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Tara had been dominant all her life. She would boss around her brothers, take control of group projects in school, and when she had her first long-term boyfriend she was eager to explore her love of dominance in the bedroom.

And Zane was more than happy to do what she wanted with him. A natural submissive, he couldn't be more thrilled to find a girlfriend who was eager to fulfill all his kinkiest fantasies.

Being tied up, spanked, teased and tormented was enough to make him crazy for Tara. After only a couple of years together they had moved in, making sure to find an apartment with plenty of space for all their activities. Every other night they'd play together, and every other morning Zane would feel the sting of rope burns around his wrists, or the red of a recent spanking, or simply the exhaustion of being completely drained. And whatever happened during their intimate sessions, they both loved every moment of it.

But what they did together never left their bedroom. They were perfectly happy to play the role of a normal happy couple without letting on to their friends or family any hint of their wild nights.

But it all changed one evening when Zane was recovering from a heart-racing orgasm, his warm ejaculate pooling on his stomach. He breathed heavily and his limbs, tied stretched spread-eagled to the bed, could finally relax as the wave of euphoria washed over him. For a good hour he had been bound in that position while Tara mercilessly teased him. She had edged his cock over and over, losing count before the climax, and each time she gave him a moment to rest she had played with his balls or twisted his nipples or tickled his feet.

But the final moment of release that she had granted him was enough to completely empty his balls. And as Tara wiped him clean, she looked at him cheekily.

"Now then," she started, looking gorgeous with her blond hair and black lace chemise which always turned Zane on with its display of cleavage. "Before I untie you, I have something to propose."

"Oh?" Zane was in quite a daze, but his eagerness to be released was making him desperate for his girlfriend to get on with what she was planning.

Tara finished cleaning him up then went to rummage through a bedside cabinet. "I think you'll really suit this."

She held up a chastity cage and laughed at the look on her boyfriend's face.

"Are you serious?" he asked, starting to shift his position. But he could not get away.

"I'm more than serious. And I want you to consider it."

Zane gulped. "I don't know..."

"It's pretty simple. I put this on you, lock it, and I keep the key. No more stray orgasms, no way to masturbate without me knowing, no more pleasure for you unless I dictate it."

"Tara..." Zane, who was well aware of the implication behind chastity, having spent a long time fantasising about wearing a cage, was too nervous to admit how keen he was about her offer.

"Zane, don't lie to yourself. You want to give everything to me, don't you? Even control of your cock."

"Maybe...I'd have to wear it all day?"

"That's the idea! And look how small it is." Tara showed off the delicate-looking cage and ran her fingers over the short single inch of the metal shaft. "Come on honey. Just imagine how much better each orgasm will feel when you've spent some time locked up."

"Okay," Zane relented, holding back a smile of excitement. "How long are you planning on keeping me caged?"

Tara, already putting the metal ring over his cock and balls, smirked teasingly. "Oh I don't know. It depends how well you behave."

"I'm starting to regret this already."

"That's a shame. Because I'm not."

Tara slid the cage on, having to compress the soft cock in order to make it fit, and fiddled with the small internal lock to put it in place. Then she rotated the key and clicked the lock shut before examining the device to see if it was secure. Reassured that it could not come off without the use of the key, she began to untie Zane.

"There we go," she said. "I'll let you get used to it. But just because I'm untying you doesn't mean you're not under my control. You will do anything I ask of you, unless you want to spend the next year in chastity."

Zane, his hands now free, tested the security of the device. He found no way to slip it off, nor any method by which to masturbate himself. The rigid steel bars prevented any access to his shaft. Only his ball hung free.

"Go sort yourself out and get showered," Tara ordered. "Then come to bed. I'm knackered."

*****

The following morning, Zane woke to the discomfort of morning wood straining against the metal cage. He tossed and turned but was incapable of distracting himself from the growing pressure. And as he found his attention fixed upon the swell of the erection, it became all the more intense due to the ring that squeezed and held the blood pumping into the shaft.

"What are you doing?" Tara asked, surprising her boyfriend who had thought she was fast asleep.

Zane, having been caught fiddling with the cage and trying to loosen it in some way, found himself speechless.

"Are you already trying to escape? It's not even been a day!"

"It's, ah, no I'm not. It's just uncomfortable."

"Well it's not exactly meant to be comfortable now is it? Anyway, it's your fault for getting hard."

Tara reached to feel the cage herself. She was fascinated by the foreskin bulging out between the bars and the surprisingly intense warmth of the metal.

"Please can you unlock me," Zane pleaded.

"Hey, you agreed to being locked up!"

"Just for a bit. Please, Tara."

"Hmm. You do understand that I'll only release you if you behave well, right? Only good boys get treats."

"Of course."

"And not only that, but you need to treat me well."

"I see..."

"So..." Tara leaned over and whispered in his ear. "Make me cum."

Eager to please her, Zane clambered under the covers and between Tara's legs. She had opened them for him, knowing exactly what he would do to get her off. She had trained him well during their many sessions. She had always wanted him to be able to please her as and when she commanded, and now she was reaping the rewards of his practice.

He licked her out expertly, pleasuring her clit with gentle and targeted flicks of his tongue. He circled it and delved deeply. He lapped at her juices. The taste turned his arousal up to unbelievable heights. And despite the focus he was placing on Tara and the work he was having to do with his jaw, Zane could not help but feel the erection squeezing in the chastity cage.

But soon his practice was paying off. Tara's hands gripped the bedsheets. Her legs wrapped around her sub's neck, holding him in and preventing him from relenting in even the slightest as her orgasm rippled over her. She moaned and panted. Her chest heaved. Her heart beat rapidly. And when the rush of climax finally petered out she relaxed her body and Zane was released from her vice.

"Please unlock me," he begged after waiting only a moment to wipe his face dry.

Tara, frustrated at him interrupting her post-orgasm haze, slapped him lightly. "Be patient. You won't get anywhere if you keep begging like that."

"But it's aching so much!"

Tara sighed, thinking. "Okay, fine, I'll let you out. But only on my terms. Understood?"

"Okay," Zane nodded eagerly. "Whatever you say."

"Good! Go get a towel then join me in the kitchen. Go on. Quickly now."

Zane was quick to fetch a towel and return to his girlfriend, who was waiting by the dining table. She pulled out a kitchen chair and, after taking the towel off him, laid it on the seat.

"Get naked and sit down," she commanded. "I'll be back in a minute."

Tara rushed off to grab the equipment she had in mind: a pair of handcuffs and rope. When she returned, Zane was sat as requested, naked apart from the chastity cage. Fortunately for him, his erection had subsided.

"Like I said," Tara explained, moving behind him and holding his wrists. "You'll be unlocked on my terms."

She cuffed his hands behind his back then moved around to his front to tie his ankles to the legs of the chair. Once secured, Zane was helpless and stuck with his legs spread apart.

"Oh, I should probably get the key!"

Tara ran back to the bedroom but was not so quick to return. She only did once she had visited the bathroom to grab more necessary items.

She walked back in with the key hanging from a delicate silver chain around her neck. It hung alluringly between her breasts and the sight was enough to arouse Zane once again. But he was just as curious about the razor and shaving foam she was carrying, and Tara went to fill a bowl with warm water before stepping back over to him.

"We ought to take care of your caged cock," she said, standing over him. "And that means making sure you're kept freshly groomed."

Tara leaned over, letting the key dangle right in front of Zane's eyes. His gaze was drawn just as much to her plunging cleavage as to his chance for freedom.

"Beg for me to unlock you," Tara purred. "Just one more time."

"Please, Tara. Please unlock me."

Tara smiled. "Good."

She took the key and, with a quick little twist, it was unlocked. Zane's cock, excited to get out, swelled with blood as the metal shaft was pulled off. With the erection, it was tricky to get the ring off. But Tara was able to manage it and Zane's cock was soon completely free. It throbbed hard immediately in response to its new freedom.

"Do you want me to give you a little treat for being so good?" Tara bent down and kissed the tip of his cock with her lips. She didn't linger more than a moment, but it was enough to send a shiver of pleasure through Zane's body.

"Fuck yes," he said, imagining her taking him in her mouth.

"Too bad!" She pinched once of his nipples and caused him to squeal. "There are more important things to do now."

Tara wet the razor and squirted some shaving foam into the bush of hair around Zane's cock. Slowly and carefully, she began to shave him, taking care to wash off the blade with every couple of strokes. As she concentrated, she held his cock to keep it out of the way and wondered out aloud.

"Now that you're my little chastity slave...it makes sense that our kinky little relationship isn't kept exclusively in the bedroom. I assume that's okay with you?"

Zane, more focused on the hand caressing his cock than what his girlfriend was proposing, nodded his head. "Okay."

"Good. Because now that you've surrendered yourself into chastity, I am your keyholder. That means I own your cock. Twenty-four seven. Understood?"

"Mmm, yeah." Zane responded more loudly as Tara stroked him faster with one hand, the shaving foam acting like a lubricant, while her other deftly shaved around the base of his cock.

"While we're taking our BDSM relationship to the next level, I think you should call me something more befitting of my dominance over you. How about...mistress?"

"Whatever you would like...mistress."

"Very good, slave." Tara moved down to shave what she could of his taint, causing him to tense his muscles and let out an involuntary groan. "We're nearly done here."

Once she was satisfied, Tara went to grab another towel and wiped Zane's cock dry.

"There we go, that's perfect! I like to see my cock all fresh and smooth."

"Will you let me cum now?" Zane, who had been driven wild by the slight and gentle touches during his shaving, had been waiting a while to ask the question.

"Do you really need to ask that?"

Zane paused a moment, hesitant to push his luck. Finally, after looking at his girlfriend with pleading eyes, he begged, "Please, mistress?"

Tara looked down at his throbbing cock, gave it one single long stroke, causing her sub to struggle in his bondage and groan, before taking her hand off and walking away.

"Nothing for you today, slave. Just try to calm down while I go have a shower."

Zane watched her leave and head to the bathroom. He tested the strength of the cuffs and ropes and found they would not loosen one bit, so he hung his head in defeat and tried not to focus too much on his incredibly needy cock.

*****

He was completely soft by the time Tara returned, looking comfortable in black leggings and a loose sweater.

"Glad to see you've calmed down," she said, walking over to him and picking up the cage from where she had left it discarded. "Now it's time to put this back on."

Zane didn't struggle. He knew it would do him no good. As Tara put the ring of the cage on, fiddling to put it back around his cock and balls, he felt the stirrings of an erection in response to the stimulation. But Tara was quick to put the metal shaft in place and stifle his chance for full arousal. And once she clicked the lock into place, returning the key to it's chain around her neck, she took a step back and smiled.

"There we go," she said. "I love to see my cock locked up where it belongs."

"Can you untie me now?"

"Untie you? I was planning on keeping you sat here all day...okay no I'm kidding. Hold still."

Zane let her unlock his cuffs and untie the rope binding his legs to the chair.

"Now your turn for a shower," Tara suggested as he stood up and stretched his limbs. "And be quick about it. You're making breakfast, slave."

Eager not to displease her, Zane hurried away for a quick shower. For the first time he had a moment to examine his chastity device. It made his cock look so small and compact. There was something satisfying about it, seeing it neatly packaged within the bars of shining silver metal and completely impenetrable without the key.

Remembering Tara's request for haste, Zane finished the shower, dried himself and got dressed before joining her in the kitchen.

"About time," Tara said, lounging about as he came in. "Remember: you do as I command. So, breakfast. Now."

Zane made breakfast and the couple ate together, enjoying the slow start to a peaceful morning. When they were done, and Zane had washed up as ordered, he was asked to sit down and Tara moved around to straddle him.

"I love feeling that hard bulge in your pants," she said as she pushed her crotch against the firm mound in his lap. "It turns me on so much, knowing you're all locked up, unable to get hard. Even if I do this..."

"Fuck..." Zane moaned as Tara grinded against him and leaned into him, kissing up his neck and gently biting his earlobe.

"Touch my tits," she whispered, taking his wrists and guiding his hands under the front of her sweater. Zane was quick to find out that she wasn't wearing a bra, and as she worked herself up into a flustered frenzy of arousal, she moaned and moaned and turned Zane on more and more. "Play with them," she purred as he fondled her breasts. "Squeeze my nipples...oh fuck."

As Tara pushed into him, stimulating herself with his hard cage, Zane was helpless but to play with her tits and let her get herself off, even as his discomfort grew with the strain of his erection.

"Make me cum," Tara said as she turned around, planting her ass in his lap and continued to grind against him, enjoying being able to tease him so easily. Her tight leggings made her ass look irresistible to Zane, who couldn't look away.

As one of his hands continued to fondle Tara's tits, he felt the other being guided again, this time down to her crotch. Zane knew what she wanted. His fingers found their way beneath the material at the front of her leggings, and then her underwear, and from there it was easy to find the welcoming warmth of her wet pussy.

"Fuck yes, right there baby," Tara moaned as he began to finger her. Already so worked up by her grinding, she was soon breathing deeply and letting Zane take her towards climax.

With both hands wrapped around her, Zane could do nothing but embrace his position of subservience. He was there to please her, just as she wished. He knew how the tweaks of her nipple sent an electric rush of pleasure through Tara, and he knew how the focus on her clit was causing her muscles to clench and her heart to start racing.

"Just like that," Tara said, barely audible.

Her hands gripped the back of the chair. Her ass moved back and forth as her arousal was driven to the edge. Zane cock yearned for release but he knew there would be none. Not now. It was all for Tara. The orgasm rushing through her was only hers. She owned every drop of it. She let her chastity slave do his job, and once she could finally relax she slumped back against him.

"Good boy," she said, panting. She reached behind to run her fingers through his hair. "Such a good boy."

Zane revelled in the moment, enjoying the praise and sharing the post-orgasm glow that he had helped to deliver. For once, he knew not to ask for release and ruin the atmosphere of pleasure.

"Why don't you taste me, slave," Tara said, getting off his lap and leading his wet hand up to his mouth. "I know you love it. Feel how intoxicating I am."

Zane sucked his fingers as requested, enjoying, just as Tara said, the taste of her pussy on his tongue.

"Good slave," she purred. "Is my cock hard in its cage?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Good. You need to learn to accept denial as a fact of your existence. Only good slaves deserve any kind of release. Speaking of which, I know exactly how you can be a good slave. Someone needs to go get our groceries for the week, and I would much rather having a lazy day staying at home. So, I think it's a perfect chore for a good little chastity slave like you, don't you think?"

Zane nodded acceptingly. "Yes, mistress."

"Away you go, then. I've written the list already. Bye now. I'll be waiting."

*****

For a week, Zane submitted happily to Tara and the strict chastity she imposed. His cage was never unlocked. Even when he begged, she never showed mercy. In fact, it was quite the opposite. After a few days, when all the teasing Zane suffered and all the orgasms he gave to Tara had him aching to just be unlocked for a moment, the dominant woman grew tired and fetched her riding crop.

"I know you're familiar with this," she said, pacing back and forth in front of Zane, who had been stripped naked. "I think it's time you learn that your begging is getting on my nerves, and it's not going to improve your situation one bit."

So she had him bend over and she smacked his bare ass, once, then twice, then another eight times. Zane, more than used to her favourite tool for punishment, was nevertheless grimacing at each strike of the crop. And by the time Tara was done with him, he had certainly learned his lesson.

For the rest of the week, Zane remained obediently in chastity. He even learned to be less self-conscious when he went to work. Fortunately, the cage was small enough that there was no bulge visible to any outside observer. In fact, he soon found it a comfortable addition to his regular outfit, and for most of the day he would forget about the device that trammelled the cock owned so outrightly by his dominatrix girlfriend.

Seven days after Tara had first introduced the cage, it was a Friday evening and both herself and Zane were relaxing after long days at work.

"Do you think you've been a good little chastity slave?" Tara asked out of the blue as they were watching Netflix.

"Oh, um, yes, mistress," Zane answered, remembering to add the title which Tara demanded of him whenever they were alone.

"And do you think my locked cock deserves to be let out of its cage?"

"Yes, mistress, definitely, mistress."

"I think so too." Tara smiled and stood up, prompting him to follow her. "But I don't want you to even have a chance of touching yourself, so why don't you fetch the handcuffs. That's a good boy."

Much like when Zane was shaved the week before, Tara laid down a towel on a chair for him to sit on when he returned. He stripped naked as commanded, then sat down. His hands were cuffed behind him, with the chain between his wrists looped around the back of the chair so he could not pull away.

"Wait here, slave," Tara said. "I'll just be a moment."

The moment lasted ten minutes. And when she returned, wearing her black lace chemise and nothing else, Zane shifted in his seat. Her legs were long, slim, and bare, and her cleavage was utterly alluring, but his eyes were fixed only on the key, still attached to the chain that had remained around Tara's neck all week. It hung tormentingly in the dark valley between her breasts, and as she put her hands on Zane's shoulders and leaned forward, it slipped free and dangled in front of his eyes.

"Is this what you want?" Tara asked, gesturing at the key.

"Yes, mistress."

"I think, slave, I will let you free. But only because I've decided to. In fact, I want to introduce something to our routine. Your cage, as much as it would amuse me to have it permanently locked away, it needs to come off some time. If only to be cleaned. And that's what we're going to do now."

"And..." Zane was hesitant. "Do I get a treat for being good?"

Tara looked at him and smirked. "You'll have to wait and see."

She moved away from him, taking the key with her, and went back to the bedroom, returning immediately after with a red ball gag that had often been used on Zane.

"And to stop you from pleading over and over to be treated," Tara said. "You're going to wear this."

Zane let her put the gag in his mouth and secure it with the clasp behind the back of his head.

"And don't worry," Tara smirked. "You might still get the treat you really want."

She bent over and guided the key into the lock. With a twist and a click, it was unlocked, and Tara removed the metal shaft. Then, before Zane's cock could begin to swell with blood, she slid the ring off. With the chastity cage now removed, she went to put it in a bowl of soapy water which she brought over along with a small cloth.

"Don't get too excited," Tara cautioned, despite the noticeable rise of an erection. "I'm just going to wash you now."

She dampened the cloth and gently scrubbed around Zane's cock and balls. She cleaned every inch of it, even around his sensitive head. And, unsurprisingly to her, it promptly grew to its full size and Tara smiled. The warm water that drenched the cloth enveloped the throbbing member like a welcoming, wet pussy. Especially as Tara gripped tightly around the shaft, having been satisfied with her cleaning and eagerly moving along to the teasing.

"Mmmmm," Zane moaned into the gag as he was jerked off sensually.

"You like that, slave?" Tara asked, stroking slowly over the length of the shaft.

"Mmmmph," was all Zane could respond with. Even if he hadn't been gagged, he would have been just as nonverbal, as he was so engrossed by the pleasure. For a week, he had gone without any of this stimulation, and now it was all the most ecstatic.

Tara was quick to abandon the cloth. She was then bored of using her hands, and decided that, despite her love of tormenting her sub, he really had behaved well during his first week in chastity.

"When I first locked you up," she said, licking along the length of his shaft. "I said you might get treated if you behave yourself and perform your duties as my good little chastity slave. And...luckily for you, I do think you deserve a treat."

Without a moment to pause, she plunged her head over his entire cock, enveloping it all in the warmth of her mouth. As much as she loved to be the dominant one in their relationship, Tara also loved testing her other skills. Not many guys had received a full, deepthroating blowjob at which she was so skilled, and so she thought it was a perfect treat for her sub just as much as it was for her. The taste of his cock, the feel of it pulsing inside her, it was the one thing she had missed about keeping him in chastity. Not that that was reason enough to unlock him permanently.

Zane's response was just as Tara expected. As she bobbed her head up and down, pleasuring every inch of his shaft, he moaned and shifted as much as he could in his seat. His toes curled when she sucked as tight as a vacuum. His thighs shook as she took him deep into her throat. And when she brought her mouth up and away and completely off his cock, he groaned in despair while his cock throbbed and bounced, desperate for more.

"You want more, slave?" Tara purred, running a single finger along his cock.

"Mmmmmmmmmm," Zane nodded eagerly, his feet tapping in response to the continued teasing.

"Hmm, nah." Tara laughed and stood up, giving one final stroke of the cock before deciding her next move. "I have an idea, slave. I'm not going to let you cum."

"Mmm," Zane groaned in disappointment. A string of saliva was dripping from his gagged mouth.

"Nope, sorry. That's just something you have to get used to as my chastity slave. No amount of begging from you or teasing from me guarantees you an orgasm. Even if I decide to release you from your cage, you don't automatically get another kind of release. In fact, you still got your treat for being good. So don't complain."

"Mmph."

"While you're still hard, I have a proposition. I'm going to let you decide how long you stay in chastity for."

"Mmmph?"

"That's right. For every minute it takes you to get soft, that's one day in chastity. I'm not going to touch your cock  anymore, so it's entirely up to you."

Zane, whose cock was still rock hard, groaned in trepidation at the challenge.

"Time starts now. Good luck."

Tara grabbed her phone and started a timer, making sure to show it to her sub.

"How many days do you want to stay locked up for?" she asked mockingly. "It's entirely up to you."

She moved behind him and whispered in his ear.

"You're still so hard. I think you like the idea of being locked, of having me control that cock."

Tara kissed his neck all over and pressed her lips against his other ear.

"Maybe next time you get released, I'll let you fuck me. Would you like that? Actually, I think I want that. I want to feel your hard throbbing cock inside my tight wet pussy. I want to ride you hard and make you shoot your load inside me. Please get soft, baby. I don't want to wait too many days. I want you to give me a big juicy cream pie."

Zane was helpless to the fantasies she was pouring into his ears. Every word seemed to fuel his erection.

"Two days already, slave. Come on. Get soft already."

There was no sign of the erection subsiding.

"Maybe some pain will help distract you? I said I wouldn't touch your cock, but maybe somewhere else..."

Tara pinched both his nipples, making him groan and struggle. When she released, his cock seemed to throb more angrily than before.

"Four days already and you're starting to test my patience. Maybe you don't deserve to be unlocked for weeks, months even. Actually, maybe that's better for the both of us. You'll be more subservient and productive as a result. And I guess I'll just order a dildo to take your place. How does that sound?"

"Mmmm." Zane, despite his best efforts to think of anything other than his dominant girlfriend, was unable to tune her out. And despite any physical stimulation to it, his cock was still hard.

"Just as I expected, slave, I think you want to stay in chastity." Tara moved back around in front of him. "Almost a week locked up for you. You've done it once. You can do it again. But will it be much longer?"

"Mmm." Zane was disappointed by himself that he couldn't control his raging erection.

"What if you have to stay locked for a month? Could you handle that?"

Tara pushed the straps of her chemise off her shoulders. Slowly she let it fall and reveal her tits. They looked incredible right in front of Zane's face.

"If you stayed locked for a month, where would you want to cum? On these?" She pressed her tits together to form a deep valley of cleavage. "I could give you such a good titfucking. You could drain your load all over them.”

Tara sat on his lap, careful still not to touch his hard cock. She put her hands on his shoulders and kissed him sensually.

"Of course, just because I keep you locked for a month, doesn't mean I have to let you cum once I unlock you. Maybe we'll just play this game again. Over and over. Would you like that? Thirteen days locked already. Wow, time flies by!"

She leaned closer to whisper in his ear again, aware of his erection still persevering.

"Just imagine how full your balls will be by the time I do let you cum. It could be months. Or years even. Do you know how I'd want you to release that load? Your biggest load ever?"

Zane shook his head tentatively.

"I'll want to put my mouth around your cock, suck you till you cum, and I won't stop until every single drop has been drained from your body and you're left completely empty. And then I'd lock you up again. And maybe in another year or so we can do the whole thing again."

Tara stood up and looked at her phone.

"Sixteen minutes. Sixteen days. You're really not giving up, are you?"

She grabbed a chair and pulled it over to sit across from him.

"I'm honestly getting a bit bored, slave. So hurry up. Get soft."

She just looked at him and his cock and waited, clutching the phone in her hand and letting the time slowly but surely increase. Zane could do nothing but stare back, trying not to focus too much on her tits which still hung free. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine anything other than his cock sliding between them, but the more he tried the more vivid the image grew.

They spent a few more minutes in silence, with Tara amused for every moment of it. There were several instances where Zane's cock seemed to lose its erection, but as he felt it soften he could not stop but become aroused again by the sight of his girlfriend being so entertained and domineering. Eventually, however, his cock dropped enough that its head touched the seat of the chair and Tara stopped the clock.

"Twenty-eight days!" she exclaimed, showing him the time as proof. "You've maintained that erection for nearly half an hour. I'm honestly impressed. But that means four whole weeks locked up! Try not to get hard again now."

Zane was too exhausted to get hard again as she put the chastity device back in place and locked his cock securely.

"There we go," Tara smiled as she examined the cage and put the key back around her neck. "I suppose we won't properly see that little cock again for nearly a month! Don't worry though, I've got plenty of things to keep you occupied with. Just because you're denied, doesn't mean I'm reducing my amount of orgasms. In fact, I think it'll be quite the opposite. I expect your fingers and tongue are going to get quite the workout."

Zane almost whimpered, worrying about how he would survive the next four weeks.

"Don't put up a fuss, baby. I could always extend your denial."

Tara's teasing suggestion effectively shut him up. She went to uncuff him then remove the gag.

"I suppose I should unlock you. Then there are some chores for you to do. First of all, though, I need something to fill my cunt while you're caged. Let's have a look online. You can buy me something as a treat. I'm not sure about you, but I think I'm going to be extremely satisfied over the next four weeks."

The End

Get Two Free Erotica Stories!

Just follow this link or copy the address to get access to ‘Slut in the Library’ and ‘In Chastity and Pegged by a Goddess’ – https://mailchi.mp/af093f618e68/twisting-fantasies

More from the author

Locked Down: Six Explicit Lockdown Stories Featuring BDSM, Femdom, Discipline, Chastity, and More

A nurse reveals her dominant side to her flatmate.

A wife introduces chastity into her marriage.

A man submits to his boss over a videocall.

The six steamy stories in this lockdown-themed bundle has all this and more. Whether it’s the medical erotica of the two-part Femdom Nurse or the sensation play and bondage of Tied and Teased, each story depicts a woman taking control when bored and horny at home.

If you like femdom, BDSM, and value for money then this is the bundle for you!

Dominant in Olympus: A BDSM Femdom Story

Despite being an experienced detective, Lara must take on her most challenging operation yet: taking down the nefarious media tycoon Lorenzo Diamante. But this means going undercover at the prestigious Club Olympus, an establishment that caters to all the kinks of their wealthy patrons - from chastity to bondage.

Lara dons the title of Goddess Athena and joins the dominatrixes of Club Olympus. To remain undercover, she has to adapt to the role, remove her inhibitions, and embrace her femdom nature. Whether she has to pleasure or punish her patrons, the operation will only be successful if she can play a convincingly dominant woman.

Or click here to check out all my stories available on Amazon

Tell me your fantasies

Do you have a kink you’d like to see written about? One of your darkest fantasies you’d like to have me use in a story? Or do you want to get in touch about one of my stories you’ve read? Then send me an email – I’d love to hear from you!

rileyfpaine@gmail.com

Connect with me

Keep up to date with news of new releases by following my blog:

https://rileypaine.wordpress.com/

Or follow me on Twitter:

@PaineErotica
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