underwear, he suddenly remembered he had to do something the next day, and left. 

He called the next day. We went out again, and again. But as dates four, five, six and seven went by, I started to wonder. Why wasn’t he trying to get into my pants? No one likes a guy who’s too pushy, but a guy who doesn’t push at all - well, after a while, you start to feel insecure. After a night at a movie and some heavy petting on my couch, he pulled back again, and I had to speak. 

“Don’t you like me?” I asked. Trevor’s brow furrowed. 

“Like you?” he asked. “Yes, Kayla, of course I like you. I really like you.” 

“Then why do you leave every time we start to make out?” Even in the dim light of the single IKEA lamp that lit my small living room, I saw his face turn pale. His lips narrowed as he pressed them tightly together, his jaw working silently. 

“I - just, I have to -” he said, and stopped. I could see the war raging inside him, written plain as day on his face as he struggled with himself. 

“Don’t you find me attractive?” I asked. Trevor scowled. 

“Of course I do,” he said. “You’re hot as hell. It’s not that, honestly.” 

“Are you gay?” I asked. He snorted mirthlessly. 

“No,” he said. 

“Then what is it?” I asked. I couldn’t keep the rising wail out of my voice. Here was this guy, after so long, who seemed so right for me in every other way, but he just wouldn’t take that final step. Frustrating is not the word. 

“It’s - I can’t,” he said. He looked so dejected, sitting there on the edge of my cheap sofa, his head hanging from his shoulders and his hands between his knees. I sat up. 

“Are you - impotent?” I whispered the word, as though speaking its name gave it power. “Because if you are, that’s - I mean, there’s things we could try, maybe, or -

“I’m not impotent,” Trevor cut me off. “It’s just - look, this is hard to say.” In the silence that followed his portentous words, I waited. Trevor’s shoulders rolled as though he was wrestling with some inner demon, and I tried to be patient while my stomach performed flips, waiting nervously for his answer. 

“Can I show you something?” he finally said. His eyes glittered as they reflected the light from the lamp behind me. The look of nervousness coupled with the desire to trust me written on his face pierced my heart. 

“Sure,” I said. But as Trevor rose from the sofa, unfastening his belt buckle as he turned to face me, I suddenly had second thoughts. Sure, a minute ago I wanted to jump his bones. But that was thin. I had no way of knowing what was hidden inside his pants. Some horrible deformity? A micropenis? A swastika tattoo? 

“Trevor, I - “ But he just shook his head. 

“It’s not what you think,” he said as he grimly opened his pants and pulled down his underwear. And he was one hundred per cent right about that. In fact, at first, I had no idea what it was. Something metallic shone where his cock should be, and for a moment I thought he had some kind of robotic appendage. 

“What - what is that?” I asked as I peered at the metal the shone like silver in the light. Trevor heaved a sigh as he stood before me, exposed. His cheeks were red with shame, and once again my heart convulsed with pity

for him. Pity, and an odd sense of being a little bit touched that he had finally chosen to share this secret, whatever it was, with me. 

“It’s like a chastity belt,” he said wearily, “for guys.” 

“So you can’t…?” 

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “I can’t even get hard in this thing, not properly.” 

“Do you always wear it?” I asked. Fear and concern were slowly turning to fascination. I’d never heard of such a thing. Honestly, if Trevor hadn’t been so obviously upset about the whole thing, I might have been tempted to burst out laughing, just at the utter strangeness of the situation I found myself in. The device was like a steel tube that completely covered his cock from base to tip, with the fleshy orbs of his balls visible underneath. There was a hole at the end, presumably to allow him to go to the bathroom, and a small hardware store padlock dangled from a hasp in front of the tube. I noticed he’d wrapped an elastic band around the lock, no doubt to keep it from clicking against the metal when he moved. The whole thing looked deeply uncomfortable. Though I couldn’t deny that there was a certain aesthetic appeal. The reflective metal shone like some extreme form of jewelry. 

“Always,” Trevor said. 

“But why?” I asked. Trevor sighed again. The steel device disappeared from my view as he refastened his pants. The couch sagged underneath him as he sat down beside me again, and I turned to face him, keeping my expression as neutral as I could. But inside, I was burning to know more. 

“It’s - it was a sort of game,” he said. “With my ex girlfriend.” 

“Like a sex thing?” I asked. 

“Yeah, like a sex thing.” I nodded slowly. That was the only way any of this made sense. Even though my mind buzzed with questions, I let Trevor confess in his own time. 

“She liked to - have control,” he said thickly. “And I - well, I went along with it. But when we split up, she wouldn’t give me the key.” 

“She still has it?” I asked. Trevor nodded. 

“But that’s - crazy!” I spluttered. “She can’t do that! You could go to the police! That can’t be legal.” 

“How can I go to the cops?” Trevor sighed. “Look at me. I’d be laughed out of the station. Besides - “ he stopped again. I waited. As I studied his face, a single thought bubbled up in my mind, crowding out all the other questions and doubts that I had. You know how sometimes, when you talk to someone, you get the feeling they’re not telling you everything? 

I didn’t think Trevor was lying, as wild as this story was. But I got the distinct impression that what he was telling me wasn’t the whole truth, either. After all, as solid as the device looked, it was held together by a regular padlock, and not a particularly big one, either. Something didn’t add up. 

“You don’t want her to free you, do you?” I said quietly. Trevor raised his head and fixed me with a stare. 

“At first I did,” he said. “I mean, for a while, it was kind of fun. Kinky. 

But the longer I wore it, the harder it got. I can’t even - you know, touch myself. She had complete control. And she loved the power it gave her. But I begged her to take it off, and she did.” Trevor stopped talking for a moment. His gaze slipped from mine to return to the floor between his feet. 

It didn’t take a genius to see that the hardest part of his strange tale was coming up. I reached forward, and took his hand in mine. 

“But when she took it off,” Trevor finally went on, “it wasn’t the same. 

Sex wasn’t the same. It’s like - even the best food in the world doesn’t taste good when you’re stuffed. You have to want it to make it really enjoyable. 

And when I was able to cum whenever I liked - it wasn’t special anymore.” 

“I could see that,” I said as I squeezed his hand. I mean, I was trying. 

What he said made a kind of sense, at least. But I knew there was simply no way I’d ever give anyone that kind of power over my own body. Trevor had no way to know it, but I’m a girl who likes to cum. The idea of not being able to at the whim of someone else sounded like torture. But hey, to each their own. I’m an open-minded girl, and I was doing everything I could to keep my mind open for him. After all, Trevor seemed perfect in every other

way, and after my adventures in online dating, I wasn’t about to throw that away so lightly. 

“So she put it back on,” he said. “And when we split up - she left it on. 

I’ve asked her to take it off, but she won’t. She says I’m not seeing anyone, so what do I need to cum for? She has this whole anti-masturbation philosophy about it. 

“Sounds like a real peach,” I said. 

“She’s not that bad,” Trevor argued. “If I really wanted it off, she’d take it off, I know. But she has a point. If I didn’t have it, I’d just be jerking off all the time anyway.” 

“But now I want it off,” I said. Trevor turned his face to me again, his damp eyes glowing, and my heart spasmed as I saw what looked very much like hope in the depths of his troubled brown eyes. 

“You do?” he said. The surprise in his voice was touching, as though it had never occurred to him that any woman might want to sleep with him, especially after his little confession. But I’m not just any woman. Sure, the whole situation freaked me out a bit. The last thing I needed was drama with his ex. But Trevor seemed worth fighting for. As his hand squeezed mine tightly, I felt a powerful surge of emotion in my chest. Yeah, this was weird. But I can handle weird. Weird’s my middle name. 

“I do,” I said softly. “You have a talk with this ex of yours. And if that doesn’t work, she’ll have me to deal with.” 

*

“He’s a good guy, Trevor.” Megan was on her third Martini, and her speech was drawling even more than her accent demanded. “You know, he’s just so sweet. But he’s got himself some problems.” 

“Like what?” I asked. I was doing my best to keep up with Megan, and the alcohol was starting to affect me. But Megan was right. It was easier to talk about this once the liquor had corroded our inhibitions a little. And the truth was, I liked Megan. From coming into the bar ready to rip her hair out, I had warmed to her, to the point that I could easily see her point of view. I

don’t know if it was the accent or the booze, but what Megan was saying was making a lot of sense to me. 

“Nothing that most other men don’t have,” Megan smiled at me over her glass. “You know what they’re like. If it wasn’t for us, they’d all be sat at home at momma’s house, playing PlayStation with one hand on their peckers.” I laughed aloud, and Megan smiled as she took another sip. “You know it’s true,” she said. “I’m no prude, obviously. But I swear, jerking off is the most unproductive, energy-sapping thing discovered by men. We’d all be better off if they couldn’t do it at all.” 

“That’s why you put that thing on him?” I asked. 

“Look, Kayla, honey,” Megan said as she laid a hand on my arm, “the thing about Trevor is, he’s too shy. He needs to come out of himself. And I knew, if I just turned him loose, he might never actually do it. Things were never going to work about between us, we both knew that. But I couldn’t stand the thought of him staying at home night after night, watching those girls on the internet and never putting himself out there. So, I thought this would make him. And I have to say, I’m starting to think I was right.” 

“But why did you do it in the first place?” I asked. Megan rolled her eyes theatrically. 

“Do you even have to ask?” she said. “Imagine. Every guy you’ve ever dated, imagine what it would have been like if the only way they could get any relief was through you. It’s like every day’s a honeymoon! You have no idea how attentive, how affectionate, how loving a man becomes once you have that power. And make no mistake, they’re happier for it too. Once they can’t just jerk off whenever they feel like, they have more energy, more focus, more drive to do other things. When I met Trevor, he was - well, I don’t want to say a loser. But that boy did not have his act together, not one bit. In the time we were together, he got a new job, a promotion, moved out of his brother’s house - he’s a different person now.” 

“All because he can’t jerk off?” 

“I believe so.” Megan nodded as she sipped her rapidly emptying drink. “Look, I’m not going to say I didn’t enjoy it. Any woman would. But

it was good for him too. If it wasn’t, why did he ask me to lock him up after I let him go the first time?” 

“It just seems - cruel,” I said. Megan leaned across the table, her hair shining as she moved. 

“Listen, honey,” she said, “there’s nothing cruel about helping someone overcome their baser nature. I love men, but you know they’re slaves to their sex drive. They can’t help themselves. A device like that -

well, it means we can help them with that. 

“So do you lock up all your boyfriends?” I giggled. 

“Every single one,” Megan nodded. 

“What?” I gasped. “Really? And they just go along with it?” 

“Some of ‘em buck,” Megan shrugged. “Some of ‘em need a little persuading. But I can be quite persuasive, when I want.” Her blue eyes sparkled. Somehow, I didn’t doubt it. “Some of ‘em won’t go for it all, and those men I know just aren’t worth my time. I say good riddance and move on to the next. Plenty more where that one came from.” 

“You’re fucking crazy,” I said. But I laughed as I said it. And Megan smiled. 

“Don’t knock it ‘til you’ve tried it, honey,” she said. “I never knew a woman yet who tried it, and was sorry she did.” Her smile faded, and she grew serious again as she leaned conspiratorially towards me, so close I could smell the vodka on her breath. “Listen,” she said, “why don’t you try it? You seem like a nice girl, and I’m glad he found you. If you want, I’ll give you his key right now. But why don’t you tell him I wouldn’t? Let me be the bad guy. Tell him I’m thinking about it. Tell him I said I’ll give it to you if he makes you very, very happy.” 

“But…” I struggled, “I want him free. I want him to….you know…” 

“Oh, honey.” Megan smiled again as she leaned back in her chair. 

“You know that’s not the only way for him to take care of you. It’s not even the best way. Trust me. Try it for a week, and see what happens when he thinks his own pleasure depends on you. If you come back to me in a week

and can honestly say you didn’t have a good time, hell, I’ll give you every key I have!” 

I finished my drink in a single swallow, and Megan peered at me over her glass as she did the same. Blame it on the alcohol, if you want. But when someone makes you an offer like that, how do you refuse? 

*

“She said no?” 

I know. I’m such a bitch sometimes. You should have seen the look on Trevor’s face. He was waiting for me at his apartment, not far from the bar where I left Megan. As the night wore on, my phone filled up with anxious texts, but I let him wait. When I came through the door, I simply shook my head, and Trevor’s face fell. 

“She didn’t say yes,” I said. Kicking off my shoes, I made my way across the apartment to sit beside him. Reaching out, I rubbed his shoulder sympathetically. And all the while, I tried not to smile at my own deviousness. 

“I’m getting some boltcutters,” Trevor said finally. “I’m taking this thing off.” 

“Well, don’t do that,” I said. He turned towards me with a look of confusion on his face, and I leaned back against the arm of the couch, squeezing my thighs together as I crossed my legs. 

“She said she’ll give it to me,” I explained. “In a week, maybe. If I still want it.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“Well,” I purred, and my nerves flared as though lit by lightning, the moment of truth descending upon us while my body ignited with naughty desire, “she’ll give it to me if you convince me you deserve it.” 

“Are - are you serious?” Trevor’s voice was choked. But his brown eyes were shining as he spoke, and the slight smile pricking up the corners of his mouth echoed my own. Megan was right. He wanted this. He needed

it. A feeling of power flowed through me, just as Megan had promised it would. 

“Very,” I said, trying to sound stern despite my smile. I’d never seen myself as much of a dominatrix, like the ones you see on TV, dressed in leather and swinging a whip around. But I was realizing something that I’ve been told time and time again without ever really understanding it: power is sexy. My body was humming with arousal as I reclined on Trevor’s sofa while He inched slowly towards me. 

“Now, Megan told me there are a lot of ways you could please me, despite that device,” I said, trying my best to sound confident and in command despite my trembling nerves. “So why don’t you show me what you can do, and we’ll see if you earn your release?” 

I cried out as Trevor suddenly flung himself on top of me. I could feel his hands trembling as he reached for the front of my jeans, pulling them swiftly down as he sank to the floor of his own living room. Giggling with delight, I spread my legs as he pulled my panties down too, and an intoxicating feeling of desire swelled inside me as he pressed his lips to my pussy. I was instantly wet, and as he delivered a series of passionate kisses to my sex, I felt like a goddess being worshiped. And I liked it. My hands gripped the couch cushions as Trevor’s probing tongue parted the slick walls of my vulva. His brown eyes showed as he looked up at me, over the length of my heaving body, and I ran my fingers through his hair as he licked hungrily. The feeling of his nose rubbing against my engorged clitoris was electric. My toes curled as my orgasm approached, and my cries of ecstasy bounced back from the bare walls of his apartment as he willingly serviced me. My feet scrabbled on the floor as a powerful orgasm washed over me. As he leaned back, his face now shining with my juices, I gasped for breath. It had been a long time since any man licked my pussy like that, I thought. Maybe no one ever had. 

But as Megan said, I was in charge here. Trevor needed to realize that. 

“That’s a good start, chastity boy,” I purred, gazing down at the frustrated man as he kneeled at my feet. “Keep it up, and maybe you’ll get to cum in a week or so.” Trevor’s face was a picture as he gazed up at me, 

despair and delight warring over his handsome features as I gloated in my new-found power. And desire growled within me again. 

“What are you waiting for?” I sneered, in my best dominatrix voice. “I didn’t say you could stop.” 

The Game

What do you do when you find yourself heading down a path you never even knew existed until the moment you started walking it? Well, I don’t know what you would do, obviously. I’m not you. But I know what I’d do, what I  did do, when this strange and dark new world opened up in front of me, like a yawning chasm appearing suddenly at my feet. I did some research. I hit the books - the virtual ones, anyway. Thank God for Private Search. No one uses my computer but me, but there are certain things you just don’t want in your search history. You never know. One day, maybe years later, long after you’ve forgotten what you have to hide, you take your laptop home with you on a Christmas visit, and let your mom borrow it to look up a recipe, and suddenly she’s seeing things that are liable to give her a heart attack. Look, I consider myself a pretty open-minded chick. But that doesn’t mean I want my personal business to be an open book to everybody I know. 

What I found was interesting, to say the least. It goes against all the accepted wisdom. You get used to thinking of men as these libidinous creatures, with a sex drive that can seemingly overpower their reason. Don’t believe me? Just watch TV some time. Every second commercial features some gorgeous model pouting at the camera. It’s not the same for women. 

Look at ads for women’s products, and you see the same thing. Oh, you might get the odd shirtless hunk with a rippling eight-pack of abdominal muscles. But most likely, there’ll be a beautiful girl there with him. We’re just wired differently, I guess. So it seemed extremely weird, to put it mildly, when I stumbled into the online community of male chastity. What man in his right mind would want to have his sexual pleasure taken away

from him and put in the hands of someone else? I grew up in the internet age, so it’s not as though I’m unfamiliar with kinks. A little bit of bondage, even some light S and M - if that had been what Trevor was into, I wouldn’t have batted an eyelid. Bring on the whips and chains, I say. But this was different. Similar, but not the same. Still, I could see through the external trappings to the power dynamic underneath. 

Videos weren’t much help. Pretty quickly, I noticed something. The girls in these videos were absolutely horrible to the men they had at their mercy. And I get it. I was already beginning to understand that having the power to allow or deny a man’s orgasms gave me tremendous control over him. But I couldn’t see myself ever wanting to kick Trevor in the balls, or spit in his face, or do any real damage. I mean, a little bit of pain to heighten the pleasure, sure. And teasing - well, I was actually starting to look forward to mercilessly teasing my poor horny boy. But I didn’t want to do most of the other things I saw in the grainy videos I streamed from sites buzzing with shady ads for chat rooms and penis enlargement. I’ve never seen myself as some ball-busting dominatrix. And I liked Trevor. It was early days still, but there was no part of me that wanted to hurt the guy. Not seriously, anyway. 

I had more luck with online forums. It started to seem as though every woman out there who had tried this kink ended up glad that they had. But it was work. With power comes responsibility, after all. These women saw it that way, anyway. It was their job to look after the men who had entrusted them with their sexual release. When it was put like that, I started to see that there was something - well, romantic about it. Kinky, yes. It was definitely kinky. But it was also kind of sweet. Plus, I’m not going to deny that there was a certain appeal in having all the power for once. It would be completely up to me at what pace this new relationship progressed. Luckily for Trevor, I’m a sexual person, and I wanted to have sex with him. When I read about some men going for months at a time without so much as touching their own cocks, I just felt bad for them. As Megan pointed out, there are other ways to satisfy a woman beside good old-fashioned P in V

action. But if it ain’t broke, don’t fix it. I’m lucky enough to be perfectly capable of having vaginal orgasms, and I wanted to have them with Trevor. 

Along with all the other stuff I wanted to do with him. 

By the time our next date rolled around, I was ready. Or at least, as ready as I was ever going to be. 

We were well past the point of dining out together. That’s one thing I’ll say for the chastity device. Trevor had shown an enormous amount of trust in me to reveal himself like that, and one result was that I now trusted him, completely. Funny, really. Se builds intimacy, especially in a young relationship like ours. But in our case, it was his inability to have sex with me that had turned up the gas on our intimacy. That he trusted me with this was all I needed to know that he was in this relationship all the way. And, for the guys out there, a bit of advice: make a woman feel safe, and she’ll indulge the kind of kinky fantasies you never thought would actually come true. 

So Trevor came to my house. What can I say? I’m a homebody. I like my place. It’s only in the last year that I started to make enough money to live without a roommate. Everyone told me I’d be lonely, but I love it. My own place, with everything set up just the way I like, all cozy and warm. 

Trevor’s place is - fine. Spartan, I guess you’d call it. It’s like it never occurs to single guys to put a picture on the wall or a cushion on the sofa. 

Utilitarian. 

Anyway, Trevor came to my place. I’m no great cook, but I put together a pretty passable vegetarian pasta. We ate it on the couch while Netflix babbled away in the background. So far, so pedestrian. It was nice. 

It was…domestic. But all the while, in the back of my mind - no. Not the back of my mind. It was right up in front, jumping up and down and waving its arms around, just like it had been all day, my nerves getting worse as the evening approached. The thought of what was in Trevor’s pants was doing its best to crowd out everything else. And I knew he must be thinking of it too, as we sat side by side on the sofa watching TV. How could he not? He was the one wearing the thing, after all. 

After dinner was finished, I couldn’t hold it back any longer. Turning on the couch, I smiled at Trevor as I laid my legs across his lap. He looked back at me, smiling shyly. 

“Give me a foot rub,” I said. I didn’t ask. My voice came out quieter than I would have liked. I’m not used to giving orders. I work in a lowly

customer service position where I’m the one receiving orders, not giving them. I don’t have the kind of natural authority some people seem to just exude. Trevor’s smile deepened. For one stomach-churning moment, I felt as though he was simply going to laugh at me and my silly little games, as though this had all been some sort of elaborate joke. But he didn’t. His fingers tickled my skin slightly as he took one bare foot in his hand. Slowly, grinning all the while, he began to rub his thumbs against my sole. 

“Good boy,” I purred. I’d been on my feet all day, and honestly, his attention to my tired muscles felt good. But what felt even better was the raw feeling of power I got. Here I was, stretched out on my couch with a cute boy rubbing my feet on command. I mean, things could be a lot worse, right? A girl could get used to this. Trevor’s chastity device was the unspoken truth behind everything we said and did, behind my commands and his obedience. His orgasm was in my hands, mine and Megan’s. It’s not easy to describe how that made me feel, except to see that it felt pretty damn exciting. Trevor was looking up at me like a little puppy as he rubbed my feet, and even as my heart contracted with sympathy, I could feel the first stirrings of arousal. 

“Take your pants off,” I said. “I want to see it.” Slowly, almost reverently, Trevor laid my leg of the sofa and stood. I squeezed my thighs together as I watched him undress, the feeling of total power swelling through me as he stripped in front of me while I remained fully clothed. The steel of his chastity device shone, my apartment reflected upside down in the curved metal, and a sensation like a jolt of electricity rippled through me as I looked unabashed at his tiny little prison. Yes, it was cruel, I supposed, or would have been if Trevor didn’t give his consent. But far more than the simple padlock that held the cock cage together, it was Trevor’s own desire to submit that made him a prisoner. This was what he wanted, even when he felt as though he didn’t. And as I watched him quickly shed his clothes until he stood in front of me naked but for the cage, I knew what I wanted, too. 

“Nice,” I smirked, making no secret of where I was looking. Trevor’s cheeks turned an adorable shade of pink as he followed my gaze. “Now, back to work.” I pointed at my feet. There was that shy little smile of his as he complied with my demands. Trevor was the kind of guy who had a hard

time admitting what he wanted. Megan had warned me of that, and I could see the truth for myself. Personally, I found his shyness cute as hell. I like modest boys. But it was rapidly dawning on me that this was the secret to this little kink of his. Megan was a genius. I mean, her methods were bizarre. Some might even call them extreme. But I couldn’t argue with the results, at least when it came to Trevor. If what she said was true, and she locked all her boyfriends up like this…my mind swirled with all the possibilities. I mean, the woman might be insane. But she was a genius. 

And that these men went along with this…. 

Trevor didn’t return to the sofa beside me. His eyes on the floor as though unable to meet my gaze, he sank to his knees in front of the couch. I shifted in my seat, turning to a more upright position as I extended my legs towards his lap, and felt the warmth of his hands against my feet again. I felt like an absolute goddess, sitting fully dressed in my living room with a nearly naked man kneeling at my feet. My one regret was that I was limited in what I could do with the lust that was starting to bubble and boil inside of me. My nerves were crackling with desire as Trevor rubbed my feet, occasionally sneaking glances up at me as he worked. 

“Mmmm, that feels good.” Seized by some spirit of mischief, I purred like a kitten at his touch. If I was going to play this role - and I wanted to, as much as I was nervous about it - I may as well play it to the fullest. My submissive little boytoy wanted a demanding mistress? I’d give him one. “I like having you kneeling before me like that. Shows me you know your place. You do know your place, don’t you, chastity boy?” 

“Yes,” Trevor said quietly. My foot slapped lightly against his bare thigh. 

“What was that?” I demanded. “Speak up.” 

“Yes,” Trevor said, more loudly this time. His voice was hoarse as he spoke the words, and he gulped nervously when he finished. God, it was exciting. Just thinking about it even now is enough to get me going. Those first few forays into dominance were one of the biggest thrills of my life. 

“Good,” I giggled. “I like a man who knows where he belongs. At my feet, worshiping me.” Slowly, I straightened one leg, pointing my toes at his chest as I raised a foot to his face. “Worship me properly,” I demanded. 

“Kiss my foot.” Trevor paused. There was another of those moments of hesitation, and I waited, my stomach churning in a potent cocktail of fear and excitement, as he slowly reached for my raised foot with hands that shook like leaves in a gale. When I felt his dry lips brush against the top of my foot, it was all I could do not to cry out in utter triumph. I’d never thought something so strange and so simple could be so powerfully erotic. 

Inside my jeans, I could feel the first bloom of moisture between my legs. I was going to have to do something about that, I knew. But not yet. I was teasing myself almost as much as I was teasing Trevor, and my God, it felt so good. 

“Good boy,” I chuckled again. “You must really want to get out of that thing, huh?” Lowering my foot, I tapped my toes playfully against the steel tube of the chastity cage, watching Trevor wince slightly as I did so. 

“Yes,” he groaned. 

“Does it hurt?” I asked quietly. 

“Sometimes,” he shrugged. “When I try to get hard.” 

“Is it hurting now?” 

“Yes,” he grunted. My teeth showed in a wide grin as my arousal swelled. 

“Good,” I said. “You should be getting hard. You want to fuck me, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” Trevor groaned. He stared up at me as he spoke, his eyes pleading silently. It was almost touching. If I’d had the means to release him, I might have done so there and then. But Megan still held his key. 

Besides, this was far too much fun to let go of so easily. 

“Well that’s not going to happen,” I teased. “Not tonight, anyway. But keep doing as you’re told, and maybe someday I’ll let you get inside my pants.” I giggled again as Trevor looked up at me with naked need burning in his brown eyes. Every ounce of his attention was focused on me, and while I’m normally on the quiet side, it felt good. It felt good to behave like someone else, faking a confidence and assurance I usually lacked. Try feeling bad about yourself while a horny man grovels at your feet. It’s just

not possible. As Trevor humbly kissed my feet again, silently begging for a release that wasn’t in my power to grant, I could feel something changing inside of me. As though some part of me, whose existence I had never even expected, was revealing itself. As though it was growing claws. 

“Come here,” I said, my breath suddenly short. “Take my pants off.” I lay back on the couch, watching as Trevor reached towards my waist and unfastened the button of my jeans. I wiggled my hips as he pulled the tight denim down. I’d worn ultra feminine pink panties for the occasion, and as my wetness shone before Trevor’s hungry eyes, he shape of my sex no doubt clearly visible through the thin wet fabric, I didn’t care. I wanted him to see. Trevor pulled my pants all the way down, tugging them over my feet before setting them down on the floor beside him. 

“Kiss,” I said, my fingertip making a slight dent in the flesh of my inner thigh. “Kiss me right here.” Trevor lurched forward. I sighed loudly as I felt his lips, almost hot enough to burn, pressed passionately against my skin. There was a yawning gulf inside of me, a deep hunger for pleasure as he showered my thighs with kisses. The smell of my own arousal rose into the air as my pussy glistened with moisture, and I knew Trevor’s nostrils must be filled with it, and I found myself cruelly hoping that it was driving him crazy. I was driving myself crazy, sex hormones whizzing through the heavy air as he kneeled before me, his head in my lap. I parted my thighs, watching Trevor’s eyes lock on to my pussy between my legs. 

“Would you like to taste me?” I said quietly. Trevor had proven himself to be a very talented pussy licker, just as Megan had promised he would be. I was dying to feel his tongue on me again, just as I had the last time we spent the night together. But this game had its rules. I mean, I was making them up as I went along. But that didn’t mean they didn’t have to be followed. I was rapidly realizing that this game required enormous amounts of self-control from me if I was going to tease him effectively. And in that moment, I wanted nothing more. 

“Yes,” Trevor croaked, “please!” The urgency in his voice made the fine hairs on the back of my neck stand up. Never in my life had I seen such naked need displayed on a man’s face, and it was making my body hum with desire. 

“Well, you’ll have to be a  very good boy to earn that,” I said in my most condescending tone of voice. “You’re going to have to do everything I say, without a word of complaint. Do you think you can do that?” 

“Yes,” Trevor panted, “yes, please!” I sat up straight. Leaning forward, I ran my hand affectionately through his short brown hair while he gazed up at me as though he couldn’t quite believe what was happening. 

“You’re going to be my little sex toy for the night,” I said, my eyes locked on his as I invested every word with meaning. “You’re here for my pleasure. That’s all. When I’m done with you, we’ll stop, and you won’t get to cum. You think you can handle that?” 

“Yes,” Trevor babbled, “yes, yes!” The poor boy was putty in my hands. I could make him do anything I pleased. Now the only question was, what should I do with him? 

Trevor leaned back as I shuffled forward on the sofa, and stood. He looked up at me from the floor with those big brown eyes, like a deer. I smiled wickedly. 

“Undress me,” I ordered. As Trevor rose up on his knees, reaching towards me, I stopped him with an upraised finger. “Slowly,” I said. “Stay on your knees.” If he was disappointed, Trevor gave no sign of it. His fingers plucked at the hem of my T shirt, and I helped him pull it over my head so that he wouldn’t have to get up. He could just about reach my bra as I turned, and my boobs fell free as he unfastened the clasp. 

“Careful now,” I warned over my shoulder as he reached towards my panties. “Kiss my ass while you’re down there.” Slowly, Trevor rolled my damp pink panties down my body, and I laughed out loud at the feel of his lips against the skin of my ass. I’d never dreamed of a man doing such a thing before, and now it was happening in my own living room. As the panties slid down, revealing more of my ass, Trevor showered me with kisses, desperate to prove himself worthy by utter adoration. Finally, the pink fabric tumbled down my legs to pool on the floor at my feet, and I stepped out of the underwear, totally naked. 

“Come on,” I said brightly as I turned to Trevor. “Come with me.” I grabbed a fistful of his hair. My body buzzed with anticipation as he

crawled at my heel, towards the gloom of my bedroom. 

“Down,” I ordered as I led him inside, releasing my grip on his hair so that I could point to the floor beside the door. “Lie down there.” Trevor sat heavily, and lay back on the floor where I had commanded, his wide eyes staring up at me while I loomed above him. His cock cage shone in the dim light, and a powerful spasm of desire passed through me. I wanted that cock. But it wasn’t to be. I’d just have to find something else to do with my submissive boy toy. 

Seized by sudden inspiration, I turned to my closet. It was the usual mess inside, clothes draped on top of one another as though some sartorial terrorist had detonated a bomb inside. But I found what I needed to. A couple of scarves. A belt. This was uncharted territory for me, but I figured I could make it work. When I turned back to Trevor, I saw his eyes shining wetly in the gloom, following my every movement as I stood above him. As though drawn by magnetism, his eyes returned again and again to my pussy, and I shivered with delight at the power I held. 

“Now, I don’t want you going anywhere,” I said as I straddled him, bending my knees to lower myself onto his prone body. My thighs gripped his flanks, and I hoped he could feel the wetness of my sex as I sat on his lower stomach, just above his trapped and useless cock. I held a belt in my hands, one of those canvas ones that fastens with a metal clip. “Give me your hands,” I ordered. Trevor didn’t hesitate. He held his hands up towards me, two fists pressed together, and I quickly looped the belt around his wrists before pulling it tight. The metal clasp clicked as I closed it, trapping his wrists together. My dangling boobs brushed his face as I leaned forward. 

I gasped and shuddered as his questing lips brushed against my engorged nipple. 

“Naughty boy,” I moaned as pleasure bloomed within me. “I didn’t authorize that.” A soft moan escaped Trevor’s lips as they released their hold on my nipple. Reaching over his head, I was busily tying the long end of the belt to one leg of my heavy wooden dresser. As I pulled the knot tight, I smiled. 

“I didn’t say stop,” I said. 

At once, Trevor’s lips returned to my breasts. His arms were tightly secured now, pulled back over his head by the belt that restrained him. I leaned back, my pussy leaking hot juices over his stomach as I fed him my boobs, first one, then the other. His talented mouth tugged at the hard nubs of flesh, squeezing them gently between his lips while his tongue slid over the sensitive skin. I closed my eyes momentarily, sighing happily as the feelings of pleasure swept through me. 

“That’s good,” I murmured, “that’s very, very good. But if you want me to get your key back from mean old Megan, you’re going to have to do a lot better.” Raising myself up, I placed a hand on his chest for balance. 

Trevor stared up at me with a look of unconcealed lust on his face. His helplessness, his need, brought out all the feelings in me that I never knew I had. I felt terrifyingly sexy, totally desirable, undeniably in control. All the fears and doubts that run through a woman’s mind, especially with a partner she hasn’t known for long, disappeared, swallowed up in the bright blaze of my desire. When a man willingly worships you, you can’t help but feel like a goddess. 

“Since that cock of yours is all locked away, you’re going to have to find another way to please me,” I taunted. My knees pressed against the bedroom carpet as I crawled up his body. Trevor’s tongue showed as he licked his lips, my dripping pussy leaving a trail over his trembling chest as I approached his head. Reaching down between my thighs, I seized a handful of his hair. He was staring right up at my quivering sex now, utterly transfixed in a glassy-eyed silence. 

“You better make me cum,” I growled, “if you ever want me to touch that cock of yours. Now, lick.” Without waiting for a reply, I settled myself on his face. I felt like the world’s biggest bitch as I smothered him with my pussy, and it felt good. Taking what I wanted, not caring about his needs, while knowing that by doing so, I was totally fulfilling them. Oh yes, I thought to myself, I could really get used to this. And as Trevor’s lips and tongue began to work on me, pleasure made me close my eyes, my bare breasts heaving above him as I sucked in a deep breath and let it out in a long, shuddering sigh. 

“That’s it,” I whispered, almost to myself. “Worship my pussy.” 

He did. His muscular lips pressed against mine, enveloping my sensitive skin in the warm wetness of his mouth. His tongue swelled out between his lips, and I groaned as I felt the strong organ spreading mine apart. My juices flowed freely as he slipped his tongue inside, lighting up nerves that felt as though they had been denied for far too long. Trevor’s tongue slid in and out of me, playfully fucking me like a miniature cock, and I began to move my hips as I ground my pussy against his face, greedy for more. I heard him gulp, and swallow, and I reveled in the knowledge that he was drinking me up, eagerly, greedily, hungry for more. I had never been so wet, and yet Trevor slurped messily as he drank it all down, never once pausing in his well-timed movements between my thighs. 

I cried out. His tongue was inside me, writhing, exploring, and the hard nub of my clitoris swelled out from beneath its hood. Holding his hair tightly in my fist, I rocked on top of him, grinding my clit against his nose while he licked and lapped at my wet sex. My stomach muscles tightened as my thighs began to tremble. In the full length mirror on the far side of the room, I watched myself ride his face, the captive man beneath me reduced to nothing more than a mere object for my use. His pleasure meant nothing, and he was licking my pussy as though his life depended on it in the full knowledge that he would not be allowed to fuck me that night, or the next. 

It was too much. I threw back my head and howled at the ceiling, paying no heed to the thought that the neighbors might hear as I splashed the wetness of my orgasm all over Trevor’s face. Like a queen on her throne, I writhed in the sudden awareness of my own sexual power, my greedy lust, my selfish bliss. It felt good, indescribably good, to have sex for my benefit alone. It was the most intense orgasm of my life, and I savored the powerful sensations that flowed through me, drunk with the knowledge that this was all for me. No worrying about whether he was enjoying himself. No stressing about whether he would cum or not. No nagging doubts about the way I looked or the noises I made. I abandoned myself fully, screaming in bliss as I selfishly took my pleasure, my blood singing as I came and came. 

As my orgasm swept through me like wildfire, I climbed off Trevor’s face. My vision swam, almost as though I was on the point of fainting, as I lurched towards my nearby bed. I hauled myself onto the mattress, panting and moaning as I flopped bonelessly onto the bed. My wide eyes stared up at the ceiling above me, hardly able to believe what I had just done. For

long moments, I forgot myself completely. All rational thought evaporated like a midsummer puddle in the bright glow of physical pleasure. 

“Good boy,” I finally gasped, “good boy.” I heard Trevor stir on the floor below the bed, constrained by his bonds. Rolling over onto my side, I propped my head on on one arm as I grinned down at him. My cute little captive, his ribs showing above the concavity of his stomach as he sucked in air, his face glistening with my orgasm, the thick residue of my cum shining on his trembling lips. 

“That’s how you earn a release,” I grinned down at him from the lofty height of my comfy bet. “Now I’m going to expect an orgasm that good, or better, every day for the next week. Sound fair?” 

“Yes,” Trevor murmured as he gazed up at me from the floor. He seemed almost in a trance, hypnotized and narcotized by sex. My heart spasmed with pity. If I’d had his key, I surely would have released the poor boy there and then, made merciful by the raging chemicals inside my sated brain. But Megan still held his key. Not for the first time, I had to admire her cunning. She must have known that my inexperience might make me too lenient, in the red heat of the moment. She wasn’t about to let that happen. 

“Good,” I said. “I’ll tell Megan you were a good boy, and maybe, just maybe she’ll give me that key. Now, rest up.” I rolled over onto my back again, staring at the ceiling once more. “I’m going to take a quick break. 

But I’m not done with you yet, not by a long shot. You’re going to be my little sex slave for the rest of the night.” 

The Tease

What do you do with a tied-up man in your bedroom? Especially a man that, through use of an ingenious chastity device, you can’t actually

have sex with. At least, not in the traditional sense. Leaving Trevor tied up in my bedroom, I stepped over him out into the living room, his big brown eyes watching me go. Such a sweet, submissive boy. My legs felt like rubber from the orgasm he’d given me with his mouth, and I needed to regroup. Funny. This whole situation was new to me, entirely new. I mean, I have the internet. It’s not like I’m unaware of the things that people do. And yes, I’ll admit to a fantasy here and there, in the emptiness of my bed in the long nights between one partner and the next. But this was no fantasy. This was reality. This, I had to keep reminding myself, was what Trevor wanted. 

And he knew far more about this world than I did. I couldn’t ignore the feeling of pressure, of trying to live up to this role he so wanted me to play. 

The demanding dominatrix. I always enjoyed drama class back in school, and I could see the appeal in taking on a new persona. But it’s work. 

Still. As a new kind of pressure weighed down on me, an old one seemed to disappear. I can’t be the only woman that feels sometimes, during sex, that she’d like to do things differently, but can’t find the words to say so. Sometimes, after an orgasm, I just want to chill for a while. It doesn’t mean fun time is over, far from it. But the body needs time to recover. Now how do you tell that to a man when he’s wrapped up in his own needs? The most caring, sensitive guy in the world becomes a selfish jerk when he’s ready to cum. We all do. If there are guys out there who will stop in the middle of sex and just hold you while you recover from an orgasm, forgetting their own needs in favor of mine, I had yet to meet them. 

But with Trevor tied to the furniture, stretched out helplessly on my floor, I was beginning to realize just how good it can feel to be in charge. It was all up to me. We could go slow or fast, hard or soft, and it was me who would decide what happened, and when, and how often. Yes, being in control means pressure. But the rewards were starting to become apparent to me as I left my little boy toy tied up on my bedroom floor and stepped out into my apartment. 

My mind buzzed as I made my way towards my tiny kitchen for a glass of water. The possibilities were endless. I didn’t know where to start, but I couldn’t deny the excitement of embarking on this new voyage. And my body buzzed, too, the fading sensations of orgasm merging and mingling with the rising feeling of excitement that seemed to light my cells

from within. Opportunities like this, I thought to myself, don’t come around every day. It was on me to make the most of it. Sipping my water above the kitchen sink, I considered my options. And there was one idea in particular that stood out. Strange that that should be the most pressing thing in my mind, I thought to myself. But I needed inspiration. And there was something deliciously naughty about it, something that set my nerves jangling with the enticing wrongness of it. Setting down my glass, I stepped across the apartment to pick up my phone from where I had left it on the sofa where tonight’s game began. 

 What do you do with a guy once he’s tied up?  Drawing a deep breath, I hit send before I could talk myself out of it, and the text winged its way through the mysterious ether towards Megan’s phone. Breathlessly, I waited for a reply. 

 Lol. Whatever you want. You’re in charge.  I smiled as I read her text. 

Damn right I’m in charge, I thought to myself. If Trevor only knew that I was texting his ex to decide what to do with him…I squeezed my thighs together at the thought. 

 But…his cage…

 Use your imagination,  came the reply.  There’s lots of ways to get off without using his cock. Now’s the time to do all those things you fantasized about before.  I frowned down at my phone as I read Megan’s text. Maybe I just wasn’t as imaginative as Trevor’s last girlfriend. I certainly wasn’t nearly as kinky, I knew that. But for his sake, and for mine, I wanted to try. 

Sure, I had my share of fantasies. But up until this point, none of them had looked like this. If anyone in my fantasies was tied up, it was usually me. I bit my lip thoughtfully as I considered. My phone buzzed in my hand as Megan sent another message. 

 Tease him. Drive him crazy. He’ll worship you for it. And it’s so much fun! 

Tease him, huh? I hadn’t known Trevor for long. Besides his obvious submissive nature, I didn’t know much at all about what he liked sexually. 

But then, isn’t that half the fun of a new partner? Figuring out what pushes each other’s buttons? And I couldn’t think of a better way to educate my new boyfriend - the word still sounded strange, even in the whirring space

of my own mind - as to what I liked than to have him be forced to obey. Ok, Kayla, I said silently to myself. You can do this. You’re sexy. You’re strong. 

Get back in there, and make this boy your bitch. 

Trevor’s eyes swiveled in his head as I stepped back into the bedroom, as though he had been staring at the empty doorway the whole time I had been gone, just waiting for me to reappear. I tried to make my smile look more commanding than sweet. I was never going to be the sadistic megabitch barking orders at some cowed man. That’s just not me. I dimly remembered from drama class that the best performances come when you can see some of yourself in the character. I could dominate Trevor, I was sure. Already that night, I had made him crawl at my heel, made him kiss my ass, made him eat my pussy until I squirted cum all over his face. But this had to be fun for us both. In a flash of inspiration, I realized that the first thing I needed to do was prepare. And I didn’t need him watching me do it. Tease him, Megan had said. I could do that. 

“Ready for round two, boy toy?” I smirked. Trevor’s ribs rose and fell as he breathed, the faint shape of his stomach muscles showing in the concave hollow of his abdomen. I’ve never been the type of girl that likes the really muscular dudes. Give me a skinny nerd with a nice smile any day. 

Trevor was just my type. It was his low body fat that made his muscles show, rather than any time spent at the gym. But whatever it was, it was doing it for me. And between his legs, the bright metal of his chastity device shone. As weird as it was, I was starting to find that hot, too. After all, that was what gave me this power I had over him. Megan had been in no way uncertain that the only way she would hand over the key to his sexual release was to me, not to him. Trevor and I both knew that the only way he would get to cum, ever again, was through me. Hard not to let power like that go to your head. Trevor’s rolling eyes took in my naked body as I bent to the floor and picked up a discarded T shirt. Still smiling, I twisted it in my hands until it made a kind of short rope. Trevor’s eyes were drawn as though by magic to my exposed pussy as I stood above him, my legs spread on either side of his helpless body, and as I lowered myself down onto him, he let out a soft moan that raised the hairs on the back of my neck. Even with his cock encased in cold steel, it was obvious what I was doing to him. And Megan was right. It felt good. My pussy seemed to tingle against his hot skin as I sat on his chest, twirling the twisted shirt on

my hands as I smiled down at him. Those warm brown eyes peered up at me, at once nervous and trusting, hopeful and concerned, and I felt as though I could peer right through the glowing orbs of his eyes and read Trevor’s inner turmoil right off the surface of his boiling brain. This was not the time for tender feelings, I knew. The role I was trying to play demanded a certain selfishness, a kind of sexual greed totally at odds with the fleeting thought that flickered through my sparking neurons, try as I might to suppress it. He must really trust me to open up like this. And as my heart started to melt, I rudely shoved the thought away. This wasn’t the time for romance. 

“Lift up your head,” I ordered. Wordlessly, Trevor did as he was told. 

The tendons tightened in his neck as he lifted his head above his bound arms. I shivered as I felt my swaying boobs brush lightly against him as I leaned forward. Wrapping the T shirt around his head, I drew it tight as I tied a knot to hold it in place, over his eyes. As Trevor’s head sank back down to the floor, I was quite pleased with my makeshift blindfold. He might be able to see a faint glimmer of light at the bottom, maybe, where the bridge of his nose lifted the fabric slightly. But it wasn’t bad for a first attempt. If we were going to keep playing like this, I supposed I’d have to do some shopping for some proper equipment. And a shudder of excited lust passed through me at the thought. Visions of outfits and implements raced through my mind as I gloated over the captive man between my thighs, bound and blindfolded and effectively neutered, totally at my mercy. 

“That’s better,” I grinned, so that Trevor could hear the satisfied smile in my voice. “You don’t get to look at me for now. You’re not worthy.” 

Trevor drew a shuddering breath as I rose up from on top of him. His tongue showed pink between trembling lips as he licked them, and said nothing. I stood above him once again, unable to keep the smile from my face as I looked down at him stretched out on my bedroom floor. I had to admit, the blindfold was a stroke of genius. Now that he couldn’t see me, all my usual worries of how I must look, how silly, how unattractive - all of that disappeared. So much easier to assume the role of the confident dominatrix when those soft brown eyes of Trevor’s weren’t following my every move. 

Stepping away from him, I made my way back to the disaster of my closet. May as well look the part, I thought to myself as I tore through the messy mounds of clothes piled on top of each other. I knew what I was looking for, and eventually I found it. I don’t even know why I bought these boots. I think they were for a job interview or something, one winter when boots made sense. I’d worn them maybe twice. I liked them, but they didn’t really suit my style. I’m a jeans and T shirt kind of girl. These were knee high black leather with a thin heel. Totally professional, when they needed to be. But they also happened to be the closest thing in my closet to what I thought a dominatrix ought to wear. I saw Trevor’s body stiffen as I pulled the boots on and fastened the long zippers up the side. He was curious. He was excited. Not for the first time, I wished that his cock was free, hard and throbbing between his legs, just begging for me to sit on it. But then, if it was, we wouldn’t be where we were now. And as I took a few steps back and forth in the boots, adjusting to the unfamiliar sensation of balancing in high heels, I wasn’t afraid to admit to myself that I liked where we were now. I liked it very much. 

Turning back to the closet with renewed confidence, I picked through my underwear. Just because Trevor couldn’t see me, didn’t mean that I couldn’t see myself. The tall mirror on the other side of the room watched me, and I knew that the key to pulling this off lay in feeling good about myself. 

I bought this bra when I was with Charlie. I ran my fingers over the ridged edge of the padded cups while the memory washed over me unbidden. Picking it out in the store, glowing with the knowledge that it would turn him on when I wore it. And all the while, he was out banging some skank behind my back. I sighed, trying to suppress the toxic cocktail of rage and sadness that swirled within me. This was hardly the time to think these thoughts. I knew that. I had never even worn this bra for him, our relationship falling apart soon after I bought it. What better way to exorcise his ghost than to wear this bra now? Not for him, and not even for Trevor, the man who I could feel confident would never run around beyond my back, would never even be able to. No, I was going to wear it for me. I put my arms through the straps and adjusted myself into the cups. The bra was plain and unadorned, except for the slight detailing along the edges of the cups. The spandex stretched around me like an embrace, the bra

reaching down to the top of my stomach and gripping tightly to my ribs. 

No, this bra had one purpose, and one purpose only. The carefully engineered underwiring pushed my boobs together, making them rise high on my chest in two perfectly round orbs of flesh. As I turned to face my full length mirror, I had to stifle a gasp. I grinned at myself across the room, over the silent form of my captive sex slave. I’ve never been all that well-endowed, but in this bra, I looked like some buxom goddess. Every breath I took made my boobs swell like ripe melons, and the soft flesh jiggled and wobbled with every movement I made. If only Charlie could see me now, I thought to myself. If only Trevor could. 

“Well, my little sex toy,” I purred as I stood above Trevor. Holding the open door of the closet with one hand for balance, I raised a foot in its heavy boot and dangled it above Trevor’s prone body. He gasped at the touch of my thin heel against his skin. A faint red mark appeared as I drew the sharp heel down his stomach, not hard, but hard enough to keep his attention. “What am I going to do with you?” I said. “You know, if you could see what I’m wearing right now, I bet your little cock would get all hard in its cage. Well, it would try to, anyway.” I laughed out loud as I tapped my heel against the metal tube of Trevor’s chastity device. Watching him writhe and squirm beneath me made me feel even more powerful and desired than before, and I could feel my bare pussy getting wet as I teased my new boyfriend. 

“Please,” he gasped, “please let me see you!” I bit my lip, thrilled by the hoarse desperation in his voice. But I had to maintain control. 

“No, I don’t think you deserve that,” I mocked gently. “Do you really think you’re worthy of seeing me?” 

“N - no,” Trevor gasped, as a flood of ecstatic power flooded through me. He gasped again as the heel of my boot made a shallow dent in his indrawn stomach. 

“Then say it,” I demanded, surprising even myself at the hard edge in my voice. I didn’t want to hurt Trevor, not really. But as I pressed down just a little more with my heel, watching him squirm helplessly underneath me, I could see the appeal. 

“I’m not worthy,” Trevor panted, his breath leaving him in a long, loud rush. “I’m not worthy of seeing you.” 

“Good boy,” I grinned. Trevor sighed as I lifted my foot, leaving a small red mark that was slow to fade on his skin. “I like a man who knows his place.” My foot slid down his body again to tap lightly against the chastity device. “You know, I really wanted to fuck tonight,” I said, shivering slightly at the frustrated groan that escaped Trevor’s lips at my words. “But I deserve to be fucked by a real man, don’t you think? And a real man would never let his ex girlfriend lock up his cock like this. Maybe it’s for the best. This way, every woman you meet will know what she’s dealing with. Not a real man, but a pathetic little chastity boy. Aren’t you?” 

Lying on the floor below me, I could see Trevor bristle. As my foot slipped from his caged cock, finding the floor between his legs, I felt drunk with my own power, the sweetness of conquest only heightened by his attempt at resistance. I’d never felt anything like this before, and I rode the waves of intoxicating triumph that surged through me as I placed my heel on the floor and trapped his balls underneath my boot. 

“Say it,” I demanded. The slightest hint of pressure on his testicles, and Trevor’s momentary defiance collapsed. 

“Yes,” he babbled desperately, “I’m a pathetic chastity boy. I’m not a real man. Please!” I laughed as I lifted my foot away. This was almost too easy. In no time at all, he had gone from being my new boyfriend to a groveling mess. Red filaments of desire swam through my blood as my mind raced with the possibilities. Megan was really on to something. I never knew that degrading a man could be so much fun. And desire, I was quickly learning, fuels creativity. 

“That’s right,” I sneered. “You’re not. Wait here.” Giggling to myself -

after all, what choice did he have? - I stepped over him and strode in my tall boots towards the living room. I was remembering how to walk in high heels, and I had to admit, the boots did wonders for my stride. In the living room, I snatched up my discarded panties, still wet from my juices when we made out on the sofa. Returning to the bedroom, I made my way towards Trevor’s feet. Wobbling slightly, I crouched beside him and grabbed one of his ankles. He made no attempt to resist as I slid the pink panties on, up

both his legs, even raising his pelvis off the floor so that I could pull the feminine underwear on. When I was done, the pink fabric stretched tight over the even bulge of his chastity device, the bulge of his scrotum visible beneath the unyielding tube under the damp cotton. I chuckled to myself at the sight of him, a grown man dressed up in pink panties still wet with my excitement. The opportunity was too good to ignore. While Trevor lay humiliated on my bedroom floor, I hurried back to the living room and grabbed my phone. I saw his body stiffen when the phone’s camera clicked, but he didn’t protest. Lust growled within me as I looked at the photo I had just taken, a captive man tied down in my bedroom, waiting to be used. 

Holding the camera above me, I placed one foot on Trevor’s stomach, smiling joyfully up at the camera as I took a selfie. I was having the time of my life, the camera clicking again and again as I took a series of embarrassing photos of my humbled boyfriend. Evil impulses flickered like lightning across my brain as I pondered my next move. 

“You know, pink is really your color,” I teased. “Maybe I should have you wear pink panties all the time. After all, you’re not a real man. You can’t fuck me like a real man, not with your cock all locked up like that. 

You’re more like a lesbian, really. A slutty little lesbian slave for me.” 

Trevor groaned, his arms trembling in his bondage as my words washed over him. 

“Maybe I should send one of these photos to Megan,” I grinned. 

“Please,” Trevor gasped, “please!” 

“Please what?” I stepped forward, my heel scraping along his chest as I raised my boot above him. “Please don’t send them? Or please do? Don’t you want your ex to see you in my pretty pink panties?” Trevor’s chest rose and fell rapidly, muscle sliding over his ribs as he panted with desire. His lips trembled, but he didn’t answer. Finally, I pressed the sole of my boot against his lips. 

“Ssshhh,” I said, as though he had been talking. “It doesn’t matter what you want, does it? It only matters what I want.” I made sure my phone’s volume was turned way up, so that he could hear the message being sent. Trevor groaned aloud as I sent his picture to Megan, the one with me posed above him, one booted foot on his stomach and the pink panties

clearly visible. At the risk of sounding overly pleased with myself, I was starting to think I was getting the hang of this dominatrix stuff. 

“Fuck, this is hot,” I sighed. Stepping over Trevor’s heaving chest, I lowered myself down on top of him again. The heels of my boots scraped his thighs as I straddled him. Reaching between his tied arms, I guided his face to my boobs. 

“Kiss,” I ordered, and Trevor gratefully pressed his blindfolded face into my chest. My desire surged as he pressed his mouth to the soft skin of my boobs, my nipples growing hard and tight beneath the bra’s black fabric. 

Slowly, I rubbed myself against him, grinding my dripping pussy against the hard steel of his chastity cage. In a cruel irony, the device made a quite passable dildo, and I could feel my juices flowing more freely as I rubbed myself against his cock that was unable to feel my wetness, my warmth, the thing this submissive man seemed to desire more than anything. The sensation was intoxicating, and I didn’t even try to hold back my faint cries and moans as I rocked rhythmically against the chastity device while Trevor blindly licked and kissed my deep cleavage. 

“You want to fuck me so bad, don’t you?” I groaned. Seizing a handful of Trevor’s short brown hair, I pushed his head back, away from my boobs, his open mouth gasping for air as he stared up at me sightlessly beneath the blindfold. 

“Yes,” he gasped, “yes, please!” 

“Silly boy,” I chuckled, breathless as the sensations in my pussy grew ever stronger, the damp flesh beginning to quiver and clench while my pink panties grew wet between us. “You know that can’t happen. Not until Megan says so.” A loud groan, half desire, half despair, rose from Trevor’s throat, and my pussy throbbed in response. I bowed my own head, sinking my teeth into his chest like an animal and making him cry out at the sudden pain. When I lifted my head again, the sight of my toothmarks in the red muscle of his chest made my pussy throb hungrily. 

“And even when she gives me the key,” I went on, my breath coming faster and faster as I continued to rub myself against the panty-covered device, “that doesn’t mean I’m going to unlock you. You’re still going to have to be a good boy, and do everything I say.” 

“Yes,” Trevor gasped, thrashing his head from side to side between his bound arms, “yes, yes!” 

“I like you like this,” I taunted, “all obedient and needy. I think I’m going to like having a chastity boy. Maybe I’ll never let you out. Maybe I’ll hide your key away, and just forget where I put it.” 

“Oh God!” Trevor shouted. Seized by wild desire, I pressed my lips to his, invading his mouth with my tongue as I pulled at his hair. I’d never felt this before, the desire to cause pain to someone I cared about. But as Trevor moaned into my wet mouth, I knew that this was what he wanted. It was what I wanted. All my doubts and fears and questions melted away like wax before a flame, and my lust peaked as a miniature orgasm swept quickly through me. 

“Oh fuck,” I gasped, lifting my mouth away from his, “oh fuck, this is hot.” My shaking legs scrabbled on either side of him as I crawled up his body. Swinging one leg over him, I turned, pivoting around so that I could straddle him again, facing his feet this time. Reaching down with my left hand, I took his locked cock and full balls in my fingers, feeling him buck beneath me while I reached between my own legs with my right hand. 

“I own you now, you understand?” I growled, tugging on his genitals with my hand and making him wince. “I own this cock.” 

“Yes,” Trevor panted, “yes, you do. You own it. You own my cock.” 

My pussy quivered and pulsed at his words. I backed up as far as I could, leaning forward to maintain my grip on his manhood while my fingers slipped inside myself. 

“Kiss my ass while I jerk off,” I snarled. “Don’t stop ‘til I cum.” 

Immediately, I felt his lips pressed passionately against the bare skin of my ass. I laughed out loud, reveling in my total triumph, and the wanton sex goddess in the mirror laughed right along with me, astride a captive man of her own. Trevor licked and kissed, devoting himself entirely to the worship of my ass while my fingers squeezed his balls through my wet panties. 

Meanwhile, I curled my fingers inside myself, seeking that sweet spot I knew so well while my palm rubbed circles over my hard clit. Jolts like electricity raced through me as I rocked and moaned above Trevor, tormenting him with my cries and sobs of delight. Trickle turned to flood, 

and trails of my juices flowed down over his chest, glistening in the bedroom light as they painted his skin with the scent of my arousal. I was going to cum. I was going to cum on his chest like some fratboy douchebag would to a co-ed with low self-esteem, and I’m almost ashamed to admit, it felt great. It felt amazing to be so utterly in charge, so deeply desired that a man would let me do this - no, want me to do this. Beg me for it. My boots drummed on the carpet on either side of Trevor’s ears as I shrieked my excitement at the painted ceiling. 

My body stiffened, and relaxed. As though something broke open softly within me, a hot flood of fluids poured out of my pussy as it twitched and clenched around my fingers. I sighed blissfully as my cum poured forth, Trevor’s chest glistening with the wettest orgasm I’d ever had, his skin shining beneath me as I gasped and shook. His lips were still pressed against my backside, still humbly kissing me as I basked in my own pleasure, the same pleasure Megan had denied him. Trevor groaned as I released his cock and balls, and my wet thighs slid easily over his chest as I rose shakily above him. He was missing quite the view as I stood, bending at the waist as I reached clumsily for my bed. I stumbled over him, flopping down onto my mattress as my body glowed with satisfaction. 

The room was quiet. The scent of sex hung in the air - my sex, anyway. Trevor lay on the floor in mute anticipation, the thick puddle of my cum seeming to glow on his chest. I couldn’t resist. Snatching up my phone, I took another picture of the man that lay, utterly conquered, on my bedroom floor. 

“Claimed,” I giggled, and Trevor grunted as I stretched out a foot towards him, tapping the toe of my boot against his chastity device. “This is even more fun than I thought it would be.” 

There was a new notification on my phone. I opened it up, to see a message from Megan. Trevor bristled as I laughed out loud. 

“It’s from your ex girlfriend,” I smirked. “She really liked that photo I sent her. And she said if you want her to give me your key, she wants to see lots more. So I guess we have no choice.” I lay back on the bed, silver stars swimming in my vision as I stared blankly up at the ceiling. My body was slowly cooling, the bright glow of orgasm fading in the pit of my stomach

as I breathed in the scented air. But the low growl of lust had not gone away. Sated as I was for now, I knew it would be back soon. With a cute guy tied up on my bedroom floor, it was hard not to be turned on. And the night was still young. 

“Let’s take a quick break,” I said as my breathing slowly returned to normal. “And then, get ready for round three.” 

The Key

I’d never been to this bar before, even though it was close to my apartment. The fact is, there are so many bars on the street near where I live that I’d never have time or money to visit them all. This one was a few blocks down from the bar where Trevor and I had our first date. The same bar where I met Megan for the first time. Just as she had last time, Trevor’s ex girlfriend had beaten me there. As I stepped inside, my eyes adjusting to the dim light, she raised a slender arm above the table where she sat, waggling her fingers to get my attention. 

“Well, hi!” she beamed as I took the seat opposite her. Megan was one of those people who just brings a smile to your face. Maybe it was the accent, that soft Southern drawl of hers that made everything she said sound so warm and sincere. Maybe it was her smile, a broad and unselfconscious grin that you could hardly stop yourself from echoing. It’s just the way she was. I couldn’t help but like her, Trevor’s ex or not. And it wasn’t hard to see why he’d be attracted to her. What was harder to figure out was why they weren’t together any more. And what he’d see in me, if he was used to being with a woman like Megan. You try not to think these thoughts, of course. Not even when Megan sweeps her dark hair back from her face, and you see once again how beautifully smooth and silky it is, just like last

time, as though she just wakes up in the morning looking perfect. Megan’s too likable to hate. But sometimes, you find yourself wishing she wasn’t. 

“So how have things been?” she said. “I loved those photos.” She lowered her voice conspiratorially as she spoke, as though the nearly empty bar was packed with spies. It was the afternoon, and it would be hours still before hordes of people descended on the bars. I was glad of the privacy as the blood rose to my prickling cheeks. The photos. Things look very different, in a dark bedroom that positively reeks of sexual energy, than they do in the bright light of day. It was naughty of me, sending those photos. 

But as Megan smiled wickedly at me, I smiled back. It was fun. The further I delved into this strange dynamic of male chastity and female power, the more I found this weird reluctance inside me, clinging to antiquated notions of how a person  should behave. It’s 2017, for God’s sake. We enjoy freedoms now that our grandparents couldn’t imagine. But old habits die slow. Still, there was no doubt in my mind. I had to shake off these old shibboleths. I’d be happier without them. 

“Yeah, it’s been…” Who was I trying to fool? Megan had the photos. 

Trevor stretched out on my bedroom floor, hands tied above his head, the steel cage that imprisoned his cock showing as a solid bulge through the pink fabric of my panties. She knew exactly what we had been up to. I felt my blush deepen, and Megan’s grin deepened with it. 

“Don’t lie to me,” she chuckled. “I can see it in your face. Have you ever cum as hard in your life as you did that night?” I never talk like this. 

I’m pretty open with my friends, I guess. But Megan, much as I liked her -

well, this was only the second time we met. Still, the intimacy we had already shared made it seem almost silly to pretend. 

“No,” I admitted, after a quick glance around the bar to make sure we were still alone. “No, I hadn’t.” That was nothing more than the truth. 

Megan leaned back in her chair, looking pleased with herself. 

“Told you,” she said. “There’s nothing like having a man totally under your control, scared to disobey you. Once you try it, you can’t go back, I promise.” 

I lowered my eyes to the table between us. Visions of the night I had spent with Trevor raced through my mind, making my stomach tingle as I

remembered how I had dominated my new boyfriend. Already I knew that Megan was right. There was no going back from this. 

*

You can get buoyed up sometimes. Swept away in a weird kind of energy, as though you’ve become someone else. Or you’ve tapped into another, hitherto unknown facet of your own personality. We each contain a nation, a swirling mass of personalities, many of which we might never know of if the exact right circumstances to bring them out didn’t arise. Who knows what else we might have become, in a different life? I guess that’s part of the appeal of TV, movies, books, holidays, amateur theater, role-playing games. The chance to become someone else, to see what other possibilities you contain. 

I sat up on the bed. My body was tired, but that weird energy carried me along, the steady tide lifting boats in the harbor. My body might be tired, glutted with sex and hollowed out by one orgasm after another. But my mind wanted more, The monstrous lust that swam inside me would not sleep, and every orgasm seemed only to feed my hunger. And, yes, maybe there was an element of something like fear in my actions, too. Like a drunk who keeps on drinking, knowing that the morning will only bring him pain. 

How could I climb back down from this star-studded height, back into the life that waited for me? In this room, with Trevor bound at my feet, I was a goddess. Who would want to give that up and be plain old me again? This game had to end sometime, I knew that. But I wasn’t ready to give it up yet. 

I needed more time in the sun before I descended back into the valley I knew was waiting for me. You can’t blame me for that, can you? 

Trevor was breathing evenly, his chest rising and falling, sweeping ribs showing through the skin. The wet mess of my cum had almost dried from his chest and stomach, only the faintest residue still glittering on his skin. 

The skin that was red and bruised in places, marked by the heels of my boots, by my teeth. I’d feel bad for that when the game was over, I knew. 

Once the dominant goddess I was pretending to be receded, I’d feel guilty for hurting Trevor, even though I knew that was what he wanted. But goddesses don’t feel guilt, I reminded myself. They are capricious and wanton, and they feel no pity. The monster growled within me as I looked

down on Trevor, the makeshift blindfold I had tied over his eyes keeping me safe from his questioning stare. No, we weren’t done here. Not by a long shot. 

My legs were steadier now as I rose to my feet. Amazing how quickly the body recovers. Unused as I was to walking in high heels, I was quickly getting the hang of it. And I had to admit that the sexy boots made excellent tools to torture my poor chastity boy. The heels thumped on the floor as I made my way to my bedside table. 

Don’t look at me like that. Every girl ha a special drawer, don’t they? 

Before Trevor came along, I was single for a while. Besides, even when you’re not single - well, toys are just fun. There’s nothing like the real thing, of course. But I never yet met a guy whose cock could vibrate at the touch of a button and stay hard indefinitely, then be put away once I’m finished without a word of complaint. It’s not like I had a ton of toys, or that I used the ones I had all that often. Just sometimes, it’s nice to treat yourself. 

Opening the drawer, I took out my dildo. It’s nothing fancy. Just a flesh-colored fake cock, similar in size to a normal guy. Not some terrifying club-like implement that would be more at home between the legs of a thoroughbred stallion; I don’t need that. My dildo gets the job done, and that’s all I ask of it. As I wrapped my fingers around the silicon shaft, it occurred to me that nobody but me knew I had this thing. Charlie would never have been open to that kind of play. He’d be threatened by toys, as though that somehow made him less of a man. He had an ego made of thin crystal, that one. That’s probably why he had to cheat on me. Angrily, I brushed the useless thought aside. Stay in the moment, I told myself. Stay in this new character. 

Dildo in hand, I crouched over Trevor. With the blindfold on, he couldn’t see as I waved it above him, as though casting some kind of sexual spell over my captive. But he knew I was close. As though he could feel my presence, his bound body rose up towards me, straining the scarf that held his hands anchored to the dresser as he arched his back, trying and failing to reach me. I hovered just out of reach, savoring the feeling of power I got every time I looked at my little prisoner. Megan was right. Trevor’s dominant ex girlfriend had told me this would be fun. I had only half-

believed her, but I’m the kind of girl who will try anything once. And I couldn’t deny, as my wet sex bloomed once again with the moisture of desire, that this was one of the most fun things I’d ever done, with any man. 

My skin prickled as though under a heat lamp as I leaned over Trevor. 

Seized by a malicious impulse, I put the round head of my sex toy against his lips. His brow furrowed adorably. I could almost see the wheels turning in his brain as he tried to guess what I was up to. But I wasn’t going to give him any help there. 

“Kiss,” I ordered. Trevor tentatively puckered his lips and pressed them against the head of the silicon dildo. Unable to help myself, I let out a delighted giggle. Trevor squirmed as he tried to see through the narrow gap at the bottom of the blindfold. 

“Good boy,” I cooed condescendingly. “As a reward, you get to look at me.” My free hand fumbled with the knot I had tied at the side of Trevor’s head, keeping the T shirt I had turned into a blindfold in place. Now it fell free, and Trevor’s brown eyes shone as he blinked rapidly in the light. 

Smiling above him, I waited, imagining myself coming slowly into focus as his eyes adjusted to the light. He drew in a shuddering breath, his eyes rolling up and down my body, and I was gratified to see the look of unbridled lust on his face. I knew I looked good. My boobs rose and fell with every breath I took in the push-up bra I wore, my skin pale against the black fabric. My high heeled boots shone, gripping my lower legs like a second skin. Between the two, my pussy glistened wetly, and it was there that Trevor’s slowly adjusting eyes steered themselves, inevitably, drawn as if by magic to my sex. I gotta admit, it felt good. The desire in his eyes fed my own as he stared up at me, tormented by obvious lust. 

“Say hello to my little friend,” I smiled. Trevor’s eyes narrowed as I waved the dildo in front of him. A spasm of fear passed over his face like a drifting cloud casting its shadow on a green hillside in summer. I giggled again. 

“Sex toy one, meet sex toy two,” I smiled. Trevor’s cheeks colored, a young man still capable of blushing. God, he was cute. “Now, you’re going to watch while I pleasure myself,” I said slowly, holding him with my gaze. 

“And you’re going to thank me for the privilege.” 

“Thank you,” Trevor croaked automatically. Smiling, I shook my head. 

“Not yet,” I said. “First, I need your mouth for something else. Get this nice and wet for me.” 

Trevor’s eyes grew wide and round as I brought the dildo towards his face. A look of disgust wrinkled his features as his eyes stayed locked on the toy. Men and their cocks; they’re so funny. It’s not like it was a real penis approaching his face, but from the way Trevor looked at my sex toy, you’d think it was another man’s throbbing member I was brandishing in front of him. Honestly, I was growing to like Trevor’s reluctance. Making him do things he wouldn’t normally do was becoming a huge turn-on for me. But I also knew, if I was going to maintain my dominance, I needed to enforce it. The smile fell from my face as I leaned forward, gripping and twisting his ear in my free hand. 

“I’m not asking,” I said, speaking slowly as I stared coolly down at him. “You already kissed it. Now you’re going to suck my cock, if you ever want me to let you cum again.” Trevor’s eyes silently pleaded with me as he looked up at me, and I felt my heart contract with pity. But the new, dark side of myself I was discovering, the dominant goddess side, made me keep my face set like stone. Trevor had to learn to obey me, it was as simple as that. If you only ever do things you wanted to do anyway, that’s not really obedience, is it? Trevor needed to be pushed, and I was rapidly discovering that I had a complementary need to push him. After a moment of silence, the dildo hovering right at the entrance of his tightly pressed together lips, Trevor relaxed his jaw and opened his mouth. Grinning triumphantly, I slid the dildo inside. 

“That’s it,” I said, sliding the fake cock in and out while he stared furiously up at me. “Suck it. Show me how you’d like me to suck your cock.” That did it. Trevor gulped, and I watched his lips tighten around the shaft of the dildo as it probed his mouth. I had to admit, it felt pretty powerful, invading his mouth like that. No wonder guys like it so much. 

Swinging a leg over his chest, I straddled Trevor again, holding the base of the dildo against my crotch and rocking my hips as I slid it in and out of his mouth, just like it was real. Trevor spluttered and gagged, totally humiliated, but I was remorseless. Slowly, methodically, I rocked on top of him, fucking his face while he stared up at me with watery eyes. 

“Good boy,” I said encouragingly, “that’s a good boy.” Beneath my hands, my pussy was clenching rhythmically. Unable to hold out any longer, I pulled the dildo free of Trevor’s mouth. The shaft was slick with his saliva as I held it up to the light. Powerful lust drove away the last shreds of self-consciousness. I wanted Trevor to watch. I wanted to torment him. I leaned back, raising my legs and placing my feet either side of his head. My pussy was completely exposed to him as I lay on top of him, balancing myself on one arm while with the other hand I fed the dildo into myself. I gasped loudly as the fat head pushed my wet lips apart, finally enjoying the sensation I had been longing for all night. The delicious feeling of fullness overwhelmed me as I kept pushing, the well-lubricated dildo slipping easily between my slippery folds. Trevor’s eyes looked wild as he watched the toy he had just sucked disappear into me, inch by inch, while my cries of uninhibited lust bounced back from the painted walls of my bedroom. 

I could feel the cool steel of Trevor’s chastity device as I lay on top of him. The dildo slid in and out, in and out, as I pleasured myself right in front of him. From time to time, I raised my head, and every time I did, I could see his bright eyes on me, burning into me, the fires of lust threatening to ignite at any moment and consume us both. I cried out, barely able to believe what I was doing but unable to ignore the joy that flared up inside me. My heels drummed on the carpet at either side of Trevor’s head. 

My breasts rose and fell on my chest as I panted and screamed. I’d used this dildo before, of course, but it had never felt like this before. My whole body throbbed to the rhythm of my blood, my heart pounding as though it was ready to leap right out of my chest at any moment. Waves of cruel ecstasy washed over me as I played with myself, teasing and tormenting my captive audience. As the pressure built up in my stomach, I felt my orgasm swelling beneath me like music, like a great wave of the sea that lifts you up off your feet and deposits you back unharmed on the sand as it roars towards the shore. My pussy spasmed, and I could feel my hot juices on my fingers, the silicon shaft of the dildo starting to slip in my hand as I continued to pump it into my streaming sex. I screamed as I came, no longer exaggerating for the sake of my audience. My cry of utter joy was all too real as I once again coated Trevor’s chest in the hot flood of my cum. I heard him sigh, a low moan that formed a bass counterpoint to my own wild cries. Such sweet music. 

I sat up. My stomach muscles ached from the contractions that continued to make my vagina clench around the dildo that was buried inside me. My hair was a dense tangle around my flushed face, my eyes half-closed with the weariness that follows climax. All over my body, my skin prickled with red heat. I knew that I must look an absolute state. But I didn’t care. And the way Trevor looked at me, craning his neck to raise his heavy head from the floor so that he could keep his eyes on me, kept that demonic fire of lust burning steadily, unquenched by the flood of my passion. I grinned evilly as I looked down at him. I wasn’t done yet. 

My legs were like rubber, my arms weak and shaking, but I forced my tired body to obey as I crawled over Trevor’s bound body. The lust within me drove me on, as though my body had become some kind of machine, a clanking monstrosity of steel and flame. I was in the grip of arousal now, all rational thought swamped by desire, and Trevor’s brown eyes stared up at me as I pivoted, and turned. His bound arms were beneath me now as I sat on top of him, facing his feet again, my dripping pussy hovering above his upturned face. His head thumped lightly against the floor as he leaned back, his neck finally giving up the struggle against gravity. I could only imagine the view he must have, the moisture of my sex on the skin of his upturned face while my pussy, still stuffed with the dripping dildo, filled his vision. 

Reminding myself for what felt like the millionth time that this game was all about my pleasure, not his, I adjusted my position above him, carefully lowering myself down towards his waiting mouth. 

“You’re going to lick my clit,” I growled, in a voice that barely resembled my normal way of speaking, “while I fuck myself. Do it.” 

Trevor’s tongue extended from his mouth immediately. He wasn’t the type to ask questions, it seemed. Especially when my orders aligned so closely with what he desperately wanted anyway. I gasped and shuddered as a feeling like electricity flowed through my body, the tip of his tongue gliding over the tightly packed bundle of nerves that swelled out at the top of my pussy. Reaching down between my legs, I pushed the dildo in and out of myself, against the slight resistance of my spasming sex, my hand brushing against his forehead while his tongue strained to reach my clit. The position was awkward, but the sensations were out of this world. I’d never been stimulated like this before, enjoying the best of both worlds, a tongue on my most sensitive spot and a rock-hard and unyielding shaft buried deep inside

me. It was like some form of dark magic, some inexplicable spell that wrapped its wings around me. Dimly, I could feel a soreness in my throat from shrieking and screaming ecstatically. But all sensation was dim to me now, except the feelings that rose from between my trembling legs. Nothing mattered but that. 

With a growl, I lurched forward suddenly. My hand slipped as I reached for Trevor’s heaving chest to steady myself, his skin slippery with what seemed like gallons of my own cum. The dildo slipped easily from the wetness of my pussy as I slumped forward on top of him. 

“Open your mouth,” I snarled. This was no time for kindness, for gentleness. He was there to be used, and I intended to use him thoroughly. 

Trevor did as he was told, and I jammed the base of the dildo between his parted lips. “Hold that there,” I warned. “Keep it still, or you’ll be sorry.” 

Trevor used his teeth and lips to grip the dildo tightly by its base. The glistening shaft rose obscenely from his mouth, a mocking parody of the real cock that was safely under lock and key, denied and spurned. Pleased with my own forcefulness, I inched forward. My fingers gripped the dildo, low down, just above Trevor’s mouth. With a sigh, I settled myself on top of the fake cock, my wetness allowing the toy to slide easily back into my pussy. Ignoring the burning in my thighs as lactic acid built up in my aching muscles, I rose up and down on top of Trevor, fucking his face once again. 

Beneath my outstretched hands, I could feel his heart beating wildly. My hair hung in sweat-soaked strands around my face as I bobbed up and down, chasing another orgasm that I knew was just around the corner. 

Trevor did his best to hold the dildo steady while my wet pussy tried to tear it away from him, to devour it like some hungry animal. I wailed like a banshee and covered Trevor’s face with my cum, hot juices spurting out of me like a busted fire hydrant as I collapsed on top of him. While white light engulfed me, I sucked in air and clung on to Trevor as though he were the only solid thing in the maelstrom that swirled around me. Dimly, I heard the dildo fall from Trevor’s mouth, dropping to the floor with a quiet thud. 

Slumped forward, my head resting on Trevor’s thigh while my pussy leaked cum onto his chest, I sucked in air like a jet engine and tried to recover myself. 

Silence reigned. The air in my tiny bedroom seemed to throb with a kind of sub-sonic echo of my passion, the kind of sound you feel more than you hear. As my blood slowly cooled, my arousal waning as my body regained its equilibrium, the events of the past hour or so seemed increasingly hard to believe. I was Kayla again, plain old Kayla, no longer the demanding dominatrix of my new boyfriend’s fantasies. I could feel myself blushing at the memory of what I had become, the outrageous demands I had made of this man I barely knew. As I rolled off Trevor and sat heavily on the floor beside him, it was all I could do to meet his gaze. 

“So…yeah.” I busied myself with untying his hands from the scarf that held them anchored to my dresser, as though that could somehow save me from the consequences of what I had done. Would he be angry? Would he be terrified? As I released my former prisoner, it dawned on me with absolute clarity that I didn’t want him to run away. It was early in our relationship, but kinks and all, I was all too aware that guys like Trevor don’t come along very often. And the fear that I might have gone too far, swept up in the moment and blinded by a lust greater than any I had previously known, wrapped icy fingers around my throat. 

Trevor sat up. Rubbing his wrists where the scarf had left red marks against his skin, he stared down at the floor between his legs. I sneaked glances at him from the corner of my eye, trying to read his feelings in his complex expression. Finally he looked at me. I made myself look back. His eyes, rich as oak, glowed as though lit from within by a golden light. 

“That was amazing,” he sighed. 

“It was? I didn’t go too far?” No longer the confident dominatrix, I could hear the familiar doubt and eagerness to please in my voice. 

“It was intense,” Trevor admitted. “But…it was hot.” 

“Yeah it was.” I could feel my face spreading in a wide grin, and then Trevor was smiling too, and it felt as though a great weight was lifted from my heart as we smiled at each other, basking in the moment as we returned to our regular personas. A stray flash of reflected light from Trevor’s steel cock cage caught my eye. I’d almost forgotten he hadn’t cum. I was so wracked with orgasm myself that it felt as though the two of us were savoring the sweet afterglow of sex. But what we had done wasn’t sex. At

least, not by any traditional measure. Maybe it was time to update my definitions. 

“So you don’t mind? That I was mean to you?” 

“No,” Trevor shook his head. “Seeing you cum…it’s the hottest thing ever. And yeah, it’s frustrating, of course. Knowing I can’t do anything about it. But it’s…I don’t know. It’s really hot. And I know that when I do get to cum, it’ll be that much better.” Smiling, I reached across the carpet towards Trevor. He smiled back at me as I took his hand lightly in mine, giving his fingers an affectionate little squeeze. I stared deep into his eyes, and saw my own smile reflected there on his face. 

“If,” I gently corrected him. “If  you get to cum.” The look on his face was priceless. His smile dropped in an instant, as though it had never existed. The strangest mix of fear and desire showed in the furrows that appeared on his brow. And maybe I’m a little fucked up too, because I could feel that deep, dark growl of arousal inside me again. Laughing, I leaned forward and pressed my lips to his. Not caring about the wet slick of my cum on his face, I kissed him deeply and passionately. He wrapped his arms around me, and I fell into his embrace. Nothing about this newborn relationship was normal. Nothing about it was anything like what I expected. But right there, in Trevor’s arms, our hearts beating hard against one another as our bodies melted together, my flesh glutted with multiple orgasms while his still burned with desire, I knew there was nowhere else I’d rather be. 

*

“Well, honey, you know what day it is.” Megan’s blue eyes shone bright over the rim of her glass as she took a careful sip, and set it down again. I’ve never been much of a drinker, myself. But alcohol definitely helped keep these conversations from getting too uncomfortable. Here we were, discussing my boyfriend’s chastity between us without him even being present. There’s nothing like booze to get you over the utter strangeness of some of the situations you find yourself in. 

“Saturday,” I said automatically. Megan smiled as she reached behind her neck, sweeping that magazine-cover hair aside. The silver chain around

her neck parted in her hands. As she lifted it from out of the front of her shirt, I couldn’t miss the plain silver key that dangled from her necklace. 

“No, honey,” Megan teased. “It’s been a week.” She tilted the thin chain, and the key slid easily along the links, falling to the table with a loud thunk out of all proportion with its size. She didn’t need to tell me what it was for. My eyes stayed on the key as she slid it slowly across the table towards me. 

“He’s all yours,” Megan shrugged. “I know you’re new to this, but you’re a natural. I know you’ll keep Trevor in hand.” I took up the key, the metal warm from contact with Megan’s skin. There was a giddy feeling in the pit of my stomach, the butterflies at war with one another as the blood began to race in my veins. My heart lurched. All mine. 

“Just keep in touch, ok?” Megan went on. “This lifestyle can get hard sometimes. It ain’t easy, always being in charge. Any time you want to talk, you have my number, ok?” 

“Ok,” I smiled. The silver key shone like a fish as I slipped it into the pocket of my jeans. I could feel it there, pressed against my thigh, as though it weighed far more than it possibly could have. But it wasn’t the key. It was the weight of the power it gave me, the control Megan had gifted me over my new boyfriend. My body buzzed as the moment burned itself onto my fevered brain. It was all I could do not to rush home right there and then, to where Trevor was waiting even more anxiously than I was. But Megan was right. Power begets responsibility. I sipped my drink quietly, my mind ablaze with choices. It was all up to me. 

“Poor Trevor,” I smiled, lifting my glass in a salute towards Megan. 

“He has no idea what he’s in for.” 

*

The short walk home seemed to take forever. All along the busy street, cars jostled for parking and pedestrians weaved their way along packed sidewalks. It’s great, when you’re young, to live in a place like this, with the nightlife so accessible. But right at that moment, I had no interest in bars or pubs or the young men who hung from the windows of passing cars, 

heads swiveling comically as they watched girls pass. The small key in my pocket seemed to have the density of a neutron star. Knowing the promise it held, the power it gave me, it was a wonder I wasn’t dragging the thing home behind me. 

Because Trevor was waiting at home, in my apartment. Yes, I trusted him, despite only having known him for a few weeks. Intimacy builds trust, and vice versa. We hadn’t actually had sex yet - not in the traditional sense, anyway. But I trusted him. We were already way past the point of being comfortable having the other alone in our respective apartments. Besides, what was Trevor going to do? Nothing on earth mattered to him as much as the key I was carrying in my pocket. He’d do nothing to jeopardize the release he so desperately hoped for. Another tingle of excitement rose up my spine as I unlocked the door to my building and sprang up the stairs. I could almost feel the charged atmosphere in my apartment the minute I opened the door, the air crackling with anticipation as the poor boy anxiously awaited my return. He hadn’t texted while I was out meeting Megan; I’d told him I didn’t want to be bothered. The TV was silent; I could only imagine what he’d been doing up here while he waited for me to come back. As I closed the apartment door behind me, Trevor rose from the sofa, the whites of his eyes showing as he turned his gaze hopefully towards me. I felt my heart contract, just a little bit. I’ll admit that. But then, I also felt my pussy clench. 

“How did it go?” he asked. 

“Fine,” I shrugged. We both knew what he wanted to ask. Did I get the key, or not? But his uncertainty was a sight to behold. Besides, power’s a funny thing. When you finally offer the carrot you’ve been dangling, you lose your leverage. At least until another carrot comes along. I was enjoying my power, and I wasn’t at all sure I was ready to relinquish it so soon. 

Megan had given me some interesting ideas on more games we could play, in addition to the wild thoughts that were flapping around in my own skull. 

Trevor watched without understanding as I busied myself in my small kitchen. Unbeknownst to him, I had made preparations. 

It had been good, honestly, to have a reason to clear out my freezer. 

Amazing the crap that accumulates, frosted to the back wall and freezer-burned beyond recognition. By the time I cleared out a bunch of food I was

never going to eat, the freezer was half-empty. The convenience store a few blocks down the street sold ice cream, the cheap kind that comes in plastic buckets. It was the bucket I was after, I swear. But hey - may as well eat the ice cream too, right? The ice in the bucket was frozen solid as I removed it now from the freezer, rising just past the halfway point on the transparent plastic sides. Perfect. Taking the bucket from the freezer, I made my way towards the kitchen sink. Trevor seemed not to notice, his eyes following each one of my movements but disregarding anything he judged to be superfluous. Turning my back on him, I set the bucket down in the sink. 

Fishing out the key from my pocket, I laid it on top of the ice, right in the middle of the bucket. Then I poured water from the tap on top of the ice. 

Grunting, I lifted the heavy bucket from the sink and carried it back to the freezer, shoving it inside. Delighted with my own deviousness, I turned to Trevor. 

“I’ve been thinking,” I said, as the freezer door closed with a faint slap behind me. I let a smile lift the corners of my mouth as I watched Trevor gulp nervously. “Me and Megan got talking, and she gave me a few ideas. I mean, let’s say, for arguments sake, that I did have the key. What incentive would I have to release you?” 

“Kayla,” Trevor groaned, “please! It’s been so long. I’ll do whatever you want, I’ll - I’ll do it, anything, you name it.” 

“Oh, honey,” I taunted. I stepped forwards, crossing my small apartment in a few short steps. Peering up into Trevor’s warm brown eyes, I ran my hand along the bristling skin of his jawline. He looked cute with some stubble. It gave him a kind of ruggedness that was at odds with his slender frame. But it didn’t suit my purposes. I could make this man into anything I wanted him to be, and I didn’t need him to tell me that. But it was nice to hear. “I already know you’ll do whatever I say,” I smirked. 

“Why would I want to give that power up?” 

Trevor’s brow furrowed. I could almost hear his heart quicken as the blood lurched in his veins. With his cock locked up in the chastity device for who knew how long, it took next to nothing to get him all worked up. It was fascinating to see, honestly. And in the short time we’d been together, I already knew that the hornier I got him, the more obedient he’d become. 

“Come here,” I said, taking both his hands in mine. Mutely, Trevor followed me as I walked backwards, pulling him gently towards the bedroom. Inside, I stood at the edge of the bed, my own breathing beginning to quicken along with his. My body tingled with anticipation. 

May as well get as much as I could out of this unique situation, I thought to myself with a kind of mental shrug. 

“I think I still need some convincing,” I said. Releasing Trevor’s hands, I reached up and placed one hand on his shoulder. As I gently but firmly pushed downwards, Trevor took the hint. Silently, he sank to his knees at my feet, his hands twitching by his sides as he mutely complied like a well-trained puppy. The comparison made me smile. “You know what to do,” I said, smiling down at him now as I stood above him. “Make me happy.” 

He did. Trevor knew exactly what to do. His hands shot out towards me, and I suppressed a giggle as he tugged at the fastenings of my jeans. 

Like a queen, I stood motionless above him, letting him undress me like a servant. As my jeans pooled around my ankles, I stepped out of them and kicked them aside. Trevor’s hands trembled noticeably as he reached for my panties. The touch of his hands tickled my skin, and I bit back a giggle that threatened to escape me as he gently, almost reverently, plucked at the thin material of my underwear. Soon, those came down too, tumbling down my thighs until I could step out of those, too. My bare pussy hovered in front of Trevor’s face, and I could hear the soft intake of his breath through his flared nostrils. He must be able to smell me from where he was. So easy to be self-conscious about these things, but with Trevor, my normal self-doubts seemed to melt away. How could they not? The guy so clearly worshiped me. That was Megan’s word, but she was right. I’d never been with a man so attentive to my needs, and it made me feel like the sexiest creature on earth. The fact that he was so attentive because of the cruel device that was locked onto his cock, making him totally dependent on my whims if he wanted to cum - well, I told myself, that’s incidental. The fact remained that no man I had ever been with had made me feel so desired, so beautiful, so comfortable in my own skin. And Megan had given me all this. No wonder I couldn’t find it in myself to be mad at her for locking up my boyfriend’s cock. 

Peeling off my T shirt, I sat down on the edge of the bed. Trevor’s eyes followed, locked on to my pussy where my wetness was already beginning to show under his needy gaze. I lay back, feeling the soft mattress sink beneath me while I gazed up at the ceiling. Slowly, I spread my legs. 

“Get to it,” I ordered. And he did. 

Trevor’s hands gripped my thighs, his arms curling around my legs as he leaned forwards. His stubble scratched lightly at my tender skin, making me squirm while he pressed his soft lips against mine. I sighed, draping an arm over my face as I closed my eyes and surrendered to the moment. 

Look, you know how it is. So many guys treat going down on a girl like it’s some kind of chore, something they have to do if they want the blow job they’re always pestering you for. Others treat it like it’s a competition. They do their best, but you get the feeling that it’s really all about them. Their ego, their performance. They want to make you cum, not for your pleasure, but to bolster their own self esteem. Trevor wasn’t like that at all. He took his time with it, slowly teasing my parting lips with his mouth, at first merely kissing my inner thighs and quivering labia. He was in no hurry. As my legs yawned further open, he shuffled forwards on his knees, adjusting his angle slightly so that he could cover every inch of me with his kisses. 

Then, and only then, did he slip his tongue out between his lips and run it lightly, oh so lightly, over my pussy. 

I shivered, and moaned softly. His tongue caressed my silken folds, drawing bright sparks of pleasure from my throbbing nerves. I started to feel dizzy as my arousal soared, and now he was French kissing me, his tongue sliding eagerly past the entrance of my sex, gliding slickly over the hot skin as he worked his way slowly inside. Slowly, slowly. I felt as though my whole body was expanding somehow, ready to swallow him entirely as his muscular tongue pressed deeper and deeper inside me. My juices ran freely over his face, coating his cheeks and chin. Trevor bobbed his head back and forth, my pussy responding with rhythmic jolts of pleasure as he tongue-fucked me. My thighs trembled in his hands, my toes curling against the carpet. The blood roared in my ears, and I moaned loudly, abandoning myself to the pleasure his talented mouth drew from me. I could feel the solid nub of my clitoris swelling against his nose, and as he bobbed his head, the tip of his nose pushed me to new heights of ecstasy. I squirmed on

the bed, my body alive with the mingling sensations of outrageous pleasure as Trevor used every part of his face to bring me to orgasm. I heard him gulp, swallowing the hot flood of my juices that poured into his mouth, and it only heightened my desire. When Trevor pulled his tongue out and began to run it over my clit, I screamed with delight. A moment later, the gentle pressure of his questing fingers parted the wet lips of my pussy, and I exploded as his fingers reached up inside me, searching, beckoning, curling upwards to reach that magical spot below my stomach. My hands gripped the sheets of my bed in tight little fists as I howled and roared, and Trevor suddenly spluttered as a great rush of my cum swept over him. Lost in pleasure, I barely heard him, my own cries and the roar of my blood drowning out everything else. Lost in lonely ecstasy, I came and screamed and came again, emptying myself out all over my attentive boyfriend. 

As my orgasm subsided, Trevor pulled back. His fingers slid from between my lips, his other hand relinquishing its grip on my thigh. I trembled on the bed while he kneeled between my feet, his job done for now, awaiting further instructions. 

“Fuck,” I gasped breathlessly, “that was good.” Trevor said nothing. 

For the moment, I couldn’t even think of how it was for him, to be forced to pleasure me while being denied his own release. I could think of nothing, besides vague outlines of images, imagination merging with memory and blurred by speed as stray thoughts raced through my fragmenting brain. 

“Come here,” I said, without looking up. I heard a rustling sound as Trevor rose to his feet. The bed sank under his weight as he lay down beside me. I wrapped my arms around him, and he returned the embrace, and I could taste the flavor of my own passion as I leaned towards him, kissing the mouth that had brought me so much pleasure without opening my eyes. He kissed me back, aggressively, hungrily, his tongue invading my mouth more forcefully than it had probed the wet depths of my pussy. I smiled against his mouth, utterly content, my mind floating in a kind of haze of happiness. Yes, Trevor was frustrated. Of course he was. But that was just the way I liked him. 

“Hold me,” I whispered, burying my face into the hollow of his shoulder. Trevor wrapped his arms around me, and I breathed in the warm

smell of his skin, the heat of his body wrapping itself around me like a blanket as we lay sideways on the bed, cuddling. 

It was nice. For me, at least. I could only imagine how it felt for him, his cock trapped in trying to get hard in the locked steel tube that held it while I basked in the afterglow of the orgasm he had given me. But this was what Trevor wanted. Even when he hated it, he knew he needed it. I could try and understand all I wanted, but I’d never truly get it. But I didn’t have to. All I had to do was enjoy it. And I could manage that. 

“Ok,” I said, rolling over onto my back. Opening my eyes, I stared up at the ceiling again. I felt Trevor pull back slightly, his hand slipping over my stomach as our embrace broke. As tempting as it was to lie there all day, to let the fading convulsions of my satiated body rock me off to sleep, I had things I wanted to do. I hadn’t put this whole plan into motion just to suffer a crisis of will after a single orgasm, no matter how powerful. As the memory of my orgasm slowly faded, my lust began to return, inch by inch. 

And with it, the ideas began to flow once more. 

“Come on,” I said, sitting up. “You’re taking me shopping.” Trevor blinked as he peered up at me. 

“Now?” he mumbled. 

“Yes, now,” I insisted. “It’s only four. There’s a few things I need if I’m going to unlock you.” That did it. Trevor sprang up from the bed. I hadn’t yet either confirmed or denied that Megan had given me the key to his cock cage. I wanted to keep him uncertain just a little longer. I felt confident that he had no idea what I was up to with the bucket in the freezer. It was almost childishly easy to get the poor man to comply with my every whim. 

“I need to get dressed,” I said. Trevor reached his hand out towards me, pulling me up off the bed. He stood before me fully clothed, while I wore only a plain bra. But there was no disputing who was in charge here. 

Still, I thought with a faint flicker of arousal glowing like a pilot light in the pit of my stomach, it never does any harm to remind him of that fact. 

“Let’s see,” I said thoughtfully as I stepped towards my closet. I could feel Trevor watching me as I went. He was right to fear what I might pull

from the dark recesses of my wardrobe, right to be concerned about what I might pull from there next. I pretended to be considering, but I knew exactly what I was looking for as I rummaged through my clothes, hangers clattering loudly on the rail as I swept items aside by the armful. 

The dress hadn’t seen the light of day in more than a year. Being with Trevor, exploring this kinky side to his personality, was making me find a use for all those items of clothing I never normally wore. First the boots, now this dress. The boots. Of course! The idea erupted in my brain like lightning. I’m not the kind of girl who dresses sexy, normally. Especially not to go to the mall. But Trevor’s submission, his open adoration of my body, had my confidence sky-high. If not now, when? 

“Help me with this.” The dress swirled around me as I turned to face Trevor again. He stepped forward, his face frozen in that look of nervous desire that was becoming so familiar to me. I handed him the dress, watching his fingers carefully grip the blue fabric while I raised my hands above my head. His inexperience with feminine clothing showed as he pulled the dress over my arms and head. The touch of his hands on my body drew little sparks of arousal from me as he smoothed the fabric down over my body. God, I wanted him so bad. Self control, Megan told me, was everything, and I agreed. Having Trevor at my mercy like this was the greatest sexual thrill of my life. But sometimes, a girl just wants to get fucked. And having Trevor touching me all over was doing nothing to dampen my desire. 

When the dress was on, I turned to look at myself in the mirror. I’d bought it for God knows what reason, so long ago I could barely remember why, besides the fact that I liked it, and it was on sale. The top half clung quite tightly to my torso, my boobs pushing against the fabric from underneath, while the skirt flared out from my hips. It wasn’t short, especially by the standards of the girls I saw on the street outside on a Saturday night. But it was plenty short for me, the loose hem resting several inches above my knees. The timid, nervous part of my brain screamed at me to take it off, to forget all about this wild idea, to stay home with my submissive boy toy. But I ignored it. Pushing Trevor’s boundaries meant pushing my own sometimes. The vast possibilities of this strange new

world revealed to me by Megan spread out at my feet, calling me onward to new and exciting adventures. I wasn’t about to let myself chicken out. 

“Now, panties,” I said, smiling at Trevor. The look on his face spoke volumes. He couldn’t keep his eyes off me in the dress, used as he was to seeing me in more casual clothing. As heart-warming as his obvious excitement was, though, I was determined not to be derailed. “The ones I was wearing earlier will do. Pick them up.” His wide eyes still on me, Trevor stepped backwards, and stooped without looking to pick up my discarded underwear. As he approached me again, the yellow fabric in both his hands, I smiled. 

“Oh, no, Trevor,” I grinned. “They’re not for me. They’re for you. Put them on.” 

Trevor gulped. There was a long pause. It was one of those moments, I knew right away, when the thought of defiance crossed Trevor’s lust-addled mind. God, I loved those moments. I mean, I was learning to love dominating Trevor, to really enjoy exploring the possibilities of having a submissive boyfriend. But I still wanted a boyfriend. I wanted a man. Call it a contradiction if you like, but there’s no fun in dominating a man with no backbone. Outside of the bedroom, when we weren’t playing this way, I wanted Trevor to be capable of standing up for himself. Just not to me. 

These moments of defiance were a welcome reminder that he wasn’t a total weakling. 

But they never lasted long. 

“Put them on,” I said slowly. “Or don’t you want me to unlock that cock of yours?” Trevor gulped again. I stood in front of him, my hands on my hips as I waited, my breathing steady. Trevor’s eyes searched mine, as though looking for some sign of weakness, some break in my resolve. 

There was none. I kept my gaze level and cool, locked on him, the smile falling from my face as though it had never been. With a sigh, he broke. I watched his resistance collapse as something gave in his eyes, and a bright burst of lust growled in the pit of my stomach at another victory over the overmatched man. What was I becoming? I was too excited to care. 

Trevor unbuckled his belt. His jeans collapsed down his legs. His boxer shorts soon followed, and my smile returned as I watched the

afternoon light from my bedroom window glint and flash on the warm steel that encased his cock. Strange to think I’d never actually seen his member, after all the wild nights we had spent together recently. God, I hoped it was decent. I mean, no one’s hanging a picture of a penis on their wall, you know? The male sexual organ isn’t the most aesthetically pleasing thing in the world. But they have their moments. And some are most definitely better than others. I found myself hoping that Trevor’s wouldn’t be a disappointment, after all this. Though of course, I thought with an inner giggle of delight, if his cock wasn’t all that, I could always just lock it up again, couldn’t I? After all, he was more than capable of pleasing me without it. 

Trevor pulled the feminine underwear up his legs, squeezing his thighs together and wiggling slightly to get the panties on. As I’ve said before, he was a slim guy, and my panties weren’t that bad of a fit for him. Of course, the front of the panties bulged with the steel tube of his chastity device, and I made my face into a frown as I tutted at the sight once he’d finished adjusting the underwear. 

“You’re going to stretch my panties out with that thing,” I said, feigning disapproval. “You’ll have to buy me some new ones.” Trevor said nothing. His cheeks colored adorably, turning red as apples as he dropped his gaze to the floor. I smiled in triumph. 

“Ok, chastity boy,” I said. “Pull your pants up. If you’re good, no one will know you’re wearing panties except me.  If you’re good.” Trevor stole a glance at me as he hurriedly refastened his jeans. I tried to keep my voice calm, but inside, my stomach was boiling. Would I actually dare to publicly expose him the way I threatened to? As messed up as the idea undoubtedly was, it was not without its appeal. Clearly Trevor believed my threat, anyway, because he wasted no time in pulling his clothes on. 

“Fetch my boots,” I ordered. As he stepped towards the closet, I took a seat on the edge of my bed, the loose skirt of the dress fluttering around me as I crossed my legs. No need to specify which boots; Trevor remembered them all too well. The tall boots dangled from his hands as he stepped towards me. I raised one foot, holding my leg straight as I pointed my toes at him. 

“Put them on,” I ordered. Amazing how quickly you get used to being in charge, I thought to myself. Having a grown man obey my every command had lost none of its giddy thrill. But it was already starting to seem less extraordinary, less like some elaborate act and more like the natural dynamic of our relationship. Trevor sank to his knees at my feet, taking my leg gently in his hands, and I squeezed my thighs together as he unzipped my boots. Like a humble servant, he slid one boot onto my foot, the black leather growing tight as he pulled the zipper shut and the footwear hugged my calf. I couldn’t resist. Once the boot was on, I lowered my foot, resting on the thin heel between his legs while I tapped the toe against the hard bulge of his chastity device, through his jeans and the panties he wore beneath them. 

“Mine,” I grinned possessively, while Trevor stared up at me with desperate eyes. Plucking at the hem of my skirt, I recrossed my legs, feeling his eyes straining to get a glimpse up my skirt at the pussy he must still be able to taste on his tongue. As a thrill of arousal swept through me, I tried to stay calm. With no panties on beneath the dress, I didn’t want my wetness to show through the material. I watched Trevor closely as he slid the other boot onto my foot. When he was finished, he sat back, my foot hovering in front of him in the sexy spike-heeled boot. 

“How do I look?” I asked. 

“Amazing,” Trevor replied emphatically, making me smile at his eagerness. 

“You don’t think this outfit’s too sexy?” I asked. Trevor’s pink tongue showed as he licked his dry lips. 

“I think you look very hot,” he said carefully. “I think you should wear whatever you want.” 

“Good answer,” I grinned. “I’ll just have to be careful when I sit down, that’s all. Otherwise all the guys in the mall will see my pussy. You want to fuck me, don’t you?” 

“Oh, yes,” Trevor panted, drawing another shiver along my sparkling spine as he spoke. 

“Of course you do. And I bet all the other boys at the mall will want to fuck me too, won’t they?” 

“Yes,” Trevor said in a strained voice. 

“Good. Of course, I’m not going to let them. Maybe I won’t even let you. You’re going to have to be very, very good, ok?” 

“Yes,” Trevor said. 

“You have to do everything I tell you, no matter what. You’ll do that, won’t you?” 

“Yes,” Trevor said again. 

“Good boy,” I smiled. My skirt swirled around me again as I uncrossed my legs, and stood. My boot heels thumped lightly on the carpet as I made my way towards my dresser. The outfit was sexy, far sexy than anything I’d worn in public before. But I looked good. The heeled boots gave my legs good length, and the dress clung to me in all the right places. I was getting turned on just thinking about going out in public like this. But there were things I needed to do first. A drawer slid open, and I reached inside, tossing a flesh-colored dildo in Trevor’s direction. 

“There’s a backpack on the floor of my closet,” I said without turning around. “Put that inside. You’re going to carry my things for me, and if I get horny at the mall, you’ll need to take care of that.” I could barely believe the words that were coming out of my mouth. But I was caught up once again in the grip of my dominant persona, as though I became someone else in these moments. Someone I very much enjoyed being. While Trevor put the sex toy inside the bag, I applied some makeup. May as well go all the way, right? Once I was finished, my eyes, already brought out by the blue dress I wore, sparkled under thick dark lashes, and my smiling lips were a deep crimson. I turned back to Trevor, watching his glowing eyes travel up and down my body as though he was trying to commit the way I looked to memory. 

“Ok, let’s go,” I said. Turning on my heel, I swept out of the bedroom. 

I loved the way the boots made me walk, with a long-legged strut that projected a confidence I was normally lacking. Trevor followed along in my wake as I walked to the freezer. A blast of cold air rolled over me as I

opened the door, my nipples tightening under the front of the dress, and I hauled the bucket, now frozen solid, out into the light. Trevor watched as I carried it over to the skin. Frost crackled as I ran hot water over the outside of the plastic bucket. With a loud thud, the ice slid in a single cylindrical block into the stainless steel sink. I turned off the tap. 

“See that?” I said, pointing at the ice. Trevor stepped forward. Right in the middle of the massive ice block, the silver shape of his key could dimly be seen. He gasped, and I smiled. 

“Maybe, if you’re very lucky, this will have melted by the time we get home,” I said. “And maybe, just maybe, if you’ve been a very good boy at the mall, you might be able to convince me to let you out and have a little spurt. Now come on, chastity boy. That’s lots of things you need to buy me.” I couldn’t be sure, but I thought I heard a tiny little whimper escape Trevor’s throat as I made my way to the door. Smiling, I stepped out of my apartment, with my submissive boyfriend following meekly behind me. 

Every cell of my body seemed to be tingling with excitement. Power is addictive, and the more of it he gave me, the more I craved. It feels good to be the boss. 

The Mall

Honestly, it took me a moment. Maybe it says something about my self-esteem, even after the near-worship I get from Trevor. But as we walked around the mall, for a moment, I almost forgot the way I was dressed. I found myself wondering what all these guys were staring at. Did I

have something on my face? Had I accidentally tucked my skirt into my underwear? Of course not; I wasn’t wearing any. I hoped no one noticed me blush as the knowledge of my own naughtiness made my skin prickle. 

These men weren’t watching me strut through the mall because of some faux pas I’d committed, or some embarrassing incident I was unaware of. 

They were looking at me because I was wearing a short dress and tall boots. 

They were looking at me because they wanted to fuck me. That blush wasn’t going away any time soon. 

Trevor stumbled along beside me, as though in a trance. My heels rapped on the glossy floor of the shopping center as we passed through the maze of stores. My body buzzed with desire and delight, my brain on fire with all kinky ideas. I could barely believe I was doing this, strutting around in public in a dress with no panties while my boyfriend wore my discarded underwear over his own caged cock. Sometimes, you find yourself doing things you just can’t believe, as though you don’t even know how you got to where you are, unable to see the path that curls below you. I almost had to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. But honestly, even my dreams aren’t this wild. 

Still, I had to keep it all to myself. My dominatrix persona wouldn’t allow me to be unsure of myself, to appear to be nervous or out of my element. Trevor needed me to be commanding, in charge, as though nothing was more normal than this very public extension of our kinky sex lives. I was determined to play my role to the fullest. 

Besides. It was hot as hell. 

My feet ached as we traipsed through the cavernous mall, but I did my best to ignore it. I was starting to love these boots. Especially because I couldn’t forget, any more than Trevor could, how I had worn them while I had him tied up on my bedroom floor. His skin still bore some of the marks made by these very heels under his clothes. Every step I took was like a callback to the kinky things I had done to my submissive boy toy. And the feeling of my skirt swishing around my thighs, the air tickling the sensitive skin with every step I took, was driving me to distraction. How knew shopping could be so sexy? I was working myself up into quite a state. For poor Trevor, unable to cum for I didn’t even know how long - well, I could

only imagine how frustrated he must be. And thinking about that did nothing to cool me down. 

First, I led him to a lingerie store. I t was hilarious to see him squirm, not knowing where to look as I went through racks of frilly underwear. 

Trevor was the only guy in there. Following along behind me, he tried to keep his head down, hiding the red blush of his cheeks. But I wasn’t having any of that. 

“What do you think of these?” I held up a frilly pair of panties, what little fabric there was a bright neon green. Trevor shrugged. 

“They’re nice,” he said in a hushed voice, trying and failing to not draw attention to himself. 

“I just worry they’d be uncomfortable,” I said, running my finger over the string back of the underwear. “Still, I suppose that’s your problem.” 

“M- my problem?” Trevor spluttered. I could sense a salesgirl hovering near us, and a wicked little impulse drove me on. 

“Yes, silly,” I said condescendingly. “They’re for you. We can’t have you stretching my panties out all the time, can we?” Trevor looked mortified. A red wave of lust rolled over me at the look on his face, his eyes as wide as saucers as his twitching lips formed words that never left his mouth. A burst of suppressed laughter rang out behind me, and I grinned, blushing myself as I did so. I never in my life thought I’d get such a kick out of this kind of exhibitionism. But the air conditioned breeze beneath my dress told me my pussy was getting wet at Trevor’s humiliation. And the look in his deep brown eyes told me he felt the same. 

“Can I help?” The saleswoman appeared at my elbow. Her eyes shone with laughter above her professional smile. She was pretty, if a little on the chubby side, her dark hair pulled back into a messy bun with bright blue eyes shining in her round face. She was young, probably around the same age as Trevor and me. For some reason, that made it easier. For me, anyway. 

“Yes,” I smiled back at her. “We’re just looking for something for my boy toy here.” 

“Kayla…” Trevor groaned urgently at me. I smiled innocently back at him. What’s the point having a submissive boyfriend if no one can ever know about it? But before I could say a word, the salesgirl leaned forward conspiratorially. 

“Don’t worry,” she said in a low voice. “We get lots of crossdressers in here.” 

“I’m not…” Trevor’s face turned a deeper shade of red as he spluttered in protest. Restless energy crackled within me, and I compulsively smoothed my dress over my hips as I swayed from side to side on my heels. 

“Oh, he’s not a crossdresser,” I explained to the girl. “It’s just that…

well, he’s not really much of a man. He can’t perform his…duties, if you know what I mean. So I thought, if he can’t act like a man, he shouldn’t dress like one, either.” 

“I see.” The girl pressed her lips together tightly, her eyes flashing as she did everything she could not to burst out laughing. Trevor was staring at the floor, his face crimson with embarrassment. “So this is more of a humiliation type scene?” the girl went on. “Are you his mistress?” I looked at Trevor as he raised his eyes to meet mine. 

“In a way, I guess,” I said slowly. I honestly hadn’t thought about it in those terms. I liked to play the dominatrix with my poor little subby boy, but the title just seemed too…I don’t know, formal? Still, it was hard to deny its accuracy. Here we were, shopping for panties for Trevor. If I wasn’t his mistress, what else would you call it? 

“Listen, the store closes in five minutes,” the girl said, her breath leaving her in a rush as her bright eyes went from me to Trevor and back again. “Why don’t you stick around? We’ll have the place to ourselves.” 

“Oh, that would be awesome, thanks,” I smiled. 

“I’m Crystal, by the way.” 

“Kayla.” We shook hands. The girl disappeared without even asking Trevor’s name. 

“What do you think?” I asked as I Trevor. 

“You kind of decided for me,” he remarked. 

“Well, we don’t have to,” I said. “I tell you what. I have some other stuff planned that I think you’ll enjoy. But if this is too far, say so. We can leave right now.” Trevor shifted his weight from one foot to another. His eyes darted towards the door of the store. 

“Well, we already said we would…” he grumbled unconvincingly. 

“So you want to stay?” I pressed. 

“Ok,” he said quietly. I clapped my hands together, jumping on the spot from sheer joy. 

“Oh, this is going to be so much fun!” I laughed, squeezing Trevor’s arm. He smiled palely back at me. Behind us, the metal shutter of the store’s door rolled slowly downwards. Crystal turned off some of the store’s lights, leaving only a dim glow that would make anything we got up to invisible from the mall outside. Crystal and her two coworkers, their eyes shining as they smiled at one another, gathered by the cash register. Even I was feeling a little nervous. I could only imagine what was going through Trevor’s mind. 

“Ok,” said Crystal brightly. “Why don’t we get those clothes off so we can have a better idea of his size?” 

“You heard her,” I said to Trevor. “Take your clothes off.” Trevor’s hands were shaking as he fumbled with his clothes to a chorus of laughter from the watching women. But their laughter soon turned to astonished gasps as Trevor pulled down his pants and the yellow panties he wore. His chastity device shone in the dim light, reflected a distorted image of the store, the watching women, the racks of underwear, even Trevor himself. 

He hung his head in shame as the woman carefully approached. 

“What - what is that?” Crystal asked, her eyes fixed between Trevor’s legs. 

“It’s a chastity device,” I explained, as though nothing could be more normal. “It keeps him from doing…anything without permission.” 

“That’s wild,” said Crystal. But her pale eyes were shining as she gazed at the steel tube that encased Trevor’s cock, a broad smile creasing

her full cheeks. “So he can’t….?” 

“No,” I grinned. “He can’t do anything. He can’t have sex. He can’t touch himself. He can’t even get hard without his keyholder’s permission.” 

“And you’re his keyholder?” 

“I am now,” I said. “But I didn’t put it on him. That was his last girlfriend. She just gave me the key today.” 

“So you haven’t….” Crystal trailed off. The question was forward, but I was too excited to care. I was having the time of my life, explaining Trevor’s kink to these three strangers. 

“No,” I said. “Not in that way, anyway. He’s hoping I’ll let him out soon, but that depends on him being a very good boy. Doesn’t it?” As I spoke, I reached forward, taking Trevor’s trapped cock in my hand. He grunted softly as I hefted it in my palm, showing off my ownership of his most prized possession to the other women. 

“Yes,” he sighed. 

“Wow,” cackled one of the women. “I should get one for my Brian. I bet it works wonders for his obedience.” 

“It does,” I smiled. “I never even dreamed of this a few months ago. 

But now? Seeing how submissive this makes him, how he’ll do anything to please me - I don’t know how I could go back.” The women murmured their approval. 

“Ok,” said Crystal finally, as though breaking out of the spell that held her. “Let’s find him some panties.” She moved through the racks with professional speed, picking up a rainbow of different underwear as she went. “I think some of these might work.” 

“Go ahead, Trevor,” I urged, as Crystal handed over a mound of lacy fabric. “Try them on.” 

To gales of laughter from the watching women, Trevor reluctantly put on a fashion show for us. A feeling of total power washed over me as I watched my boyfriend humbly obey my every command. He walked where I told him to walk, posed when I told him to pose, turned and stretched and

bent at my command, until the watching women had tears in their eyes. 

Between my legs, my pussy buzzed with desire. When we finally left the store, Crystal opening the shutter for us so we could step back out into the mall, Trevor was carrying two full bags of underwear in his size, and I was on fire with physical need. 

“How was that?” I asked, casting a glance at Trevor from the corner of my eye as we made our way deeper into the mall. 

“Rough,” he acknowledged. “That was the most embarrassing thing I think I’ve ever done.” 

“Well, I thought it was hot,” I said. “In fact…” Casting a quick glance around the mall to make sure no one was watching, I grabbed the front of Trevor’s shirt. There was a short corridor just to our left, and I pulled him towards it, pressing him back against the wall the moment we were out of sight. Rising to my tiptoes in the tall leather boots, I pressed my mouth to his, grabbing his shirt in both hands now as I pinned him against the wall. 

He kissed me back, our tongues sliding over one another, almost a=warring with each other as we made out. The blood roared in my ears again, my body lighting up like a Christmas tree as I pressed myself against him. All the events of the past few weeks came flooding back to me, the way they often did, and I could no longer resist my urges. At the end of the corridor, there was a photo machine, a drinking fountain and a row of bathrooms. 

Pulling away from Trevor, I seized his hand and all but dragged him towards the bathrooms. 

Eager not to be disturbed, I yanked open the door on the bathroom in the middle. Designed for the disabled and parents with children, it was a large room with a single toilet. I locked the door behind us and practically threw myself at Trevor again. 

“Get the dildo,” I whispered between kisses as I showered him with kisses. “I need to cum, right now.” The straps of the backpack Trevor carried hissed over his shoulders as he struggled out of it while kissing me back. His hands brushed against the front of my dress as he wrestled with the zipper of the bag, sinking one hand inside to grab the sex toy I had made him bring with us for just such an occasion. I smiled, my arms wrapped around his neck, as he dropped the bag and held the dildo up towards me. 

“Come here.” My boot heels rapped on the slick floor of the bathroom as I dragged Trevor along with me. The toilet had special bars made for use by people in wheelchairs, but I had another use in mind. The lid of the toilet clattered shut, and I clambered up on top of it, turning to face Trevor as I perched myself on top of the toilet tank. Hiking up my skirt around my waist, I exposed my wet pussy to the cool air, and Trevor practically drooled as his gaze dropped predictably between my legs. The leather of my boots creaked as I raised my legs, stretching them out along the steel rails that projected out from the wall on either side of the toilet. 

“Make me cum, chastity boy,” I grinned. 

Trevor dropped the bags he carried to the floor. In an instant, he sank to his knees, all but lunging towards me as I lay back against the white wall. 

Hardly the most romantic location, but I couldn’t argue with the practicality. 

I closed my eyes as I felt his tongue lapping hungrily at my pussy, my legs spread by the cold steel of the rails as I offered myself up to his devouring tongue. The sheer outrageousness of what we were doing, having sex in a mall bathroom, made my skin prickle as waves of red heat rolled over me, one after another. 

Not that Trevor’s tongue wasn’t part of that, too. This time, there were no tender kisses, no slow build-up. There was no need. He could tell from the dripping wetness of my sex and the aggression with which I had dragged him in here to service me that I was more than ready. A slurping sound rose from between my legs as he devoured me, my juices running almost immediately over his face and splattering on the floor beneath us. I didn’t care. One hand gripped the edge of the toilet tank for balance, the other braced against the wall behind me, and I cried out as though we were all alone in the mall, as though we were alone on the earth, and discovery was impossible. I didn’t care. The thought of him, my new boyfriend, parading in girly panties in front of me and a bunch of strangers at my command - it was more than I could bear. My thighs trembled, my stomach lurched, and my boots hissed against the steel rails as I wrapped my shaking legs around Trevor’s head. The heels of my boots raked his back through his shirt, but it only spurred him on to greater efforts. I felt as though I was melting, head to toe, melting into his mouth, my hot cum pouring out of me in an urgent flood while I writhed and thrashed on top of the toilet. Trevor’s

head bobbed up and down in a rhythm that echoed the throbbing of my blood, the wild beating of my spasming my heart. My cries of bliss bounced back from the clean white walls, and I moaned and groaned and came, right there and then, into Trevor’s gulping mouth. 

I raised a leg. The heel of my boot pressed against Trevor’s shoulder, and I pushed. Trevor went sprawling on the floor, and I slumped back against the wall, my body suddenly slack and limp as an overcooked noodle. My orgasm roared through me, and was gone. But the growling beast of lust would not be tamed so easily. Maybe it was the games we had played over the last week or so, but I had gotten used to multiple orgasms. 

One, no matter how delicious, would never be enough. 

My sharp heels clacked against the toilet’s closed lid. Carefully, I stepped down from the toilet, holding the safety bars to keep my balance as I climbed down to the floor. Trevor looked up at me from the floor as my skirt fell down around my thighs, my pussy throbbing and clenching at the empty air between my shuddering legs. Seeing him there, staring up at me, anxiously awaiting my next move, brought every impulse towards dominance that I had bubbling to the surface, the way a dog can’t help but chase anything that runs. Trevor was a gifted and enthusiastic pussy licker. 

But I needed more. 

“Get the dildo,” I said breathlessly. Trevor rolled onto his knees, reaching for the backpack I had made him bring. My hands on my hips, I looked around the room. An idea grabbed me. Stepping past Trevor, I unlocked the catch on the heavy plastic changing table that was bolted to one wall. The table flopped open, and I pressed against it once it was level, checking its capacity. It seemed sturdy enough. Behind me, Trevor rose up on his knees, the dildo in his hand, and I smiled down at him over my shoulder as he waited for my next move. Slowly now, I rolled my dress up again, past my thighs, gathering the fabric around my waist, out of the way. 

Trevor looked on in silent agony as I spread my legs and leaned forward, resting my upper body on the table and exposing my moist pussy to his desperate gaze. 

“Fuck me, Trevor,” I demanded, peering back at him. “Fuck me the way you’ve been dreaming about.” Trevor rose. I couldn’t keep the smile from my face as he loomed above me for once instead of me above him. 

Obscured by my own body, I could only see parts of him as he stepped close in behind me. I gasped, shuddering with delight as the dildo’s fat head pressed against my warm wetness. With the trails of my juices running down my bare thighs, there was no need for lubrication. Trevor pushed, and the hard phallus slid inside me while I cried out with joy, my pussy spasming around the fake shaft as though it had been longing for exactly this. 

“Oh, yeah,” I groaned as the fake cock slid deeper inside. “Oh, fuck, that’s it.” One booted foot rose from the floor as my body shook and spasmed in delight, the heel pointing like a weapon back past Trevor. “Oh, that feels so good! Don’t stop.” But Trevor had no intention of stopping. 

Inch by delicious inch, he slid the dildo inside me. His free hand held my hip, his fingers feeling cool against my burning skin, and my eyes rolled back in my head as I felt my damp lips being spread apart. A wonderful feeling of fullness rose within me. And as Trevor began to slide the dildo in and out of my eager pussy, it felt almost as though he was fucking me for real. 

“Oh, fuck yes,” I gasped, grinning at the certain knowledge that every sound of delight I made would only increase his frustration and deepen his submission to me. “Oh, fuck that pussy, Trevor. Oh God! You know you want to. Fuck me, chastity boy!” Behind me, Trevor grunted, just as though it really was his cock that was inside me, as though he could actually feel the powerful contractions of my pussy. He was standing directly behind me, the base of the dildo seemingly pressed against his pelvis, his hips rocking as he plunged the toy in and out of me. This was the closest he had ever come to actually fucking me, and the evil thought of how that must feel made my knuckles whiten as I gripped the edge of the plastic table that rocked beneath my weight. Silver flecks danced in my vision, and I closed my eyes, my mouth open as a long chorus of wails and groans tumbled from between my painted lips. My boots scrabbled on the smooth floor as I tried to keep my balance. Trevor’s hand on my hip held me tight as he increased the pace, the thrusts of the dildo making my body rock and sway. 

“Oh fuck! Don’t stop!” I gasped. My back arched, the tired muscles of my thighs clenching as another orgasm charged towards me. I forced myself back towards him towards the dildo that was fucking me, impaling myself

on it, taking it as deep as it would go. I raised my head from the table top and howled at the white wall in front of me, and my orgasm came in a sudden rush that made my head swirl, the stars in my vision dancing more wildly now as my pussy spasmed and spurted. 

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, gasping for air, “oh, fuck.” Reading the situation

- how could he not, when the wetness of my orgasm flowed in a seemingly never-ending river down my shaking thighs? - Trevor slowed, without stopping. The dildo slipped in his wet hand as he continued to move it in and out of my, more slowly, keeping the fires of my lust alive. Him for once teasing me, instead of the other way around. Smiling, I brushed my hair back from my flushed face and looked at him over my shoulder. 

“Don’t you wish that was your cock inside me?” I mocked. “Wouldn’t you love to feel my tight little pussy gripping your cock like this?” As I spoke, I contracted the muscles in my already spasming vagina, causing a fresh flood of my hot juices to run out over the dildo he still held. 

“Yes,” Trevor said in a gravelly voice. I giggled, giddy with bliss, the sadistic impulses firing in my brain as though activated by pleasure. 

“Aww, poor baby,” I teased. “You’re not worthy, remember? That’s why you wear panties and do everything I say. You’re my little bitch now; isn’t that right?” 

“Yes,” Trevor sighed. I laughed out loud as my pussy clenched around the dildo once again. Here I was, sprawled on a changeroom table with a fake cock buried in my twitching vagina, and yet I could still make this man grovel and beg. It was an incredible feeling, lying there in the bright glow of multiple orgasms and knowing, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that this boy would do anything, seemingly anything, to please me. 

“I think you should be kissing my ass right now, chastity boy,” I said. 

A shiver rippled through me as Trevor turned his deep brown eyes to me, as though there was any doubt about the outcome. The smile on my face shone brighter as he wordlessly sank to his knees behind me, and I moaned quietly as I felt his lips against my exposed cheeks. 

“That’s right,” I purred, closing my eyes again and laying my head on my arms. “My personal little ass kisser, that’s what you are.” Trevor said

nothing. His mouth was busy. For a while, the only sound in the locked bathroom was my heavy breathing and the smacking sound of his lips against my ass. I savored the feeling, receiving his humble worship as my due. 


But soon, the inevitable happened. With the dildo buried inside me still and my submissive boyfriend’s lips pressed against my ass, showering me with kisses, there was no way I wasn’t going to get turned on, orgasms or not. As the lust welled up inside me again, the nasty ideas followed hot on their tail, my arousal feeding my creativity in a way that I was becoming intimately familiar with. 

“Fuck me slowly now,” I ordered, without opening my eyes. “And keep kissing my ass while you do it. That’s it, nice and slow. Make out with my ass.” I groaned as the dildo began to move inside me again, slowly sliding in and out just as I had requested. Trevor maintained a steady, even pace that fed the fires of lust without ever quite pushing me over the edge. 

The feel of his lips against my skin seemed to draw sparks every time they touched. But I wanted more. What was it Megan had said? Get him horny enough, and he’ll do anything. All those things you’ve been curious about, but never thought you would ever actually do - now’s the time. 

And so I reached back behind myself. With one hand, I gripped my ass, pulling one buttock slightly away. My asshole was now completely exposed to Trevor, right in his field of vision where he couldn’t possibly ignore it. 

And Trevor took the hint. I never had to say a word. I cried out at the unfamiliar feel of his slick tongue against my puckered hole. No man I’d been with before had so much as suggested such a thing, and I’d hardly considered it myself. But as his tongue slid further in, past the tight ring of muscle, and I felt the warmth of him inside me, my body tingled with pleasure. The dildo continued to move, in and out, in and out, and Trevor’s tongue mimicked its measured movement, both my holed being probed at one and the same time. That delicious feeling of fullness was back, more powerful than ever, and I found myself crying out in bliss as every part of me seemed to ignite. The dildo kept up its steady pace, just like Trevor’s tongue, his lips pressed against my hole, and the orgasm that swelled within me was different this time. Slow, and steady, it seemed to go on forever, a

long and seemingly endless chain of mountains instead of one bright and lonely peak. I tried to control my breathing in the teeth of a climax that felt as though it would never end, as though I’d be here in this bathroom forever, coming and coming without stop like a fountain, moaning and shaking in bliss until the end of time. 

But everything ends eventually. When the slowest orgasm of my life slowly subsided, I gasped and opened my eyes. I could have stayed there forever, luxuriating in a feeling like no other I’d ever experienced. But as wonderful as the afternoon had been so far, I had more that I wanted to do. 

And so I lifted my weary head and peered over my shoulder at Trevor. 

“Ok, chastity boy,” I said with a smirk, “you can stop now.” Trevor’s lips lifted away from my ass, and I sighed as he gently slipped the dildo out from my dripping pussy. Clumsily I stood, pushing myself upright against the change table. I breathed out loudly, sighing at the echoes of the powerful sensations that still drifted through me. Trevor looked up at me from the floor, the dripping dildo in his hand. 

“Clean that before you put it away,” I instructed as I arranged my skirt over my thighs. The thought of stepping back out into the mall with no underwear on, my snatch still wet beneath my short dress, tugged at red filaments in my blood. And as Trevor began to rise, perhaps heading towards the bathroom’s low sink, I stopped. 

“No no no,” I grinned. Stepping away from the table, I held out my hand towards him. “Give it to me.” Trevor handed the dildo over. I took its rubbery weight in my hand, feeling the slickness of my own cum on the silicon. Trevor kneeled at my feet. Reaching up under my dress, I pressed the base of the dildo against myself, just above the swollen nub of my clitoris. The fake cock rose obscenely from under my dress that bunched at the front to accommodate it. It felt almost real as I stepped towards Trevor, my free hand grabbing the back of his head and pulling his face towards me. 

“Suck it, bitch,” I ordered, laughing out loud as I did so. Trevor grimaced. But we both knew he had no choice. I sighed happily as the wet dildo slipped between his lips, hearing him gasp and splutter as I fed it further inside. 

“This is how you clean my dildos from now on,” I said as I stroked his hair and fed him my cock. “With your mouth.” Trevor’s watery eyes gazed up at me as he did his best to swallow my cock, and I laughed again as I watched. No wonder guys like this so much, I thought to myself as I gently fucked his face. What a feeling of total domination! Finally, I stepped back, the dildo slipping out of his mouth as he hung his head and coughed loudly. 

“That’s better,” I said. Tossing the dildo at him, I smoothed my dress down over myself again before checking my makeup in the mirror. “Now, clean yourself up,” I said without looking at Trevor. “We’re not done shopping yet.” 

The Toy Store

Through the great glass dome that rose from the high roof of the mall, I could see that the sky outside was darkening. The crowd in the shopping center were beginning to thin out, the stores closing one by one. Tired from my recent exertions but buoyed up by the intoxicating energy I could still feel flowing through me, fed by the kinky ideas that swirled in my hormone-addled brain, I kept going. Trevor stumbled along in my wake, carrying my bags for me like a good boy, allowing me to keep up my hip-swinging stride as I led him through the echoing white spaces of the mall. I caught myself wondering why I didn’t wear this dress more often, enjoying the feel of the loose skirt billowing around my thighs. The high heels of my boots rapped rhythmically against the floor as I walked. I felt good about the way I looked, and the lingering stares of some of the men we passed in the mall confirmed the towering confidence I was basking in. But really, it wasn’t the dress or the boots that made me feel so good, although they certainly helped. It was the constant buzz of arousal I felt, the wetness between my legs refusing to go away, the naughty knowledge that I had just forced my submissive boyfriend to give me multiple orgasms in the bathroom adding that extra little frisson of delight to the joy I was feeling. 

There’s nothing like having a delicious secret from the world to make you feel like you know exactly what you’re doing. Beneath Trevor’s unremarkable jeans, inside the used panties I had commanded him to wear, his cock was locked up tight, encased in steel and completely under the

control of whoever held the key. It used to be Megan, Trevor’s kinky ex-girlfriend. But now, it was me. And it felt fantastic. 

I’d chosen this mall for a reason. It wasn’t the closest to my place, or to Trevor’s, which was so close to mine that we could walk from one to the other in less than ten minutes. But it was the closest one that had everything I needed. Among the usual stores of clothing and scented soaps and sporting gear, there was what was marked on the colorful maps of the mall as a ‘specialty store’. It opened late and closed late, built into the outside of the mall so that it could be accessed directly from the parking lot after the other stores had closed and the shutters came down over the mall’s huge glass doors. Oh, it had a specialty alright. 

I’d never been inside a sex shop before, but I pulled open the heavy door of opaque black glass as though there was nothing in the world more familiar to me. Trevor must have seen, as we approached the store, what I was leading him towards, but he said nothing. I’d noticed before how Trevor tended to get very quiet and very intensely focused, in these moments when I was dominating him. It was as though there was only so much space for the two of us, and the more aggressive and confident I became, the more withdrawn he got to make space for me. I thought of one of those yin-yang symbols, the black and the white so perfectly in sync, each advancing where the other retreats, and the thought made me smile. 

This wasn’t the time for lovey-dovey introspection, I knew that. The dominant goddess I was pretending to be, the demanding dominatrix I increasingly felt like, used men for what she wanted and tossed them aside when they were no further use to her. But that’s just the role I play. It’s not who I am. And sex isn’t as simple as we sometimes pretend when we’re young. Yes, it’s fun, and it doesn’t need to be anything more than that. But sometimes, without you making any conscious decision about it, it becomes more than that. It’ll seem strange, I’m sure, to anyone who hasn’t experienced something similar for themselves. But even now, as I teased and tormented poor chaste Trevor, dressing all sexy while I had him follow me around the mall like a servant, I couldn’t escape the feeling that I was falling for him. I was determined not to show it, of course. He wanted me to be a demanding bitch, and I wanted to be one for him. But that was exactly the thing. I wanted to do it,  for him. 

Of course, it’s not as though I wasn’t enjoying myself at the same time. 

A heady smell of rubber wafted towards me as I stepped into the sex shop. It wasn’t the way I had pictured it. I’d imagined a dark, seedy sort of place, full of creepy old men shuffling through the racks with their heads down. What I got instead was a brightly lit space full of clean white shelves, almost deserted apart from the young girl sitting behind the glass counter. At first glance, you might not have realized what kind of store you were in. It could be anything: a tool store, a bookstore, one of those shops that don’t seem to specialize in anything but instead carry a little bit of everything. And, I thought with a slight smile, I guess it was all of the above. They sold books. They sold tools, in a way. Tools for a very specific job. They sold a little bit of everything, some of it exciting, some of it downright frightening. As I made my way through the racks, bewildered by the wide array of mysterious items whose purpose I could only guess at, I could feel my body tingling with excitement. Trevor’s kink had forced me to push both our boundaries. Being here, in the kind of store I always thought good girls wouldn’t go to, was its own kind of thrill. 

“Excuse me.” I’d been so engrossed in perusing the exotic items on display, I hadn’t noticed anyone approaching us, and I almost jumped out of my skin at the sound of a voice that was neither mine nor Trevor’s. I turned, a distinctly un-dominant blush rising to my cheeks, to see the girl from the front counter looking at us. She couldn’t be much more than my own age. 

I’m not sure what I was expecting from this place, but I wasn’t expecting that. Thank God it wasn’t someone I knew from high school, I thought to myself. The girl’s eyes shone in deep wells of black eyeliner, her lipstick equally dark. With her black hair tied behind her head, she had a gothic kind of look, enhanced by the black leather dog collar around her neck. 

“Are you guys over twenty one?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I said, offering a smile the girl did not reciprocate. 

“Can I see some ID?” she asked. 

“Of course.” My wallet was in the backpack Trevor carried. After all, a dominatrix shouldn’t need to carry a purse, I had decided. Not when she has a submissive man to carry everything for her. I had also declared that Trevor would be paying for everything on this shopping trip, to which he

hadn’t dared object, but I had brought my wallet anyway, and was glad I did. Trevor held the backpack out towards me as I rummaged in its depths and fished out my ID, while Trevor pulled his from his pocket. 

The store clerk held both our IDs up to the light as she inspected them. 

She nodded once before handing them back. It wasn’t far from my twenty-third birthday, and if I remembered right, Trevor was a few months older than me. Trevor put the identification away while the girl cracked the ghost of a smile. Perhaps she was warming to us, now that she knew she wouldn’t have to throw us out. 

“Is there anything I can help you find?” she asked. Automatically, I shook my head, my lips moving to form a negative answer before I stopped myself. That was the old me. That was regular, everyday Kayla, the Kayla my co-workers would see come in to work on Monday morning. That wasn’t who I wanted to be right now. I remembered Trevor’s utter humiliation in the underwear store, and it gave me the confidence I needed. 

Besides, there was nobody else here, and after all, this was a sex shop. This girl had probably seen kinkier things than I’d ever imagined. 

“Yes, actually,” I said. From the corner of my eye, I could see Trevor bristling. It was almost as though he shrank down, trying to make himself smaller so as to become invisible and hide from the shame of submitting to me. It only spurred me on. “We need some handcuffs,” I said. The store clerk didn’t bat an eyelid. 

“Restraints are this way,” she said. Smiling, I followed her through the warren of shelves with Trevor on my heels. The smell of leather wafted around us as she led us to one wall of the store that was entirely covered in various straps and harnesses in every possible color and form. An unfortunate male mannequin, limbless and devoid of facial features, had been trussed up in a heavy leather mask that resembled some kind of dog, complete with ears. The salesgirl treated it all as though it was no more remarkable than the produce in a supermarket, and I tried to be equally cool about what I saw while my heart raced. The possibilities seemed endless. 

Who knew there were so many products out there, just to enhance sex? I’d never thought of myself as naive or sheltered. I knew what people got up to, or at least thought I did. But this one store was already expanding my horizons. I couldn’t ever see myself buckling a dog mask on Trevor, to be

honest. But some of these other implements caught my eye. And - how do I explain this? It sort of normalized it. Suddenly, what we were doing didn’t seem so out there, so wild as it did before. 

“We have classic metal cuffs,” the clerk explained, waving vaguely at some sturdy looking handcuffs that shone in orderly rows at waist height. 

“These are more like police issue ones, and they can’t be removed without a key. Some people like that look. But they’re not the most comfortable for long term use.” She stepped forward, lifting a pair of thick leather cuffs joined by a short chain from a hook on the wall. “These are popular,” she said. Practiced fingers opened the buckle that held a cuff together as she showed me the soft padding inside. “No key required,” she explained. “And these are comfortable enough that you can wear them all day.” 

“Wouldn’t it be possible to take those off?” I asked. I was far from an expert, obviously. But the chain looked long enough to me that a person could simply release one buckle, then the other, and free themselves. The girl blinked, once, and set the handcuffs aside. 

“If you’re concerned about security,” she said, lifting another pair of cuffs from a higher shelf, “these might be what you’re after.” She handed me another pair of padded cuffs, in red leather, and I ran my fingers over the assortment of shiny metal rings and clasps that held them together. “The nice thing about these,” she explained, “is that they’re versatile. You can clip them together really easily,” and she demonstrated for me, the metal clasp clicking rapidly as she unfastened and refastened the leather cuffs, 

“but you can also tie them to other things using these D rings. People really love these.” 

“And you can’t get out of them?” I didn’t want to harp on the subject. 

But what’s the point of tying someone up if they can just untie themselves? 

The salesgirl shrugged as she handed the cuffs back to me. 

“Try them out,” she said. I glanced around the empty store as I turned to Trevor. I could see the nervousness in his eyes, but also the excitement. 

Fleetingly, I wondered if Megan had ever treated him like this, ever taken him to a sex shop to pick out items to use against him. I’d have to ask her. 

“Come here, honey,” I said sweetly. “Hands behind your back.” Trevor gulped. I saw his deep brown eyes dart from me to the sales clerk, and back

to me. The backpack slid down his arms as he dropped it to the floor. There was never any doubt that he would obey. Compared to his humiliation in the lingerie store, this was minor. But there was still that delicious resistance, and the warm glow of triumph that inevitably accompanied it as he bowed to my authority. Kicking the backpack aside, Trevor turned. I fumbled with the buckles of the cuffs as I reached for my boyfriend’s wrists. 

“Here, let me help you,” the sales clerk said. Was it my imagination, or was there a faint glow in her eyes as she reached out a hand towards me? I hesitated. The first faint trace of a smile plucked at her dark lips, and the opportunity seemed too good to ignore. With a smile, I handed the cuffs over to her, and she deftly unclipped them before handing one back to me. 

“It’s like a belt,” she explained as she rapidly opened one cuff by pulling the short strap up and sliding the buckle down. I watched her, my own fingers moving less dexterously on my own cuff. But I got the job done. Trevor’s hands trembled noticeably behind his back as the young girl grabbed his wrist, easily rebuckling the cuff around his arm. Watching this stranger manhandle my boyfriend, I got the distinct feeling that this shouldn’t be such a thrill for me. Maybe I should be jealous, or something. 

But Trevor’s submission turned me on, and it seemed to turn me on even more when he submitted to other women. As long as it was at my command. With difficulty, I managed to get the second cuff fastened on to Trevor’s other hand. Still holding Trevor’s right arm, the clerk waited for me. 

“I’ll let you do the honors,” she smirked. Her finger was hooked into the metal D ring of the cuff, holding Trevor’s arm in place as I grabbed the small clasp that dangled from the cuff on his left arm. It was a simple mechanism, a hook with a spring-loaded bar that yielded to pressure but snapped back into place when released. The clerk moved her hand away as I reached for the D ring she held, and the clasp made a faint click as I attached the two cuffs behind Trevor’s back. 

“There,” said the clerk, smiling openly. “He’s all yours now.” 

“And he really can’t get them off by himself?” The clerk shrugged again. 

“Try it,” she said. I smiled deviously. A wicked little idea was forming in my mind. 

“Can you get out of those, Trevor?” I asked. Still facing away from us, Trevor moved his hands, clenched into fists. The metal clasp rattled and grew taut as he tried to pull his wrists apart, but held. 

“No,” he said finally. 

“Are you sure?” My hand trailed over his back as I stepped past him, feeling his taut shoulders as I walked around to stand in front of him. “I’ll make you a deal,” I said, smiling evilly. “If you can get those cuffs off, I’ll suck your dick. Right here in the store.” Behind Trevor, the clerk’s eyes shone as she smiled broadly. Trevor’s own eyes grew wide in disbelief. For a second, no more than a second, he stood there, between me and the clerk, gazing at me with an expression of disbelief on his face. Then it started. 

His face contorted with effort. Unable to help myself, I shrieked with laughter as he struggled against the cuffs with everything he had, his face growing red with his exertions. He twisted from side to side, rolling his shoulders, his feet twisting against the carpet tiles on the floor as he tried to find some weakness in the restraint that held him. I could feel my seemingly ever-present wetness growing as I watched. It was hard to imagine any greater demonstration of his desire for me as he writhed and grunted, battling desperately for freedom to no avail. 

“Stop,” I finally said. Honestly, I was starting to worry he might hurt himself. Trevor’s breathing was heavy as he stood in front of me, his chest still heaving, his face red. The cuffs held him as tightly as ever. 

“Silly boy.” I stepped towards him, placing my hand on his chest. I could feel his heart racing under my touch. My boot heels rose from the floor as I stood on my tiptoes. Unable to resist, uncaring about the store clerk watching us, I pressed my lips to his and kissed him. He kissed me back, passionately, hungrily, and I knew if his hands had been free, he would have wrapped his arms around me, and I missed his touch even as I basked in the knowledge of his helplessness. As we parted, I sank back to the floor, smiling up into Trevor’s red face. 

“I was never going to do that,” I said in a low voice. “We left your key at home, remember?” Trevor groaned loudly as I laughed. Clearly he didn’t remember, or else his lust-addled brain was incapable of following those kind of details. Over his shoulder, I watched the store clerk prick up her ears. 

“Are you his keyholder?” she asked. I blinked, trying to process the question. Hard as it was to believe, this world was still achingly new to me, and I had yet to grasp all the proper terminology. But I nodded slowly. 

Keyholder. I supposed I must be. 

“Is he in chastity now?” The clerk asked. “Can I…can I see?” I smiled up at Trevor as her question hung in the air between us. I was getting good at reading his non-verbal clues. Or at least I hoped I was, anyway. His eyes stared into mine, that familiar look, half disbelief, half naked lust, on his face. To ask his permission would be to ruin the moment utterly. After all, the whole point was for me to be in charge. But I knew to tread carefully; this was supposed to be fun for him, too. Finally, I saw it - even though I’d struggle to say what exactly ‘it’ was. Acquiescence. Acceptance. His face barely so much as twitched, but I saw what I needed to in the chocolate-colored glow of his eyes. 

“Ok,” I grinned. Still looking up at Trevor, I reached for the front of his pants. He grunted at the touch of my hands as I unbuckled his belt and pulled down his fly. The steel tube that encased his cock shone in the store’s bright light. Taking him by the shoulders, I slowly but firmly turned him around to face the store clerk. 

“That’s a Guardian,” she said, her eyes fixed on the metal between my boyfriend’s legs. “Nice. Top of the line.” 

“Is it?” I asked. “I didn’t put it on him.” 

“”You didn’t?” The store clerk’s eyes rose to meet mine over Trevor’s shoulder. “Does he have another keyholder?” 

“He used to,” I said. Hard to believe I was so ready to casually discuss the strange quirks of our sex life. But this whole day had been like that. 

Clearly, this woman was not easy to shock. Besides, I couldn’t resist the

effect it had on Trevor, to discuss him like this with another woman. “She just handed over his key to me today.” 

“Congratulations,” the girl smiled as her eyes dropped once more to Trevor’s cage. “No wonder he’s so obedient.” 

“Yeah, he’s ok, I guess,” I said, patting Trevor on the shoulder affectionately. “Honestly, I’m new to all this. It’s really fun, but…it’s hard sometimes. I mean, I love how obedient and affectionate he is when he’s locked. But what am I supposed to do?” The sale’s clerks eyes sparkled. 

“I know exactly what you mean,” she said. 

“You do?” 

“Oh yeah. You’re not the first couple to come in here with the guy locked. I know exactly what you need.” 

“Well, ok then!” I grinned broadly as I stepped past Trevor. It was nice to be so welcomed, to not feel so alone. As much as Megan had been a great help in introducing me to this lifestyle, she was, when all was said and done, Trevor’s ex girlfriend. Somehow, it was easier to talk to a stranger about some things. 

“First things first,” the clerk said, her ready smile undercutting her business-like tone. “These handcuffs are pretty good, but what do you think of these?” As she spoke, she pulled another piece, this one all in black leather, from a shelf behind her. I peered at it quizzically. A kind of long leather strap with what looked like a large single cuff on one end. 

“How does it work?” I asked. 

“Let me show you,” she smiled. She stepped behind Trevor, and in seconds she had detached his cuffs from one another. Before he had time to realize what was going on, she had fastened both his cuffs to designated clips at one end of the leather strap. Holding the other end, she ran it up his back, and Trevor grunted as his bound arms were pulled up behind him. 

The clerk reached towards his neck from behind, and I realized with a dark thrill that what I had taken to be a cuff was in fact a collar. In seconds, the store clerk buckled the collar around Trevor’s neck. He gazed at me helplessly as she stepped back. Now his arms were secured behind him

again, with even less room for movement than he had had before. I could feel my wetness growing as I looked at him, helpless and humiliated for our amusement, me and this young store worker. I had to admit, he looked cute in a collar. 

“This will help keep him where you want him,” the clerk explained. 

As she spoke, she scooped up a piece of long leather that I quickly saw was a leash. Trevor looked stunned as she clipped one end of the leash to the collar he wore, the other end in her hand. As though it was the most normal thing in the world, she handed the leash over to me. 

An electric feeling raced through me as I took Trevor’s leash in my hand. A feeling of absolute power, greater than any I had ever known, even in the lingerie store where Trevor had obeyed my kinky commands without complaint. This was different. He had no choice but to obey. No one could feel to see the vast difference in status between me and my submissive boy toy as I tugged playfully at the leash, my pussy alive with desire. 

“Now, let’s check out some toys,” the girl said. Trevor had no choice but to stumble along in my wake as I led him like a puppy through the store, following the young girl to where a dizzying variety of fake cocks sprouted like a silicon forest. 

“There’s this,” the clerk said, tossing one plastic-wrapped phallus after another into a basket. “And this. You definitely need this. And this is great when you have a man in chastity.” My head was spinning. It was all I could do to process the fact that I was leading my boyfriend around a sex shop on a leash; I could barely focus on what she was saying. But as she tossed another interesting looking toy into the basket, I stopped her. 

“This is all great,” I said, “but I don’t really know what I like when it comes to - this. Is there any way I could - “ my eyes roved around the empty store, peering among the bleached white racks, “you know - try them out?” 

The clerk blinked. Now it was her turn to glance conspiratorially around the store. No one had come in since we entered. 

“I’m not supposed to do that,” she said. But I could hear the indecision in her voice. And I couldn’t ignore the desire that was building inside me. 

My objection was only half the story. The fact of the matter, as difficult as it was to believe it myself given the orgasms I’d already had just minutes earlier, that I was getting turned on again. Too turned on to ignore. I needed to take care of the need that threatened to burn a hole in my stomach if I wanted to be able to think clearly. 

“I know,” I said. “But isn’t there some way you could help us? I’m sure we could make it up to you.” My stomach convulsed as she looked at me coolly, considering. I couldn’t believe myself the words that were coming out of my mouth. I’d said it in a rush, caught up in the moment, using an old line I’d seen in movies. Only now did the full implication of what I had suggested dawn on me, and my blood lit up with fear and excitement. I couldn’t ignore the lust that growled and howled inside me. I couldn’t take it back, even if I wanted to. 

“There are booths at the back of the store,” the clerk finally said. 

“Number six is empty. You can take one toy with you.” 

“Thank you so much!” I reached into the basket, pulling out the toy that had first got my imagination whirring. The store clerk’s hand was warm on my arm as she stopped me. 

“When you’re done, leave him in there. And watch the store for me.” 

“Ok,” I giggled. It was utterly outrageous, what we were about to do. 

But I no longer cared. The leash swayed between us as I led Trevor in the direction the clerk had pointed out, behind a heavy black curtain at the back of the store. I could feel nothing but my own inflamed desire, filling my body with frightening energy as I led my handcuffed boyfriend into the empty booth. 

The place was small, no bigger than a closet. I had to maneuver carefully to get the door closed behind us. A padded bench took up one wall, with a glass window opposite. The glass was black and blank for now. 

A coin slot below it left no doubt as to what this room was for. But for now, I had no interest in that. 

“Get down,” I ordered Trevor briskly. “On the floor.” Moving carefully in the tight space, Trevor lowered himself to the floor. The bench’s padded edge lay along his neck. I stood over him, my boots either side of his hips

and the hem of my dress swaying in front of his face. Drawing a deep breath to steady myself, I let it out and took the toy I had chosen in both hands. 

“Lie back,” I said. Trevor lay his head back on the bench, his eyes still on me as he faced the ceiling of the booth. Unfastening the straps of the toy I held, I bent over him, brushing my hair back behind my ear. “Open up,” I smiled. Reluctantly, Trevor opened his mouth. 

The gag had a small and amusingly phallic projection on the inside, and I smiled maliciously as I pushed it between Trevor’s parted lips, the black bulb forcing his tongue down and making speech impossible. But that was nothing compared to the fake black cock that rose from the front of the gag. As I fastened the straps around Trevor’s head, the dildo glistened darkly, rising obscenely from his wide-eyed face. Straightening up, I lifted my dress and climbed on to the bench, my knees trapping Trevor’s head between my legs. The thick head of the dildo slipped easily between my quivering lips as I settled myself down on top of it. My pussy was dripping so heavily that my juices were beginning to run down my thighs. I gasped, closing my eyes momentarily in the darkness of the booth as I sank down onto the dildo. 

The feeling was incredible. The slightly seedy surroundings only seemed to heighten the sexiness of the moment as I began to ride up and down on top of Trevor’s face, my hands pressed against the back wall of the booth for balance. I let myself go, unable to care about how loud I might be or who might be listening. All that mattered was the orgasm I was racing towards, and the teased and helpless boy beneath me, cuffed and leashed, able only to gaze up at what he couldn’t have. I wrapped the leash around my hand, pulling it tight between my legs, howling with uncontrollable desire as I fucked the dildo that gagged Trevor. He really was an object now, a living, breathing sex toy, reduced to a thing with the sole purpose of giving me pleasure. In the dark booth at the back of a sex store, I snarled and screamed and panted and came, my juices running like molten lava from my red hot pussy to coat my submissive boyfriend’s trapped face. 

*

The store was quiet. I used to work retail, back when I was in school, and the long, boring hours spent on my feet came back to me as I stood behind the glass counter of the sex shop, waiting for the store clerk whose name I still didn’t know to return. Of course, it wasn’t exactly the same. I never used to work in tall, black leather high heeled boots and a dress with no panties underneath, for a start. I didn’t work in a sex shop, surrounded by implements I couldn’t even name, let alone guess the purpose of. And, back when I used to work retail, I’d never manned the counter while I waited for a stranger to finish doing whatever it was she was doing with my boyfriend in a dark booth at the back of the store. And all of this, the sheer kinkiness of the situation I found myself in, worked together to keep my pussy wet and hungry, despite the orgasm I had so recently had on poor teased Trevor’s face. Who knew a trip to the mall could be so much fun? I’d never imagined myself having multiple orgasms over the course of an afternoon spent shopping, but here I was, dripping wet inside my dress and eager for more. 

A customer came in, and I smiled warmly while silently praying he wouldn’t ask me anything. He didn’t. I could feel him watching me through the racks as he perused the materials on offer. He left without buying anything. Later, a man appeared from the back of the store, clearly a customer of the booths. He, too, scurried out to the parking lot without saying a word. It was just as well. I had nothing to offer these men, and their predatory eyes. I wasn’t exactly dressed for this. Or maybe I was, depending on how you look at it. 

While I waited, I had plenty of time to look over the purchases the store clerk had helped me pick out. The dildo gag was a keeper, that was for sure. The orgasm I had had while riding Trevor’s face in the booth at the back of the store still glowed in the tangled architecture of my brain as I picked through the other items she had tossed into the basket. A large vibrator looked interesting. As did a fake cock, bigger than my regular dildo, attached to a harness that got my mind racing. What did she intend for me to do with this? The possibilities were certainly interesting. Alone in the brightly lit store, I allowed my mind to wander, and my hand plucked at the hem of my dress as I squeezed my thighs together. I was insatiable. I’d never know desire like this, so raw, so powerful, filling my whole body with a need as pressing as the need for air. I should have been exhausted, I

knew. I should have been ready for bed after the powerful orgasms I had taken from Trevor. But despite the dull ache in my weary thighs, I wasn’t tired at all. I was on fire. I wanted more. I wanted it all. 

The black curtain a the back of the store swayed as the store clerk pushed it aside. She smiled bashfully as she made her way towards the front desk where I waited. She could be fired for this, no doubt. Leaving a stranger to run the store with full access to the cash register while she had some fun with my helpless boyfriend in a booth. But I wasn’t about to tell anyone. It sounds strange even now, but as I waited for her to re-emerge, I was filled with a giddy thrill, knowing that another woman was in there with Trevor. Instead of being jealous, I was elated. It only made me want him more. It didn’t feel like cheating, not at all. After all, it had been my idea in the first place, using Trevor like a bargaining chip to get what I wanted. It was nothing like what had happened with me and Charlie, with him creeping around behind my back while we were supposed to be dating. 

Now there was a man who needed a chastity device. I tried with limited success to shove the unhelpful thought away as the store clerk approached. 

Charlie’s cock under lock and key. That would teach him a lesson. 

“Wow,” said the store clerk as she made her way behind the counter to where I waited. Placing a hand flat on the glass that showed some of the store’s smaller, more expensive items, she sighed deeply. Her face was flushed, her cheeks pink, and my own body responded as I watched her practically glowing as she breathed heavily. She had cum. This woman, whose name I didn’t even know, had been in a booth with my boyfriend, and she had cum. At least I didn’t have to worry about Trevor when it came to that. No matter what had happened in there, his cock, I knew, had not been involved. 

“How was it?” I asked. The store clerk matched my grin as she looked at me, her heavy make-up slightly blurred around her eyes. 

“That was awesome,” she said, the breath leaving her in a rush as she spoke. “That slave of yours can really eat pussy.” Slave. Funny. I never really thought of that word when I thought of Trevor. But it was hard to deny its accuracy. The truth was, Trevor did what I said, without question, and almost without reward. At least, without any obvious one. As hard as it was to believe, Trevor and I had still not actually had sex yet. His only

reward was the hope that one day we might, and whatever hard-edged pleasure he got from being so mercilessly teased. And he got to see me cum, for what that was worth. He got to see that over and over. 

“I know,” I grinned, proud rather than angry. “I think his last girlfriend trained him well. Not that I haven’t added a few improvements of my own.” 

The clerk giggled, and I detected a kind of manic pitch to her laughter. 

Those booths must block sound amazingly well, I thought to myself with relief. I hadn’t heard a thing from out here. 

“I’m going to go check on him then, if you’re done,” I said. As I scooped up a handful of unused toys, the store clerk waved her hand permissively. The glassy look in her eyes said it all. She was too spent to care what I got up to with my captive boyfriend on the other side of that curtain. 

Booth number six was as dark as I remembered. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust after the bright white glow of the store outside. As I closed the door behind me, the dim shapes in the darkness began to resolve themselves into recognizable shapes. Trevor sat on the floor beside the padded bench, just where I had left him. There was a strong smell in the air, the unmistakable smell of female pleasure. It must be driving him mad, I thought to myself with an invisible grin. At the sound of the door opening, he turned his head in my direction, his eyes glistening in the dark. If he was hoping for relief from me, he was barking up the wrong tree. Besides, the key to his chastity was at home, in my kitchen sink, encased in a block of ice that was slowly melting while we shopped. The only person who would be getting any relief here was me. 

“Hey,” I said, my voice made soft by the deep light and closeness of our bodies. “How do you feel?” 

Trevor sighed. I saw his chest heave, his head flopping back against the bench behind him, wet with the cum of two women. Trevor squirmed as his cuffs held his hands tightly behind his back, the leash the store clerk had attached to his collar hanging down his chest. And faintly, in the darkness, I could see the gleam of the steel device that gave me this outrageous power, his caged cock showing in the unfastened front of his pants and reflecting the low light in the small booth. 

“Ok,” he said finally. My heels scraped the floor as I inched forward, and Trevor’s eyes locked onto my thigh as I raised one boot and placed it between his legs. I couldn’t help but smile. Trevor would always try to get a glimpse, even though he had to know by now that it would only increase his torment. And that wasn’t all that was increased by his obvious desire. My own arousal, never very far away since I went to retrieve the key from Megan what seemed like days ago, bloomed at the sight of his helpless predicament. My toe tapped against his cage, and he winced as though he could feel my boot through the steel, when we both knew that was impossible. 

“How does it feel having to serve two horny women without relief?” I pressed. Trevor drew in a lungful of pussy-scented air and gulped. 

“It’s….fucking frustrating,” he said. “But it’s fucking hot. It’s driving me crazy.” 

“I bet it is,” I smiled. In the small space, I could clearly hear the quiet sound of my boot as I tapped it against his hard steel cage. “Have you ever been with two girls in one night?” 

“No,” he said. 

“I bet you never thought it would happen like this, did you?” 

“No.” I was enjoying my submissive boyfriend’s confessional, his caged cock literally under my foot. And it was nice to have pushed him in a way no one had before. I was new to this game of tease and denial. But I liked to think I was learning. 

“Do you think that ice has thawed yet?” I teased. “Do you think your key is accessible now?” 

“I hope so.” 

“I hope it didn’t fall down the drain. Can you imagine? What if I lost it? I’d have to keep you locked up forever. Which - well, it wouldn’t be the worst thing that’s ever happened to me. To you, maybe. But I think I’d get used to it.” I could see Trevor’s eyes wide as he stared up at me, the desperation in his face clear despite the low light. I don’t know how seriously he took these playful little threats of mine. To be honest, once I

got caught up in the moment, intoxicated by my own power, it was hard to know how seriously I took it myself. It’s not like I was never going to let him out. I didn’t know if such a thing was even possible, let alone healthy. I wanted Trevor. I wanted to have sex with him, no matter how it might seem. But it was so much fun to torment him this way, and it made him so obedient. Not to mention how horny it made me. And it’s fun to pretend. 

“Are you horny?” I asked. Twisting in the booth, I sat down on the padded bench right next to Trevor’s head. We were both facing the blank screen on the opposite wall now. I crossed my legs, feeling the faint bristle of his stubble against my thigh as my dress rode up my leg, and I laid my tall boots over his chest and stomach, affectionately stroking his hair with one hand. Meanwhile, with the other, I leaned forward and took hold of his leash. 

“Yes,” Trevor said. The urgency in his voice made me shiver. He turned his head to look up at me, and I smiled as he pressed his lips to my thigh, just below the hem of my short dress, kissing me tenderly. 

“Is your cock trying to get hard?” I asked, tapping one foot against his steel cage again. 

“Yes,” he mumbled against my skin, squirming in his bonds again as I toyed with him. 

“Good,” I said. “That’s how I like it. Now, let’s see a show.” I leaned forward again. Uncrossing my legs, I bent double, my hair brushing Trevor’s thighs as I reached for his pocket. Pulling out his wallet, I went through it, scooping out some of the larger coins. Then I fed them into the slot in the far wall. 

The screen behind the dark glass slid aside. There, through the small window, a woman sat in a chair in a small, round room. Other windows surrounded her, each made of some special material that prevented the watchers from seeing one another. The woman’s body was incredible, soft and yielding yet toned and sculpted, lean yet curvy at the same time. A network of colorful tattoos bloomed all along one side of her torso, flowing down her arm and leg to the shiny black boots she wore. Her bra straps lay limp from her arms, unfastened but not yet removed. As our window

cleared, she smiled at us, her lips shining a deep red while her dark hair shone around her bare shoulders. 

“Watch this,” I said quietly. I’d never seen a strip tease in real life. I’d never wanted to. But I’d never imagined it like this. I sat back on the bench and swung one leg over Trevor’s head this time, pulling my dress up around me again as I draped my legs over his shoulders. Trevor craned his neck to peer up at me, my exposed pussy directly behind his head where he couldn’t see it. I smiled down at him indulgently as I reached for the toys that lay on the bench beside me. 

“She’s pretty, isn’t she?” I smiled, nodding my head towards the girl behind the glass. 

“Not as pretty as you,” Trevor said. My heart skipped. 

“Good boy,” I said. “But flattery will get you nowhere. I need another orgasm, so you just sit back and enjoy the show, and think about how much you’d like to cum the way I’m about to.” Taking the vibrator in my hand, I clicked the switch, and its low hum filled the quiet booth as I brought it towards my crotch. Taking up Trevor’s leash in my free hand again, I brought the buzzing toy down between my legs. As Trevor stared forlornly at the woman through the glass, I groaned in pleasure as the powerful new sensations erupted inside me. 

The store clerk hadn’t lied. She had said that this vibrator was one of the store’s most popular items. Immediately, I could see why. It was hardly the most discreet thing in the world - the heavy shaft filled with large batteries could have been modeled after a police-issue flashlight - but I couldn’t dispute the results. The vibrations seemed to flow all the way through me, rising from my wet pussy in steady waves, rippling through my body all the way to the roots of my hair as I moaned and quivered. Every nerve in my body seemed to awaken at once, and I slumped back against the wall of the booth behind me, abandoning myself to the feelings the vibrator was drawing out of me. 

I opened my eyes. The stripper was looking right at me. Her bra lay on the floor at her feet, her pert breasts hanging from her chest without any sign of sagging, her upturned nipples small and pink. I watched as her red lips parted, her teeth showing white in a provocative smile. Crookedly, I

smiled back. I’d never been watched masturbating before, except by Trevor. 

And that was only because I made him. Having another woman watch me was a strange new thrill. I was surprised by my own total lack of shame as the stripper rose from her chair, plucking flirtatiously at her panties as she stood facing me. I groaned as I pressed the buzzing vibrator harder against my pussy, and Trevor grunted without looking away from the window as I tugged on his leash. 

The stripper turned. Her ass was perfect, two flawless globes of firm flesh that engulfed the string back of the panties she wore as they swelled out from her narrow waist. I watched, my eyes half-closed, as she bent forward, her hands gripping the back of the chair, her toned legs ramrod-straight. Her dark hair hung around her pretty face as she turned to look over her shoulder at me, at us. I smiled as I saw her wink. I could only imagine what she thought was going on between Trevor and me, or how much she could see of what was taking place in our booth. But I felt a strange kind of connection, a solidarity, as the only two women in the place. 

A kind of mutual understanding of the feminine power we held, she long practiced in its exercise while I was only just learning how to wield it. She straightened, and the thin fabric of her panties clung to her buttocks as she pulled them slowly, teasingly down. Once the underwear was past her hips, she let it fall to the floor, stepping carefully out of the panties one foot at a time. Making a few strutting steps across her small stage, she turned, smiling at me again. I groaned, pressing my head back against the wall as the vibrations continue to flow through me. 

Trevor was transfixed. The stripper stepped towards us now, her hips swinging as she placed one foot across the other, her exaggerated walk emphasizing her naked femininity. Her dark pubic hair was trimmed down to the smallest strip above her neat lips. Throwing one leg over the chair, she lowered herself into it, her hands gripping her spread thighs as she grinned darkly at us. 

“Look at that,” I whispered in a quavering voice, tugging lightly on the leash as I spoke. “Look at that. Another pussy you can’t have.” Trevor groaned without looking away as the stripper caressed her round boobs, leaning back in the wooden chair with her eyes closed for a moment. Her hands slid down her tattooed body, and I cried out as my own pleasure

swelled, the vibrations somehow deeper and more urgent now as I pressed the machine against myself. My clit swelled out from beneath its hood, engorged by the constant buzzing between my legs. My boots scrabbled against Trevor’s chest as my legs started to thrash.my breath was coming in short gasps now, the dark walls of the booth ringing with my moans and groans as I sobbed and panted. 

The stripper’s long-nailed fingers danced over her thighs. I watched her trace the shape of her lips with her fingertips, teasing herself, while her thumb slid over her clit. 

I gasped. My legs were spasming freely now, buffeting Trevor’s head from side to side as I thrashed. I didn’t care. All I could do was moan. And watch. The padded bench shone beneath me. My thighs dripped. The leather leash creaked in my fist. 

The stripper’s fingers dipped, and curled. All around, black windows watched her, hiding unseen eyes. Men, paying good money simply to watch. Look but don’t touch. Desire only strengthens the more you frustrate it. This is what the stripper knew. What I was learning. What Trevor wanted. The less I gave him, the more he wanted it. Wanted me. Needed me. I screamed as my pussy spasmed against the vibrator. 

The stripper threw back her head. Her black hair shone in the overhead light, shining like silk as it hung down the back of the chair. She was slumped now, one leg forward, towards us, her fingers working rapidly on her sex. I watched, and felt as though I could feel those fingers, the vibrator madly humming, her strumming hand almost a blur. Trevor groaned, driven to the brink of madness with utter frustration, and I wailed in delight. 

The stripper’s breasts bounced, her ribs showing under the inked skin as she heaved a deep sigh. 

My heels tugged at Trevor’s shirt, my legs spasming against his shoulders. 

Trevor squirmed in the cuffs that held him, as though having his hands free would do anything to relieve the pressure that had been building inside him for God knows how long, 

Soundlessly behind the glass, the stripper’s body convulsed. 

The close air in the small booth shook as I screamed. A bright ball of light seemed to explode between my legs, bathing me with warmth and joy at the sudden release of pressure. My pussy spasmed as I pulled the dripping vibrator away, my juices flowing freely over Trevor’s neck and shoulders, dripping down his back from the bench to the floor where he sat. 

I switched off the vibrator, leaning back against the wall as I struggled to recover my breath. Trevor’s leash lay slack in my other hand. 

Behind the glass, the stripper stood. Throwing one last beautiful smile in my direction, she swept up a huge towel, wrapped it around herself and disappeared into the darkness at the edge of the spotlight. 

*

Trevor followed behind me as I swept aside the heavy black curtain and stepped out into the bright light of the sex shop. I had removed his leash, his collar and cuffs while we were still in the darkness of the booth. 

The poor boy had suffered enough, I thought to myself. Besides, what was he going to do? Even without the new restraints, he was hardly free. As long as the cool steel was locked onto his cock, he was under my control. 

As long as he relied on me for his sexual pleasure, he would do as I said. I walked freely, arms swinging, trying to ignore the tiredness in my legs as I led him towards the counter where the store clerk waited. His arms full of sex toys, new and used, he shuffled behind me, his head down. The store clerk smiled as I approached, her eyes sliding towards Trevor as her smile deepened. You wouldn’t think I was still capable of it, but I blushed deeply. 

This woman had made my bound boyfriend eat her pussy. Kind of hard to have a normal conversation after that. 

“We’ll take it all,” I said with a smile as Trevor laid my selections out on the counter. There was only the three of us in the store again. If other men had been in the booths, they had either left before we had or were still in there. I no longer cared who saw us, though. After the day we had had, I didn’t care about much at all. Besides pleasure. 

“Alright,” the clerk smiled, her eyes twinkling as she rang up our purchases. “I take it you had fun in there?” 

“So much fun,” I beamed. “For me, at least.” Trevor’s cheeks reddened as the store clerk and I laughed together, enjoying our mutual knowledge of

his humiliating predicament. One by one, the sex toys followed each other into a black plastic bag. The price was significant. I’ll be honest, I don’t make a ton of money. But Trevor is better paid than I am. 

“Pay the lady, Trevor.” I smiled warmly at the store clerk as Trevor pulled his wallet from his pocket and meekly handed over his credit card. A nice touch, I thought, to make him pay for the tools I would use against him. Judging from her expression, the store clerk seemed to think so too. 

“There you go,” she said, handing back the card and receipt to Trevor. 

Putting them in his pocket, he took the handles of the bag as she held it out for him, stuffing it inside the backpack he carried. “Come back anytime.” 

“Oh, I’m sure we will,” I smiled. “In fact, I’m positive of it.” 

*

We rode home in silence. I felt tired, worn out, but still buzzing with that mysterious excitement. The best, I knew, was yet to come. Trevor followed me up the stairs to my apartment, the bag full of toys slung over his shoulder while he handed me my keys. Opening the door to my apartment, I stepped inside and made my way immediately towards the kitchen sink. All that remained of the once solid block of ice was a few dripping clumps of slush. The key to Trevor’s chastity device lay cold and alone at the bottom of the sink. I scooped it up, closing my fist around it as I hid my hands behind my back and turned towards him. 

Trevor warily set the bags down. A question he didn’t dare ask shone in his brown eyes as he looked at me. 

“Get undressed,” I ordered. He quickly complied. In a matter of moments, he stood before me, his cock cage shining in the light with the rest of him exposed. My boots echoed on the tiled floor of the kitchen as I stepped slowly forward. 

“New rule,” I said. “The chastity device never comes off unless you’re in cuffs. Put them on.” As I spoke, I bent over the bag Trevor had set down. 

Opening it, I tossed him a pair of leather cuffs. Wordlessly, Trevor unclipped them and put them on, one wrist after the other. 

“Turn around,” I ordered. Trevor turned his back on me, his hands held submissively together in the small of his back. He knew what was coming. 

His key still hidden in my hands, I clipped his cuffs together, immobilizing his arms. Then, placing my hands on his shoulders, I turned him back to face me again. 

“You’ve been a pretty good boy, I guess,” I said, peering up into his eyes as I spoke. “And good boys get rewards.” I gasped as I held up the key between us, the plain metal shining in the light as I turned it this way and that. “But I’m not ready to stop playing like this,” I went on. “I love teasing you. I love getting you all worked up, knowing there’s nothing you can do about it. I love knowing that I’m the only woman who can give you what you want. So I’ll let you cum,” I smiled, studying his face as I spoke. I wanted to know that he understood fully, that every word I said was sinking in. “I’ll even let you fuck me. On one condition. Once you cum, the cage is going back on.” 

“Yes!” Trevor didn’t even hesitate. His lips trembled wildly, as though he couldn’t get the words out fast enough. “Yes, yes, please! Please! 

Whatever you say! Please let me cum, please!” 

“That’s right, chastity boy,” I grinned. “Whatever I say. Now, let’s see what all the fuss is about.” Trevor gasped as I reached down and took his caged cock in my hand. The small lock clicked as I slipped the key inside and twisted it. As I threaded the open lock through the hole made for it in the device, the steel contraption began to part. The lock came free, and the slightest touch from my hand pulled the metal tube away. Trevor sighed loudly as his cock almost burst free of the metal, the skin heavily ridged with veins and dark with blood, his member pulsing with virile life. The thick head glistened as his member bobbed in time with his wildly beating heart. Just looking at it, I could feel my own arousal growing again, my uncovered pussy getting wet once more beneath my new favorite dress. 

Gently, I ran my fingers over Trevor’s cock, as though stroking a new pet, and he shivered at my touch. 

“Not bad,” I said approvingly. “I mean, it doesn’t really measure up to my new toys. But it’s not bad.” Trevor, usually quiet anyway, seemed unable to speak, his whole body trembling at my slightest touch. I wrapped my fingers around his cock, gripping him tightly and making him moan. 

“Come on,” I said, tugging lightly at his manhood while I led him towards the bedroom. “Come get your reward. Let’s get those balls emptied, and then we can lock you up and start all over again.” 

The Plan

Megan likes variety. Every time we meet, it’s in a different bar, albeit on the same street. I’m not complaining. It’s a short walk from here to my apartment, where Trevor’s waiting. Even just that, just the thought of him waiting at my place, for me, is enough to make my spine crackle with excitement, my nerves flaring and sparking like ignition wires. These meetings are becoming a regular occurrence. Honestly, I really like Megan. 

It’s always a little bit weird, making a new friend. And I never in a million years thought I’d become friends with the former girlfriend of my current boyfriend. It’s weird, I’ll give you that. But in the ever-growing list of things I thought I’d never do and have recently found myself doing, this doesn’t even rank. 

It’s funny. It was Trevor that brought us together, and at first, that was all we talked about. The thing we have in common. But the more time I spend with Megan, the more I loosen up. She’s just so likable, and she is a woman who seems entirely devoid of any kind of filter. Privacy to Megan is just a word she heard one time. It doesn’t seem to have any place in her life. 

She’s an open book, and she’ll tell any and every aspect of her life to anyone who’ll listen. I’ve never been that way. I keep things close to my chest, especially matters of sex. Maybe it comes from growing up in a family where stuff like that was just not talked about. To this day, I think my parents maintain the illusion that I’m some asexual virgin, and even when I’m dating a guy, it just means we hold hands and go to dinner. 

Whatever helps them sleep at night, I guess. After all, I perform a similar kind of self-delusion when it comes to their sex lives. Obviously, they must have one, or at least have had one. I just choose to pretend that they didn’t, and don’t, and that I and my brother and sister simply spontaneously generated one day. It’s better for everyone that way. 

“I just don’t know what it’s going to take to make them see what a nightmare she is.” It’s a pleasure just listening to Megan. It’s that accent, that soft Southern drawl of hers. I just love it. Sometimes, when she talks, my lips twitch. In my mind, I’m listening to those soft vowels, trying to mimic the shapes her mouth makes around the words. I’ve always done this. In high school, there was a guy in my class who came from England. 

He used to get so annoyed with me imitating the way he talked. But I wasn’t making fun. If anything, I envied it, just like I envied Megan’s enchanting accent. “Ah just don’t…” 

“Anyways.” Megan smiled, her blue eyes glittering as she leaned forward across the small wooden table. I knew that look. She’d been telling me about some feud she was having at work, some women there who wasn’t pulling her weight - standard chat, really. But as she leaned forward, the mood all changed. I felt her eyes on me, more intensely now, that pretty smile lifting the corners of her pink lips. “Enough about me,” she said, smiling devilishly. “How are things with you and Trevor?” 

“Good,” I said automatically. And a smile broke across my own face as I actually thought about the question. “Really good, actually. Great, in fact.” 

“So?” Megan drawled, her sculpted eyebrows climbing her smooth brow quizzically. “That’s it? You gotta give me some details, honey. We ain’t talking about the weather now.” I glanced around the bar shyly. It was quiet. Megan and I tended to meet in the afternoons, before the viral nightlife of the weekend descended on this popular street. Besides the barman running the dishwasher behind the small bar, there was only one other customer, a man in his mid-fifties reading a newspaper by the front window. In a low voice, I knew I could talk without being heard. 

“Well,” I said, “we finally…you know…had sex for the first time.” 

“Uh-uh.” Megan held up her hand, shaking her head from side to side so that her silky hair shone in alternating streaks of reflected light. “I have to stop you there, honey. Sex in chastity is still sex. Just because he doesn’t get to cum, doesn’t make it not sex. You gotta get that idea out of your head. Then get it out of his head, too.” 

“Ok,” I shrugged, eager to continue my story now that I had begun. 

“I’m serious,” Megan insisted. “The sooner you stop believing that the male orgasm is the be-all and end-all, the sooner you’ll be able to convince him of that too. And the happier you’ll both be. The goal is to get you both to a point where you see sex as this intimate thing the two of you do together in order to make  you cum. His orgasms are entirely unnecessary.” 

“Right,” I nodded. “You’re right.” Her words fed the fire in my belly that never seemed to go out these days, not fully. I could be having the most frustrating day imaginable at work, the hours just crawling by. Or in the mind-numbing solitude of the checkout line, or stuck behind an intransigent red light. It didn’t matter. The thought of Trevor was never far away, and it never failed to make me happy to consider the power I wielded. No matter where I was or what I was doing, I controlled Trevor completely. And it felt good. 

“So you let him cum?” she said it so matter-of-factly as she raised her drink to her lips, just as though we really were talking about the weather. I wished I didn’t still blush like a schoolgirl when we talked like this. I wished I could mimic Megan’s cool poise, her total unflappability when it came to these matters. But I could feel my cheeks prickling with the familiar heat as I smiled bashfully across the table at her. 

“Yeah,” I said, “I did.” 

“Well, I hope you made him earn it,” Megan said as she set her glass down on the table between us. 

“Oh yeah,” I smiled. “I really did.” 

*

Trevor stood in my bedroom, his chest rising and falling with his even breathing. As strange as it is to say, it was almost strange seeing him fully naked, without the steel cage on his cock. I’d had him strip down to the device so many times before, it had become familiar, as though it really was part of him. But seeing his cock, free at last, pulsing with the hot blood of arousal, was making my stomach boil with lust of my own. I had lost count of how many orgasms I had had over the course of the evening already, thanks to Trevor’s talented mouth and the variety of toys we had picked up from the sex shop. But one more never hurts, does it? My body was tired, 

but my mind was on fire with the red glow of new experience. Everything was new, entirely new, still gleaming with that showroom shine. And the moment felt…I don’t know what else to call it. Sacred, maybe. Megan could say what she liked, but the habits of a lifetime are not so easily forgotten. For better or worse, I had come to think of sex in a very male-centric way. A question of his needs, his orgasm, hoping to achieve one of my own along the way as though it was some sort of by-product. Weeks of having a humble chastity boy at my beck and call had done a lot to address that. But I couldn’t shake the feeling of a boundary being crossed, as he stood before me, hard and ready, every line of his body radiating hope and need. 

I smiled as I slowly lifted my dress. The blue fabric covered my head as I lifted it off, hiding him momentarily from my view. But I knew, just as surely as I know where the sun’s heat is coming from with my eyes closed, that he was looking at me. Looking between my legs, my bare pussy exposed by the rising dress. The same pussy he had sucked and licked in the bathroom of the mall. The same pussy he had watched rise and fall and spurt cum all over the black dildo strapped over his mouth. He could never seem to get enough of it, as though each time he looked at me was the very first time. I pulled the dress over my head and tossed it aside, standing before my long-suffering boyfriend in nothing but a bra and my sexy leather boots. For a moment, we stood there in silence, simply looking at one another. With his hands cuffed behind his back, Trevor waited for my lead. 

It would have been nice, I knew, to feel his hands on my body, to have him hold me, caress me, the way only a man can do. But this was better. I had made a rule, and I was sticking to it. Trevor was as submissive a man as I had ever been with, but the cuffs helped me maintain control. This way, there was no possibility of him suddenly pouncing on me, or else touching himself. Everything would happen at my pace, or not at all. I could forgo the pleasure of his touch in return for that kind of control. 

“How long has it been?” I asked softly. Trevor blinked. In his lust-addled state, desire pushed aside all other thoughts, and it took him a moment to understand me. 

“Six months and one week,” he said, his lips trembling as he spoke. 

My brow furrowed. 

“Six months? You haven’t had an orgasm in six months?” 

“And one week.” 

“Wow.” Bending at the waist, I sat down on the edge of my bed. His cock loomed in front of me, dark with blood and throbbing with need, twitching as though even the slightest gust of air would be enough to set him off. “That Megan. She’s so mean. No wonder you’re so horny.” 

“I am,” Trevor gasped. His whole body was one lean bundle of nerves, like a tightly-wound string on which I plucked a single note, over and over. 

“So all that time, after you and Megan split up, you couldn’t do anything?” I already knew the answer, of course. I had seen for myself how unforgiving the chastity device was, how securely Megan had locked up Trevor’s manhood, and how the shiny steel cage allowed no opportunity for any kind of sexual release. But the sadistic impulses within me, strengthened by their recent exercise, demanded that I hear it from him. 

“No,” Trevor said, shaking his head as he spoke. “It’s been really hard. 

I even went on a couple of dates, before we met, and knowing that I couldn’t do anything….” Trevor stopped. My brows drew together as I frowned, struck by a sudden and unwelcome thought. 

“So is that why you’re with me?” I asked. “Because you needed to meet a girl who would finally let you cum?” 

“No,” Trevor said. “No, Kayla, not at all. I really like you. I mean, I really, really like you. It’s not like that at all.” Unbidden, Trevor dropped to the floor, crouching on one knee as he peered earnestly into my eyes. 

“That’s not why I’m with you at all,” he pleaded. “You’re so beautiful, and you’re so smart, and funny, and - I really like you. I want to be with you.” 

Hard to resist the urgency in his voice, the desperate appeal in his deep brown eyes. I knew he’d say anything, do anything, to be allowed to cum. 

The events of that day alone were enough to demonstrate that. But I wanted to believe him. This kinky situation had just turned into something else entirely, but certain things need to be said. I wanted to believe him, but I didn’t know if I could. And Trevor, seeming to see the doubt in my eyes, gulped and began to speak again. 

“Lock me back up,” he said, his voice hoarse. His eyes dropped to the floor at my feet, his shoulders shaking as though saying the words required a tremendous effort of will. 

“What?” I asked. I had heard perfectly clearly. But I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. The blood roared in my ears, my head spinning as though I was standing on the crumbling edge of a steep drop. 

“Lock me back up,” he said again. “If you think I’m only with you so I can cum, lock me back up, for as long as you like. I’d rather be with you than have an orgasm, if that’s what it takes.” 

He didn’t say another word. He didn’t get a chance to. In seconds, I was on him, on top of him, and he grunted in surprise as the weight of my body pushed him down to the floor. I crushed my lips against his, my tongue plunging into his mouth as we kissed, my heart expanding like an exploding star while his pounded against my chest. We collapsed onto the floor, our lips locked together, his cuffed hands trapped underneath him while I threw a leg over his stomach. It’s not the sort of thing you can put in a Hallmark card, or tell to your girlfriends - all except Megan, of course. 

But Trevor’s offer, from the bottom of his heart, was the sweetest thing any man had ever said to me. And it wasn’t lust that made me throw myself on top of him with abandon. Not lust alone, anyway. In the chest of every girl, no matter how jaded, how disillusioned, how sadistic, beats the heart of a hopeless romantic. And this scene had just gone from being super hot to incredibly romantic. 

Though that’s not to say that I wasn’t enormously turned on. In fact, Trevor’s tender words seemed to pour gasoline on the constant flame of my desire. I kissed him deeply, my hands running over his shoulders, his chest, his bound arms, as though trying to draw him into myself physically. I moaned against his mouth, almost as desperate now as he was. 

I’d been planning in my mind how we were going to do this. All the considerations that go into having sex with a man who hasn’t so much as had a hard-on in half a year. But all of that went right out the window. 

Lifting my head away, I straddled Trevor right there on the floor. He groaned as he felt my fingers against his hot shaft, and I reached down between my legs, and his eyes opened wide as though he couldn’t quite

believe what was happening as I guided him inside me. My pussy, wet and ready, spread easily as his cock pushed my lips apart. Toys are great and all, but nothing beats the feeling of a real man inside you. Let’s not forget, I’d been deprived myself. Sure, I’d had plenty of orgasms since Trevor came along - probably more in the last week than any other week of my life, if I’m being honest. But it’s not the same. Dildos can be bigger and harder and certainly more reliable than the real thing. But they don’t replace it, not entirely. Dildos don’t look at you the way a man does. Dildos don’t groan, and sigh, and plead and beg and finally lose control, the way Trevor was. 

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, “oh my God.” 

“How does that feel?” I smiled. My hands flat on his chest, I rode up and down on his cock, squeezing him with my vagina as though I was steadily milking him. Trevor’s head thrashed from side to side, and he looked almost as though he was in pain, so intense was the pleasure that was flooding his body. My own pleasure, too, was getting hard to ignore, my breath beginning to come in short gasps as I rocked up and down, watching him lose himself in the sensation of being inside me. 

“Oh fuck,” he gasped again, “it feels amazing! Oh my God, I’m gonna

- oh fuck - I’m gonna cum…” His breathless gasps were music to my ears. I felt his back arch beneath me, his body straining to get deeper inside, as though he wanted to fold himself in half and be consumed entirely. The tendons stood out like steel cables in his neck, the rapid breath suddenly halting in his chest, his face turning bright red with the strain of his orgasm. 

“Cum for me, baby,” I said in a soft voice, still grinding my hips against him, still squeezing his shaft between my wet and muscular lips. 

“Cum for me.” 

“Oooooohhhh!” I’d never seen, or felt, an orgasm like it. Trevor’s whole body shook as though he was being electrocuted, his eyes screwed tightly shut as the powerful sensation swept through him. He seemed to feel it in every part of himself, from his curling toes to the blushing roots of his hair. And I felt it too - how could I not? I felt his shaft bulge inside me, and I let out a little moan of my own as I felt his orgasm swell up through his cock before exploding within me. Spurt after spurt erupted from his leaping cock, and I felt it all, felt the hot flood of his cum inside me as a welcome

reward, the same cum I had teased from his balls over the last few days. It seemed to go on forever, spurt after spurt filling me up until I could feel his cum flowing out of me as though it was my own, and still it went on. 

Trevor’s eyes were shut, his mouth open, his features crumpled in ecstasy, his body now completely motionless, frozen in place. Nothing moved but his cock, still pumping away inside me, as though all the systems of his body had been rerouted to focus on this one task. Finally, with a shudder, his orgasm passed. Trevor opened his eyes, blinking up at the ceiling, seeming to be momentarily blind from the force of his pleasure. 

I hadn’t cum myself. But I was filled with the strangest feeling. A feeling of satisfaction, I suppose I would call it. A feeling of something like triumph. As though I had one some victory, and his undeniably powerful orgasm was my trophy. I’d never been prouder to feel a man’s cum dripping down my thighs than I was in that moment, straddling my handcuffed boyfriend while he breathed heavily, in and out. 

Slowly, I rose. Trevor’s cock slid out of me, glistening with his cum just as I knew my own pussy must be. My legs shook as I stood, wobbling slightly in my high heeled boots. Trevor lay still on the floor, still panting, his eyes half-closed now. Without a word, I stepped over him and made my way to the bathroom. My head was buzzing. In the white silence of my bathroom, I grabbed a roll of toilet paper and cleaned myself up. What now? The girl in the mirror smiled back at me with a devious grin. He liked me. Trevor liked me. Like,  really  liked me. No man, kept orgasm-free for six long months, would voluntarily give up the orgasm he had worked so hard to earn without a reason that was even more compelling than sex. My history was filling up with these magical moments I knew I’d never be able to tell anyone, besides Megan. Good luck working that one into your wedding vows. Oh my God, was I seriously just thinking of a wedding? 

Smiling ruefully at myself, I batted the thought away Silly Kayla. You’ve known him, like, a month. And most of that month has been spent exploring his fetish. You can’t marry someone based on sex, no matter how exciting your sex life might be. I know, I know, I argued with myself while the water splashed merrily in the sink below me. I wasn’t thinking of marrying him, I was just…thinking. Impossible to forget the look in his eyes as he dropped to one knee before me, pleading with me to deny him what he most craved

so that he could prove to me how he felt. Nothing in my life had prepared me for that moment. 

I made my way back to the bedroom, tugging off my bra as I went. I ought to remove the boots, too, I supposed, but I was reluctant. They’d become almost a signifier of my status, an essential prop to help me get into the character of the demanding dominatrix. I wasn’t eager to give it up, not just yet. I supposed I could at least keep them on until after the cage went back on. 

Trevor turned his head to look up at me as I stepped inside the bedroom. He hadn’t moved since I left, still lying on his back with his hands pinned behind him. A pulse of lust raced though my body at the sight, my submissive boy toy, sated and spent, lying naked on my bedroom floor. But -

“What’s this?” I asked, making my voice into a sultry purr as I stepped forward. Trevor winced slightly as I raised one foot, my heel digging just a little into the damp skin of his upper thigh. The pointed toe of my boot tapped against his shaft. “You’re still hard,” I said. He was. Glistening with our mingled juices, his cock still rose up from his body as though he hadn’t cum at all. Look, I’m not going to claim to be the town bicycle, or anything. 

But I think I’d been with enough men to know that that was unusual. 

Unique, in fact, in my limited experiences. I’d witnessed refractory periods of all lengths, but never one that simply didn’t seem to exist. My skin prickled with a new rush of heat as I looked down at my boy toy. 

“I know,” he said. “It won’t go down. It’s - it’s just that I’m so turned on. I’ve never had this happen before. You’re so hot, and I - “

“Get up.” To anyone watching, some mythical detached observer, my voice would have sounded harsh, almost angry. But I wasn’t angry. Far from it. It was just that my desire was erupting inside me, and it manifested this way, feeding the dominating bitch goddess I had become. Trevor scrambled on the floor like an upturned turtle. The muscles showed in his flat stomach as he raised himself into a sitting position. With difficulty, he bent his legs and managed to roll over onto his knees. From there, he stood, his thighs bulging with the strain as he rose to his feet. 

I didn’t waste any time. There was a bag of sex toys in the living room, left there from our shopping expedition. My boots thumped rapidly on the floor as I scrambled to get what I wanted. 
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“Wow,” said Megan, leaning back in her chair. As she reached for her glass, she fanned herself theatrically with her free hand. “My, my. I tell you, honey, you’re a natural at this. That is just….wild.” It sounded like  wahld, the way she pronounced it, and I smiled as the blush deepened on my cheeks. It was  wahld. I’d told her the whole story, Trevor’s humiliation in the lingerie store, the incident with the store clerk in the sex shop, the stripper in the peep show - everything. And then, the sex, Trevor’s cock iron-hard and still throbbing even after releasing the biggest load of cum I’d ever seen any man produce. The flow of my words had only paused as the barman brought us more drinks at a discreet signal from Megan. As soon as he took a few steps away, I picked up again right where I left off. My words got faster and faster as I spoke, as though I couldn’t get the whole sexy tale out quickly enough, Megan’s eyes growing wider and rounder with each passing sentence. She was not an easy woman to impress, I knew that. After all, she’d been playing this game of tease and denial, of controlling men, a lot longer than I had. But I got the distinct feeling that this was no act, put on for my benefit. She was genuinely impressed. 

“I know,” I grinned. “I can hardly believe it myself.” Just telling it all, I felt as though I was describing the actions of a different person. In a way, I was. I was talking about dominant Kayla, sexy Kayla. The Kayla who was sitting in this bar in jeans and a T shirt had almost nothing to do with the cruel Kayla who made her submissive boyfriend grovel at her feet. “But he’s just so…compliant. It sort of brings it out of me.” 

“Oh, believe me, honey, I know exactly what you mean,” Megan purred. “Once I discovered this life, I had the same thing. At first you think it’s somehow wrong, or messed up or something. Then, you realize how much fun it is, and how there’s hundreds of men out there who are more than willing to do this, and you really start to enjoy it. Next, you’ll be wondering how you ever got by without it.” 

“I already do,” I grinned. “The last few weeks, with Trevor, have just been - I can’t believe it. And it’s not just the sex. I mean, it’s mostly that, but - I don’t know. It’s hard to explain.” Megan nodded slowly. 

“Intimacy,” she said. “I find I share more intimacy with these guys than I ever did back when we were just having regular sex. It’s the trust. 

The fact that they would trust you enough to let you take full control of the thing that matters to them most in this world. It’s a thrill.” 

“Yeah,” I nodded rapidly, “it is. And I feel closer to Trevor now than I have with - well, anyone. I’ve never felt this way before. God, I’m gushing, I know. But it’s just - so exciting.” 

“Well, I’m glad you’re happy, honey,” Megan smiled, pausing to take another sip of her drink. The condensation shone on the outside of the glass, fat droplets of water sliding slowly down the slick surface as she set it down on the table again. “I really think you two are just great for one another. I’m really happy for Trevor, too. He needs someone like you.” I smiled. This was skirting dangerously close to a topic I was reluctant to get too deeply into. Megan and Trevor’s relationship. Why had it ended? Why didn’t it work? Could I learn from their mistakes how to keep my relationship with Trevor strong? Was there something Megan wasn’t telling me? I pushed the thoughts away. They weren’t helpful. I had zero experience of being friends with a lover’s former partner, but I was determined to be mature about it. If Megan could do it, so could I. And there was still lots I could learn from this woman. 

“How are things with you and your boys?” I asked. As much as I was learning to love this lifestyle, I could never see myself going as far as Megan did. She had told me before that she kept all her lovers in chastity as a matter of course, that she would never date a guy who wouldn’t submit to having his cock owned by her. Looking the way she did, I didn’t doubt that she had plenty of takers for her outrageous request. Megan smiled, looking almost guilty as she rummaged in her purse. 

“Good,” she said as she fished out her phone. “Real good. In fact, I just added a new guy to the collection.” 

“Really?” I asked. 

“Yup,” Megan smiled. The phone’s bright screen lit her face from below as she swiped the screen with a finger. “We met online, and had been seeing each other on and off for about a month. Just a few days ago, he finally agreed to wear a device. Now it’s time to start his training.” 

“Poor guy,” I chuckled. Megan was so fun and easygoing, but I had a feeling that there was another side to her, a side she reserved for the men who served her. I had no doubt that she was stricter with her collection of boys than I would ever be with Trevor. After all, I wanted a boyfriend first, and a submissive second. For Megan, it was all about the thrill of conquest, of owning and controlling another person. Multiple people, in her case. 

“Don’t feel bad for him,” she grinned at me over the top of her phone. 

“He’ll learn to love it, just like they all do. He’s a cute one though, I’ll give him that. Take a look.” Finding the photo she was looking for, she turned her phone to me. The picture of a smiling young man filled the screen. My breath caught in my chest. My blood seemed to slow in my veins, like water on the point of freezing, my heart lurching on the brink of stopping entirely. 

Confused, I searched Megan’s face for some indication that this was a joke or something. She simply smiled back at me, as though nothing in the world was wrong. 

“His name is -” 

“Charlie,” I croaked. “That’s Charlie.” Megan’s brow furrowed in surprise. 

“How did you -” she began. I cut her off. 

“That’s my ex,” I said. 

The Date

“I don’t know about this, Kayla.” Trevor looked troubled. He shook his head from side to side, his shoulders hunched as though to ward off a blow that he expected to fall any moment now. He’s an easygoing guy, this new boyfriend of mine, normally. It’s not like him to take a stand. And for

all that I might dominate Trevor in a sexual way, a way that had a habit of spilling out into the real world as our kinky games grew ever more elaborate, the truth was, I liked the guy. The simple fact of consent, or the lack of it, could turn what we were doing from a fun, thrilling kink into full-on abuse. So hearing Trevor object, even in such mild terms, made me pause. 

I studied his face. He sat beside me on my cheap sofa, his hands clasped together, elbows resting on his knees. His eyes were on the floor. 

Trevor hates confrontation, probably even more than I do. He’s funny about eye contact. Both now, and when we’re doing our tease and denial thing in the bedroom, or wherever else I choose to taunt him. He has a hard time meeting my eyes then, too. Usually, I find it adorable. But not this time. 

This time, it was something I needed to think about. 

“I know it’s weird,” I said. Leaning forward, I placed my hand on his knee. His head twitched towards me, just slightly. “I mean, all of this is weird,” I went on. “Two months ago, I didn’t know any of this existed. And when Megan showed me his face…I was shocked. But - I don’t know. 

When she came up with the idea, it kind of made sense to me. It sounded like fun.” 

“Didn’t he cheat on you?” Trevor finally turned his head to face me. 

His deep brown eyes burned with uncertainty, and my heart spasmed with pity. I was overcome with the urge to take him in my arms, to tell him everything would be ok, to mother him, in a way. He just looked so worried. 

Of course, it didn’t help my argument that he happened to be right. 

“Yeah,” I said, “he did. But it’s not about that.” 

“Are you sure?” Trevor asked. 

“Of course,” I said, squeezing his thigh. But I wasn’t sure at all. Look, I knew all the arguments against it. Revenge is a terrible thing; I read Hamlet in high school. I wanted to believe that my motivations were more innocent than that. I wanted to convince myself, more than I wanted to convince Trevor. But when I saw Charlie’s face, smiling blankly at me from the screen of Megan’s phone, the hot swell of rage in my heart could not be

contained. I was over Charlie, I told myself. In fact, I was glad he cheated on me, in the long run. If I’d still been with him, I’d never have met Trevor. 

And I’d never been as happy with Charlie as I was with Trevor, not even in the early days when I thought he loved me. I wanted to tell Trevor that. But at the sight of his slumped shoulders and worried face, my tongue seemed to freeze to the roof of my mouth. 

“Are you doing this to get back at him?” Trevor asked. I drew in a deep breath as I met his gaze. I had been asking myself the same question, ever since Megan had floated the idea in the bar that day. I had asked it again and again, chasing the elusive answer through the dark labyrinth of fear and lust and rage at the bottom of my heart. I knew Trevor would see any attempt in falsehood in my face. I’ve never been an accomplished liar. 

“No,” I said finally. “That’s not why I want to do it. I want to do it because it excites me, and because I think it would be really sexy. But to be honest, the thought of Charlie being tormented by Megan does make me smile.” Trevor nodded slowly. It was nothing more than the truth. I couldn’t lie to him, not about this. 

“What if I say no?” asked Trevor, his voice thick. 

“Then we won’t do it,” I said. I slid towards him on the sofa. “We don’t have to. I’m not exactly thrilled at the thought of you seeing Megan again myself, so I understand how you feel. I don’t want to do anything that makes you uncomfortable.” Trevor barked a solitary laugh, a sound like dry twigs snapping. 

“I’m always uncomfortable,” he said. 

“You know what I mean.” Trevor nodded again. 

“I tell you what,” I said, my leg pressing against his now as I reached across his shoulders, running my fingers through his close-cropped hair. 

“I’m not going to make you do this. If you say no, it’s a no, and I won’t hold it against you. But if you say yes…..” My fingers tickled his ear a little as I spoke. “If you say yes, I’ll make it worth your while,” I smiled. “All carrot, no stick. I’ll let you fuck me.” Trevor perked up at that. Just seeing the look on his face was enough to get my motor running. That adorable look of hope and anticipation and desire, the one that made my knees feel

like water every time I saw it, the one that made my nerves dance with delight - that was how he looked at me, there beside me on my couch. 

Desire hissed in my veins as I watched his doubts disappear, his resistance crumbling. 

“Ok,” he said finally. “I’ll do it.” 

“Oh, Trevor,” I sighed. Leaning against him, I felt him wrap his arms around me as I pressed my lips to his. Light and life seemed to flood my every cell as we kissed, my submissive boyfriend and I. We were going to have the night of our lives. 
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“Don’t rip it!” 

“I’m trying not to! Just hold still.” My breathing was shallow, from the top of my chest, as I sucked in my stomach as far as it would go. Trevor stood behind me, his hands fumbling with the zipper along my back as he struggled to get it closed. I’ll admit, this is not the way I had planned to start the evening. In my mind, it had all been so elegant, so seductive. 

Having Trevor dress me all sexy would be a great way to begin a night designed to tease the poor boy out of his mind. But even a dominatrix gets it wrong sometimes. The dress, paid for by Trevor like all my sexy clothes, was insanely tight. I’d managed to get it on in the store, with some difficulty. But now the stubborn garment seemed determined to defy me. 

“Ok,” said Trevor, his mouth close to my ears. I could feel his hot breath against my neck as he breathed quickly. “I think I’ve got it.” 

“You think?” 

“I’ve got it.” 

“Are you sure? Trevor, this was really expensive. Don’t force it if -

ah!” I heard the zipper groan as Trevor swept my hair out of the way with one hand, pulling the zipper suddenly upwards with the other. I didn’t dare breathe. The tight dress grew even tighter around me, and I turned, slowly, carefully, my bare feet sliding across the carpet. 

“Is it ok?” I asked in a voice that buckled with strain. 

“It’s fine,” Trevor grinned. “I told you I had it.” I let out a long sigh as I straightened up. Trevor’s eyes, still shining with laughter, drifted over my body. It was a sexy dress; that was the whole point. The pink bandage dress clung to every curve of my body, the elastic hugging me tightly and leaving little to the imagination. The skirt ended just above my knees, but with the way the material clung to my legs, it hardly mattered. Smoothing the dress over my hips, I tried to regain my equilibrium. Now that my fear of damaging it was over, I could feel my body responding to being so on display. Megan had said that we had to look hot, and I was doing my best. 

“How does it look?” I asked. 

“Amazing,” Trevor said. His eyes coasted up and down my body, again and again, as though trying to memorize every inch of me. My skin prickled under his rapt scrutiny. 

“You would say that,” I smiled. But inside, my heart was thumping happily. A girl can’t help but be self-conscious when she goes out in a dress like this. But if Trevor liked what I saw, I told myself that that was all that mattered. I almost believed it, too. 

“Help me with my shoes,” I said, more command than question. 

Trevor nodded silently. His cock caged sparkled in the light of my bedroom as he made his way over to the shopping bags in a corner of the small room. 

Carefully, I sat down on the edge of my bed. The dress stretched tightly around me, and I was worried I would burst out of it at any minute. Trevor had paid for it, but I was all too aware of what it had cost him. And if he didn’t seem to mind, I certainly did. I don’t think I’d ever owned an item of clothing more expensive, and it was hard to see how many occasions I would wear such a garment to. Though you never know, I thought to myself. The way things were going with me and Trevor lately, I had no idea where this crazy ride would take us. 

Trevor approached, the shoes in his hand. I had ordered him to be naked, but for the cock cage, while he prepared me for the evening, and as I watched his lean muscles move under his skin, I could feel my desire growing. I had to admit, at least to myself, that the feeling of the tight dress had more than a little to do with that. I felt hot; that was the truth of the matter. For a girl who practically lives in jeans, I was really starting to like

the way I felt in more feminine clothes. If only for the reaction I knew it got from my boyfriend. 

Trevor kneeled on the floor in front of me. It was getting almost normal to see him there, the thick brown hair on the top of his head showing as he bowed over my feet. I raised one leg, allowing him to slip on one of the shiny new shoes I had bought. These were pink too, almost nude; the girl in the shoe store had assured me that they would match the dress perfectly and give my legs great length. Honestly, my legs are one of the parts of my body I’m least unhappy with. Walking almost everywhere will do that. The heels were thin and worryingly tall, but Megan had talked me into them. We won’t be running any marathons, she said. And they look super hot. The sales girl nodded her agreement, and I brandished Trevor’s credit card. Now here I was, having him slip the sky-high pumps onto my feet one by one. 

“Help me up,” I ordered. Still on his knees, Trevor held out a hand, and I took it. His arm felt as immobile as a tree as I used it to haul myself to a standing position, plucking at my skirt that had ridden up my legs as I sat. 

With high heels, practice makes perfect. Trevor’s eyes followed me across the room as I took a few steps back and forth. Megan was right. Between the precarious heels and the tight dress trying to squeeze my legs together with every step I took, I wouldn’t be running any marathons. In front of the full-length mirror in one corner of the bedroom, I turned and posed, one hand on my hip the way the Hollywood starlets always do. Even I had to admit it to myself, while Trevor looked on in abject adoration: I looked good. 

“Oh no,” I said in mock consternation as I turned to Trevor. “I forgot to put any panties on.” Of course I hadn’t forgotten. In all honesty, I only had maybe one or two pairs I could even dream of wearing with this dress. 

I’d never really realized how much effort goes into dressing like one of those hot girls. It’s like a superhero’s costume. I’d never thought of myself as one of those hot girls. I was a nerd, a tomboy, a hopeless klutz. The girl in the mirror in her sexy dress seemed like a total stranger to me. 

“Please don’t wear panties.” Trevor gazed up at me, his tongue moistening his lips before he spoke. Trying to suppress the blush that rose to my cheeks by willpower alone, I smiled. 

“What’s that?” I teased. “You don’t want me to wear any panties? You want me to be a slut in a tight dress with her pussy uncovered, is that what you want?” Trevor’s eyes dropped to my feet in the shiny pink pumps as he answered. 

“Yes,” he said quietly, licking his lips again. Oh God, I was enjoying this. 

“Even with my ex around?” I pressed. “What if he sees? What if I get in the car, and he gets a little peek at my pussy? What would you think about that?” Trevor’s eyes burned like copper flames as he stared up at me directly. 

“Let him look,” he said. “He can’t have you.” I laughed out loud as I stepped towards Trevor, the dress doing its best to shorten my stride. 

Looming over my kneeling boyfriend, I stroked his hair affectionately. 

“That’s true,” I said thoughtfully, running my hand over his head. 

“And neither can you.” Trevor groaned, almost as though he had forgotten that he was safely locked up in chastity. But I knew that was impossible. 

The look on his face alone told me that he was in discomfort, his cock trying to swell against the unforgiving metal of the cage he wore. As a woman, I could only imagine what that felt like. And I’m not ashamed to admit that it gave me pleasure to do so. 

“I kind of feel like one of us should wear panties, though,” I said, smiling down at Trevor as I spoke. “Why don’t you get dressed? They’ll be here soon.” I laughed again as Trevor scrambled to his feet. He didn’t even hesitate. He went straight to my underwear drawer and fished out one of the special, extra girly pairs I kept in there just for him. He’d been like this all day, obedient even by his normal submissive standards. It was no secret why. He hadn’t cum in two weeks, not since Megan came up with this wild plan. As tough as it was, I knew it would make things easier for everyone if he needed the orgasm I had promised him as badly as possible. Two weeks might not sound like all that much, especially compared to the six months he had waited when we first met. But I had made sure to keep him worked up and frustrated. I’d had an orgasm each and every night, from his fingers or his mouth or a toy he used on me. Without a word of complaint, he’d make the short walk from his place to mine at my beck and call. Once or

twice, when I was feeling extra bitchy, I sent him straight home afterwards. 

Yes, I’d made it a long and frustrating two weeks for old Trevor. And now I was seeing the benefits, for me. 

The cock cage made an unsightly bulge in the front of his panties as he reached for the clothes I had previously laid out for him. A nice pair of jeans and a gray button-down shirt that really brought out his brown eyes. 

While I made the finishing touches to my heavier-than-usual makeup, he pulled on his clothes and waited for me. As we made our way to the door, I handed him my purse, and smiled as he took it without a word. The benefits of a submissive boyfriend, let me tell you, go way beyond sex. 

Megan had texted me while Trevor got dressed, letting me know that they were outside. Arm in arm, Trevor and I descended the stairs of my apartment building and stepped out into the night. Charlie’s car growled at the curb outside, the engine idling as they waited. My heels clacked loudly against the sidewalk, and I tried to resist my natural urge to shrink as heads turned in our direction. I am a sexy, confident woman, I told myself. Let them look at what they can’t have. 

The door of Charlie’s car opened, and Megan uncoiled herself from the passenger seat. She looked absolutely stunning. We had decided between the two of us that we would go all out, putting forth every trick we knew to drive our chaste boys crazy with what they couldn’t have. Megan had been true to her word. Her dark hair shone brighter than ever under the streetlights, the silky strands draped over her shoulders that were covered in a faux-fur stole. Her legs shone in the tight leather pants she wore, as revealing as my own clinging dress if not more so as she walked quickly towards us. Her painted toes showed through the thin straps of the crazy high heels she wore, walking as easily in them as though they were running shoes. 

“Well, hi!” she beamed, spreading her arms as she walked towards us. 

The scent of her perfume engulfed me as I returned her embrace, her body warm against mine as she kissed me on the cheek. 

“Hi, Megan,” I said quietly, my mouth beside her ear. “You look incredible.” 

“Why, thank you, honey,” Megan grinned. She stepped back, looking me up and down from head to toe. “And look at you! You’re hotter than two rabbits screwing in a wool sock, darling!” 

“Thanks,” I stammered. 

“Hi there, Trevor,” Megan said. As she turned to my boyfriend, her smile changed almost imperceptibly. Where it had been all warm and friendly for me, it seemed suddenly to have something predatory about it as she turned to him. “Aren’t you a lucky boy, to be with a gorgeous woman like this?” 

“Uh, hi,” Trevor stammered to his ex girlfriend. “yeah. Yeah, I’m lucky.” Megan raised a hand towards him, fingers together, palm down. 

Trevor took it in his, simply holding it while he glanced in my direction. I nodded, and watched in concealed delight as he pressed his lips to her fingers. 

“That’s a good boy,” Megan said. “I see she has you well trained.” Her blue eyes glittered beneath her dark dusting of makeup as she half-turned her head towards the waiting car. “Charlie, get out here,” she called. 

The door opened. My stomach tightened as Charlie stepped out. I saw the back of his head first, his dark hair plastered to his scalp and shining with gel. He was wearing a white suit jacket, the dark shirt beneath it half undone. But as he closed the car door and made his way towards us, there was little of the swaggering confidence I remembered. His eyes scuttled towards Megan, then to me. As though he couldn’t help himself, he glanced over my body in my revealing dress. But his gaze quickly returned to her again. He looked nervous. 

“Come say hello,” Megan said. Now there was no mistaking it; her smile was unquestionably one of conquest. Charlie almost tripped as he stepped over the curb and came towards me. 

“Hi, Kayla,” he said. Hi, Kayla. That was it. After the last time I had seen him, and he had left me in tears. At least he had the decency to look sheepish. Though I suspected that had more to do with Megan’s presence than with mine. 

“Charlie,” I coldly nodded. He hovered awkwardly in front of me, his arms half spread, unsure if we should hug or shake hands or what. I wondered if I had the poise to pull of the same move Megan had employed with Trevor, making him look like an inferior while still being classy. 

Maybe you had to be Southern to make that work. But while I prevaricated, Megan went ahead and made my decision for me. 

“Is that how you greet an old friend, Charlie?” Megan’s eyes sparkled dangerously as she spoke. “Especially one as beautiful as she is? I think you need to show Kayla here some respect. Get down on your knees.” I gasped. 

Charlie’s eyes went wide as he stared in disbelief at Kayla. Beside me, Trevor tensed. 

“W-what?” Charlie gasped. 

“You heard me.” There was an edge in Megan’s voice I had never heard before. “Get down on your knees where you belong right now.” 

Megan pointed at the sidewalk at my feet. Cars purred as they rolled past, seeking parking on the busy street. Charlie looked at me with despair on his face, as though I could somehow help him. Finally, with a sigh that shook his shoulders, he kneeled down in front of me. 

“Good,” Megan grinned. “Now kiss her feet.” Charlie’s head snapped around on his neck as he glared at her. But Megan’s blue eyes were as cool and hard as a glacier. “Do it,” she said softly. “If you want to cum anytime this year, you’ll show her some respect. The quicker you do it, the less people will see.” Charlie turned his head back to me. He gazed up at me, just the quickest of glances, while I stood impassively above him. I placed my hands on my hips, trying to keep my face as stern and unreadable as Megan’s was. Charlie bowed. Through the patent leather of one pink pump, I felt him press his lips against my toes. 

And something opened up inside me. For all the humiliations, many of them public, that I had put Trevor through, nothing compared to this. I’d never felt such a powerful feeling of triumph, of vindication, of utter desirability. Everything that Charlie had taken away from me by choosing to cheat with some skank came flooding back tenfold, as he groveled in front of me for all the world to see. I hadn’t touched a drop of liquor, yet I felt drunk, giddy with lust and joy. 

“Good boy,” Megan said. “Now, let’s go. Get Kayla’s door for her, Charlie.” Charlie sprang to his feet as he hurried to carry out Megan’s command. I felt like an absolute goddess as I strode forward in my slinky dress, lowering myself into the back seat of the car while my cheating ex held the door open for me, and if he was looking at my legs as the dress rode up around me, so what? Like Trevor said, let him look. Carefully, Charlie closed the door behind me and held the front one open for Megan while Trevor walked around the car and climbed into the backseat with me from the other side. Finally, Charlie got into the driver’s seat. The car growled as he put it into gear and pulled out into the Saturday night traffic. 

“Where are we going?” I asked. In front of me, Megan turned her head just slightly. 

“Oh, don’t you worry about that,” she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. “I have a fun night all planned out. You two just have fun back there.” I smiled as I adjusted my clinging dress. I was already having fun. 

As we stopped at a light, I saw Charlie’s eyes burning in the rear view mirror as he stared at me, and I smiled. This is the kind of thing a jilted lover dreams of, isn’t it? Well, maybe not exactly this. But the situation was too delicious to pass up. Buzzing from Charlie’s public humiliation, I felt my inhibitions crumbling. While he watched, I swiveled in my seat, letting my dress ride high on my thighs as I turned towards Trevor. Straightening my legs, I laid them across Trevor’s lap, and as though automatically, he began to rub his hands over my skin, caressing me. I smiled again at Charlie’s eyes, reflected in the mirror. 

“So how long since Charlie last had an orgasm?” I asked. I could see him flinch at the question. 

“Two weeks,” Megan said without turning around. “It’s nothing, I know, but he’s being a big old baby about it. I tell you, he needs to buck up his attitude, or it’s going to be a really long time before I give him anything.” 

“Well, Trevor here’s been a very good boy,” I smiled. “If he plays his cards right, I might let him cum after tonight.” 

“Lucky boy,” Megan laughed. “She spoils you, that girlfriend of yours, Trevor honey. Don’t you forget it.” 

“Come here,” I said, my voice a low growl. I couldn’t hold it back any more, the desire boiling within me. Charlie’s humiliation, Megan’s easy dominance, Trevor, the dress - all of it combined to flood my brain with a need that drowned out everything else. Trevor shifted in his seat as he leaned over me, and I grabbed the front of his shirt in my fist as I pulled him towards me. Our lips met in a passionate kiss. As I glanced towards the mirror again, I could see Charlie’s eyes on us. 

“Young love,” Megan chuckled. “Aren’t those two just so cute together?” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” Charlie said through gritted teeth. My body shivered underneath Trevor as I listened to him address her. She’s only just met him. 

But already, womanizing, philandering Charlie was completely whipped. 

My thin heel caught on the car’s upholstery as I raised my leg. Gripping the back of Trevor’s head, I forced his face slowly downwards, while with my free hand I pulled the stretchy skirt up. With my ex-boyfriend watching in the mirror, I aggressively pushed my new boyfriend’s face down into my pussy. As Trevor began to submissively lick, I moaned loudly. 

“Oh my,” said Megan, grinning in the darkness of the car as she turned in her seat. “Looks like the party’s started already.” I smiled back at her. It was the single naughtiest, sluttiest, kinkiest thing I’d ever done, and I didn’t care. Charlie’s eyes seemed to shine in the mirror, barely able to keep his eyes on the road while I moaned and thrashed in the back seat of his car. 

Megan gave steady encouragement as she enjoyed the spectacle of my dominance, the dominance she had taught me to embrace, teasing both my old boyfriend and my new one in one single display of uninhibited sexuality. 

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, my heels scrabbling against the seat on either side of Trevor. Who cares? It’s Charlie’s car. “Oh, that feels soooo good,” I sighed, pushing Trevor’s face deeper into my pussy as my nerves ignited with pleasure. “Yeah, suck that clit,” I growled, as Trevor followed my instructions faithfully. “Make me cum like a good boy.” 

“You see that, Charlie?” Megan cooed. “That’s what it should look like when you eat pussy, ok? I want you to be as good with your mouth as Trevor here is.” 

“Never,” I gasped, my head rolling from side to side against the cool glass of the window, my hair clinging to my face as I panted in ecstasy. “He was never…as good…as Trevor.” 

“I know,” Megan sighed. Briefly opening one eye, I moaned again as I saw Charlie’s skin redden in the mirror. “That’s why he needs to be trained. 

Isn’t that right, honey?” Megan’s hand reached out towards Charlie, gripping his thigh. I was enjoying watching him squirm while my own body exploded with pleasure. 

“Yes, Ma’am,” he growled. 

“Oh, fuck!” I screamed. My heels dug into the car’s seats, my exposed thighs bunching as I lifted myself up, pressing my spurting pussy against Trevor’s mouth. My orgasm arrived in a cascading flood, soaking the seat beneath me as I came messily, the smell of my pleasure filling Charlie’s car as Trevor licked and lapped and swallowed eagerly, devouring my orgasm as quickly as it came. 

I slumped back on my seat, breathing heavily. Trevor’s face shone in the streaked streetlights as he sat back, my cum shining on his cheeks. He looked almost pleased with himself, as though he had won some sort of victory over Charlie by showing him how hard he could make me cum. He smiled back when I smiled at him, crumpled against the car door in a puddle of my own cum as my breathing slowly returned to normal. 

“Well, well,” breathed Megan. “That was quite a show you two put on there. We hardly even need to go to the club now.” 

“The club?” Awkwardly, I sat up. I didn’t bother to pull my dress down, not wanting to stain it with the puddle of my copious juices. Let the boys look at my pussy, still quivering and clenching as powerful contractions rocked my body. 

“Yes, honey,” Megan smiled. Through the windshield, I could see the neon lights that glowed in front of a large, squat building, bright enough to make my eyes hurt. Charlie pulled into a spot in the car park, facing the front door were two hulking men stood side by side. From where I sat in the back seat, the club’s name glared out at me: NICK’S SHOW LOUNGE. 

“A strip club?” I gasped. 

“That’s right, honey,” said Megan. “Let’s see just how worked up these poor boys get.” As Charlie killed the engine, Megan pulled the lever on her door, the cool night air flooding into the hot car. 

“Come on,” Megan smiled as I hurriedly pulled down my dress before opening my own door. “Let’s go have some fun.” 

The club was dark, and loud, the walls throbbing to the powerful bass beat, like being in the vast heart of some monstrous animal. It was still early, at least for this kind of place, and there was plenty of space for us to find a seat. The few customers that there were were mostly clustered around the irregularly-shaped stage. The four of us made our way to the bar, Megan taking the lead while the boys, who had yet to speak a single word to one another, trailed behind us. There was no dancer on the stage, and a hot flush swept over my skin as I felt the predatory eyes of some of the waiting men on me, watching my body move through patches of light and shadow, the tight pink dress gripping my body jealously. Trevor stayed close, even as his head swiveled from side to side, taking in the place he had clearly never been before. As for me, it was my first time in any strip club. And what struck me, right off the bat, was how normal it seemed. If it wasn’t for the stage in the center of the room and the theatrical lighting, it could be any other bar. Any time you see a place like this in a movie, it’s always a gangster’s hideout or some rough and tumble place simmering with violence. This wasn’t like that at all. I wouldn’t call it classy, exactly. But there was nothing seedy about it. Maybe the only strange thing, which in hindsight was probably to be expected, was that besides paid staff, Megan and I were the only women there. 

“Three rum and cokes and one coke, please,” Megan said to the bartender. As she went to fetch the drinks, Megan smiled at Charlie. “We have our designated driver for the night,” she grinned. “So the rest of us can get sloppy.” The drinks arrived, and Megan handed over her credit card to set up a tab. I took a sip of the cool, sweet liquid in my glass, undercut by the acid burn of alcohol. I’m not a big drinker usually. I gasped out loud as the alcohol settled into my chest, sending out warm fingers that reached through my body like the roots of a tree. Still, Megan had a point. If ever there was a time to let go of my usual inhibitions, this was it. And the alcohol would help with that. 

“Come on,” said Megan, her voice loud in order to be heard over the thumping music. She took me by the wrist, pulling me behind her, and I struggled to keep up as she led me towards the stage, my dress pulling my legs together and my tall high heels threatening to trip me up at any moment. It was easier for her, in her leather pants, as insanely tight as they might be. The light shone on her toned thighs with every step she took, the material clinging to her like a second skin, and I smiled as I thought of how Charlie must feel, watching her looking the way she did. Trevor too, for that matter. This situation, a double date with each other’s ex partners, would have been weird even without the steel chastity devices that were locked around the boy’s cocks. But it did have the advantage that we both knew, Megan and I, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that both of these men were attracted to both of us. Megan had orchestrated the night to be one long, relentless tease for them. And my heart burned at the thought of what we were about to put them through. 

“Here?” I asked, as Megan pulled aside a chair right at the edge of the stage. Her eyes sparkled wickedly in the roving light as she turned to me, and shrugged. 

“Of course,” she shouted back. “Why go to a strip club if you’re not going to sit on Gyno Row?” She sat as she spoke, her leather pants gripping even more tightly to her rounded thighs. She’d checked her faux fur stole at the cloakroom as we entered. Her delicate shoulders were bared by the halter neck of a sequinned top that glittered and sparkled with every move she made. She looked phenomenal, and she knew it, and every drooling guy in the bar knew it. I took the seat beside her, plucking nervously at the hem of my skintight dress as it rode steadily up my bulging thighs. I was glad when Trevor sat down beside me, hiding me from the view of some of the less circumspect men in the club. I could only imagine how it must feel to be one of the dancers who worked there, being ogled by men for a living. 

And if I couldn’t ignore the faint tingling between my crossed legs, I could at least tell myself that it was the thought of what we were doing to our boyfriends that was exciting me so much. Charlie took a seat on the other side of Megan from me, sullenly sipping his cola and gazing across the empty stage. Charlie the womanizer. Charlie the cheat. There would be no more cheating for him, his manhood safely under the lock and key of a mistress far more demanding than I was. It was no more than he deserved. I

had promised Trevor that tonight wasn’t about vengeance, and it wasn’t. It was about having fun. But there’s no sense in denying the fact that a large part of the fun came from the knowledge of Charlie being humiliated by Megan. I could still feel the ghostly impression of his mouth against my toes as he kissed my foot in the street. I could still feel my nerves sparking like severed electrical cords from the orgasm Trevor had given me in the car on the way here, with Charlie’s eyes bright in the mirror, watching us, and as I squeezed my thighs together, I reached out with my hand, beneath the lip of the stage that supported our drinks. Taking Trevor’s hand in mine, I squeezed that, too, and he smiled encouragingly back at me as our eyes met. 

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” a voice boomed out over the blaring music. 

The DJ’s booth was entirely enclosed, shielded by a plate of opaque black glass. Only his voice could be heard through the clustered speakers hanging from the ceiling. “Nick’s is proud to present, all the way from California, the very lovely, very talented, verrry sexy Roxie Reid! Give it up! Let’s hear you!” Hoots and hollers broke out from the men around the stage, and some of the loudest cries of all came from Megan. As the music changed, the speakers now blaring out some rock song I suspected was AC/DC, she put two fingers in her mouth and gave a shrill whistle. A tall woman, made taller by the shiny boots she wore, strutted onto the stage in cut-off jean shorts and a ripped-up crop top. I was watching my first strip tease, and it was all thanks to Megan. 

I had to admit, the dancer’s energy was impressive. As she strutted and posed, twirling her body around the two poles that were set up onstage, paper money appeared in the hands of the watching men. Roxie owned the stage, stalking up and down like a panther, bending and stretching provocatively as she took the men’s money with her hands, her mouth, her cleavage. It was exactly as I had pictured it, and yet nothing like how I had imagined. I’d never had any desire to come to a place like this, imagining it to be full of the worst type of scum. I’d even allowed myself to feel bad for the girls, for being so exploited. But as I watched men’s money rain down on Roxie while she accepted it all as her due, I found myself wondering who exactly was exploiting who here. We all have to make a living, and this woman was certainly doing that. If she used her beauty and her athleticism and her raw sex appeal to do so - well, was it any different from, say, a pro athlete, the kind of guys we put on cereal boxes for kids to look up to? 

By my side, I heard Megan say something to Charlie. She turned back to the stage, a crisp five dollar bill in her hand. Across the stage, Roxie saw it, and smiled. Her hand gripped a pole, her long dark hair swirling behind her like a superhero’s cape as she spun and strode towards us. She dropped to her knees right in front of us. I watched Trevor’s eyes go as wide as saucers, unashamedly taking in her body. Let him look, I thought with an indulgent smile. It’s what we were there for. You’re supposed to get jealous, aren’t you, when you catch your guy looking at other women? But once his cock is locked away, let me tell you, all that disappears. I imagined his cock, trying to get hard in the unyielding tube of steel that encased it, and I squeezed my thighs together again. It’s not as though there’s a finite amount of male sex drive in the world, after all. The more worked up Trevor got, I knew, the more he’d want me. And the more he wanted me, the more obedient he became. This dancer was doing my job for me, while I sat back and watched with a drink in my hand. 

Roxie had taken the five dollar bill from Megan’s hand. She said something I didn’t catch over the pounding bass coming from the speakers. 

Her hand made a gesture, and Megan stood. I watched in a kind of fascination as Roxie reached downwards, towards the front of Megan’s tight pants. Megan laughed out loud as the stripper fed the money under the waistband. While the watching crowd howled its approval, Roxie lowered her elbows to the stage, brushing back her hair and pressing her face into Megan’s crotch to take the money between her teeth. Megan’s laughter was audible above the loud music as she held the other woman’s head in her hands. The no touching policy was strictly enforced by a team of heavy-set and intimidating-looking men, but no one seemed to mind as Megan raked Roxie’s hair back from her face, closing her eyes theatrically. For her part, Roxie seemed to be taking an inordinately long time between my friend’s thighs. And the crowd was loving it. Finally, Roxie rose. Pulling the money from between her teeth and tossing it onto a blanket she seemed to have brought on stage for that purpose, she blew a kiss at Megan and continued to work the stage. The forest of offered money seemed thicker than ever as she divided her attention between the crowd, each of the excited men hoping forlornly for a similar performance. Megan sat down heavily beside me, sighing happily. 

“I thought you weren’t supposed to touch the girls?” I yelled, brushing Megan’s hair away from her ear as I spoke. Megan smiled. 

“When you’re a girl too, they don’t seem to mind,” she laughed. I couldn’t argue with the logic of that. But I found myself wondering how much time Megan had spent in places like this. She certainly seemed right at home, cheering and yelling as loud as any of the watching men as she roared encouragement at her new friend Roxie. 

“Next one’s yours,” she said as she handed me a note. 

“What? I - I don’t really…” 

“Just go with it,” Megan urged. “It’s fun. Trust me.” Trevor looked on speechlessly as I took the note in my hand. Onstage, Roxie had shed her truncated T shirt and wriggled her way out of her hip-hugging shorts. Her bra and panties shone in the moving light, decorated with flashing sequins. 

Uncertainly, I held the note in my hand, propping my elbow on the lip of the stage with the money hanging limply from my hand. Roxie saw. 

Hoisting herself up onto a pole, she shimmied like a monkey to the ceiling. 

Then, her legs gripping the smooth metal, she hung upside down and twirled her way down to the floor, applause breaking out from some of the watching men, as well as Megan, at her feat of athleticism. Her eyes shone as she crawled quickly across the stage to me. I gulped. There was something intimidating in her beauty, undeniably something of the alpha female about her, despite her posture. This woman was in better shape than I’d ever be, prettier than I was, and had men literally throwing money at her night after night. As she approached, the smell of cocoa butter rolling off her body to fill my nostrils, my stomach spasmed nervously. 

Roxie smiled as she took the note from my hand. Quickly folding a pleat down its center, she reached out and balanced it on my forehead. Then she took my head in her hands. I was engulfed by her firm boobs as she pressed my face into her chest, the perfumed skin surrounding me as she pressed them together with her arms. Her skin was soft and warm, and there was a strange feeling of comfort in being between this stripper’s breasts. 

When Roxie backed away again, the five Megan had given me was gripped between her cleavage. She smiled at me as she scooted on her knees towards her blanket, and I smiled back. My knees felt weak as I sat back, 

breathing hard. Trevor was staring at me in utter amazement. I smiled, and shrugged. What could I say? Megan was right. It was fun. 

On stage, the show went on. Men cheered as Roxie dropped her bra, her breasts barely moving as the support fell away. Her boobs were round, and disproportionately large, and clearly fake. They looked great, don’t get me wrong. Whoever did them had done a good job. Certainly, the watching men, including Trevor, didn’t seem to mind. Both Trevor and Charlie had fallen into a sullen silence as they watched the show. I drank my drink, feeling my reserve crumbling with each sweet sip, and Megan shouted herself hoarse as she urged Roxie on. I felt as though I should be taking notes as Roxie played with her G string panties, taunting the crowd with the faintest glimpse of her pubic hair before pulling the underwear back up. 

Finally, she dropped it entirely. Her confidence was impressive as she strutted the length and breadth of the stage in nothing but her boots, bending and spreading from time to time as she revealed herself to the chosen few. Maybe it was the liquor accumulating in my stomach, but I really felt I could learn something here. As the show ended, the DJ’s voice calling for one more round of applause while Roxie wrapped herself in her blanket, scooping up the pile of many she had made with one arm, I performed some mental calculations. Three songs had played during Roxie’s act; let’s call it three minutes each. It wasn’t until the last half of the last song that she had actually gotten naked. So these men - and Megan -

had paid good money not to see her naked, but to see her undress. For seven and a half minutes, she had shown no more skin that you might see on the beach. My stomach churned as I pondered to myself. 

As the lights grew brighter and a man in a black shirt wiped down the poles onstage, many of the spectators headed for the bar. Megan’s eyes burned bright as she turned to me. 

“How much fun was that?” she breathlessly asked. And I smiled back at her as I admitted the truth. 

“That was fun,” I said. It was. I couldn’t deny that, any more than I could deny the excitement that was boiling inside my chest, the familiar tingling between my legs. Part of me wanted to go home right now, dragging Trevor behind me, to take off his chastity device and fuck his brains out. But the other part wanted to tease him forever, just like Roxie

teased the baying crowd of watching men until they showered her with money. The power women wield, I was learning, is not to be taken lightly. 

“Hi.” A friendly voice at my elbow made me turn my head. A woman stood behind us, her long blonde hair flowing over her shoulders. Tall and slim, she was an absolute goddess. From the corner of my eye, I could see Trevor turn, too, fixing his eyes on her lovely body. For my part, I couldn’t look away. She had classic girl-next-door features, this girl, with her delicate features and cornflower blue eyes. But all of that was undercut completely by the outfit she wore. A black leather corset adorned with buckles that shone in the club’s dim light. Wicked black boots to match, with metallic spiked heels that looked like daggers. Her face said captain of the cheer team, her outfight said mistress of the night. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. 

“Would you like a private dance?” she asked, smiling prettily. I opened my mouth to answer, but no sound came out. Predictably, Megan had no such trouble. 

“Yes!” she cried. “Yes, she would. Listen, do you have a friend? Could we all get one together?” 

“I’m sure that can be arranged,” the blonde smiled. Lifting her head, she nodded over towards the bar. A curvaceous girl with rich dark hair came slinking towards us. 

“Come on,” Megan said. Launching herself to her feet, she took my hand and virtually dragged me up with her. I tugged at my dress as I rose, and Trevor stood with me. The smiling blond took my other hand, and led the two of us through the maze of tables and chairs towards a discreet door near the entrance. Encouraged by the other dancer, Trevor and Charlie followed in our wake. 

The downstairs portion of the club was quieter. I followed the blonde through a heavy red curtain into a hallway. She opened a door to the right and led us inside a small room. A plushy bench ran in a near-circle round the wall, the center of the room dominated by a brass pole bolted to floor and ceiling. Almost in a daze, I sank onto the seat, crossing my legs demurely as Trevor sat beside me. I had no panties on underneath my dress, after all, and I didn’t have the confidence that these women displayed. As

the blonde approached, her hips swaying from side to side with every touch, Megan dragged Charlie down beside her on another part of the couch. I gasped, quickly uncrossing my legs as the blonde climbed on top of me, straddling my lap. I heard Megan laugh. 

“There’s no touching allowed in here,” the blonde said. “But for you, I might make an exception.” She leaned closer, her face filling my vision, as though she was about to kiss me. I’ve never had a homosexual thought in my life, but the signals this woman was giving combined with the excitement I had been feeling all day were getting me confused. Her long hair brushed against my own shoulders as she ground herself against me, the warm smell of her body as intoxicating as the alcohol I had consumed, and my head. 

“Not for the boys, though,” I heard Megan say. “They’re not allowed to touch.” Over by the door, the brunette pressed some buttons on a wall-mounted console, and music began to play through concealed speakers. 

“Works for me,” she said with a smile. Dimly, I was aware that she had approached Megan and Charlie. But with this beautiful woman in my lap, rubbing her body against me, it was getting hard to think of anything else. 

To my own surprise, I felt my own body responding, my nipples growing hard beneath the tight dress. The dancer tugged at my earlobe now, taking it gently between her teeth as she wrapped her arms around my neck, and I sighed. Glancing over at Megan, I could see her eyes on me while the dark-haired stripper bent at the waist and shook her ass right in front of Charlie’s desperate face. Go with it, I could hear her silently say. Just go with it. 

So I did. I felt as much as I heard the dancer chuckle as I put my hands on her waist. In the corset she wore, her waist seemed impossibly thin, the swell of her hips outrageously accentuated beneath the leather. My hands sank lower. Her skin was soft, the flesh firm beneath, her breath hot against my neck. Oh my God, was I attracted to this woman? I was attracted to something, that was for sure. Something was making my body respond in a way I knew all too well, the surface of my brain lighting up with the bright electricity of desire, and I hoped Trevor was watching as I took the dancer’s shapely ass in my hands. 

“Is - is something wrong?” The brunette stripper had stopped. She was straddling Charlie just like her co-worker was straddling me, but there was a look of concern on her face. Charlie gazed up at her helplessly, his face a picture of fear mixed with lust. 

“Oh no,” said Megan with a smile. “You’re super hot, and he’s turned on, I guarantee. It’s just - well, why don’t you show her, Charlie?” I gasped, and the blonde chuckled on top of me, taking my shock at Megan’s naughtiness for pleasure. Charlie stared at Megan, his eyes silently pleading. The brunette rose to her feet, standing up above him while Megan beamed. 

“We have a show of our own for you girls,” she said. “Stand up, Charlie. Show her what you are.” Charlie’s face was white, but he did as Megan instructed. The stripper stepped away as he stood. A look of concern flickered over her face as he reached for the front of his pants. In my lap, the blonde sat up, sharing a look of concern with her friend. But before she had time to react, Charlie opened his pants, and the brunette gasped. 

“What the…” she mumbled. Megan was practically glowing as she sat back in the cushioned booth. 

“It’s a chastity device,” she said. “It means he can’t have sex, can’t touch himself, can’t even get hard without it being removed. And I have the only key.” 

“Are you serious?” the brunette smiled, looking at Megan but unable to fully tear her eyes away from Charlie’s chastity device. It was identical to Trevor’s, as far as I could see, a slotted tube of unforgiving metal encasing his manhood. What was it the girl in the sex shop had called it? The Guardian. Megan spared no expense when it came to caging cocks. I felt an unexpected wave of disappointment as the blonde slid out of my lap to stand beside her friend, fascinated by Charlie’s predicament. But seeing my cheating scumbag ex humiliated like this was feeding the growing lust inside me. 

“Totally,” said Megan. “I lock up all my boys. Trevor there is in chastity too. Kayla’s his keyholder.”  What?  Megan shrugged as I looked over at her. I was no stranger to the giddy thrill of exposing my boyfriend’s submission to other women, of course. Still, I felt a pang of irritation as

Trevor’s cheeks reddened with shame. However, it was no match for the lust that roared inside me. 

“Can we see?” Asked my new blonde friend. I smiled now, unable to resist this opportunity. 

“Go on, Trevor,” I smirked, crossing my legs again. “Take your clothes off.” 

“Good idea,” Megan cackled. “You too, Charlie. Let’s see you guys strip for a change.” Utterly ashamed, the two men stood either side of the door as they undressed. The strippers were beaming, their eyes wide at the bizarre role reversal taking place in front of them. The blonde stepped forward, her boots thumping on the floor as she sat down beside me, and the warmth of her body against mine pushed my desire into overdrive. The brunette took a seat beside Megan, the better to enjoy the show. 

Our chastity boys had no sense of showmanship. In a matter of a few short minutes, they were both undressed, their clothes in disorderly piles on the floor. Two caged cocks shone in the dim light while the strippers laughed at them. Both Trevor and Charlie gazed down at the floor, unable to meet the four set of smiling female eyes that regarded them. 

“So did you bring them here just to tease them?” the brunette asked. 

“Basically,” said Megan. “The hornier they get, the easier they are to control, since they know the only way to cum is to do what we say. Getting them worked up is just so much fun, and it makes our lives easier.” 

“So what do you do when you want to fuck them?” the brunette asked. 

Megan shrugged. 

“We can unlock them whenever we want,” she said. “But I find it works better to keep them locked for long periods. It’s not like we need it. 

There’s plenty of other ways they can take care of our needs.” The strippers laughed together. I shuddered as I felt the blonde’s fingertips on my thighs. 

“I bet he’s gotten good at eating pussy,” she said, smiling at me with those pretty blue eyes. 

“He has,” I said, trying to control my blushes through an effort of will while her hand crept up under my skirt. “He’s very -” and then all words

stopped as the blonde’s mouth engulfed mine. I could hear her moaning, deep in her throat, her hands all over me through the thin fabric of my pink dress as she uncoiled her body and pressed herself against me. And as my initial shock gave way to rampant lust, I pressed back. As though it was Trevor’s hands on me, my body responded just the same. Labels evaporated. Lust is lust. She was on top of me, her soft skin moving against mine, and as her hand moved along my thigh, I parted my legs, sighing against her mouth as I did so. The blonde’s eyes were shining as she pulled back, smiling at me. 

“Let’s see how good he is,” she smirked. Rising from the sofa, she dropped to her knees on the floor. I squirmed in my seat as she pushed up my dress, the elastic fabric clinging around my hips as she revealed my pussy to the room. I looked across at Trevor. His eyes were wide, as though he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. His hands clenched and unclenched as they hung by his sides uselessly. Charlie was watching me too, his eyes darting from me to where Megan was playfully making out with the brunette before darting back to me again. As the stripper approached, her soft hair tickling my inner thighs, I closed my eyes. A mouth is a mouth, I said, trying to still the inner voice of doubt and caution in my mind. Let it happen. As as the girl’s full lips met with mine, her wet tongue teasing the swollen lips of my sex, all hesitation vanished. I moaned, gripping my breasts through my dress as my sensitive nipples pointed up at the ceiling. 

I’d only kissed a girl once in my life up to that point, back in high school, and that was more out of silliness than real desire. I can appreciate female beauty as much as anyone, but I’d never imagined myself taking it to this level. Add it to the ever-growing list of times I’ve surprised myself, I suppose. As the stripper’s tongue pushed against my pussy, gently probing as it sank deeper and deeper, I had no regrets. Her hair trailed like strands of silk through my fingers as I stroked her head, the head that was bobbing up and down now between my legs as she pleasured me. Her hands were on my hips as she pressed her face against me, as though I was a cup she longed to drink from, and my new high eels scratched at the carpet as she expertly licked me. The tip of her nose rubbed my swelling clit, and then her tongue was around that too, her lips gripping the hard nub tightly as she manipulated it with her tongue and filled the room with my shrieks of ecstasy. Carefully, she fed two fingers inside me, my pussy clenching and

spasming at the welcome invasion, and I gripped the edge of the cushions with white-knuckled hands while my body filled up with light. 

My moans settled into a regular rhythm as her fingers and tongue rocked me towards orgasm. I felt it coming in every part of my body, from the tips of my fingers to my boiling guts, and she kept at it, this girl whose name I didn’t know, this pretty girl dressed like a dominatrix between my thighs, making my first lesbian experience one of the most powerful sexual thrills of my life. And over by the door, Trevor and Charlie mutely watched like soldiers on guard duty, their weapons sheathed. All eyes were on me as I moaned and thrashed my way to ecstasy, gulping in air and forcing out screams as my brain seethed with the pure sluttiness of it all. Who would ever want to be a good girl, when being bad is this much fun? 

My pussy clenched. I howled in bliss as I jettisoned hot cum all over the stripper’s fingers, and she kissed my trembling stomach as the orgasm tore through me, leaving me breathless in its wake. The girl didn’t even pause. Rising from the floor, she loomed above me, brushing her golden hair back as she lowered her wet face towards my own. I didn’t care that I could taste my own orgasm on her tongue as she kissed me. While Trevor watched, torn between delight and despair, I wrapped my arms around this sexy stranger and kissed her back, passionately, hungrily, as though we were in love. In that moment, flooded with the powerful cocktail of hormones induced by overwhelming sexual release, I could have been forgiven for thinking that I was. 

The Afterparty

The four of us burst through the door, our laughter cascading back from the walls of my apartment. Mine and Megan’s, anyway. We were giddy with excitement, the blood pounding in my lively heart, my whole body lit up with the kind of hunger I never even knew existed. My apartment was the closest, and so Charlie drove us there, parking his car on the by-now almost empty street outside. I didn’t exactly invite him and Megan up with us. They just sort of came. But that was fine by me. I had to be honest, I was having the time of my life. I don’t know if it was the booze flowing through my system or the potent lust I felt, despite having already been treated to multiple orgasms earlier that night. Most likely, it was both, desire and alcohol combining to make my head spin, to make me feel like a different person, young and wild and free, completely without inhibition the way Megan was, the way those strippers were. Charlie swung the door shut behind him as I stumbled towards the sofa, my hand in Trevor’s as I dragged him along behind me. Charlie had been here before, of course, back when we were dating, There was a time when we had contemplated moving in together. How long ago that seemed now, with all that had happened between now and then opening up like a wide river between two distant shores. I’d never thought, after what passed between Charlie and I, that I’d ever see him again. I certainly never thought he’d be here, standing sheepishly in my living room while I collapsed onto the sofa in a fit of giggles. But none of that mattered. Everything was different now, all normal rules of conduct and relationships suspended. And I had Megan to thank for all that. 

She flopped on the sofa beside me. The black leather of her tight pants creaked as she drew up her legs underneath her, her high heels still on her feet. So were mine. I’d resisted the urge to kick them off at the door, the way I normally would. If I’d learned anything from the strip club - and believe me, I’d learned a lot - I’d learned that you always keep your shoes on, even if that’s all you keep on. It’s sexier that way. And right now, with Trevor on the sofa beside me, his heart beating hard beneath my hand, being sexy was my main and almost only concern. 

“Oh my God,” Megan sighed as her fit of giggles subsided. “That was such a fun night.” 

“I know,” I groaned in agreement. “That was crazy!” 

“You were fucking crazy, honey,” Megan laughed. “I never knew you had it in you!” 

“I know,” I gasped again. Even now, the memory of the night’s activities was replaying in my mind, and I tried to burn the images onto my brain, unwilling to ever forget them. My tight pink dress slid along my thighs as I ground my legs together, still feeling the tongue of a woman whose name I never learned against my skin as she gave me my first homosexual experience. I pressed myself against Trevor on the couch, pawing at his shirt in a kind of aroused reverie, hardly aware of what I was doing. I was both here and there, in the present moment and the recent past all at once, savoring the sensations of both as though I had split in two. And my body was burning, then and now, with a need I couldn’t deny. Trevor shifted towards me, making space on my small sofa for both Megan and Charlie. My skirt grew even tighter as I raised one leg, draping it over Trevor’s lap and feeling the tell-tale hardness of steel in his crotch. I moaned softly as I pressed my lips to his, seizing him by the front of his shirt and pulling him towards me. I kissed him passionately, almost raiding his mouth, uncaring who saw as I devoured my boyfriend. I forgot that I was wearing no panties under my skimpy dress, forgot that my ex boyfriend was sitting right there, on the other side of Megan. I didn’t care. All this wild debauchery had only made me want Trevor more, and I knew it had done the same to him, and that thought flooded my brain and crowded out everything else as we made out on the sofa like a couple of teenagers in a movie theater. And as my skirt continued to ride ever higher on my legs, I fumbled with the buttons of Trevor’s gray shirt, releasing them one after another. While he wrapped his arms around me, gripping and squeezing the flesh of my ass through the shrinking pink dress, I pulled his open shirt away from his chest and released his belt. I smiled against his mouth as I felt the warm steel of his cock cage inside his pants while pulling down his fly. I’d made Trevor a promise, after all, and it was a promise I desperately wanted to keep. His behavior in the club had been impeccable, while Megan and I piled humiliations onto our two locked-up boys. My body burned for his, as he knew he did for me. His pants tumbled to the floor, bunching up around his ankles, and I groaned aloud as I took his caged cock in my hand. 

“So where are all these sex toys you were telling me about?” Blinking slowly, I separated my mouth from Trevor’s. In the rising heat of arousal, I’d all but forgotten that anyone else was there. Now Megan’s voice cut through the red haze in my brain, bringing me back to myself, if only partially. 

“In the bedroom,” I said. “Why?” Megan’s smile was devilish as she grinned at me over Trevor’s shoulder. 

“Let’s have some fun,” she said. Her tight pants creaked as she stood. I saw her make her way towards the dark open door of my bedroom. Placing my hand on Trevor’s leg, I pushed myself up, leaving the two men on the couch as I followed her. 

“Here,” I said. Without bothering to turn on the light, I opened the drawer where I kept my rapidly growing toy collection. Megan let out a low whistle of appreciation. Lit by the streetlight outside, her face was half-hidden in shadow, the dull orange light making her eyes sparkle as it slanted in through the open curtains. 

“Alright,” she said as she reached into the drawer and lifted out a rubber phallus. “Come on, let’s play.” My brow furrowed. 

“I was going to let Trevor cum tonight,” I whispered. 

“And you can,” said Megan brightly. “No one’s stopping you. But you know he’ll enjoy it more the more you make him wait. And I could use a little release myself. Not all of us got to cum in the club, little miss bi-curious.” My blush went unseen in the dimness of the bedroom, or so I hoped. I couldn’t argue with Megan’s logic. The truth was, I didn’t want to. 

Her ideas had always been right on the money so far; in fact, that was what had got us here in the first place. 

“Fine,” I sighed, while Megan squealed with delight. Taking up a toy of my own, I marched back to the brightly-lit living room. 

Trevor and Charlie sat up straight as we entered. What a sight we must make, I thought to myself. I in my stretchy pink dress, hiked up high on my thighs. Megan in skintight black pants that left little to the imagination, every curve of her full hips and shapely legs showing beneath the shining

fabric. Both of us with fake cocks in our hands like obscene weapons. Yeah, Megan was right again. This was going to be fun. 

“Come on, boys,” Megan grinned, pointing towards the sofa with the dildo in her hand. “Get those clothes off.” As Trevor looked at me, I simply smiled. For the second time that night, the two boys undressed side by side, their caged cocks shining in the light as they shed their outer clothing. 

There was that feeling of power again, of invulnerable desirability, sheer sexiness sweeping over me as I contemplated how badly my boyfriend wanted me. And I had every intention of letting him have me. Eventually. If he wasn’t worried by the slow smile that spread across my face as I watched him undress at the command of his ex girlfriend, he should have been. 

“Sit down over there.” Megan was talking to Charlie now, pointing with her dildo towards one of the two kitchen chairs I’d gotten in a set along with the tiny wooden table that was all the small space of my apartment could contain. Charlie’s chastity device bobbed and swayed from his body with every step he took as he followed his mistress’s order. As Megan stepped forward and he lowered himself into the chair, I saw the small pair of metal handcuffs she held in her free hand, and guessed her intention. Between my legs, my pussy bloomed like a damp flower as she crouched behind my ex. With a few quick clicks, Megan had locked Charlie’s hands behind him, pinning his arms to a strut of the chair’s ladder back. He was going nowhere. He looked up at me, and gulped, afraid of what might be coming but powerless to stop it. As long as Megan held the key to his sexual release, he’d do as he was told. Just like Trevor. 

“Come here,” said Megan to Trevor. Taking up a position in the center of my living room, she waited. Trevor cast a nervous glance in my direction as he approached. Megan smiled, hefting the rubber dick she held in her hand. “Open up,” she ordered. Trevor knew the drill. The dildo gag had quickly become one of my favorite toys, and I couldn’t fault Megan’s taste. 

His cheeks burned bright red, but Trevor did as he was told, opening his mouth so that Megan could slip the small cock on one end into his mouth. 

Trevor stood meekly in front of her as she reached around the back of his head and tightened the buckles around his face. The black dildo rose from his mouth, his eyes silently pleading above it, and another shiver rolled through my body. 

Now I stepped forward. Megan retreated, and I paid no mind as she headed back towards my bedroom. What could I possibly have to hide from her at this point? Trevor didn’t resist as I wrapped the harness around his waist and pulled the straps tight. The large strap-on dildo I had recently purchased now rose from his crotch, its base pressing down on his own caged cock. He hated this toy, I knew. That was a large part of the reason why I loved it so much. Such an utter mind-fuck, to let him fuck me without getting any of the sensations he craved. It was completely cruel, completely unfair. But who ever said a keyholder has to be fair? This was all about my pleasure. It had always been, since the day he revealed his kink to me. 

Megan returned from the bedroom. She had another pair of cuffs in her hands, the more comfortable leather ones this time, and a shoelace she had gotten from God knows where. She unclipped the cuffs and handed one to me, and I followed her lead as she unfastened her cuff and wrapped it around Trevor’s compliant wrist before re-buckling it. Then she tied the shoe lace to the metal D ring of the cuff. I watched Trevor wince in frustration as she reached down, past the upwards-pointing fake cock to the cage beneath. Threading the lace through the closed padlock that held the cage together, she passed the other end to me. I took Trevor’s hand in mine, and repeated the procedure Megan had performed on his other arm. Finally, he was tied, his hands uselessly together and anchored to the cage while the strap-on jutted out between the laces. 

“Alright,” Megan purred, her blue eyes rising and falling along Trevor’s body as she admired her handiwork. “Get down on the floor, Trevor. On your back.” The gag stifled his grunts of exertion as Trevor lowered himself to his knees awkwardly. Without his hands to help him, he had some difficulty, but finally he was able to lie down. Standing over him, we watched, broad grins on both our faces. As my boyfriend mutely submitted to our desires, Megan turned to me and held out a hand, and we high-fived over Trevor’s body. 

“Heads, or tails?” Megan asked me. 

“Up to you,” I shrugged. 

“Well, I have to say, I’ve been hankering to fuck that cute little face of his.” Something about the soft drawl of Megan’s accent made her statement

sound even dirtier than it was. Without further ado, she reached for the button at the front of her pants. As I watched her struggle with the skintight leather, I was glad I had worn a dress. But soon enough, she got her pants off, pulling them carefully over the high heels she refused to remove. Just like me, she had gone without underwear that night, and with a strange thrill of excitement, I was looking at my friend’s pussy. Framed by a neat strip of carefully trimmed pubic hair much like my own, her lips sparkled with the faint trace of moisture. It was amazing how…well, normal’s not the right word. How unremarkable all this felt. I’d never until that moment imagined that I would see Megan naked. But as she peeled off her sequined top and cast aside her bra, I gave a sort of inward shrug. What was the difference? 

Pleasure was what mattered here. We were playing by our rules now, not the ones society forced upon us. My own dress sprang away from my body as I pulled the zipper in the back down and peeled it off. My own bra followed Megan’s to the floor. I watched her body move as she walked towards Trevor’s head. Then she turned, pirouetting gracefully in her tall heels to face me again. Trevor’s hungry eyes gazed up at her as she straddled his head, her pussy lewdly on display to the captive man beneath her. There wasn’t even a glimmer of jealousy in my heart as I stepped forwards too, planting my own high-heeled feet either side of Trevor’s hips. 

Good friends share, don’t they? It wasn’t just the bond between my boyfriend and I that seemed to be accelerated by this chastity kink. I’d never grown so close to a female friend in such a short time as I had with Megan. The secrets that we shared bound us together, all of us. 

Megan bent her knees as she lowered herself down onto Trevor’s face. 

I watched her take the dildo gag in her hand, the dark head pressing against her as she crouched, positioning herself carefully while feeding it inside. 

The dildo slowly pushed aside her swollen lips as she settled down onto it, and her gasp of pleasure made my own desire flare up inside me as I watched. Megan’s knees hit the floor on either side of Trevor’s head, and his face disappeared beneath her as she sat on top of him, smiling delightedly. I could only imagine the view he was getting as the dildo sank inside her, filling her pussy just inches from Trevor’s gagged face. Unable to take it any longer, I sank to the floor myself, grabbing the strap on dildo and forcing it between my legs. I gasped too, the sound making Megan smile as I fed the toy inside myself. I had already had my orgasms tonight, but there’s something about the delicious feeling of fullness that comes

from being penetrated. I love having my pussy licked - by men and women, I had recently learned - but it’s nice to have something substantial inside you. As my nerves ignited in ecstasy, I wasted no time, rocking up and down on the dildo while soft moans rose from my throat. 

“Charlie,” Megan said. Her voice was low, her breathing heavy. Her tongue seemed to curl around the word, caressing it slowly as she released it into the scented air. “Charlie, are you watching this?” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” he panted. I groaned out loud. Charlie had been silent most of the night, and I had forgotten that Megan made him call her Ma’am. 

It sent a ripple of delight through my body as I heard it again. 

“Mmmm, Charlie, this cock just feels so  gooood,” Megan went on. 

Her eyes closed as she raised her face to the ceiling, her hands on her hips as her stomach convulsed, grinding her clit against Trevor’s dripping face with the dildo buried inside her. “I bet you wish it was your cock I was riding, don’t you?” 

“Yes Ma’am,” Charlie groaned. 

“How bad, Charlie boy? How bad do you want me?” 

“So bad, ma’am! Please!” Charlie’s metal cuffs rattled against the chair as he struggled uselessly. “Please let me fuck you, ma’am, please!” 

“Oh, I don’t think so, Charlie boy,” Megan said, opening her eyes and flashing poor Charlie a devilish smile. “Kayla here’s told me about all the bad things you’ve done. You’re not going to have sex ever again, until I know you’ve learned your lesson.” 

“Please, ma’am.” I sobbed with bliss as I listened to my cheating ex boyfriend beg. “Please. I’ve learned my lesson, I swear.” Megan just laughed, her silky hair shining in the light as she tossed her head from side to side while her laughter turned into a drawn-out moan. 

“No, I don’t think so, Charlie boy,” she said, her voice getting increasingly breathless as she lifted herself up and down on her knees, the dildo gag plunging in and out of her now. With every bounce, I could see Trevor’s trapped face beneath her, glistening with her juices. I was in awe of her ability to tease and dominate two men at once, to stay focused on her

dominant role while pleasure rolled through her body, just the way it was rolling through mine. Trevor’s steel chastity device shone with a torrent of my own juices as my pussy twitched and spasmed around the invading fake cock I was riding. “You have a lot more work to do to impress me,” Megan went on. “And once you do, maybe you’ll be as lucky as Trevor here. 

Maybe you’ll find some nice girl, one that I approve of, and I can hand your cock over to her. Now, watch me cum, Charlie.” Her last words were spoken in a low growl. Charlie’s wide eyes were locked on Megan now as though trying to drink in every detail as her pleasure approached. She closed her eyes again, the silky hair I so envied swirling around her flushed face. Her breasts heaved and bounced on her chest as she leaned forward, her hands flat on Trevor’s chest for balance. Overwhelmed with pleasure of my own, I leaned forward too. Megan’s eyes opened briefly, and she smiled at me as I lay my hands on top of hers. My stomach cramped. My pussy clenched. My living room rang with cries of female ecstasy, and as Megan and I came together, our fingers intertwined, I felt almost as though it was she and I that were having sex. The two men, controlled and humbled, were simply toys to help us achieve ultimate pleasure. And it felt good. It felt good to be so selfish, so utterly unreasonable. I felt good to see Megan cum as my own orgasm erupted. It felt good to be watched by my cheating ex, to show him what he could have had but now never would. I howled my ecstasy right along with Megan as we came, covering Trevor with our hot cum. 

With a sigh, Megan slid off the dildo gag. Her quivering body collapsed to the floor, curled around Trevor’s head. As my own pleasure subsided, I lifted myself unsteadily from the strap on. My legs trembled as I stood. I was tired, but I resisted the temptation to call it a night. The lust still burned within me, less bright now, but no less powerful. In the dark bedroom, I opened my jewelry box and fished out a small silver key. 

Megan smiled up at me from the floor as I re-entered the living room. 

She was affectionately brushing Trevor’s hair back from his face, like a lover. Still I felt no trace of jealousy. I held his key in my hand, and Trevor’s eyes focused on me, over the dildo that rose from his wet face, his whole world centered on me, and me alone. 

“Stand up, Trevor,” I smiled, waving the key in front of him. Megan snorted with laughter as my boyfriend struggled to his feet, the two dildos swaying luridly as he rose. When he stood in front of me, I reached up and unfastened the gag, tossing it to the floor. Next, I removed the harness that held the strap-on to his hips. The shaft was slippery with my own cum as I pulled it away. 

“Pass that here,” Megan said, sitting up on the floor behind Trevor. 

Unthinkingly, I handed it to her. She rose, and made her way over to Charlie, the strap on in one hand as she crouched behind the chair he was chained to. The handcuffs clicked. But I barely heard it as I smiled up into Trevor’s doubtful eyes, his lips softly quivering with near intolerable need as he gazed down at me. 

The key slipped easily into the lock. 

I turned the key. 

The lock sprang open. 

Trevor gasped as I pulled the cage away. With the lock gone, the string that held his cuffs together fell away. Immediately, his cock expanded, growing right before my eyes like some kind of time-lapse trickery. In seconds, his cock was dark with blood, twitching as it pointed up at me with its dense network of veins throbbing, crying out to be touched. I set the chastity device aside on the coffee table and turned back to Trevor. He moaned as my finger brushed his needy cock. 

“Come on, baby,” I murmured as I tickled his hot shaft. “Come and fuck me.” I sat down on the sofa, and in an instant, Trevor was on top of me. Shrieking with laughter, I collapsed underneath him, my head against the arm of the chair with his body on top of me. My laughter turned to groans as I felt him feed his cock into me, the delicious warmth of his organ inside me, swelling its way into my slick pussy inch by inch. I moaned again and gripped the cushions tightly, quivering in delight as he entered me. There was no build-up, no slow start. As soon as he was inside, Trevor began furiously pounding me, and the cheap sofa rocked and groaned beneath us as he drilled me into the cushions. 

“Come here.” I opened my eyes. Through the tangle of my flailing hair, I could see Megan’s naked body approaching me. Charlie shuffled behind her, his head down. I watched, without understanding at first, as Megan sat down on the coffee table next to the couch. Over her shoulder, I could see the strap-on, wrapped now around Charlie’s body just as it had been around Trevor’s. I cried out in delight as I watched Megan lie back on the table, her shining hair trailing to the floor as she lay beside me. 

“Fuck me, Charlie,” Megan ordered with a smile. “Fuck me like Trevor gets to fuck the girl you cheated on.” I moaned again and Megan moaned with me as Charlie stepped forward. The strap-on slid easily inside her, and the coffee table creaked as he began to fuck her. I could see Charlie’s face, red from effort, above Megan as he pumped the fake cock into her, trying to match Trevor’s wild thrusts. Megan and I moaned in blissful harmony. And when she reached out an arm towards me, through the tangled architecture of Trevor and my limbs, I didn’t try to stop her. I only moaned louder as she cupped my breast in her hand, her thumb sliding over my protruding nipple and drawing sparks of wild lust all down my twitching spine. 

The coffee table creaked. The couch groaned. The two men grunted with effort as they fucked us, Trevor happily, Charlie sullenly. Megan moaned beside e, and I moaned beside her, and soon, I lost track of which cries of pleasure came from me, and which from her. And when she turned her head towards me, her beautiful hair forming a darkly shining pool around her flushed face, I didn’t resist. I didn’t question. I didn’t even think. 

Her mouth moved towards mine, and our lips met, and we kissed, our bodies bobbing in time as the boys fucked us. I could feel Trevor’s cock swelling inside me as he watched us kiss, and a whimper escaped his tightly compressed lips. I knew he was close, and I wanted him to cum. I truly did. 

And so I moaned a moan of my own, and I clamped down on his thrusting cock, the muscles of my vaginal walls gripping him tightly while he thrust in and out of me. My kiss with Megan broke, and I turned to gaze up at Trevor. Our eyes meet. He stared deep into mine just as I stared into his, and I saw his orgasm rising up from some unknown depth inside him, his brown eyes rolling back in his head as his body shuddered. I moaned as I felt him explode inside me, emptying himself, spurting hot cum deep inside my hungry pussy. I moaned and groaned almost as loudly as he did as the

moment we had both been waiting for finally arrived. He sank down on top of me, his cock still pumping away as he collapsed, his hot breath riffling my hair on the pillow as we embraced. 

Beside me, Megan screamed. Her body thrashed on the coffee table, her limbs flailing wildly. I saw her wrap her legs around Charlie, pulling him deeper inside her, as greedy as I had been moments before, before yet another orgasm had pacified me. I watched her cum through a curtain of my own hair, Trevor’s breath slowly returning to normal as he recovered from his exertions. With a cry, Megan’s body convulsed. She unwrapped her legs from around Charlie, and pushed him away with one foot. The strap-on slipped messily out of her as she lay back with her eyes closed, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she whimpered in bliss. 

Silence reigned. The air was saturated with sex, its sounds and smells, three of the four of us glowing with orgasm. Only Charlie stood aloof, the fake cock still hanging from his waist, shining with Megan’s cum. I tapped Trevor on the shoulder, and he took the hint. Pushing against the sofa, he rose up off of me, and I sat up. 

“Good boy,” I said. “Was it worth the wait?” 

“Yes,” Trevor sighed, his voice little more than a whisper, “yes, it was.” 

“Good,” I smiled. “Megan, hand me that cage, would you?” Megan smiled. Her hand scrabbled on the coffee table beside her, and she found the metal device I had put there when I released Trevor. Trevor’s lips trembled as I sat up, the cage in my hand, reaching for his flaccid manhood. 

“D - does it have to go back on?” he blurted out. I looked up at him quizzically, as though I didn’t even understand the question. From the look on his face, I could tell that he regretted even asking. But his inability to control himself, after he had been so compliant all night, didn’t make me angry, not a bit. In fact, it warmed my heart. 

Of course, that didn’t mean I was about to show him any mercy. 

Especially not in front of Megan and Charlie. 

“You know it does,” I said as I reached for his soft cock. I could feel the cooling blood in his shaft as I took it in my fingers, could feel the virile

life that flowed through his body in the raw heat of our sex. The steel tube slid easily over his flaccid member, and I fed the lock into place. 

“Otherwise, you’d get ideas. And we can’t have that. No, I like you like this, all needy and obedient. That’s the way a man should be. Isn’t that right, Megan?” 

“That’s right, honey,” Megan grinned, sitting upright on the edge of the coffee table. “I’ve got to say, you’re really learning how this all works here.” As Trevor’s lock clicked audibly shut, even Charlie winced at the sound, no doubt reminded of his own captivity. As if he could ever forget. 

“Thanks,” I said. “I learned from the best.” Megan smiled warmly at me as I released Trevor’s cock, the steel cage dangling from it again. The truth was, all of this, as strange and elaborate as it was, was starting to same normal to me. Just as Megan had predicted, I knew I could never go back. 

And as I cast my eyes over the two boys, my current boyfriend and my ex, both with their cocks locked away, I wondered to myself, why would I ever want anything else? 
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