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“So now that we’re starting to experiment with all of this
kinky stuff, have you ever thought about chastity?”


Beth brought the topic up ever so randomly as we sat at the
kitchen table in her apartment eating lunch that Saturday afternoon. It had
only been maybe a month prior that she had stumbled upon a box of toys n
the back of my closet from a previous relationship and learned of my own
interest in bondage, and so ever since we’d spent a considerable amount of our
time together on weekends tying each other up and exploring a bit of power
exchange here and there.


It became quickly apparent that Beth herself enjoyed being
the top and doing the tying, which suited me just fine because there was
just something special about that gleam that I saw in her eyes when she
told me to do something, playfully holding a leather paddle in her hand…


“I don’t know,” I replied openly, taking a break from my
sandwich to really think about her comment. “You mean, like, you’d hold a
key to my penis, and I wouldn’t be able to touch it without you?”


“When you say the words, it even sounds hotter than
it did in my head!” she replied with a grin, giggling before she continued. “I
was looking at some online throughout the week, and I think it might be kinda
sexy … I don’t really get to see you during the week, so it kinda turns me on –
the thought of you being forced to save it just for me.”


“Plus, you know that I’ve kinda been getting into this whole
dominant thing since we started playing, so what better way for a woman
to show dominance over her man than by locking up his cock with a key around
her neck?!”


Beth smiled as the words flowed from her mouth, and I could
tell that she’d been waiting until just the right time to spring this on me.
The truth of the matter was, I was a bit apprehensive about locking my penis
away with my girlfriend as the only key holder, and yet at the same time
the prospect did sound incredibly sexy and the way she curled her lip as
she talked about keeping me locked up was a clear tell that it was something we
could both have a lot of fun with…


“So what exactly did you have in mind?” I prodded curiously
as she eagerly waited for my initial response.


“Well, there are a couple of different types of chastity
belts,” Beth began to explain. “There are basic ones that are like a clear
plastic cage that goes over your penis, with a ring that goes behind your
balls and then a padlock to hold them both in place. Those are fairly cheap and
seem to be pretty popular, and they’re supposed to more or less prevent you
from getting an erection, although I was able to find cases where guys had came
in them and sometimes even pulled themselves out…”


“They also make metal versions kind of like the same
thing, only they look like they’re a little more secure because they’re
made out of steel, and sometimes I even saw some fairly nasty ones that
went a step further to include these tiny spikes that dig into your
penis as sort of a deterrent from the wearer getting aroused!”


“Ooooh – not sure if I like the sound of that…” I
interjected.


“Another kind that I found, and this was the kind
that I really liked,” she continued, “was more of an actual belt made
out of steel … whereas the others were these cages that just locked
around your penis, this one is a real belt that goes around your
waist, and then there’s another piece that goes between your legs and that’s
where the chastity piece is. They’ve got, like, this little tube that
the penis slides into, and then the tube attaches to a plate that goes
over the whole crotch, so I liked it because it seemed a little more intimidating
… you can’t really even see the penis, let alone touch it once it
goes into this belt!”


“Plus, that one even has a special hole in the butt if
I wanted to, you know…” she added with a laugh and a wink.


“Wow – you sure have put a lot of thought, among
other things, into this, now haven’t you?!” I replied after she finished. “So
how would this work? You’d lock me in it before I left on Sunday, and
then I wouldn’t be able to get out until I saw you again the next weekend???
How would I pee?!”


“All of them have a hole for that!” she laughed. “You’d
definitely have to pee sitting down, though – no urinals for you, but each of
the belts actually your penis in a down position, so you’d just go and
it would come out a special hole in the belt. You’d have to clean it, afterwards,
though, and there would definitely be no masturbating…”


“None?!”


“Not while your hot mistress girlfriend has you
locked up, there wouldn’t!” Beth boasted. “I get to cum as much as I
want, but you’d just have to lay there and strain against your
chastity belt while I play with myself and tease you over the phone…”


“You didn’t say anything about teasing!” I countered
as I took another handful of potato chips from the bag between us.


“Oh, but the teasing is the best part,” she replied,
that gleam in her eye seeming to grow all the more wicked as she continued to
gush about this new way of dominating me. “Half the fun of chastity is being reminded
about it constantly, and besides the belt doing it by itself, I want
to make sure that you remember that I’m the one with your key dangling
on a necklace between my breasts as I sit in psychology class, fantasizing
about new ways to fuck with your mind while I keep you all locked up.”


“Wouldn’t that make for a hell of a term paper?!”


With that Beth stood up and walked behind me, where she bent
over the low-backed chair that I sat in, wrapped her arms around me, and
whispered seductively into my ear, “So, what do you say, John? Will you
be my chastity slave???”


Leaning back to find her lips with my own, I didn’t know how
I could refuse, simply murmuring, “Absolutely…” through our shared kiss
until her tongue eventually backed off several moments later.


“Good boy,” she purred back with a warm smile on her face,
“You’re starting to realize that this is easier if you just tell me exactly
what I want to hear!”


“So, what do you want to do to try this out then?” I asked
as she stepped away to refill her glass. “Do we need to measure it or
something so you know what size to get? Do we want to pick one of the cheaper ones
just to try it and see if we like it first???”


“Actually…” she started as she placed her fresh glass of
lemonade on the table before disappearing off into her bedroom, calling back
behind her, “I had something else in mind…”


A puzzled look crossed my face and met her grin as she
walked back out a minute later carrying a medium-sized cardboard box. Before I
could even ask, she cut me off with her elaboration…


“So you know how I found your secret box of goodies
a month ago that started all of this? Well, this is my box of
goodies, and I’m showing you this now because…”


Opening the box as she spoke, I quickly found myself taken
aback as she reached inside and placed onto the center of the table the same
type of elaborate, steel chastity belt that she’d been so excited about … very
shiny, with sort of a rubbery black trim, and also very intimidating when I
realized that this had suddenly just gotten very real because no longer
did I have a couple of weeks delay just for shipping before taking the plunge
with this tantalizing, new step into our kinky future.


“I got this for a guy I used to date – don’t worry, he
never actually wore it … I bought it as a surprise gift for his birthday,
but we ended up breaking up before I had a chance to give it to him and I just
couldn’t bare to throw it away considering how much I’d paid for it. You’re
actually about the same size as he was – in multiple ways – so I think
it’ll probably fit you … if you want to try it on.”


I looked up from my gaze that had been fixed on the belt in
front of me to Beth’s overkill puppy-dog eyes, and all I could do was chuckle
as she pouted her lips at me and tried not to giggle at the same time.


“I trust that you’ve actually got the key to this thing in
that box as well?!” I asked her sarcastically as I picked up the belt and
examined it close-up, taking particular note to the tight fit of the tube for
which my penis was expected.


“Right here!” she retorted with a smile, pulling a long,
silver necklace with a small locket in the center out of the mystery box.
Holding the heart-shaped locket up in front of me, she clicked it open to
reveal a tiny key, which she then demonstrated blissfully that it perfectly fit
the same lock that held the belt together, watching it slide open as she turned
it ever so carefully in place.


I took a deep breath as I knew what was about to come next,
then replied, “Ok … what do you want me to do?”


Beth jumped up and down like a little schoolgirl, clapping
her hands and exclaiming, “Yay!” before finally subsiding her excitement at the
request of my eye rolling and citing her actual demands…


“Ok, so why don’t you stand there in the middle of the
kitchen and drop your pants and underwear. You don’t have to take them off
completely because I want you to see how it feels underneath them once we get
you locked up…”


Her last words rung in my head as I gulped, getting up from
my chair and stepping over onto the cold, kitchen tile before looking up to
meet her eyes with mine and almost systematically dropping my pants and
underwear just as she had requested.


“Uh uh uh,” she scolded as she walked over to me with the
belt in hand, setting it down on the nearby island before reaching down to take
my firmly erect penis in hand. “Now this isn’t going to work! I’m happy
that the thought of giving yourself to me arouses you, but I’m gonna
need you a little more relaxed before I can lock you away.”


My breathing quickening as Beth slowly stroked my cock while
staring me dead in the eyes, I hoarsely suggested, “Maybe you could give me a blowjob
as one last treat before being locked up?”


Beth giggled as she continued stroking me and moved in
closer.


“Oh no,” she taunted, “I can see that you’ve got a lot to
learn about denial, my pet. I want you to ache for me behind
those steel bars, so no – I wouldn’t count on getting a blowjob again
anytime soon…”


Beth leaned in to just barely graze my lips with hers before
releasing her grasp and walking over to the refrigerator. I shuddered as I
realized her plan, watching her fill a tall glass with nothing but ice cubes
before returning to my side and declaring, “You’ve got until I get the waist
belt situated to do it yourself, otherwise I’m doing it…”


With that Beth retrieved the belt from the counter and
kneeled down before me, and soon I felt the foreign steel wrap around my waist
as the band fit almost perfectly with little adjustment needed.


“Are you sure you didn’t measure this for me when I
was sleeping???” I asked jokingly as she made the minor adjustments required
for a truly perfect fit, to which she sung without looking up from her work,
“I’ll never tell…”


Hearing the final click snap into place, I knew what was
coming next on account of my erection actually growing harder, if
anything, and before I could protest Beth had saturated my crotch with cold …
first raising the glass up to rest my hanging balls directly onto the ice,
followed by running two more cubes in her other hand up and down the shaft
until it had shriveled back to its typical, post cold shower glory.


Despite my protests on account of her hands still being
quite cold even after putting down the ice, she was able to easily slip my now
flaccid penis into its awaiting chamber and then click the final apparatus into
place within the belt. Quick to dart over to the table to retrieve the small
padlock that she had removed earlier, before the words fell from my mouth to
ask the question, a resounding *click* echoed through the kitchen and I knew
that it was done…


I looked down to see Beth admiring her accomplishment,
running her fingers gently over my thighs and what was left of my exposed
crotch, tapping in the cage and even groping around to my pale ass before
finally standing up and asking with a huge grin on her face, “So – how’s it
feel?!”


Before I could answer, she had pushed herself onto me and
plunged her tongue deep between my lips, this time even more hungrily than
before, no doubt in an attempt to get me aroused to judge my reaction … and
it totally worked. My penis became alive once again, but instead of growing
strong as I savored Beth’s fondling, I felt it just strain weakly between my
legs – pressed into my body tightly by the belt, but also isolated from
my body as well as it stood alone in its tube.


“Wow…” I murmured through the kiss, which she broke soon
thereafter to ask, “What?”


“It feels…” I began as I gazed into her longing eyes, “I
feel very … weak, and … controlled…”


Beth grinned as she replied with more tongue, “Just think
how it’s going to feel after I’ve kept you locked up in that thing for a
whole month!”


“Hmmmm – I don’t know about that…”


“We’ll see!” she smiled as she gave me one last peck on the
lips before breaking away. “But for now, why don’t you pull your pants back up
and we’ll finish lunch. Then maybe we can go out for a drive and you can see
how that thing feels out and about…”


As we sat back down at the table and Beth reached for her
fork to finish off the last of her salad, I asked somewhat sheepishly, “Hey …
you were just kidding about keeping me in this thing for a
month, right?”


Beth replied nonchalantly between bites, “I don’t know – I
guess we’ll just have to play it by ear and see how it goes.”


She then added with a playful grin just before taking a sip
of her lemonade, “But let me tell you one rule right off the bat before
we go any further. Just a fair warning – if you ever ask me about when
I’m going to unlock you, you’re probably not going to like the
answer that I give you…”


* * * * * * * * * *


“Hey there, baby! How’s my chastity slave doing tonight?”


Her familiar tone rang through my phone like clockwork as
9:15pm came, marking the end of her final class of the day and the start of our
extensive, nightly phone conversation…


“I’m ok – there were a couple of times today at work where
it felt a little snug, though,” I admittedly nonchalantly.


“A little snug, huh?” Beth replied snidely. “Maybe
you shouldn’t be having those impure thoughts when I’m not around then!
You know, I bought a second tube for that belt that’s got dozens of tiny
spikes lining the inside to help deter that sort of thing, if it’s
going to be a problem…”


“Oh no,” I reassured my girlfriend as I lay there on the
bed, staring down at the steel bondage she had secured around my waist what
seemed like forever ago, even though in reality it had only been a few days.
“I’m sure that won’t be necessary…”


“We’ll see…” she replied with a giggle as I heard her
getting into her car.


“So … you wouldn’t believe how many people
complimented me on my pendant today!” she continued as she pulled out of the
school parking lot. “They were all surprised to see that I’ve been wearing it
three days in a row when I usually change my jewelry up every day. I told them
I’d probably be wearing it a lot more often now because it contained something very
special that my boyfriend gave to me recently!”


“You did, did you? Well, I suppose it’s at least better than
you just wearing it on a necklace right out in the open…”


“I could always do that, too,” she retorted. “What?
You don’t like the idea of me flashing your key around to all of my
friends around campus?! They wouldn’t even know what it’s for and I’m pretty
sure most of them would never guess that it’s because I’ve got my
boyfriend locked up in chastity.”


“…not unless I told them, anyways…”


“But … you’d never do that … would you?” I asked
timidly with a gulp in my throat at the thought of strangers knowing my
situation.


“You never know,” Beth replied casually, “maybe they’ll give
me some new ideas about how to keep you on your toes all locked up in
that thing!”


“Then again,” she added, “other girls might be a
little less sympathetic than your loving girlfriend would be as far as
giving you a little relief every now and then. I know if someone told me
about keeping their boyfriend’s penis locked up, I’d think it was
kind of funny!”


“Funny?” I croaked.


“Yeah!” Beth laughed. “Just think about all of the power that
I have over you right now … I own your penis, and I’m the
one who gets to decide when you get to touch it again, when you get to play
with it again, when you get to cum, when you get to have sex, if
you get to have sex! Put all of those things into the hands of a sadistic
girl and you’d be in for quite the rough trip!”


“But thankfully you’re not…” I countered nervously,
fingering the lock that held my belt securely in place.


“Not now I’m not,” she replied, “but if you give a
mouse a cookie… Let’s just say I’ve been doing a lot of thinking over
the last couple of days we’ve been apart, and ideas are definitely a’
brewing…”


A chill raced down my spine at her words.


“What did you have in mind, my dear???” I asked Beth meekly.


The phone stood silent for a moment, keeping me in suspense
until finally her voice appeared on the line once again…


“I want you to worship me, John.”


“Wha-what does that mean?” I replied back in confusion. “You
know that I love you!”


“I’m not talking about love,” she countered. “I’m
talking about worship. I’m talking about signs of your unfettered
devotion to me. I’m talking about the kind of treatment a woman might expect
from a man whose sexual future hangs around her neck…”


I could hear the ring in her voice as she melodically
continued.


“When I’ve got you locked away in that belt, I want to feel
like I’m the only woman in the world who exists to you. I want to be pampered.
I want to feel like a queen. I want you to hang on my every word
like they were spoken just for you. And when we’re apart, I want you to ache
for me in that belt, knowing that I can touch myself anytime I want, and
you can’t.”


“Like right now?”


“Maybe…”


“I thought you were driving…”


“That’s why I’ve got this hands-free headset for my
phone. I don’t need to have both hands on the wheel…”


“Wow.”


Beth purred at my amusement, and I got the distinct feeling
that she was taking advantage of exactly that as our discussion grew
spicier…


“So … I take it you’ve probably already got some ideas for
how you’d like for me to show my appreciation for my new queen?” I asked
sheepishly.


“Mmmmmm…” she purred lazily, “I do. For starters, when I see
you again next weekend, I think the first thing you’re going to do for me is
clean my shoes.”


“Which ones?”


“All of them!” she laughed. “I really enjoyed seeing
you on your knees for me last weekend. I think boot worship is a good
look for you, so you’re going to line up every last pair of shoes and boots
from my closet, put them on my feet one by one, and clean them … with
your tongue! When I walk around campus next week, no matter which pair
I decide to wear, I want the memory of you kneeling in front of me – completely
naked … well, except for that, of course! – with your lips on my
shoes to ring through my head as my heels click along the sidewalk or down the
hall…”


Picturing Beth towering over me in her favorite pair of
black, leather boots, “That’s fair…” is all that I could squeak out before she
continued.


“I didn’t think you’d put up much of a fuss about that,” she
giggled.


“Now after that … if you’ve done a good job with my
shoe collection, I might let you proceed onto the advanced course and
put that tongue to work on my body … as in, every last inch of it. I
want to feel the touch of your now well-conditioned lips along my neck,
I want to feel your kisses across my ass and on the bottoms of my
feet, and when you’ve finally kissed every last nook and cranny, then
you’ll have earned the right to go to work between my thighs, licking
and sucking until I’ve ridden your face to as many spectacular
orgasms as I can handle!”


I listened into the phone intently as I heard Beth’s
breathing quicken and I could tell that she was enjoying her own narration as
she drove possibly even more than I was … closing my eyes myself as I heard the
softest of a moan come from her lips.


“So what do you think about that, baby??? Are you
going to serve me like a good, little chastity slave?”


“Absolutely…” I stammered in reply. “I’ll do whatever you
want me to do.”


“Anything???” she purred with a quaint ring in her
voice.


“Yes … anything.”


“I’ll have to keep that in mind – I figured I’d start off
nice and easy on you, but it pleases me to know that I have a slave who’s
willing to do whatever it takes to keep his mistress happy…”


“Now where were we?” her tale pushed onward. “Oh yes, I
remember – your pleasure! Now assuming that you do everything that
I ask of you, it really wouldn’t be fair for me not to reward you in one
way or another, so once I’ve gotten mine … I’ll have you lay down on the
bed – spread-eagle – and then tie your wrists and ankles to the four posts of
my bed nice and tight until you can’t move a muscle.”


“Yeah?” I followed along eagerly, hanging on her every word
as I imagined the freedom that she was about to bestow upon my future self.


“Then I’m going to pull out a nice, satin blindfold – one
that wraps around your entire head – and I’ll tie it in place so that you can’t
see anything that I’m about to do to you. And then, once I’ve got you
right where I want you, after you’ve endured the teases of my
lips along your body, maybe a little playful nibbling of your
nipples or just the cool, hair-raising sensation of my naked body held
tight to yours, with you completely unable to either embrace or resist
my advances?”


“Yeah?!”


“…that’s when I finally have mercy on your sex and
slowly click upon the lock around your sad, little penis … so isolated and
lonely, so teased and denied! But there’s a catch, my slave … there’s
always a catch. You won’t get your gratification immediately – where’s
the fun in that?! Instead I’m going to make you wait for it all night
long, bound and helpless in the middle of my bed, and if you put up too
much of a fuss, don’t think that I won’t gag you before I nod off to
sleep, too! I’ll be sure to have a pair of my panties good and juicy for
you, so that you can taste me in your dreams all night long.”


“It’s going to be one very frustrating night for you,
my dear – I’ll guarantee you that. Finally free, but unable to relieve
yourself, you’ll dream of me doing anything and everything possible to
get you off. Maybe you’ll wake up to my luscious lips wrapped slowly around
your cock, or maybe you’ll feel me riding you like a wild cowgirl! Maybe I’ll straddle
your face and put you back to work on my pussy before I suck you off … a
little hint: if you wake up with my pussy in your face – ever – the rest
should be pretty self-explanatory!”


“Or maybe I’ll tease your penis so softly with my fingers
that you’ll end up cumming in your sleep without ever waking up at all.”


“Or maybe you’ll just dream that I did all of
these naughty things to you in your sleep, while in reality I really didn’t do
anything to you at all…”


“So what do you think about that?!” Beth giggled as I
heard her putting her car into park.


“I … um … errr…”


“Perfect!” she laughed as she opened her car door.


“Well, I just got home,” she explained as I then heard her
wrestling for bags in her car, “so I think I’m going to let you go for now.
I’ve still got some studying to do for a test tomorrow, and besides, all
this talk about having you tied to my bed has got me a little horny, so
seeing as I’m not all locked up in chastity like you are, I think
I’m going to go take care of that first!”


“So be thinking of me for – oh, say – the next twenty minutes
or so, lover! I’d say you’ve got me good and wet now, so that
dildo you bought me ought to feel really good after a long day. I
wish it could be you, but even if you were here, somebody’s got you all
locked up in chastity…”


“I forget … who’s that again who’s got you all locked up,
nice and snug in that chastity belt while she gets all of the sexual pleasure
that she wants???”


“You do, Beth,” I croaked weakly in reply. “You’re the one
who has me all locked up, and my job is merely to worship you.”


“Very good, my pet - I’m glad you understand your role
here. Now I’m going to go bring myself to a fabulous orgasm because I
deserve it while you’re going to spend another night in chastity - just like you
deserve.”


“I understand. Enjoy yourself…”


“Oh, I will – just you won’t,” she
chuckled as she made her way to the door.


“I’ll talk to you tomorrow, then. Goodnight, my chastity
slave!”


“Goodnight, Beth…”


*click*
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After checking in at the front desk, Christi and Dave had
just made their way through the winding roads until they finally came to their
own private villa nestled in the back of the resort, the view from the front
window looking out onto the same lush, tropical landscape that Christi had
fallen in love with since she had discovered the resort’s website months
earlier. As their official honeymoon had been cut short the previous year by
other pressing obligations, the couple had vowed to make it up to each other
with a special vacation on their first anniversary and after a three-hour flight
to the Caribbean islands, they had finally arrived at exactly that…


“I think we’ve got a little time to freshen up and change
before dinner,” Christi announced as they settled into the spacious, three-room
hut that had cost them nearly a month’s pay and yet, at that very moment, just
felt absolutely perfect. “They’ve got this great romantic place looking
out on the water that I thought would be a great way to kick off our
anniversary vacation together…”


As his wife’s voice trailed off as she disappeared into the
bathroom, Dave seized the opportunity to sneak into his day bag and pull out
the small, black velvet box that he’d been doing his best to keep hidden from
Christi for the last several weeks. Opening the box to reveal a sparkling,
white gold chain with a heart-shaped diamond pendant hanging from the center,
he quickly placed the box on the nearby table, then nonchalantly began to look
out the window as she finished her business and joined him back in the villa’s
living room.


“So I was thinking for tomorrow that…” Christi began before
finding herself interrupted by the jewelry that was waiting for her. “Oh my
gosh, David … this is beautiful!”


He smiled, watching his home run realized as his wife lifted
the box off the table, then carefully took the pendant from its velvet case and
held it in her hands, the sunlight from outside sparkling off of the diamonds
and making the gold shimmer to her delight.


“I hope you like it, honey,” Dave told her as he reached out
and pulled her in for a tender kiss. “Happy anniversary…”


The two embraced and shared their first passionate kiss in
the tropics before David finally loosened his grip and offered, “Here – would
you like me to help you put it on?”


He suavely stole another kiss as he unfastened the sparkling
chain, then moved behind her to drape it gracefully over her neck and clip it
into place before also landing a handful of quick nibbles nearby.


“Boy, somebody sure is excited!” she taunted as she
enjoyed the touch of his lips against her neck before ducking playfully away
back in the direction of their suitcase.


“But that reminds me,” she told her affectionate husband
with a grin, “I’ve got a little surprise for you, too!”


Dave’s eyes widened with amusement as he watched her reach
into one of the deep pockets of the suitcase and produce a small, gift-wrapped
box that was about the size of a cologne bottle.


“Now this one is probably going to need some
explaining…” she prompted as she handed him the box which he immediately noted
was far too light to contain the glass bottle that he had initially expected.


Curiously tearing open the packaging, he opened up the box
itself to find a smaller black pouch inside that sounded like it contained
something made out of plastic. As the nondescript, nylon bag still afforded him
no clues, David then proceeded to unzip the pouch as well to reveal its true
contents, though as he poured the clear, acrylic pieces out onto the nearby
table, he admittedly looked up to his wife with a confused shrug and confirmed
that her comment about further explanation had certainly turned out
being valid…


Biting her lip nervously as she looked down at the plastic
shapes on the table alongside her husband, Christi finally took a deep breath
and began to explain her anniversary gift to her blank-faced husband.


“So I was wandering around on the Internet a while back,”
she began, “and at one point I started reading through this forum about sex.
You remember that site with all of the wedding planning stuff that I was
reading religiously at work there for a while?!”


Dave laughed, “Yeah?”


“Well, there was this one thread where a bunch of
brides-to-be were sharing pictures of the most outlandish cake toppers that
they had seen, and of course eventually somebody posted those ones where the
bride is dragging her groom to the altar … and then there was the one
where he’s down on all fours and she’s holding a leash in her hand … and
so on and so forth…”


“So they’re going back and forth, having a good time when
suddenly another girl posts a new link to something saying, ‘While
you’re at it – don’t forget to get one of these for after the
honeymoon!’”


“The link was for a chastity belt, because apparently
they actually still make those things today … I kind of thought that it
was more of a medieval thing, but the more my curiosity got the best of
me, I started to do a little digging and discovered that there’s actually this
whole subculture of people who are into this stuff because it’s kind of
something fun and different to do in the bedroom...”


“…and so with our first anniversary being the plastic
anniversary according to a list of modern anniversary gifts that I found
online, I thought that it might be kinda fun to get a little kinky while
we were away on our trip over the next week…”


Christi winked suggestively at her husband who still stood
there wide-eyed in disbelief, eventually reaching down to pick up a couple of
the plastic pieces off the table to give them a closer look.


Squinting as at least one began to click in his head, he
started slowly, “So this must go…”


“That goes around your cock…” Christi led his words
with a strange grin.


“And then this?” he inquired, holding up the thick,
ring-shaped chunk of plastic in his other hand.


“That goes behind your cock and balls, and then the
two lock together…”


She took the two pieces from her husband’s hands, along with
a couple of others that were still on the table and quickly shuffled them
together to show him the final result.


“…like this, and then a padlock goes here, and
then you can’t get out until I decide to unlock you!”


Christi giggled at the last part as she heard the thought
come from her lips with as much anticipation as she had when she’d ordered the
device a month earlier.


Before he could interject, she also added, “They say that it
can make your drive even stronger when you’re denied for a little
while first, so I just thought…”


Dave broke a smile as he watched his wife scramble for the
right words to appease him, interrupting her, “I’m not sure if I get it just
yet, but if this is something that you want to try, then what do we do?”


“How do I get … my thing … in there???”


Christi laughed in relief that her husband hadn’t reacted
like some of the other husbands that she’d read about in a very different
forum that had gone into much greater detail about playing with chastity,
then disappeared back into their suitcase to retrieve a small bottle of lube
that she’d packed for this and other recreational activities during
their trip.


“Well, this is new to me, too, but I saw lots of pictures
online so why don’t you whip it out and we’ll see if we can figure it
out…” she said with a smile, pulling up a chair from the table in front of
where her husband stood.


“So you saw lots of pictures of guys’ dicks in these
things … and that turned you on???” Dave asked curiously as he dropped first
his shorts, then his underwear as well in front of his wife.


“Yeah, they did!” she replied with a wink. “Why do you think
I bought one for you?!”


He chuckled under his breath and groaned, “I don’t know
about this…”


“Sure you do!” she quipped in return. “You’ll try it for
me because I like it, and besides … having a horny wife to deal
with on your anniversary trip isn’t the worst thing in the world!”


“But I don’t...”


“No buts!” she interrupted. “We can discuss it after you’re
all caged up. Anyways, I want to try and get you into this thing before you
decide that you might like it … everything I’ve read says that the wearer has
to be soft for it to fit on. And you actually look like you’re getting a
little aroused already, so do you think you can take care of that for
me, big boy???”


Looking down at his eager wife sitting in front of his
semi-hard erection, he joked, “Well, you’re in the right place, and it
is our anniversary…”


Christi laughed as she cutely shook her head, “No, no – I
don’t think that’s how this works…”


“If you’d like my help, I’d be happy to get a bucket of
ice from the freezer!”


David’s eyes widened.


“…unless you think that you can handle it yourself…”


Christi chuckled to herself as her husband looked away and
tried his best to clear his head, despite the close proximity to his eager wife
and her newly overturned kinky desires. As he closed his eyes and took a few
deep breaths, he began to think of the stereotypical thoughts … baseball,
paying bills, visiting grandma … and after a short while he felt his
arousal beginning to dissipate.


“Good…” Christi purred as she watched his cock soften before
her very eyes.


‘So much control,’ she thought to herself with a grin
that she hid from her husband. ‘I’ll have that kind of control over him soon…’


Opening the bottle of lube and squirting a small amount into
her hand, she then calmly told him as she took his cock in her hand, “Now I
need you to keep those clean thoughts coming while I get you all lubed
up so that you can slide into your new home easier…”


Dave tingled at his wife’s touch, but bit his lip and
continued to force his mind elsewhere while she rubbed the slippery liquid into
his cock and eventually his balls as well. He tried his best to focus on the
peaceful tranquility that surrounded them, staring off into space as his wife’s
temptation taunted him, though little did he know that what he was experiencing
then was only a fraction of what he could expect once her new toy had been
locked into place…


Satisfied that he was now sufficiently slippery, Christi
then proceeded to coat each of the plastic pieces like she had read online
before drying her hands and attempting to fit the cage for her very first time.
She thought about asking if he wanted to do it, as she’d heard some concerns
online about pinching, but she committed herself to being extra careful
because it really was something that she wanted to do herself …
it just seemed more daunting that way if she were the one to take
that kind of control, as opposed to him fumbling around with it and her
simply being the one to close the padlock after he’d finished.


Taking first the large ring from the pieces that she’d laid
back out across the table, she began talking to herself as she worked to fit it
into place…


“Now this goes around your cock and balls…”
she announced with a reserved smile as she slipped the plastic ring around the
base of his cock, taking care to hold back her sexual excitement for fear of
making him erect prematurely.


“And this snaps in place on the top…” she said as she
then fit the missing piece of the ring into place, completing the circle around
his member while also supplying the plastic pegs that would serve to hold the
next piece on her list.


“And then this little beauty is what your actual cock
slips into…” she told him rather proudly as she held up the plastic cage
that obviously resembled a man’s flaccid penis now that he knew what he was
looking at. Gingerly inserting his head into the small device, she quickly
learned that she was running out of time as it began to grow and provide a bit
of resistance against her efforts to contain it.


“Just a little bit longer, baby,” she encouraged him in a
soothing, matronly tone. “Nice and soft until I’m done…”


A few more deep breaths along with some gentle prodding from
Christi’s finger found the majority of David’s cock settling into its plastic
cage, which she then saw received an extra touch of help when she made her
first attempt to slide the base of the cage up to the awaiting pegs where it
would then be locked into place.


“Aaaaa…” he hissed as one of the pins caught his most tender
of areas.


“Sorry!” she apologized sheepishly as she leaned in closer
to get a better look as she lined up the plastic pins with their holes once
again, this time proceeding much more slowly and constantly checking for obstructions
to avoid any further discomfort.


As the cage settled into place and she saw the hole become
ready to accept the shiny, gold padlock that she had picked out special for the
occasion, Christi could no longer hold back her excitement, beaming as she held
the cage in place with one hand while retrieving the lock with the other, then
slipping it into place and closing it shut with a small click…


She blushed at her own amusement as she took the full
assembly in her hand and examined it as it now locked around her husband’s
cock, eventually looking up to ask, “So … how does it feel???”


Dave looked down at the plastic cage around his cock that
now sat in his wife’s hands, reaching down to tap on the plastic himself before
responding, “I’m not sure. It’s weird that I can’t … touch it…”


Standing up with a grin, she purred, “Maybe I don’t want
you to touch it … maybe I want you to touch me instead!” as she
pressed herself up against his and brought her lips to his for the first
passionate embrace of their vacation that she’d been holding back for just the
right time. Christi wrapped her body around his as she swallowed his touch
eagerly, savoring every touch as he groped her body, sliding her top off as she
dragged him into the other room towards the bed.


Tumbling down onto the soft comforter together, their
tongues continued to intertwine as their passion escalated before David
confusingly stopped her and asked, “Wait … so how am I supposed to…?” while
gesturing down at his crotch and then towards her own…


“No talking…” she countered with a raspy voice as she took
his hand and slid it up her skirt and into her panties, “…just make me cum.”


David’s heart raced as he leaned back into his wife and
resumed their kiss while he also slipped his fingers between her already
excited folds. The two grunted in unison as she began to grind herself against
his hand while David did all that he could to keep up with his sexually charged
wife as she seemed to transform into an entirely different animal beneath him…


“Oh god, yesssss!”


She screamed out as he furiously plunged his fingers in and
out of her, watching the sweat glisten on her skin as she came to a
exhilarating climax before him. He attempted to kiss her as the orgasm subsided
and her hips slowed, but instead was simply told, “No … lick me…” as she
pushed him down towards her feet and then dug her fingers into the bed sheets
around her as his tongue obedient came into contact with her tender lips below.


Christi’s sporadic moans filled the room for the next 20
minutes as her husband alternated between valiantly eating her pussy and
sensuously caressing the very center of her desire over and over again.
Occasionally hearing the quiet clicking of the gold padlock against the plastic
cage between David’s legs brought smiles to her face as she felt like the
center of his universe, her sex being the only thing that mattered as it
throbbed like fire, eager to be fed. Both lay exhausted as her orgasmic waves
finally subsided, her tender pussy still twitching with each deep breath that
came from his mouth until eventually David pulled himself back up beside his
divinely satisfied wife…


“Wow – somebody seemed to enjoy herself!” he
exclaimed with an amazed look on his face as he stared into the wide eyes of
the clearly spent woman beside him.


“Mmmmmm,” she smiled back happily, “that was wonderful …
thank you!”


Reaching out, she ushered him to pull closer to her and then
gave him a deeply passionate kiss, during which Dave noticed that his wife was
still shaking from the experience.


“So…” he implored as their kiss trailed off, still huddled
close to one another, “what now???”


“Well,” she began slowly as she bit her lip flirtatiously,
“so many orgasms sure do make a girl hungry, so why don’t we get cleaned
up and head down for dinner, maybe have a nice bottle of wine, and then
afterwards we can find ourselves a place on the beach to enjoy our first
Caribbean sunset!”


“Ummmm, errr…” he stuttered, “I was kind of thinking about
maybe a little something for me before we get dinner…”


Dave gestured down to his locked up cock which by now had
dripped a noticeable amount of pre-cum, despite not actually able to get hard
itself.


“Oh baby…” Christi giggled as she looked down and
grinned at his predicament, “…that’s not really how this works…”


“What do you mean??? You had your fun - what about mine?!”


Christi laughed, doing her best to diffuse the situation
just like she’d read on all of those websites…


“But my orgasm is your orgasm, sweetie…” she
told him as she looked him in the eye, then slowly reached down between his
legs and took the plastic cage in her hand as she continued. “The whole point
of chastity is to make the man locked up focus on the woman’s needs by
taking his own out of the picture for a while.”


“But that doesn’t seem quite fair!” he protested as his wife
held a firm grip around his locked cock and balls.


“It’s not supposed to be fair … that’s what power
exchange is all about. It’s kinda like role playing – with you locked in
this thing, I want you to let me call the shots for a little while…”


“…ok…” he conferred. “So … when then???”


“Whenever I feel like it!” she replied with a
wink. “The suspense … the waiting … the teasing is all part of the fun!”


“You had fun watching me have all of those amazing
orgasms … making me have all of those amazing orgasms just now, didn’t
you?” Christi asked her husband with a sly grin.


“Well, yeah…” he admitted sheepishly.


Her grip remained firm as she pulled herself nearly on top
of him…


“Did it ever occur to you that maybe one of the
reasons that I was able to have so many mind-blowing orgasms one after
another after another … is because the idea of me keeping you all locked
up just makes me so unbelievably horny?! Baby, I’ve been reading so
many stories and forum threads about this stuff since I first got the idea, and
not only do the women all love the attention, but there are even guys who
beg their wives to do this kind of thing to them!”


“I don’t really … understand,” he told her as she breathed
down his neck. “What do you want me to do???”


Christi smiled as she gave him another kiss on the lips…


“I don’t really know, either…” she professed, “…which is why
I thought it might be kinda fun to just play around with this week together.
Just roll with it and see what happens…”


“But this is something that … turns you on?” he asked
her curiosity as they continued to lock eyes.


She chuckled, then took one of his hands with her free hand
and guided it down to the extraordinary wet spot between her legs.


“You tell me…” she grinned.


“Wow!”


“I know – right?!” she added with a playful laugh
before they shared another kiss.


“Do me this,” Christi suggested as she began to run her
hands over her husband’s upper body. “Try it and let’s see where it goes
… trust me that I’m not going to make you wear it all of the time on
our anniversary … and I promise that before all is said and done,
you’ll have an orgasm that’s just as absolutely incredible as the ones
that I had just now!”


“You’ve just got to give it a chance to help build the
anticipation…”


David sighed as he felt himself caving in to his wife’s
strange, new arousal, then broke a small smile and brought his arms up around
Christi’s neck, pulling her into a warm embrace as she happily held firm on the
cock that was now locked under her control.


Through their kisses, she tauntingly whispered, “You’re
all mine, Davey…”


To which he calmly replied, “I always have been, my
love…”


As their embrace reluctantly came to an end, Christi asked
for some privacy to change, which she used to surprise David with a
flirtatious, new dress and a pair of sexy, red sandals for his first ever
evening of chastised teasing. Adding the shiny key to his cage to the lovely,
diamond pendant around her neck, Christi felt a new thrill as the night passed
on with her husband seeming to hang on her every word and his eyes linger as if
he desired to take her right across the dinner table while they awaited
the refills of their sangria…


Just as she had been told by her new chastity girlfriends
online, she made sure not to leave a single opportunity unturned for some
gentle teasing, be it rubbing her foot up against his leg underneath the table
or merely toying with his key on her necklace as she savored the breathtaking,
waterfront view that surrounded them. As the night pressed on, they made their
way down to the beach just as Christi had romantically suggested, and shared a
warm kiss that turned into a bit more as the sun descended down below
the horizon while they sat on the white, sandy shore without so much as a
second glance from the few other similar-minded couples that joined them.


Returning back to their villa after several hours spent
gazing up at the stars and groping each other discretely, the two found their
motives heightened with the gift of champagne, rose petals, and chocolate
strawberries left by the staff “for the celebrating couple.” As clothing
was discarded and David found his latest surprise in the form of the sexy,
black lingerie that his wife had hidden underneath her dress for his eventual
discovery.


As Christi reclined back on the bed with rose petals
scattered around her and her loving husband strewn out beside her, alternating
between feeding her bites of strawberry and sips of the bubbly champagne, her
mind wandered excitedly at all of the different directions that her new fantasy
could take them. Already her gift had made him more attentive and affectionate,
she wondered if there were any other tendencies that she could bring to
the surface with the advent of this new adventure that she was leading them
down…


Luring him close with the curl of a finger, she brought her
lips close to his ear as she whispered, “Baby, I’ve had such an amazing night …
the chastity, the romance, you … would you understand if I wanted to
keep you locked up just a little longer???”


She locked her lips with his before he had a chance to
answer, but in the end a simple nod was all that she needed.


“I’ve got so many fantasies running through my head
right now,” she continued, “that I think I want to drive this time. I’m
sure you can find something to keep yourself occupied…”


With a sly wink, Christi leaned her head back and brought
one hand to her chest while the other slipped down beneath her new thong and
began rubbing tiny circles in a delightfully familiar manner. As David watched
his wife begin to pleasure herself right before his very eyes, he felt a
stirring inside of his chastity belt, though he knew that no matter how aroused
she made him, he would be unable to fulfill his own urges as long as that key
continued to hang gingerly on the necklace around his wife’s neck.


Feeling both defeated and strangely aroused as he was unable
to participate, he slipped down to the edge of the bed and after staring at his
wife’s seductive motions a while longer, he found himself drawn to her feet,
which were still wearing the same strappy heels that she’d worn out to dinner
earlier that night. Though he’d never admitted it to Christi, or really anyone,
he took a liking to the feminine form that high heeled shoes offered, and
before he knew what was happening, he was on his knees at the side of the bed
and was kissing his wife’s feet while she continued to masturbate.


Gently caressing the red, patent straps, smelling the fruity
perfume that even drifted off her feet as he licked her toes, David paid
tribute to his wife’s feet while her fingers brought her to a long and drawn
out climax, her eyes opening to see him at her feet only after she was
completely finished.


As he moved to rise, she spoke, “No - don’t get up…”


To which he quickly countered, “But I was just going to get
you more champagne.”


Christi beamed as she watched him walk over to the
kitchenette and refill her glass before replying, “Ok, if you insist … but
right back where you were once you’re done.”


She mused as she took the wine flute from his hand and he
returned to kneel by her feet, her shoes dangling tantalizingly in front of
him, “Boy, we’re learning all sorts of new things about each other on
this vacation! I can’t wait to find out what we’ll uncover tomorrow night…”
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It looked so silly locked up in that
little, plastic cage of his.


Confined.


Balls shriveled.


Kinda sad.


My boyfriend was never really a big man downstairs,
but the chastity belt that he was now wearing made him look positively small …
the kind of thing that turns a girl’s arousal into laughter when she gets her
first glimpse of it…


“Is this what you really want?” I asked him after a
good laugh as the key ring that he had just handed over to me swung around on
my finger.


He couldn’t bring himself to say the words, but I could tell
by the look in his eyes that he was on cloud nine at that very moment. He was
kind of a kinky guy and he had this thing about women being dominant over
him, so what’s more domineering than having your girlfriend lock your manhood
up in chastity???


“So what am I supposed to do?” I then
challenged him as I looked back down at his crotch with a sneer in my voice
that I’d never heard before. “It’s no good to me like that. If I’m supposed
to be the dominant one, it’s hardly fair for me to have to give up sex
to entertain your little fantasies here…”


He stared down sheepishly at the floor for a moment as he
considered the ramifications of my point, seemingly for the first time since he
had first found himself interested in this denial fetish of his, until he
finally mumbled out without looking up, “You could find a replacement.”


I couldn’t help but admit that I was curious … it was
all very weird, but there was also this strange appeal to having that sort of control
over my boyfriend in a way that I’d definitely never experienced
before. In a way, I sort of admired that he had the guts to share this deeply
personal, deeply embarrassing desire of his with me, and seeing him so
vulnerable standing there before me gave me the idea that it might actually be
something that I could have a lot of fun with!


“Ok – let’s go do that right now,” I replied
back to him curtly, telling him to pull up his pants as I grabbed my purse and
headed towards the door.


It isn’t often that a girl goes shopping for a
replacement for her boyfriend’s cock, but there was something delicious
about him helping me to do it that I simply couldn’t resist…


* * * * * * * * * *


“So tell me again…” I asked him as I drove down the highway
with him in the passenger seat of my car, “what does this do for you?
Why is this such a turn-on???”


Justin stared out the window for a moment, then down at the
floor, then finally looked back over at me before working up the courage to
speak up…


“It feels good to be controlled by somebody else …
it’s the fantasy of being locked up by this beautiful girl, and having
her be the only one to make decisions about it.”


“This beautiful girl…” I continued, admittedly
blushing a bit at the compliment, “what does she do with it while she’s
sitting here holding the key???”


He sat quiet a bit longer.


“Nothing,” he eventually explained, squirming a
noticeable bit in his seat as the single word slipped out of his mouth. “It’s a
tease and denial thing … she’s in control and can do whatever she wants,
and she chooses to keep it locked away, and she teases him and flaunts
about it instead…”


“So you get off on the idea of not being able to have
sex???”


I could tell that he was starting to warm back up to me by
the way my eyes held his attention as we talked. He was still in a much different
state, but his nerves were somewhat subsiding … which was a good thing.


“It’s more being told that I can’t have sex, but
still having it around me all of the time … taunting me.”


“Not so much like when you’re not feeling well and
don’t want to have sex, but more like just wanting something else instead…”


“So I’m horny,” I reiterated back with a grin, “and
I want to have sex, but just not with you … not with that…” I
confirmed with a wink as I glanced down at his plastic-encased crotch that was
hidden just beneath his jeans. I grinned as I watched him take a deep breath
and shudder before simply nodding yes.


“But you said something about taunting,” I pressed
him further as we exited the freeway towards one of the seedier parts of town.
“How much can you really feel inside of that thing?”


“It’s pretty snug,” he said, looking back up at my eyes
again, “but there’s a little wiggle room there … enough to get semi-hard, but
nothing much more than that.”


The gears started turning in my head.


“So it’s just enough space for you to start to get
aroused, but not enough for you to actually do anything about it?”


“Yes,” he replied simply.


“I’m sure you’ve tried masturbating with it,” I
continued. “Can you cum in it???”


“No,” he shook his head.


“So is it the device doing the taunting or the
beautiful woman holding the key whose the one doing the taunting?” I asked
with a sly grin.


“Both,” he said. “The device is a reminder – a
constant reminder, but it’s the woman who really has the control …
because she’s the one orchestrating the whole thing.”


“Or at least that’s what it’s like in the stories that
I’ve read…” he quickly added after.


“Interesting…” I purred as we pulled up to a stoplight in
the middle of an otherwise empty street. “So in these stories that
you’ve read … why does the woman do it? What’s her motivation???”


As we sat there quietly with the red light staring down at
us, I reached over and gently caressed his thigh with my hand.


“Ummm, well, some do it as a punishment because their
husband has been screwing around, and some do it as an act of domination
because they’re the one screwing around…”


“Wait,” I stopped him. “So a woman is cheating on her man,
and she locks him up in chastity before she goes out to fuck?! That’s
hot…” I commented with an amused grin.


“Really???” he looked back at me puzzled.


“Yeah!” I laughed. “Because talk about dominance! So
why else???”


He seemed a little shocked and flustered at my response,
taking another moment to get himself back on track…


“Well, a lot of people do it just because they enjoy the
dynamic – it puts her in control and leaves him doing whatever he can to
please her because she’s the one who holds the key. It’s like a game to
some couples.”


“And how long do couples usually play this game?” I asked as
the light turned green and we took off down the road.


“It really depends,” he told me. “Could be only a few hours,
or a couple of days, or even weeks or months … it’s kind of up to her…”


“But what if she wanted to keep you locked up for a
long time?” I posed as I turned in the driveway at our destination.


“What if it turned out that she preferred you in
chastity and saw no real reason to let you out … ever?!”


He froze as I stepped out of the car and walked around to
his, opening his door and beckoning for him to follow. As he closed the car
door behind him, I pressed him up against the car and reached down to grope at
the plastic cage through his pants with my hand, posing the question, “What
if it turns out that she actually really likes the idea more than you
might’ve expected???”


Justin stared into my eyes, his lips only a few inches from
mine as he stuttered back, “Then I guess I’d just have to do what you want…”


“Ok,” I replied with a mischievous smile as ideas flooded
through my head like a monsoon. “So if you’re going to be locked up in that
thing for the rest of the night, let’s go in here and buy me a dildo that I can
use to pleasure myself in your place!”


“Something … big!” I chuckled to myself as I
finally let go and turned to walk towards the sex shop, my boyfriend in
chastity following anxiously just a few steps behind.


* * * * * * * * * *


“So … what are you looking for?” Justin whispered over to me
as we started down the first of many aisles of silicone toys that the store had
to offer.


“This isn’t a library – you don’t have to
whisper!” I laughed as I picked up the box for an impressive-looking
butterfly vibrator and read through its features before returning it back to
the shelf.


“Are you asking me what my ideal cock would look
like?” I then asked in response to his question as we looked over a shelf of
multi-colored, vibrating toys.


“God, there was this one guy a couple of years ago…” I
told him nonchalantly with a big smile across my face, “…and in addition to
being long, he had a really nice girth to him that just felt GREAT
inside of me! I could feel the veins in his cock when he was fucking me …
of course, it didn’t hurt that he could just go on forever…”


When I looked over and saw Justin squirming at my story, I
asked him, “Does it make you uncomfortable hearing about my ex-boyfriends???”


Leaning in closer before he could answer, I added, “Because
I’d be willing to bet that if I pulled your pants down right here in the
middle of this store, you’d be just as swollen as ever inside of that
little cage of yours down there…”


He looked up at me with eyes that made me feel like I was piercing
his soul, but I was starting to have some fun with it so I just kept on
with my way, intently studying the vast selection that the store seemed to have
in every shape, size, and color imaginable. Occasionally I would hold one up
and ask for his thoughts, which were typically to blush and pretend that he
wasn’t loving our little game … even though I could tell with almost
certainty that he absolutely was.


“So … where do you think you fall on the list of
guys that I’ve been with?” I asked him as we got to a display of realistic,
life-like dildos that caught my attention as being very cool. I found myself
drawn to the black dildos on account of the gentleman that I’d mentioned to him
earlier and picked one up that was pretty close to the same 8” length as I
turned back to him.


“Can I please get an answer to my question?” I asked
him with a sweet seduction in my voice as I walked towards him with the large,
black cock between my hands.


“I don’t know,” he stuttered again. “Average?”


“Well, let me see…” I told him as I batted my eyes and
thought out loud to myself. “Nine guys total … well, eleven if you count the
twins at the lake that night … so out of everybody???”


I acted like I was pondering the question a few minutes
longer, even though I had already known the real answer since the instant I had
posed the question…


I then frowned and bit my lip as I shook my head.


“No, baby … I don’t think that you are average for
me,” I said dramatically. “I mean, a lot of those guys I was with specifically
for the sex, so they were obviously of a premium breed, but even…”


I mentally lined up each of the guys that I had been with by
dick size, but it still didn’t seem to matter…


“There was one guy who was a little smaller than
you,” I told him comfortingly. “I mean, we didn’t really last very long because
as you might expect, he wasn’t very confident and I just needed more…”


“But he never asked me to lock him up in chastity,” I then
added with a gleam in my eye as I handed the silicone toy in my hands over to
him symbolically.


“Now that’s a nice cock.”


I let the visual sink in as I turned my attention back to
the display where I found with great amusement that they even had models that
were considerably bigger than the one I had just handed him. Now truth be told,
I had never really had a problem with Justin’s cock – it was certainly true
that I’d been with several guys who were bigger than he was, but when looking
at the complete package … no pun intended … it was something that I was
willing to concede with considering where he made up for it in so many other
areas.


And yet while we were playing our new, little game, it
sure was fun to tease him about it now that he had brought it up!


“I think…” I told him with a sultry voice as I scanned the
rack in front of me while he still stood in shock, gawking at the previous
dildo that I had handed him, “…that I deserve a little something special.”


“…if I’m going to play along with this little
chastity game of yours, don’t you think?”


I turned and gave Justin a wink before taking the black
dildo from his hands and instead replacing it with a plastic-wrapped member
that was even larger still.


“I think I want this one!” I chirped with a
smile as we both studied the silicone toy that was kept away safe under its
see-through packaging. Ten long inches of pure pleasure – the
package boasted of its veiny contents, inside holding a dildo that was nearly
translucent save for a cute blush of pink just at the tip that sort of made me
giggle.


“What do you think of it???” I pressed my boyfriend
after glancing around to verify that we were more or less alone in our own
little corner of the store.


“Ten inches is an awful lot. Do you think it will be able
to fill me up where you clearly can’t???”


“I sure hope it will … all of a sudden I’m just so
horny, but my boyfriend is all locked up. I think I’d do just about
anything for a thick, juicy cock inside of me right now!”


His eyes dropped back down to study the pink packaging in
his hands as I leaned in closer and whispered into his ear, “Does this kind of
talk turn you on? Because I’ve got to be honest, it’s really working a
number on me right now!”


“In fact, I don’t think I’ve ever been this wet
before…” I told him as I took the slightest nibble from his ear, pulling
away and locking eyes once more with his as I quickly added, “but then
again, if you’re going to be my little chastity boy now, I guess there’s
not much you can do about that for me anymore…”


With a smirk, I snatched the dildo out of Justin’s hands and
stepped around him in the aisle, making a bee-line for the front counter as I
held my soon-to-be new dildo triumphantly like a prize. Catching up with me
just as I was handing it over to the girl behind the counter, I couldn’t help
but beam a little brighter as his eyes dropped embarrassingly to the floor
while the clerk rang up our purchase…


“Do you need any lubricant to go along with your new dildo?”
the blonde asked sweetly after inspecting the package and then putting it into
a bag.


“You know,” I chirped back with a smile, “I think that I
do need some lube for my new dildo! Is there anything in particular that
you would recommend???”


I could tell that Justin was fighting turning beet red, but
the exchange seemed innocent enough given the context and besides, I was just
having far too much fun to let up at that point!


“Well, we have these samples that we usually give away with
new purchases,” the girl explained as she held up a handful of the single-use
pouches that she had in a bucket behind the counter, “but if you want something
that I would actually recommend, there’s a really fun line of fruit-scented
lubes that we have that I like. We’ve got apple, and peach, and strawberry…”


“Oh – that sounds like fun!” I replied excitedly.


“Honey … can you go grab a bottle of the strawberry
lube for me?” I glanced over and asked him nonchalantly with a
playful wink.


“This stuff is great because it’s got a pretty scent to it,
but you don’t have to worry about it breaking down your toys or condoms or
whatever…” the girl explained to me as she also directed Justin towards the
rack a few aisles over that held all of the various bottles of lube that they
offered. After staring at the display for a few moments and another word of
direction from the clerk, we finally watched him retrieve a bottle off the rack
and return where he handed it over to the clerk, who proceeded to open it up
and offer us both an inviting smell.


“That does smell nice,” I smiled, “and look, it even
matches my dildo!” I added, noting excitedly how the reds and pinks on the
bottle’s label seemed to coincide with the packaging as well as the tip of my
new toy. 


“Well look at that,” the girl laughed along with me as she
pulled the dildo back out of the black plastic bag and held it up next to the
bottle for everyone to see. “It’s a perfect match! Now is there anything else
that I can get for you tonight???”


I pondered her question with a raised eyebrow as I looked
over at my boyfriend and presented the same to him, “I don’t know … is there
anything else I should pick up tonight???”


Justin full-on blushed that time as he read the smile on my
face and then shrugged as his eyes began to wander anywhere else around the
store in an awkward attempt to speed along our transaction. I couldn’t help but
giggle as I turned back to the store clerk…


“No, it looks like we’re all set for now!”


I gestured for Justin to give the girl his credit card to
pay, and while he fumbled for his wallet, all on her own the girl offered up a
few other words of wisdom about my new dildo…


“The one you picked out is actually really popular,” she
added casually as she processed Justin’s card. “Like, we have a hard time
keeping it in stock sometimes … from everything that I’ve heard, it’s got just
the right … extra size? … in both ways that women seem to really love!”


“Well, who doesn’t like a little extra?!” I
joked along with her as she stuffed the receipt into the bag and handed them to
me. As Justin was already on his way out the door, I turned back to the girl
with a quick grin and discretely asked her, “Hey – what’s the first guys
name that pops into your head?”


She thought for a moment, then reported back astutely,
“Hank.”


As I went to turn and follow my boyfriend, she piped up,
“Lemme guess – naming your new dildo?!”


It was all I could do to simply nod back with a smile.


“It happens more often than you’d think,” she laughed as she
waved me out the door, calling after me just before the door closed behind me, “Have
fun with Hank tonight!”


I would be having quite the bit of fun with my new
friend Hank that night, and a lot sooner than she probably would expect, too…


* * * * * * * * * *


“Why don’t you drive home?” I suggested to Justin
after catching up with him in the parking lot, merrily swinging the black
plastic bag around my finger as we both reached the passenger side at the same
time.


“So … that was fun!” I told him with a wink as he sat
down in the driver’s seat while I anxiously began to paw through my bag to
retrieve the new object of my future affections. Retrieving a small pocket
knife from my purse to slice open the heavy plastic that encased my new day, I
could already see a curious eye watching my every move as he pulled out of the
parking spot while I broke my ten inch lover free from his plastic prison…


“It’s … soft…” I exclaimed as I ran my fingers along
the realistic silicone, quickly making sure to add, “But not that kind of
soft!” as I considered the way it fit solidly in my hand. The toy was certainly
a bit thicker than most that I had played with, and as I glanced over to see
that already I had my chastity boy’s full attention as he did his best to
divide his focus between me and the drive home, I decided that it was time to
see what kind of fun Hank and I could really have!


Raising the dildo up to my lips, I extended my tongue and
traced just the tip as I looked over to survey the awe in my boyfriend’s eyes.
Truth be told, he hadn’t had a blowjob from me in quite a while and now thanks
to his new plastic cage and my rapidly growing tease and denial fetish, it was
probably going to be quite a while until he felt the dance of my tongue against
his cock the way I was teasing my new toy ever so seductively again.


As we pulled up to a stoplight, I sucked just the head
inside my lips and twirled my tongue around as if it were the real thing and
already I could imagine Justin’s swelling up snugly inside of his sad, little
belt. I spent some time with my red lips just tickling the head before I opted
to go all in and see how far I could go, taking a good several inches of the
dong into my throat while we sat waiting at the stoplight with another car
directly to Justin’s left…


“Does that turn you on … seeing what these lips are really
capable of?” I asked as I turned to face him with the cool, leather
seat beneath me as I pulled the clear and pink dildo from my lips and held it
out towards him.


“I suppose if you think about it, you’ve never really
given me much to work with,” I laughed, ”or at least certainly
not anything the size of this!”


My free hand wandered down between his legs and rapped a few
times against the hard plastic hidden beneath his pants while I wiggled the
dildo only a few inches from his face, savoring now the full display of this submission
… this control that he’d been trying to tell me about on the ride
over.


“How are you feeling in there???” I jeered at him as
I wriggled in my seat. “Is this the type of tease and denial that
you were after?!”


As he turned to pull onto the highway, I took the dildo and
placed it gently in his lap against his own caged cock as I purred, “Can you
hold this a minute for me, please?” before returning back to my side of the
car and reaching down to recline my seat into a more comfortable position.


I could tell that Justin hung on my every next move as I
then laid back and closed my eyes before my hands wandered up to play with my
erect nipples through my dress. It didn’t take much at all to get me moaning in
the seat next to him as I flicked my pierced nipples back and forth, imagining
the sensations of someone’s tongue as they teased them simultaneously, then
sucked them one at a time into their mouth, toying with the steel bar through
each of them one at a time in a way that has never ceased to drive me wild since
the day they first healed!


Feeling my legs part instinctively, I brought one hand down
to massage my clit underneath my dress while the other began to claw at my
nipples a bit more aggressively … all the while oblivious to whomever may have
been driving alongside of us and reveling at the thought of what my little
show was doing to Justin inside of his special cage…


I toyed with myself to quite the performance until I knew
that the rubber dick would slide into me almost effortlessly, then
opened my eyes to lock with Justin’s as I glared at him with a much more
intense look as I reached down and slipped my bright yellow thong panties over
my hips and hung them over the rear-view mirror with a confident smirk that
would’ve made my boy cum, had he not insisted on locking himself away in
this little device of his.


Reaching back down between his legs without breaking my gaze
into his eyes, I chimed, “I’ll take this back now!” as I took the
dildo in one hand and then reached back into the shopping bag with the other to
produce the new bottle of lube that he had also bought me … not that I
needed it at that particular juncture!


Taking the bottle and dildo in the same hand, I first poured
just a drop onto my index finger and playfully dabbed it under Justin’s nose
before then taking a larger sample and emptying it into my free hand before
rubbing it into the silicone like I was giving it a handjob right there in the
car at 70 mph! After working it into the toy until it absolutely gleamed, I
gave my boyfriend one final smirk before reclining back relaxingly in my seat,
taking a moment to get situated, and then gently aiming the rubber cock towards
my pussy that by that time was more than ready for the ten inches that
my new friend Hank was packing especially for me…


The first penetration is always sublime as I found myself
spreading my legs wider than usual to accommodate the extra girth that the new
dildo had to offer! Eventually propping one foot up on the dash for a better
angle, it didn’t take long at all for Hank to start hitting all of my favorite
spots as I bit my lip and furiously rubbed away at my clit while his size and
agility quickly took to my pussy like it was its own.


I imagined my boyfriend, trying his best to focus on the
road while his girlfriend fucked herself silly in the passenger seat beside
him, and for a brief moment I felt a hint of sympathy for him as I could only
imagine how he was drooling over me if my new toy performed as well visually
as it felt in that exact moment … but then my mind instead jumped down to his
cage and I pictured his own dick pathetically swollen between the clear,
plastic bars with my padlock jingling at the base with every move, and I
pictured Hank’s cock in comparison – which was not only not
locked in chastity, but in fact working my pussy like a real man as
my boyfriend looked on in agony and suddenly I seemed to drip for him force
between my legs that much more.


“Oh Hank – fuck my pussy!”


“It’s yours if you’ll have it … take it! My
boyfriend can’t do the things that you do!”


“I don’t care if he knows what you do to me – he can
watch if he wants – because I’m not stopping this for anybody!”


I slammed the pink-tipped dildo into my pussy more
enthusiastically than I ever have before, completely oblivious to my surroundings
as I cried out with pleasure, no doubt fogging up the windows of the car as the
mental picture of my mystery Hank towering over me while my new chastity boy
obediently knelt beside the bed … just watching and waiting while I got
fucked so thoroughly and completely to his envy.


I was pinching on my nipple and reaching my final peak when
I felt the car shift into park and realized that we must’ve reached our
destination back home, though there was no way in hell that I would be leaving
the car until *I* was good and ready to! Grabbing Justin’s hand and
directing it towards my breast, I ordered him to take over my nipples and
gratefully a few seconds later once my free hand had returned dutifully to my
clit, I felt my boyfriend leaning over me with his weight as he began to toy
with both nipples at the same time while I bucked against him as the
sensations throughout my body pushed me over the edge…


I felt his cold lips break mine as my shuddering began to
subside, whimpering with joy into his mouth as he kissed me deeply while I
gasped for breath after my incredible orgasm.


Continuing to gently slide the rubber cock in and out while
Justin lay on top of me and delicately caressed my erect nipples, my breathing
slowly returned to me as I moaned out, “Holy shit - that was amazing!”


“Thank you for helping Hank make me cum…” I
whispered into Justin’s ear as the gentle tease between my legs eventually
slowed to a stop. “I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did!”


“…well, almost as much…” I added with a wink
as my left hand wandered back to the plastic cage that still hung dutifully
between his legs and gave it a couple of loving pats.


“That was more than amazing,” he replied with an
overwhelmed look on his face as his lips leaned in to meet with mine much more
sensuously than before, and I could tell by the way he felt to the touch that
he wasn’t lying. The look on his face told me that we had really struck a nerve
that evening – in a very good way – and at that point I was beyond
curious to know more about this little perversion that my baby had been hiding
from me all of this time.


* * * * * * * * * *


After a few more minutes of romance, I eventually pulled my
seat back upright and prodded Justin to come inside so that we could partake
in round #2, among other things!


Over the next several hours, we continued to dig deeper into
Justin’s chastity fetish, both with plenty of conversation and cuddling as well
as a few more incredible orgasms, courtesy of my new friend Hank, who
probably got the prize as the best sex toy of the night.


…or possibly the second best if the cage counts
as a sex toy, too…


The passion between us only grew more intense as the night
went on – one of my favorites involved Justin kneeling next to the bed and only
watching, completely naked save for his belt, while Hank put my pussy
through the wringer again and I was able to glance over and spy his caged
member periodically through our fuck.


Another had Justin playing with my nipples once more when I
leaned up and whispered into his ear, “Do you think you can be a little
rougher with them? I think Hank would be rough with them…” Any
mention of Hank or other cocks seemed to send him into the stratosphere,
and I was kind of surprised to see what it was doing to my own sex
drive, too!


The best part was, though – hands down – was when it finally
came time for us to go to bed and he didn’t even ask if his cage could come
off … which was probably a good thing because by that point in time, I
didn’t exactly see much sense in unlocking him, anyways!


Let’s just say that I didn’t exactly rush to unlock
him again the next morning, either.


This new chastity thing seems like it’s going to be a
whole lot of fun!











One Last
Tease…

















My heart sank as I listened to the voicemail that my
recently ex-girlfriend had left on my phone…


“Hey – I just realized that I have a couple of your
things that I forgot to bring over when I got my stuff the other night. I’ll
meet you at your place after work and drop them off…”


I still couldn’t believe that it was over. Anna and I had dated
for nearly a year and I absolutely loved that girl to death, but in the last
couple of months she slowly started drifting farther away until finally
declaring last weekend that she wanted to see other people.


I didn’t dare to ask, but there was a part of me that
wondered if she had already started with that concept herself. Strangely
enough, the sex between us had only gotten better more recently – or at
least the sexual tension did. We had both come to the table with quite
an interest in kink and over time Anna had proven herself to be quite the
tease, and in the most recent months her intensity had seemed to grow
exponentially, so maybe it was because there was more venom behind her
humiliations than I thought was actually real … I don’t know.


What I did know was that it was going to be another very
long day, and I wasn’t quite sure yet if I was excited or even more depressed
in knowing that I would be seeing her one last time at the end of it…


* * * * * * * * * *


She looked amazing when I opened the door, just as I knew
she would. From the beaming smile on her face, you’d have never guessed that
she had just broken up with her boyfriend … that glossy, pink smile seemed to
make it even worse, to see that she was in fact very happy without me.


Inviting her to step inside for a minute, I did my best to
conceal my depressed state, though Anna had always been quite astute at reading
me and could see right through the thinly veiled smile. She set the box down on
my dining room table and quickly pointed out a few of the things that she had
found at her apartment – my favorite t-shirt, some CDs, my toothbrush and other
toiletries from when I would spend the night. Truth be told, at that very
moment I think I would’ve rather had her just throw them all in the river than
force me to endure seeing her again, even though admittedly I did really like
that shirt…


She had already cleared out all of her things a few days
prior, so there wasn’t much to say after that. We made small talk for a short
while and she told me about the latest drama at her job, until a grueling 10
minutes later she finally gave me a hug and a soft kiss on the cheek and we
said goodbye.


It should’ve ended at that very moment, but as she
turned and walked towards the door, her patent heels clicking against the tile
floor as my eyes locked onto that pencil skirt that was just tight
enough to ride the line of business appropriate, something came over me and I
couldn’t help but blurt out the question that’d been plaguing my mind at all
hours of the day for the last week.


“Were you cheating on me?”


She stopped, stood silently there for a moment, then simply
replied, “Yes” in a soft voice, a few seconds later adding, “…it was only for
the sex, though…” before finally looking over her shoulder to see my reaction
from her words.


I was frozen, and my eyes instinctively dropped to her feet
as Anna looked back at me with the faintest of smiles across her lips.


“That actually reminds me…” I heard her murmur as she walked
back over to the table and set her purse down, then began rummaging through the
expensive leather handbag that I had bought her until she produced something
that I’d honestly forgotten she even had – a key ring with a pair of small,
padlock keys that she had acquired much earlier in our relationship…


“So you probably want these back!” she giggled as she
jingled the keys in front of me, amusing herself as she recalled all of the
memories of her keeping me locked in the steel chastity cage that she had
purchased for me on a whim one day when she first discovered the allure of
keeping her man firmly locked up in chastity. It had quickly become one of our
favorite pastimes and Anna was an expert cock tease, and even then as
she stood in front of me, the grin on her lips reminded me that she still knew
all too well what she was capable of reducing me to while she had me locked up
in that cage.


My eyes darted briefly up at the keys, then over to Anna’s
eyes before looking past her at the wall again with a small sigh. After a few
seconds passed and I hadn’t yet taken them from her hand, my ex-girlfriend took
a step in closer and unexpectedly grabbed at my crotch while asking
provocatively, “What – you aren’t wearing it right now, are you?!”


“Wouldn’t that be rich,” she laughed. “Being locked
up in chastity by your ex-girlfriend! And you thought that I
could be cruel about keeping you locked up before!”


As she continued her awkward grasp on my cock through my
pants, despite all of the other emotions that filled my head, it was
nonetheless impossible to hide the impact that her words had on me as I stood
quietly before her…


Anna chuckled under her breath as she felt my erection
slowly growing in her one hand as the keys still jingled softly in the other.


“Leave it to you to be turned on by something like that…”


After what seemed like an eternity, I finally mustered up
the strength to reach up and take the padlock keys from her hand, but just as I
did, she pulled them away and smiled at me, this time much less menacingly than
before.


“Look – I know that this is hard,” she told me as I gazed
into her warm glow, “so how about this… You always liked taking me shopping – I
know that you enjoyed it just as much as I did. So why don’t you go put it
on and then we’ll go have some fun for a few hours, one last time for old
time’s sake?”


I took a deep breath, part of me already knowing that it was
in my best interests to politely decline so that I could just continue with my
grieving process and work towards my new life without her … but as my eyes
wandered the room, continually glancing back at Anna in her full glory, her
smile seeming to grow just a little bit bigger each time that I checked, I was
helpless to resist and she knew it. I also knew that I would probably regret it
the next day when I was missing her all the worse, but there in the heat of the
moment, the only word that I could muster up was a simple, “Ok.”


“Excellent!” Anna quipped back with a big grin. “So I guess
I’ll be keeping these a bit longer…” she laughed as she dropped the keys
back into her purse. “Now let’s get you locked up so that we can get
going – the mall is only open for a couple more hours!”


After watching me disappear into my bedroom to retrieve the
velvet pouch from my nightstand that contained the heavy, steel belt, Anna
followed me into the bathroom nonchalantly and removed the device from its bag
while I quickly relieved myself as she waited. She wasted no time jumping into
action once I stood up, expertly fitting the locking ring first behind my cock
and balls, and then slipping the cage around the length of my shaft and
bringing the two tight together before I even had time to react.


“Still just as tiny as ever, I see…” she began her tease as
she then looped the silver padlock through the hasp and snapped it closed with
an unceremonious click. “I’d forgotten just how much smaller that thing is than
the cocks that I’ve been having lately.”


As she stood up and gestured for me to pull my pants back
up, she winked and added, “Yep, that’s how it’s going to be now – better
get used to it…” as she turned and walked out of the bathroom with me in
tow. I felt a lump building in my throat as I considered the gravity of her
words – while Anna had certainly never been shy before about making such
remarks to incorporate a bit of humiliation play into our games while
she had kept me locked up in the past, this time it felt very different,
perhaps because for the first time it no longer felt like just a game…


After grabbing her purse off the table, Anna paused and
looked me over with a playful grin on her face that seemed to have a new hint
of something that I hadn’t seen in her before. I could tell that she
already knew the effect that she was having on me as I drifted back into that
comforting subspace that helped me to forget a bit about our breakup, and just
like in the old days, with a smile she made quick work to take advantage of my
emotions in an effort to push me down even a little bit further beneath her.


“Before we go,” she chimed joyfully, “I think we need to do a
little something just so that we both remember who’s in charge
here…” Pointing down at the floor, she then ordered, “One kiss on each shoe,
and don’t touch my feet…”


A moment later, adding, “You’re not allowed to touch
me anymore – don’t forget that.”


The look in her eyes as she spoke the words gave me a shiver
down my spine as I saw that she was enjoying her new position of power over me
more than ever. At this point she had no reason to be gentle with me
anymore, and it was rapidly becoming clear that she knew it, too. Sure,
I could’ve protested and called the whole thing off, but there would’ve been
nothing stopping her then from walking out the door with my keys still in her
purse, and even when we were together, she had been quick to point out that taking
a hacksaw to my cage would’ve been a very unwise move.


…that’s why she had selected that particular model,
because she knew that eventually plastic could be broken, but steel
– not so much…


As I got down on my knees and slowly brought my lips to my
ex-girlfriend’s shiny, black oxfords, emotions flooded back as I was
overwhelmed by the countless times that I had done that very act throughout the
course of our relationship. I felt her glaring down at me just like she always
did, and as I gently kissed the toe of each shoe, taking special care to avoid
coming into contact with her skin, per her new directive, I felt that
sense of ownership peaking once again as I gave myself over to this woman that
I still was very much in love with, regardless of however she actually felt
about me.


Standing back up, my head hung a little lower than usual as
I kept my eyes locked on those shoes. At that very moment, I didn’t know what
Anna was going to do to me, and at that very moment, I honestly didn’t
care. I just wanted to serve her, in any capacity that she would have me,
even if it meant a new level of humiliation that until just now had only seemed
like playful banter.


Now each threat and each jeer had a frightening, new barb
attached that left me questioning what was real and what was being made up for
a quick thrill. For all I knew, every word out of her mouth was completely
true, and yet despite everything that I’d been through the last couple of
days, somehow that new sense of torture actually felt kind of nice…


* * * * * * * * * *


“Same rules apply as always,” Anna announced as she sped
down the highway towards her favorite mall while I sat quietly in the passenger
seat. “No speaking unless you are spoken to, keep your eyes on my feet at all
times, and while we’re at it, let’s have you keep three steps behind me
whenever we’re walking – wouldn’t want to give anyone the idea that we’re
actually together!” she laughed, glancing over at me with a grin.


It was all I could do simply to nod
in approval as my mind raced between submission and romance and wondering if
this all meant that I still had a chance with this radiantly cruel woman.


“So, are you going to give me a
spending limit tonight?” she interrupted my thoughts with her own amusements,
referring to the many times that we’d extended our playtime to the mall where,
as her submissive, my task had been simply to walk behind her and purchase
anything that she desired. We both made decent money, so it was more the
principal of the dynamic – I loved the idea of her financially dominating me
by making me buy her all sorts of sexy clothes and shoes, and in turn she
enjoyed the new dynamic that it already added to my service underneath her.


Looking over at her for a moment, I
sheepishly shook my head, “No…” to which she instantly lit up and quipped back,
“Oooh – risky move! Will the ex-girlfriend feel sympathy on you,
or will she use this as an opportunity to take you for everything you’ve
got?!”


My heart felt like it could beat
clear out of my chest as I continued to second-guess what I had gotten myself
into, and yet as I felt my manhood strain against the resolute cage that hung
between my legs, I’d never been more turned on in my entire life…


* * * * * * * * * *


“I kind of want to get some new
boots,” Anna told me with a sly grin as she pulled into a parking spot outside
of the upscale shopping mall. “Something tall, and sexy! I hear that men
love a girl in boots this time of year…”


“Oh, that’s right – you’ve got
a bit of a boot fetish, too, don’t you, honey???” she gloated as I
obediently followed her through the parking lot towards the front door. Turning
to me as I held the door for her, she added with a malicious grin, “Of course,
these boots aren’t for you.”


I quickly found myself mesmerized as
I walked behind Anna through the mall, focusing in on the individual click of
each of her heels as she strutted her way to her favorite department store that
had supplied us with many, many pairs of shoes and boots for her on
similar shopping trips in the past. Not once did she look back to check that I
was still behind her as we walked, though once we finally arrived at the store,
she did drop her purse into my hands with a single motion as she instructed me,
“Hold my purse…” before disappearing into the store.


I continued slowly behind,
occasionally glancing down at the shiny, patent leather handbag that I had
specifically bought for her at that very store because I thought that it had
looked very sexy, but now I found myself carrying it around for the same woman
with an entirely different connotation altogether. My mind briefly entertained
the notion that the keys to my belt were in there somewhere, although
when I finally caught up with Anna amid several racks of gorgeous, yet
expensive leather boots, the first words out of her mouth were, “I’m not stupid!
They’re not in there, so don’t even think about it…”


Noticing that my eyes couldn’t help
but wander up the massive racks of my favorite ladies footwear, my ex looked
over as she was examining a pair of brown leather riding boots and casually
asked, “So … which ones do you like the best?”


Overwhelmed by the abundance of
boots on top of everything else that was going on, I took a few moments to get
my bearings before looking over the rack several times and finally focusing in
on a pair of black knee boots with buckles at the top. “Those, I think…” I told
her as I pointed to the boots before dropping my eyes back down to the floor.


She picked up the boots that I had
selected after putting the riding boots back in their place, taking her time
running her fingers over the smooth leather and admiring the provocative
buckles before flipping up the bottom and learning of their price…


“These are really sexy
boots,” she commented as her eyes darted over to mine and then back at the
leather in her hands. “I could wear these to work under a pair of dress
pants, out at night with a cute dress or skirt…” As I then looked up at
her again as she held the boot out to show me the $399 price sticker
that it carried, the playful grin that accompanied the footwear did its job to
the tee and it was all I could do to simply nod, “Ok,” to give her the approval
that she desired.


“Wonderful!” she cheered happily as
she handed me the boot before prompting me, “Now go find these in my size –
I’ll be over there waiting…”


The new $400 boot in one hand and
her purse sheepishly in the other, I made quick work to find one of the
salesgirls and asked her to bring out a pair of the attractive, black boots in
Anna’s size. I wandered back over to where my ex-girlfriend had taken a seat
while the salesgirl searched in the back room, and as she finally approached
with the large, glossy box, the boots were handed off to me just in time for
Anna to interrupt…


“Here they are – so just let me know
if you need anything else, you two…” the girl spoke as she began to back away
before Anna spoke up.


“Actually, we’re not together – so
do you think that you could help me try these on please?”


“Why certainly! My mistake…” the
girl apologized before opening the box that I held in my arms, the scent of new
leather barraging my senses as she took the first of the heeled boots and knelt
down in front of my former girlfriend. The two made light chatter while the
woman unlaced and slipped off Anna’s heels and then exchanged them for the
tall, leather boots, seemingly enjoying her time as she zipped and buckled each
boot up her leg as if I wasn’t even there.


“These look absolutely gorgeous on
you!” the girl gushed as she finished buckling the second boot and Anna stood
up to try walking on them.


“They do, don’t they…” Anna purred
as she admired the firm leather that traced up her calves. “I’m kind of trying a
new look, so I’m hoping that these beauties will help me to turn some
heads!” she elaborated as the two girls giggled about her new footwear.


“Well, I don’t think that’s going
to be a problem!” I just barely overhead as the two slipped off around the
corner. “Men love a girl in leather, and this season it’s going to be really
hot!”


“Come see,” she prompted as she
guided her over to a nearby mirror and turned her around. “These boots do
wonders for your ass! Sure, you could wear them with a pair of jeans or
whatever, but wear them with a skirt – even a little shorter than the one
you’re wearing now – and you won’t be disappointed with the results!”


“I’ve actually got this little black
dress at home,” Anna cooed as she admired what the new heels did for her own
backside herself, “and I think it’s going to look very nice with these…”


“By the way,” the girl interjected
in little more than a whisper, “sorry again about that mix up back there. I saw
him carrying your purse, so I just assumed…”


“No no, that’s ok,” my ex replied
with a grin, “he’s actually my ex, so you weren’t entirely wrong!
We actually just broke up last week, but he sort of … owes me … so
tonight I’m collecting!”


Anna pointed down to the sexy, new
boots on her feet and both of the girls giggled as they glanced over at me
quietly waiting with the box from the boots still in my hands and Anna’s purse
balanced carefully underneath.


“So – how much does he ‘owe
you’?” the salesgirl asked with a raised eyebrow as she spotted the
opportunity to boost her commission that night.


“I guess that all depends…” Anna
countered coyly, “…what do you have in mind???”


“Well, we have some new leather
coats that just came in that would look fantastic with those boots … if
you’re into the whole leather thing…”


“Go on…” Anna smiled widely as she
ushered for me to follow as the salesgirl led her to the new coats, and then to
several other areas of the store as well. By the time we were done, she had
racked up a bill of nearly $1,500, not only the boots, but also a
stunning, leather coat and a matching handbag because she cited that the
patent leather just didn’t go with the matte leather of her new coat and boots…


She opted to wear the boots out of
the store, prompting the salesgirl to put her old shoes in a box for me to
carry along with her other purchases. After we walked out of the department
store, Anna turned to me and asked me rhetorically, “So, do you like my new
boots???”


“At least when you walk behind
me, you’ll get to appreciate them from afar because, well, I think
it should go without saying at this point, but…”


She leaned in close to where I could
almost taste the strawberry lip gloss on her lips.


“You’ll never get to touch
these boots! All of that time that you used to spend licking and caressing
my other boots? This pair is just for me … and whatever new boot
slut I find to entertain me!”


“So enjoy the view from back
there – they feel wonderful, but you’re just going to have to take my
word for it…”


* * * * * * * * * *


“Let’s go in here next…”


After walking a couple of sections
down, the next store to catch Anna’s eye was one that made me groan even more
than the first. As we walked into the lingerie store, me keeping my distance despite
still having to carry her shopping bags from the previous store. My eyes
couldn’t stop staring at the new boots on her feet, not only because that was
my directive, but even more so as her words haunted my thoughts about
being denied anything more than a simple glance.


Anna was the queen of tease and
denial, but now that we weren’t together took everything that fell from her
lips and amplified it a thousand times and made me want her all the more. I
would’ve given nearly anything at that point to drop to my knees and worship
her new boots right there at the entrance to the lingerie store, and yet her
underlying message rung home even more and made my suffering all the more sweet
– she didn’t need anything from me anymore, so she held every last
one of the cards and every chance that she saw to twist the screw another turn,
she was doing with a Cheshire grin on her face…


Surrounded by a plethora of skimpy
bras and panty sets and more, I could only imagine what was going through my
ex-girlfriend’s head as she excitedly wandered through the store, seeming to
take a little more time examining each of the displays that she passed as she
knew that consequently, my eyes fell plainly on her. Soon another sales
associate came to her assistance, and as she guided her through the store, I
felt my penis throb inside its cage as Anna narrated the scene like the back of
her hand…


“I was thinking about something sexy
to go with my new boots,” she told the clerk with a giggle as she proudly
pointed out her new footwear. “I guess you could say that I kind of have a
thing for attracting guys with boot fetishes, so a little something
extra to surprise them with might be kind of fun!”


“Maybe something sheer…”


“Oooh – maybe even something crotchless
… for easy access, right?!”


After working with the salesgirl to
amass a small collection of hangers, Anna eventually made her way back over to
the area of the store where I stood and playfully informed me, “Ok – your
turn again!” 


“The funny thing is,” Anna lowered
her voice as she leaned in closer to me, “that you’ve already been
buying me lingerie to wear for other men and you didn’t even know it!”


I gulped as my mind was riddled with
the quandary of just how long this woman had actually been cheating on me, but
I knew that I dared not ask her, especially in the heat of all that was
transpiring that evening…


As I scanned the racks of
unmentionables as I’d done so many times for Anna in the past, I couldn’t help
but gravitate to the pairs that turned me on the most, all the time knowing
damn well that she had no intention of letting me see her in any of them, even
as I ached in the cage of her own making. Each matching set I imagined against
her smooth skin sent goose bumps down my own, with each seeming a little racier
than the one before.


When all was said and done, I
pointed out three different items that had piqued my interests – a skimpy, red
and black chemise lined in crushed velvet, a fancy, embroidered bra & panty
set in her favorite colors – purple and black, and a surprising find for a mall
lingerie store - a deep blue satin corset with actual boning and edging in
leather … not as nice as some of the corsets that I had custom-ordered for Anna
during our time together, but it certainly caught my eye and brought back some
specific memories just the same…


“You and your leather…” she
chuckled under her breath as she found her sizes in each of the items that I
had selected and piled them up along with several other items that she had
picked out as well. When I was finally holding what was no doubt several
hundred dollars worth of lingerie for her, Anna finally led me up to the
cashier to checkout where, as the girl began taking each item off of its hanger
and placing them delicately into separate gift boxes, she asked Anna if she had
wanted to try anything on first to make sure that they fit.


Though first shrugging it off, I
watched as the gears in my ex’s mind began to spin until finally she piped up,
“Actually, I wouldn’t mind trying on that corset real quick, if you
would be able to help lace me into it!”


“Why of course!” the blonde behind
the counter bubbled back. Taking the hanger holding the satin and leather
garment from the pile, she held it up to examine it, then looked back quickly
through the remainder before asking, “Did you know that there’s more to this
set than just the corset???”


Anna turned to me with a grin and a
raised eyebrow and replied, “I did not! Well, we’ll have to try the whole set
then, of course…”


“Great!” the girl exclaimed as she
guided Anna back through the store to the corset display where I heard her
point out not only the matching panties for the corset that I had overlooked,
but also the optional garters, which implored her to pick out a pair of sexy,
back-seamed stockings to go along with it as well. Anna just winked at me as
she then followed the girl back to the changing area before they both
disappeared into one of the rooms with the striking new outfit for her to try
on.


About ten minutes had passed before
I finally saw the sales girl reappear, but not my ex-girlfriend. Taking her
place again behind the cash register as she resumed boxing the rest of Anna’s
new lingerie, she said to me in a lowered voice, “We’re normally not supposed
to do this, but I’m the only one here … she wants to see you in the dressing
room…”


I was shocked as I heard the words
while she pointed back and gestured that I would find her in room #2. After
asking if it would be ok if I left the other bags from our last stop there with
her, I quickly proceeded back into the changing area where I eagerly opened the
door to find Anna the hottest that I’d ever seen her.


Maybe it was the forbidden touch
mandate that did it, but when I saw the curves that the tight satin had
accentuated around her hips and midsection as the corset put her breasts on
full display and tucked everything else in nice and sweet, coupled with the
long, dark stockings tracing their way up her legs from inside of her new boots
to the multitude of garters that hung awaiting from the corset … I was blown
away, and then when she twirled for me to show off her tightly cinched laces in
the back and how the garters served to frame her nearly perfect ass … “Wow” was
all that came to mind.


Without saying a word, Anna called
me close with a single finger, and although I would’ve given just about
anything to drop to my knees at that very moment, even with the sales girl not
far away, I soon learned all too well that Anna had something very different
in mind instead…


“You like what you see?” she purred
with a beaming smile as she reached out and grabbed my bound crotch with one
hand while she traced along her own body with the other. It was all that I
could do to nod profusely as I could smell her sweet perfume drifting in my
direction through her penetrating gaze.


Shifting her body within an inch of
mine, she brought her lips close to my ear and whispered, “I’ll bet you’d do anything
to touch me right now, wouldn’t you?!”


“To crawl down between my legs…”


“To have my stocking-clad thighs
clamped around your ears, my new high heeled boots digging into your back…”


“Well, the reason why I called you
in here,” she purred seductively while I hung on her every word, “is because … this
image is going to haunt you. Later on when you’re home by yourself,
or two months from now when you still can’t get me off of your mind …
you’ll be laying there with your dick as hard as can be and all you’ll
be able to think about will be me and how amazing I looked in this
lingerie that you bought me and how you never got to enjoy anything but
the slightest glimpse of me in it!”


She giggled as she watched me groan
while my heart raced, just knowing what she was doing to me inside of my
chastity prison.


“Oh, I’m sure that someone is
going to have fun with this outfit,” she continued without mercy. “Who knows,
maybe I’ll even go out tonight and see who I can find to help me out of
it … but it won’t be you…”


I couldn’t look away from her
piercing eyes as she taunted me at my weakest moment, all with a glowing smile
on her lips that I would’ve killed for just to have one last taste.


After releasing my cage and admiring
herself in the mirror a bit more from all angles, she called over her shoulder
casually to me as I still stood jaw a-gap, staring at her breathtaking figure,
“Alright, show’s over – now be a sweetheart and go ask the girl to come in and
unlace me. This is definitely going to be one that gets some use!”


As I walked back out of the changing
room, I heard her laugh, “If there’s one thing that I’m going to miss, it’s
sure going to be your taste in kinky lingerie!”


“Well, that and your credit card to
pay for it all…”


I stood just outside the door for
what felt like an eternity, overwhelmed by what had just taken place as I
already found the leather and lace-clad view of my beautiful ex-girlfriend
burned vividly into my brain. While I worked to compose myself, the cashier
actually came around the corner holding a couple of hangers in one hand and
also one of the shopping bags that I had been carrying from our prior stop, saw
me, and inquired, “Oh, are you done now? I wanted to show her a couple more
things before she gets undressed…”


I simply nodded and bit my lip as
the girl stepped around me and entered the changing room without missing a
beat. I first heard the two talking about Anna’s current ensemble, and Anna
especially raving at just how perfect she found it, but before long the
sales girl had changed the topic to the other items that she had brought in to
show her, which I had noticed happened to be a shimmery, blue blouse that
seemed to match the same shade of the satin corset that she was currently
wearing, along with a slim, black skirt made out of fine leather.


“I hope you don’t mind me being
nosy, but I couldn’t help but notice your affinity towards leather, and
after seeing you in the boots and this corset, and then I noticed your new coat
in this bag … the gears in my mind started working and I called over to our
sister store at the other end of the mall that I remembered seeing these in
that I thought would go just perfect to complete this sexy, new look of
yours!”


“This is gorgeous … can I try
it on and see how it all looks together?!”


“That looks really sharp – the
leather is super sexy, but also sophisticated. Let’s try your new coat
on overtop…”


“Wow – if your man is that into
leather, he’s going to be very happy when he sees you in this!”


“Well, somebody’s going to be
very happy…”


“I love it! Can I wear it all out of
the store, and charge it here along with the rest of my purchases???”


“Absolutely!”


A few moments later, the door opened
and out walked the sales girl first, carrying the bag now containing the rest
of my ex-girlfriend’s clothes that had since been replaced, and then Anna
herself, looking simply unbelievable in her new ensemble that I wanted nothing
but to touch. The skirt was tight and hung halfway down her knees, just above
the lines of her stockings with her garters faintly visible through the
leather; the jacket hung gracefully around her body, pulled in at her waist,
but allowing a full view of her new outfit as she left it unbuttoned down the
front.


She even took the opportunity while
I was paying for it all to swap her old purse out for the new studded leather
handbag that I’d bought for her to match the rest of the set.


The total at this store, with the
designer skirt and blouse, came to nearly $700, and yet I didn’t even
blink an eye.


How could I when they were so
absolutely fixated on her?


As we walked out of the store, me
once again carrying all of her new bags while she walked a few steps ahead of
me, giggling because she knew exactly what she was doing to me as I
marched faithfully behind her, she turned her head back and asked with a coy
look, “So, what else do you want to buy me???”


* * * * * * * * * *


“Just one last stop before we
leave…” as we walked to the store known for selling bath salts and lotions and
other womanly scents of all kinds. “I’ll even pay for it myself,” she added,
apparently feeling the smallest hint of sympathy in knowing that she’d bilked
her ex-boyfriend into spending over two thousand dollars on her just because he
couldn’t let her go…


In truth, the money didn’t even
matter – lord knows that I’ve spent more on her than that during our
time together – but I couldn’t deny that at that moment I was more than willing
to keep my checkbook open as long as it took to make our cruel, little game
press on.


As I followed her into the scent
store, she quickly made a bee-line for the shelf containing her signature
fragrance, Aime Moi – it was the only thing that she wore and something
that I quickly had grown fond of even on our first date together almost a year
ago.


“Just stocking up!” she said with a
wink as she dropped a couple of lotions and body sprays into a shopping tote,
then quickly returning to the display and at the last minute dropping a
travel-sized spray into the bag as well.


When we reached the checkout
counter, she began to dig through her new purse for her wallet when I stopped
her and offered up my credit card one last time.


“You sure?” she asked with a small
smile that was uncharacteristic of the rest of our evening.


I just nodded and swiped the card
after the cashier rang up the total.


After the cashier dropped the
receipt into the bag and handed it to my ex, Anna in turn handed the bag right
to me and said, “Thanks…” with a simple smile as I dropped it inside all of the
others that I had been carrying.


* * * * * * * * * *


“I had a lot of fun tonight!” Anna
announced as we got back into her car out in the parking lot, the leather of
her coat and skirt rubbing luxuriously against her leather seat as she took her
place behind the wheel while I sat in the seat next to her.


“I love my sexy, new clothes –
especially the ones that I’m wearing right now…” she continued while I stirred
uncomfortably in my seat. “I love how it feels so soft against my skin, and
the smell! Just heavenly with a little Aime Moi, wouldn’t you agree?!”


“I’ll bet you’d be hard as a rock
right now if it wasn’t for that steel belt that you’re wearing,” she
laughed as she pulled up to a stop light and looked over at me with the same
evil grin on her face that I’d been seeing quite frequently that night. I got
very quiet as the teasing finally got more than I could take, leading me to
stare quietly out the window as Anna drove back in the direction of my
apartment.


We were nearly there when suddenly
she crossed over two lanes and made an unexpected turn before telling me, “I’m
making an executive decision – there’s one more place that I want to
stop before this shopping trip comes to an end!”


I looked over at her puzzled, but
still worn and nervous about the evening’s culmination as she drove for another
15 minutes past the turn-off for my place until we pulled into the parking lot
of another business that we both knew very well … one that we’d also
collectively spent a considerable amount of time and money perusing ever
since we’d started exploring our sexual desires together.


The name on the sign was The
Love Shack, and inside one could find one of the widest collections of
kinky sex toys found under one roof in our fair city…


“What are we doing here?” I asked,
temporarily forgetting my place.


Anna glanced back over at me as she
unbuckled her seatbelt, then got out of the car and was standing at my door
waiting for me when I got out myself.


“Now I may not be your girlfriend
any longer,” she sneered, somewhat annoyed by my change of attitude, “but as
long as you’ve got that thing locked around your cock, you’ll do exactly as
I say or it’s going to be a very awkward trip to the hospital for you to
get it off by yourself.”


I looked down at her glaring at me,
fully decked out in her new leathers, and immediately felt terrible about
letting my depression sour the evening, even though I still very much feared
when she would drop me off for good.


“Now did I give you permission to
speak?” she continued, raising her voice at me in the parking lot that
contained a few other cars, but no people at the moment.


“No, I just…” I tried to stammer
out, but she quickly interrupted me.


“Did I give you permission to
speak???”


At that point my eyes dropped back
to her boots as expected and after a short pause, I quietly spoke, “No, Anna.”


“I didn’t think so!” she quipped
back curtly. “Now we’re going to go in here and you’re going to buy me your
new replacement … at least the artificial version, anyways. I don’t
think it should be hard to find something bigger than you, and if
you’re a good boy, we might just get a little parting gift for you, too.”


I nodded softly, afraid to look back
up at the woman who continued to have me wrapped around her little finger even
post-breakup…


“Now let’s go…” she prompted and
without saying another word, Anna turned and began walking towards the door,
the echo of her new boots against the concrete serving music to my ears despite
everything else that was rapidly clouding my head. Taking another moment to
somewhat gather myself, I quickly went after her and reached the front door
just in time to open it for her, which she walked through without so much as a
second glance…


Inside The Love Shack was an
incredible selection of pretty much everything kinky that you could possibly
imagine, from the standard DVD rentals and costumes and bachelorette favors
that most novelty stores carry in addition to an impressive variety of dildos,
butt plugs, and other sex toys, as well as our personal favorite, a host of
bondage and fetish toys that put the generic selection that plagued many other
adult stores to shame.


It was here that Anna and I had
procured our first pair of handcuffs when she hinted that it might be fun to do
a bit of role playing, and from there our collection had quickly grown to
include a variety of bondage cuffs and blindfolds and gags, spanking paddles
and other implements that Anna particularly loved, and even many of the corsets
and stiletto heels that eventually began to fill Anna’s wardrobe as she found
herself embracing the kinks that had brought us closer together.


Even the chastity belt that I wore
at that very moment had been purchased from The Love Shack, a reminder
that hit very close to home as we walked past the display case where my former
girlfriend had eagerly picked it out on our way to the Insertibles section
that Anna had her eye on…


“So who gets to fuck me tonight???”
Anna sang with an amused tone in her voice as she looked over the boxes of
dildos and vibrators that were piled high in both directions. My eyes stayed
mostly on the floor, occasionally lingering over to the toes of her boots as I
had initially been instructed until Anna piped up with a smile, “I know what
would be fun!”


Leaning in closer, she continued
with a giggle, “I want you to pick out your own replacement!”


“Something nice and girthy,” she
grinned, adding, “nothing all shriveled and quick to fire like this
one…” tauntingly as she groped at my cage again in the middle of the store,
laughing. The iniquity in her eyes was devastating, yet delicious at the same
time, and as much as it pained me to willfully aid in this task of hers,
somehow it felt good to receive that attention from her in any context at all,
even at my own humiliation…


“So you find me your successor…” she
led on, “…while I’m going to go look for something else…” And with that she
pulled away, the intoxicating scents of leather and perfume lingering as I
watched her coyly walk around the aisle without looking back.


Part of me could’ve just shut down
right then and there, but the rest of me knew that I dared not want to face the
wrath of disappointing her again by not following her explicit orders,
and so as my own cock pined away for her in its tiny, steel cage between my
legs, my eyes began to look over the shelves with great intent as I scanned for
a new toy worthy of slipping inside of her sweetness in my place…


I’d only ever bought Anna such a
device once, and it was more of a vibrator than a dildo – smooth and shiny,
with plenty of horsepower that kept her thinking of me when she had found
herself whisked away to the other side of the country for a business trip
earlier that year. This toy, on the other hand, had very different
intentions, and so without even a chance to react I found myself looking
through displays of synthetic phalluses of all shapes and sizes with the
bizarre quandary asking myself, “What kind of cock would she enjoy better
than mine???”


There were thin ones and long ones,
and extra-large ones that were clearly too big to actually be
functional … weren’t they?! 


Some had a pair of balls behind
them, others came with a suction cup that could be affixed to a flat surface.


Each and every one I couldn’t help
imagine sliding in and out of Anna’s pussy with reckless abandon, making her
moan out in ecstasy as they randomly nudged the tiny ring that hung
provocatively from her clit and overwhelmed her with pleasures that apparently
I wasn’t quite able to provide myself. My chastity belt seemed to hang a little
heavier as I dutifully performed my research until finally settling on a rather
imposing 8” silicone dildo with realistic veins and a dark complexion that left
me oddly wondering about the other man that my ex-girlfriend had been with and just
exactly how I did stack up with him…


Little did I know that Anna was more
than eager to share that information as we met coming around the corner, each
of us carrying a new, phallus-shaped toy in our hands.


“Let’s see what you’ve got here!”
she told me enthusiastically as she took the box from my nervous hands and
began to examine its contents with wide eyes like a new toy on Christmas
morning. “Yes, yes – this will do nicely…” she purred as she admired its
length, occasionally glancing over to my bound crotch as if she was mentally
comparing the two in her head.


“So, what are you going to name
it for me???” she then asked with a sly grin as she looked back up at me,
apparently satisfied with my selection.


“I don’t understand…” I began.


“Every dildo has to have a name, silly!”
she explained to me with a giggle. “Or else what’s a girl supposed to shout
out while she’s being fucked with it?!”


“I’ve named all of my toys over the
years,” Anna continued nonchalantly. “Typically I guess I usually name them
after the person who gave them to me because they’re the ones that I’m
thinking about when I’m using them … but I guess that wouldn’t really be appropriate
in our case!”


“…because we’re no longer…” I
started before she cut me off.


“…because you’re in chastity, duh!
And that other thing too, I suppose. But either way, you’re in no shape
to be considered anywhere near my pussy, so I think it makes only sense
that we go another route with naming this one…”


My eyes dropped back to the floor
for a moment while I thought long and hard, and even when I finally knew what I
wanted to suggest, it took another long while before my increasingly dry mouth
was able to speak the actual words.


“What was his name?” I asked her
meekly, keeping my eyes locked on her boots.


“Who’s that?” Anna replied, making
it unclear whether she legitimately didn’t know what I was eluding to or simply
wanted to take in the pleasures of making me elaborate.


“The guy … that you cheated on me
with…” I croaked out, looking up to catch her eyes that now oddly appeared
as brilliant orbs of sympathy.


“Oh, sweetie,” she spoke softly, “which
one??? There’s actually been several…”


The news should’ve leveled me to the
floor, but instead I remained focused on my objective and simply inquired,
“Which one did you like the most?”


Her smile grew as she pondered my
question for a moment, looking back and sizing up the dildo inside the box that
was in her hands, then finally replied, “I think I would have to say it was Carl
… he really knew how to wear me out when we got into bed together.”


I took a deep breath, then asked
further, “Do you still see him?”


“I haven’t in a while, no…” Anna
admitted. “Though I probably could if I wanted to … he was a lot of
fun!”


“You know,” she added, “if we do
name it Carl, you’ll never know if I tell you that ‘I fucked Carl
last night’ whether I’m talking about this dildo or the real thing…”


I nodded quietly as I was blown away
by the smile that glowed from her lips, then finally heard her announce, “Then
Carl, it is! So want to see what I picked out for you?!”


I looked up just in time to see her
thrusting a smaller box into my own hands, this box containing a silicone butt
plug that, while certainly smaller than the 8” phallus that I’d just presented
to Anna, still wasn’t tiny by any stretch of the imagination. Anna and I
had never really done much with anal play before, but she quickly
explained her reasoning before I had even a chance to protest…


“I figured there’s no sense in me
being the only one who’s getting fucked!” she laughed. “In fact, we can
call it Carl Jr – look at that, it’s actually the same color and
everything!”


She then handed me the dildo box and
insisted that I carry both of the rubber cocks as she proceeded over to the
bondage section of the store simply to browse before we left … or so I thought.
Without a word of commentary, she handed me a new pair of handcuffs to carry,
and then eventually worked her way past the floggers and paddles that always
seemed to catch her eye to the display of nipple clamps that we’d collected
nearly every pair that we owned from.


“You don’t have these ones, do
you?” she asked curiously as she pointed to a pair of particularly vicious ones
that featured sharp, metal teeth on a silver chain.


I shook my head no, remembering them
from previous visits but always passing on them because they seemed too
imposing even for me. With that Anna continued down the aisle with me in tow
and the chain still jingling between her hands as she walked…


Before we had circled back around to
the counter, we’d passed racks of bondage cuffs and collars, one of which held
the matching collar and cuff set that Anna had bought for my birthday several
months after we’d started getting into the whole world of kink. We also walked
again by the display that showcased the store’s collection of chastity belts,
eliciting a small smile from Anna that I couldn’t help but notice as she eyed
the same belt that I was wearing that had been locked in place one last time by
her hours earlier.


Approaching the counter, she took
the boxes from my hands and laid them all out on the counter for the cashier,
separating the dildo, butt plug, and handcuffs into one pile and keeping the
nipple clamps that still jingled in her hands in another. “These will be two
checks,” she curtly explained to the cashier, “he will be paying for these, and
I’ll be paying for this…”


The cashier seemed intrigued by the
woman in leather who was giving orders, and I didn’t even attempt to protest
this time as I presented my card once more for the larger purchase, and then
stood idly by while Anna put the clamps on her own debit card. After dropping
the clamps into the larger shopping bag with the rest of the toys that I was
now carrying, she seemed to take one last look around the store as if she was
missing something, then ushered me out the door and back to her car for the
ride home.


* * * * * * * * * *


I wanted to say so many things to
her during that drive, but my mouth just couldn’t form the words and so instead
I simply sat quietly beside her as she drove closer and closer to my apartment,
so many thoughts from that night all arguing for space within my head. There
were so many opportunities for me to read into things, and yet at the same time
she had cheated on me … multiple times, in fact … and was fairly
unapologetic about it, no less.


Ultimately I didn’t know what I
wanted, except that at that very moment I knew that I didn’t want that night to
end…


Pulling into the quiet parking lot,
Anna found a space close to my apartment, parked the car, and got out without
saying a word. I just sat there, staring frozen at the dashboard for a moment
while I heard her open the truck, then suddenly I looked up as she began
tapping on my window and ushering me to get out as well.


Stepping back to the trunk to where
my leather-clad ex-girlfriend stood, I waited uneasily as I watched her begin
to sort through the bags that we had filled throughout our shopping adventure –
first taking the shoes that she had worn up until acquiring her new boots and
placing them in one bag, then sorting through the bag from The Love Shack and
placing the butt plug and nipple clamps in with her shoes before then also
opening the box containing the handcuffs and removing the keys, which she stuck
into one of the pockets of her new leather coat before placing the handcuffs
themselves into the same bag as well.


At the last minute, almost as if she
was forgetting something, she then turned back and rooted through her bag from
the scent store until she fished out the smaller, travel-sized bottle of her
body spray and slipped that into the new bag as well before finally setting it
down on the ground beside her car and closing the trunk again, then turning to
me and without any explanation, looking me over twice, then pointing to the
ground with a smile and saying, “Lay down.”


I tilted my head and stared back at
her confusingly, though she was quick to jeer back, “This is actually supposed
to be a treat – if you don’t want it, I can just go!”


I looked her up and down again in
return, from the new high heeled boots on her feet up the silky stockings that
I just begged to touch, underneath the smooth leather skirt to her shiny, blue
blouse … over it, a striking, leather coat, and underneath, that decadent
corset that I was dying just to see one last time. I felt myself melt
before her and the look in her eyes acknowledged the same, and so without even
pausing to look around to see if we had an audience, I then knelt down on the
pavement behind her car, then laid down flat on my back, looking up at her and
the stars alike that were staring back down at me, seemingly with the same
intensity…


“Now I know that I said that you’d never
be allowed to touch these boots,” she began as she walked around to stand
at my left side near my head, “but overall I think you’ve behaved quite admirably
this evening, despite a few minor exceptions. So I’ve decided that a small
compromise is in order…”


As I stared up at the leather figure
looming over me, I then heard my ex-girlfriend giggle as she gently lifting her
right foot and then brought the toe of her new boots down so that they were
resting squarely across my lips.


My eyes traced up the long shaft
that followed her leg, but there was no kissing this time – only cold, slightly
dirty rubber from the very bottom of the boots that she had worn through stores
and parking lots for the past several hours. And yet she was right …
somehow it did feel like a gift, even as she was looking down at me with
an evil grin that spoke volumes about where she stood in relation to me. I
could smell the leather of her boots, and even sneak a small peek up her skirt
at the garters and panties that she scantily hid beneath. Maybe it was the best
that I could hope for from her at that point, but at that very moment, it was
all that I needed.


I was finally jilted back to reality
when I saw her pull out her phone and, before I could react, snap a picture of
me underneath her boot, and then also a selfie from above of her new leather
outfit with me, her ex-boyfriend, helpless under her new boots in the
background…


She smirked to herself as she took a
moment to check out the two photos, then lifted her boot and told me to get up.
Expecting her then to follow me inside to unlock the chastity belt again, or at
least hand over the keys so that I could do so on my own, Anna then surprised
me as she moved in close and said something very different.


“Look at me and cross your wrists
behind your back,” she commanded as she slipped her hands up my shirt and took
my nipples between her fingernails in one fell swoop.


“It’s pretty clear to me that you’re
still my little bitch yet, aren’t you??? Maybe even more so than before
… based on how much fun I had tonight, I should’ve broken up with you a long
time ago!”


Her grin crushed me emotionally as
her nails against my tender nipples did the same physically, all while I felt a
comforting rush of her new coat pressing up against my body for the very first
time.


“I’ve made a decision tonight that
I’m not going to unlock you just yet … you were right earlier, there is
something amazing about having control of my ex-boyfriend’s manhood even
after we’re no longer together that’s undeniably hot, and I’d like to explore that
rabbit hole for a bit before I cut you loose for good…”


“I want to make myself very
clear…” she told me sternly before wrenching down on my nipples even harder
and almost bringing me to tears right in the middle of the parking lot.


“You’re not my boyfriend.”


“We’re not together.”


“You’re now my plaything, and
I’m going to have my little fun with you for as long as I want, and only when
I’m satisfied, then will you be released from your bondage!”


I nodded as she continued…


“Until then, you’re not to call
me, you’re not to e-mail me, you’re not to text me … when I
want to have some fun with you, I’ll be in touch. In the meantime, you’re
going to have a little homework that you can be focusing on…”


With that she finally let go of my
throbbing nipples and stepped over to the bag that she had left outside the
car. Picking it up, she cited, “There are a couple of things in here that ought
to help you pass some time until I feel like playing with you again…” as
she began to produce various items from the bag as she explained each one.


“My shoes – with these gorgeous, new
boots, I won’t be needing them for a while, so I figured that you could clean
them up all nice and shiny for me … you always were pretty good at
doing that! I expect them to look like new the next time that I put them
on.”


“Carl Jr. – of course … maybe
he can help to give you a little motivation while you’re down on your
knees cleaning my shoes. I know that he’s a little big, but just think
of his big brother plowing into me each time you take him up your ass
and see if that helps!”


“The handcuffs,” she then said,
taking a more serious tone, “you may have noticed that I kept the keys
for those. I’ll tell you when I want you to put them on, and I wouldn’t
recommend trying them on beforehand because I’m not making a
special trip over here just to unlock them…”


Leaning in a bit closer and tweaking
my nipples again, this time through my shirt, though they were clearly still
sore from only a few months earlier…


“The nipples clamps – they’re a gift
from me because I know how much you enjoy them. You won’t be able to
cum as long as you’re locked in that thing, but wear them at night for
a little bit here and there, and think of me.”


“Oh yeah, and this too,” she added
as she finally produced the travel-size bottle of Aime Moi and showed it to me
for a brief second before slipping it back into the bag with a short wink.


Then, after handing the full bag
itself over to me, Anna leaned in and brought her lips to my ear as I heard her
whisper, “I hope you had as much fun tonight as I did…” before giving me
the faintest kiss just below my ear and then turning to get back into her car.


“I think I’m going to go see if Carl
wants to have a little fun tonight!” she laughed as she looked back at me
while opening her car door. “Do you think that he’ll like my new look?!”


I couldn’t help but blush and smile
all the same as my ex-girlfriend grinned back at me, then climbed into the
driver’s seat and closed the door behind her.


Stepping aside, it was all I could
do to simply stand there and watch as she pulled out of the parking spot and
drove away, waving at me with that same grin still on her face as I watched her
leave.


I let out a deep sigh as I watched
her tail lights fade further and further off into the distance until finally
she turned the corner at the end of the road and was finally out of sight, and
yet certainly nowhere near out of my mind, as I still held the shopping bag
filled with her shoes and the new toys that she had just given me, not to
mention the steel chastity belt that I still wore locked around my cock while
the keys remained buried inside of the purse of my ex-girlfriend who had just
sped away …


* * * * * * * * * *


I didn’t know what to feel as I
walked back into my apartment and closed the door behind me. After spreading
the items from the bag out onto my bed, I felt lost as I stared at her shoes,
then the butt plug and other toys that she’d bought for me as I wished above
all else that she were there to help me put them all to work.


After relieving myself for the first
time that night since I’d locked the cage on, I was reminded of just how
absolute it really was before finally pulling my pants back up over it in
defeat and doing various chores around the house in an attempt to think about
anything but her … and yet no matter what I did, all I could see was her face,
and those stockings, and the toe of that leather boot balancing atop my lips,
and I missed her.


I was just about to pour myself a
nightcap and curl into bed to fall asleep to the TV when my phone came alive
with a new message.


It was from her, and in it was a
single photo – the one she took of me at her feet with her boot on my lips –
with three simple words as its caption:


“Know your place…”


Putting the bottle away, I instead
went into the back of my closet and retrieved my shoe polishing kit that I had
stuck away after I’d used it last, and also a small bottle of lube that I would
need if I was to become acquainted with Carl Jr. as she had implied.


Before I got to work, I also
spritzed the air with the body spray that she had left for me and then
tightened my new nipple clamps into place to remind me of her.


I knew that while I pained away at
cleaning her oxfords, Anna also had a lot of work to do herself … at least
eight inches worth, if she had opted for the artificial Carl after
she’d left, that is. Either way, I hoped that she was thinking about me at
least a little … even if just in the context of our little game … because
even before all of this, she was all that I could think about, and I could tell
by the twinkle in her eye as she left that somewhere inside of her, she still
knew that…


And if she wanted me to ache for
her in my cage until whatever time that I was able to see her again, then
that’s exactly what I was going to do.


 











Monica’s Chastity Challenge

















“So this is it – no turning back now…” Kurt’s
girlfriend taunted as she shifted playfully in his lap, wearing the
irresistible, black lingerie that she’d picked out specifically for the
occasion.


“Baby, you are so amazing…” Kurt
muttered in reply as his hands rested anxiously on Monica’s sensuous hips.


“We’ll see if you still think
that a few months from now!” she told him with a wink as she dismounted and
walked over to retrieve the nondescript, plain-wrapped box from the nearby
table and tossed it to her boyfriend with a grin.


“So let’s just review what’s
at stake here while you’re opening up your little present…” Monica
chuckled as she began to pace back and forth in her black patent high heels,
watching her man open the box with nervous anticipation. “One year is
what you’ve committed to wearing that thing … 365 days without any sexual
release whatsoever.”


“You wanted to know what it feels
like to be truly denied by an intoxicatingly beautiful woman … so
that’s exactly what you’re going to get!” she added with a wink as
she looked at him coyly over her shoulder, wiggling her perfect butt in the
matching vinyl panties that hung low across her hips.


“Now I want to be absolutely
clear,” she spoke as she sauntered over and slid onto the couch beside him,
crossing her legs provocatively as she leaned in close, “I’m not
the one giving up sex here – you are. As you can see here tonight, I
plan on being just as sexual over the next 365 days as I always am … perhaps
even a little more! I have my own little plan for relief that I’ll
share with you shortly, but in the meantime I cannot stress this enough – this
is about you, not about me, Kurtis…”


She winked as she pulled herself
into him for a deep kiss, her hand groping at his crotch until she broke away
and murmured, “Enjoy this erection you have now, boy, because it’s going to be
the last one you see for a very long time…”


Monica then urged her boyfriend to
finish unwrapping the box, which as they both knew would come to reveal the
shiny, steel chastity belt that she had custom-ordered for him several months
earlier. Its heft out of the box was daunting, its relentless security
confirmed as Kurt for the first time held the heavy, steel trap in his own
hands. He’d fantasized about it for so long – the thought of giving himself up
to her … to control, to tease, to abuse … and now she was standing there
before him in a pair of fuck me heels, ready to bring it all very much
into his reality.


She smiled as he eyed over the cage,
running a finger down the shaft itself and purring, “Yes – this will do just
fine…” 


He didn’t know if he wanted to take her right there
and then, or if he wanted her to take him, but at that point it didn’t
really matter and deep down he knew it.


This was happening.


Beside him Monica gloated, smugly watching it all sink in as
his impending chastity rang home. She knew that the thoughts racing through his
head paled in comparison to the plans that she’d been baking to torment her
submissive boyfriend, and even though she’d admittedly never more than dabbled
in kinky play with her previous lovers, something about this stirred in her as
well that made her hungry for the power that she was soon about to receive…


“Do you think it will hold?” she asked with a chuckle as she
leaned in close to admire the new device along with him.


Kurt simply nodded quietly as he handed the cage over to
her, gazing into her lust-filled eyes.


Monica glowed as she felt the weight in her own hands,
tracing her fingers along the heavy bars that all connected to a single point
with a custom locking mechanism. She reached into the shipping box that still
sat in his lap and retrieved the pair of specially designed keys – one to keep
in her possession and another to leave in a safe place, which she had already
determined would be her private safe deposit box at the bank. The only other
way to obtain a key would be to contact the manufacturer of the device, who
maintained a strict policy to only distribute replacement keys in person to
the designated keyholder.


The power was growing to be overwhelming, and yet she
knew that this was merely the beginning…


“Does it bother you,” she asked as she rolled her
succulent body into him, her bare skin just begging to be touched as her
dominant femininity began to ooze over him with every word, “that you’re going
to be giving up all of this??? Until today you could have me whenever
you liked … but that’s all about to change. How are you going to handle
not being able to slide your cock into my warm, inviting pussy for
an entire year?!”


Kurt’s heart raced, but his lips fell silent as the
incredible woman swung a stocking-clad leg over his and straddled him, his
hands falling to the black garter belt that framed her hips ever so eloquently.


“Wouldn’t you love to just take me right now … one
last vivacious fuck before you get locked into that cold and unyielding
prison for the next year???”  


Her lips only inches from his, his senses were overwhelmed
by the sweet scents that drifted off of his girlfriend’s neck … her breasts so
firm and inviting … her legs nearly entwined with his own already. Any other
day he would’ve gladly taken her up on her offer without a second thought, but
something felt different that time as the gravity of the challenge overtook
him…


“I can’t,” Kurt told her meekly, his eyes dropping to the
cage in her hands.


“And why is that?” she asked without a hint of reaction one
way or the other.


“…because I’m not worthy to fuck you…” he croaked out
to his girlfriend’s delight.


“Is that so?” Monica laughed with a curious grin. “Well, that
may very well be the case, so I suppose over the next few months you and I
are going to have to explore that…”


“It’s too bad, too…” she added as she began to stand up from
her position on top of him, “All of this chastity talk has me so wet …
I guess I’ll just have to figure something else out once I’ve got
you all locked up!”


Pacing back and forth in front of him again, the click of
her heels grabbing his attention more than ever, Monica toyed with the device
in her hands as she continued with her dissertation…


“So let’s go over the rules of our little chastity
challenge here, and then we can get on to the fun stuff!” she said with
a wink as Kurt shifted nervously in his seat.


“The challenge is for one year locked up – anything
less constitutes failure.”


“And throughout the course of those 12 months, your new
world will be governed by three simple rules…”


“Rule Number 1 – Asking for release will result in an
automatic failure. You wanted this, so now’s your chance to put your
money where your cock is! That means no begging, no pleading, no attempting to
get out until the challenge is over.”


“Rule Number 2 – And this should be an obvious
one, but no masturbation. The moment that lock closes, your cock belongs
to me and I don’t want it having any unauthorized releases while
it’s under my control.”


“And finally, Rule Number 3 – Probably the most
important rule of all … do everything that I say without question … period. My
pleasure is to be your one and only focus for the next 365 days and I’ve got
lots of fun ideas to keep this interesting until the very last day, but
in return I expect nothing less than absolute and complete submission on your
part. If I tell you to give me a foot rub, you give me a foot rub; if I tell
you to bark like a dog, you’d better get barking! Always trust me, never
question me … is that understood?”


“Yes, ma’am,” he responded with a gulp, feeling a chill run
down his spine as the words left his mouth.


“Excellent!” she purred with a smile. “Now speaking of fun
ideas, I don’t want to spoil all of them right now, but I want you
to know that as I’ve been scheming how to go about this over the last couple of
months, I’ve taken into consideration some of the other fantasies that
you’ve confessed to me alongside chastity, and I’ve managed to come up with a
few little incentives to help keep you focused on your chaste
devotion to me…”


“For example, at one point you had expressed an interest in spanking,
so I’ve decided that we’re going to establish a bit of a spanking
schedule, and the further along you get it in, the more intense it will
become. I may start with a nice, simple paddle, and then after a few weeks of
good, compliant behavior, move you up to a flogger or even a riding
crop. Continue to please me with those and maybe in a couple of
months we’ll take a look at some canes – I hear that those can be pretty
severe, though if I decide that I like it then it doesn’t really
matter!”


Monica giggled at herself as she continued.


“Of course, all of that spanking is eventually going to take
its toll on you, so once we get ourselves into a good routine and you’ve
proven to me that you’re willing to take all of this seriously, I figured that
a good two month reward might be a nice, quality pair of bondage cuffs. You
know, something that can really take a good struggle, because if
I’m going to be caning you and it hurts just as much as some of the
videos that I’ve watched, you’re going to need all of the help that you can
get…”


“Now if this whole spanking thing actually works out
and provides the results that I’m hoping it will, we might even look at
picking up an actual spanking bench – it’ll be a good start to the
playroom that I’m going to have you build for me in the spare bedroom! We’ll
talk more about that further on down the road, but I really want to see some
ways that a girl can really lay into her man … maybe some hooks from the
ceiling to hang you from, and a throne for me to perch on as I look down
upon my little chastity slave who will be forever kneeling before me.”


“Can you tell that I’ve put a little bit of thought into
all of this?!” she laughed tauntingly.


“Granted, not all of your incentives will be directly
for you,” Monica continued, “though I think it’s safe to say that you’ll be in
full support of them just the same. You see, I’m rather enjoying the way that you
can’t keep your eyes off of me while I walk back and forth in front of you
in my scantily best, so to make sure that I keep you on your game, I
think it’s only fair that I get to dress like this as often as possible…”


“We’ll go to the mall next weekend, and it will start with
something small – perhaps an equally enticing set of lingerie like this one or
maybe something a little flirtatious that I can wear to work, but over time as
you fall deeper into chastity beneath me, you’re going to buy me a
wardrobe that’s indicative of the sultry vixens that have dominated your
fantasies for so many years. Well, I’m the dominant vixen in your life for
real, now, so if you want to lick my shoes, you’re just going to
have to buy me a pair of shoes that’s worth being licked by my new chastity
slave!”


Every time she said those two words felt like the noose was
being cinched a bit tighter, and yet he just loved hearing them roll off her
tongue all the same.


“So what do you say,” Monica finally asked him as she tapped
her shiny toe in his direction, “are you ready for this???”


Kurt nodded once again, then took one final deep breath and
stood up to face his scantily-clad girlfriend who in heels stood nearly as tall
as he did, though due to the nature of what was about to take place was
certainly far more menacing.


“Drop your pants and underwear, and then place your hands
behind your head, boy…” she commanded as she looked him over while playing with
the device in her hands. Monica watched in amusement as he did exactly as he
was told, first nervously unzipping his pants and pulling them to his feet, then
pulling his briefs down as well to reveal his semi-aroused member hidden
beneath.


“Now turn around and keep your eyes forward until it goes
soft…” she continued as he brought his hands behind his head as if he was being
arrested while she disappeared into the other room to retrieve the bottle of
lubricant she would need to slip the steel cage into place.


Lingering to give Kurtis a chance to relax without
her body as a distraction, Monica took a few minutes in the bathroom to freshen
up her makeup and spritz herself with more of the sweet-smelling perfume that
she knew he’d always loved. Giving herself a look over in the full-length
mirror, she couldn’t help but run her hands over her body, thinking, ‘Well,
Mon – if you’re going to lock your boy up in chastity, you’d better get used to
doing this yourself for a while…’


‘Then again,’ she added, ‘denying a man can have
its advantages, too!’


When she returned to the living room, Kurtis was facing away
from where she had stood and she took note that his erection had all but
subsided … temporarily, anyways.


“Turn around,” she ordered as she approached with the
necessary supplies in hand, not stopping for another word as she knelt down in
front of him and nonchalantly took his soft cock in her hands. As if she’d gone
through the steps a thousand times before, Monica made little work of gently
applying the lubricant to her boyfriend’s cock and balls, and before he had a
chance to second guess his desires, she was slipping the cold, steel permanence
around his member, her soft touch replaced by its firm hold as she slid one
ring behind his balls and then began to tighten the two pieces together,
drawing the steel cage up around his cock and close to his body.


Monica couldn’t help but giggle as the pieces moved into place,
the final result emphasizing a lack of size that she was eager to point
out just as soon as the custom lock had been closed into place…


With only half a dozen simple turns of the hefty key that
fit into its special hole at the base of the cage, it was instantly clear to
both him and her that it wouldn’t be going anywhere without the key that
disappeared into her bra just as soon as the final click rang out.


Monica beamed as she stared at her newest creation – the
cock which had once pleasured her on countless occasions now took on a much
more meager appearance … helpless, worthless, and as emphasized by the short
and stubby cage, very, very small.


She rose and looked her boyfriend straight in the eye as he
continued to clench his hands behind his head. “You know, I’ve never wanted to
say it before because I didn’t want to hurt your feelings, but I always felt
that you were a tad small for me. Now that you won’t be fucking me for
the next year, I feel a little better about admitting that. It’s probably better
this way…”


“…which is why right now we’re going to begin the
first of many rituals that will be assigned to you over the next year,”
she explained as she looked him dead in the eyes with an intimidating gaze.
“Like I said before, I’m not sacrificing my sexuality here for the next
year – you are, so right now you’re going to do something about
that!”


“But it’s not what you think…” she warned. “Sure, you’re
going to get plenty of opportunities to practice your cunnilingus skills over
the next 12 months, but right now I want something hard inside of me.
Unfortunately, I just locked up the only cock around here … even
though in hindsight maybe it wasn’t all that impressive to begin with … so
right now I want you to pull your pants back up, get in the car, and drive down
to the nearest sex store to buy me something to make up for the lack of
worthwhile cock in my life…”


“Going forward this will be something that you will do for
your goddess every month on the dot - while that shriveled, little
plaything of yours grows more and more accustomed to its prison from which
there is no escape, I nonetheless expect to have some of the most
magnificent orgasms of my life. So choose wisely, and do be sure to put
some thought into a name for each one before you get home … of course,
because I’ll need something to shout out as I’m moaning in ecstasy while
you’re watching from the sidelines, envious that nine inches of synthetic
cock can make me cum like your locked, little cock never will.”


“I’ve gotta tell you, chastity slave – dare I say that this
is something that I’ve been looking forward to ever since that night
in bed when you confessed that you longed to be submissive to me,”
Monica admitted as she held his cage in one hand and sneered at him within
inches of his lips. “You should know that the next year is going to be anything
but easy on you, and you can rest assured that the more turned on I get by
denying you my sex, the more you should expect of it in the future…”


“This is what you wanted, isn’t it, baby?”


Kurt nodded nervously as he stared back into his
girlfriend’s imperious eyes.


“I want to hear you say the words,” she prodded, still only
inches from his face.


He quietly squeaked out, “…I want to be your chastity
slave, Monica…”


Monica gritted her teeth as she jerked on the cage in her
hand, “Louder! Are you embarrassed to be my chastity slave?!”


“No, Ma’am,” he spoke, raising his voice while he gazed back
at her. “I’m proud to be your chastity slave.” He clenched his fingers
more tightly behind his head and straightened his posture.


“And what are you not going to do over the next 365
days, chastity slave?” she asked him inquisitively.


“Cum.”


“And what am I going to do to you over the next 365
days?”


“Anything you want.”


“And what am I going to have lots of while I’m
denying you?”


“Orgasms.”


“You just passed your first quiz, chastity slave,” she told
him with a grin. “Now drop down to your knees and kiss my shoes – that’s
your reward…”


Monica smiled as she watched her man obediently fall to his
knees, drop his head down to the floor, and then bring his lips to the shiny,
patent leather on her feet. It was a beautiful sight of total submission that
she knew she was really going to enjoy – he looked so small below her, and so
humble. She allowed him to linger for half a minute, then spoke…


“Ok – that’s enough for now. I’m horny, so you need to get
going to the store. I’ll be waiting in the bedroom when you get back.”


Kurt stood up and began pulling his pants up as the
beautiful woman in front of him gave her orders.


“Why don’t you pick out a nice paddle while you’re there,
too?” she added. “It might be fun to give you your first spanking after my
first orgasms as a sexually liberated woman!”


“Ok,” Kurtis replied with a deep breath. “Do you have any
preferences?”


“Not yet,” she smirked. “I’m sure I will later, but this
time just choose whichever one you like and we’ll go from there.”


With that Monica stepped in close to her boyfriend and
wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling her almost naked body close to his as
she whispered into his ear, “There’s just one other thing, chastity slave. Do
try to be quick – I can entertain myself for a while, but the longer you
make me wait for my new toy, the more your ass is going to sting
tomorrow morning…”
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