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Introduction to Chastity: Dominance and Denial

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."


Educated by a Dominatrix: First Times and Teasing

For four weeks Zane had been controlled and dominated by his girlfriend, Tara. Not only in the bedroom but in nearly every aspect of their lives. He served her whichever way she wanted. He would do the chores around the house, he would go out to do their weekly shopping, and, most importantly, he would provide her with pleasure in every way she requested it.

And Zane was happy to submit to her every whim. In fact, he revelled in it. While the going had started slow and difficult, he quickly learned his place. Being beneath his girlfriend, whether in terms of status or physically as he was often on all fours, was his natural position. He wouldn't have it any other way.

The tool which encouraged and enforced his submission, while he was nevertheless happy to be submissive, was the chastity cage that Tara had introduced to him nearly a month ago.

Having all his pleasure controlled by her, and any chance of sexual and physical release located in the form of the key that permanently hung around Tara's neck, drove him deeper into submission and helped to mould him into the perfect chastity slave.

And it was exactly four weeks ago since she had teased him mercilessly then locked him up, with the promise of being released at the end of that duration.

Zane never pushed his luck, he never disobeyed or questioned too irritatingly the orders his girlfriend gave him. He couldn't risk angering her and giving reason to extend his time in chastity. So he waited and suffered. Each of those twenty-eight days dragged by agonisingly slowly. Unable to get properly hard, let alone have a release, made the ordeal almost too much to take and it left him tortuously horny through every waking hour.

Tara didn't help his situation. She was happy to tease him to no end or make him pleasure her, whether it be with his fingers, mouth, or the new dildo they had bought. By the time the four weeks were up, she had almost forgotten about their deal. Zane, on the other hand, had not, and he was able to summon the courage to remind her of his impending release.

"Has it been twenty-eight days?" Tara asked absent-mindedly when he questioned her over dinner.

"It has!"

"Hmm. I almost forgot about our deal... I'm just so used to you being locked up. Are you sure you even want to be released?"

Zane nodded eagerly. His balls had been feeling full and heavy. Precum often leaked at the end of their teasing sessions. He was more than ready.

"Nope!" Tara laughed at the look on his face. "I'm sorry to be so mean, but you need to remember that I'm in charge of when you get unlocked. Or even if you get unlocked."

"Mistress...please," Zane begged.

"Okay, look, I'm not going to be really harsh. I promise, hand on heart, that I'll unlock you tomorrow morning."

"Really?"

"Yes. And I don't want to say anything more yet, but I've got a surprise for you. I hope you like it."

"Will you let me cum?"

"Will I let you cum...I think, actually, you've behaved yourself well over the last month. So, okay. I will let you cum tomorrow. Anyway, for what I have in store for you it'll be better that you're able to handle yourself."

Zane, ignoring the cryptic statement, beamed with joy at the thought of orgasm.

"That's what I like to see," Tara said. "A happy little slave. I like knowing that the seed has been planted in your head now. Is my cock getting hard in its cage, thinking about what it'll feel like to finally release that big load?"

Zane nodded. The discomfort was causing him to squirm in his seat. He couldn't take his mind off the idea, imagining how much cum would shoot from his cock after such a long period of denial.

"Good, slave, I want it to be uncomfortable. Go wash the dishes then we can chill the rest of the evening. I think you're going to need to save your energy for tomorrow."

*****

The following morning, Zane was stripped naked and tied to a chair, his hands behind his back. The night had been difficult on his caged cock, which had repeatedly tried to stir as his thoughts remained on his encroaching orgasm.

"Are you ready to be unlocked, slave?" Tara put on a show as she also took her clothes off. Zane watched, enthralled. Wearing nothing but the necklace with its attached key, her blonde hair flowed over the curve of her breasts and her pink shaven pussy looked so inviting. "Well?"

"Yes, mistress."

"You'd better be. Just try not to cum as soon as your cock gets released."

She kneeled down between his legs, took the key and unlocked his cage. His cock was already swelling with blood by the time the metal shaft was removed. With a bit of a struggle she took off the ring and his cock was finally let free.

"Wow, I don't think I've ever seen you this hard!"

"Fuuuuck," Zane moaned as she wrapped her fingers around him. It was the first real touch for weeks.

"I think I'd prefer you quiet, slave."

Tara grabbed her panties from off the floor and shoved them in Zane's mouth.

"That's better." Tara dribbled over his cock, using her saliva as a lubricant to prepare him for what was to come. Slowly, she began to stroke him.

"Mmm."

"Now, I know I promised to let you cum today but...I have an offer first. If you accept, I get to fulfill my promise and you get to cum! Understand?"

"Mmm?" Zane was frustrated by her new level of deception, but he was completely at her mercy as her hand worked over his cock.

"Okay, so, do you remember my friend Alice? From back home? You've not met, but I'm sure I've mentioned her to you? Anyway, she's recently moved here for college, actually she's only a few blocks away, so we met up earlier this week while you were at work. We chatted for hours and, I'm not sure how to say this, but I may have mentioned to her about our situation..."

"Mmmph?"

"Maybe I should have consulted with you first but it was so hard to keep my mouth shut. And she was so intrigued. Turns out, she's so kinky! I had no idea!"

"Mmm?"

"Yeah she's so interested in this femdom stuff, but it's weird because she's a virgin so she's had no chance to explore it properly. And now that she's at college she's intimidated about going into the world of sex without any experience. So, I hope you don't mind, but I offered to help her out."

"Mmmm." Zane was both intrigued by what Tara was saying and embarrassed that she had shared her secret. But he was also aware of the hand beginning to speed up as it stroked over his cock.

"So, slave, I need to check with you first." Tara knew from the throbbing of his cock that he was getting close. "I’ve asked Alice to come round tonight and I want you to help me out. I want to show you off as my wonderful sub. You will perform just as well as you have during the last few weeks. And just as you serve me, you will serve Alice too."

"Mmmmmmm." Zane was almost at the edge. The idea of submitting to another was driving him closer.

Tara slowed her strokes, keeping him right on the brink of climax. One hand held his shaft tight. The other massaged his balls.

"It's entirely up to you, slave. And, if you promise to help me out tonight and be a good little slave, I'll even let you cum now. So...should I let Alice know she can meet you tonight?"

Nothing in the world could have made Zane turn down the offer. He needed to cum more than anything, even if it meant serving another woman.

"Mmm," he moaned, nodding his head. He could feel the cum waiting to burst out with one final stroke.

"Good."

Tara pumped his cock with a tight grip, instantly sending him plummeting over the edge. The contractions of his pelvic muscles worked to shoot his load out like a cannon. For a month he had gone without release. Now, everything that had been built up erupted in an explosive orgasm that felt to Zane as if he was being drained of all liquid inside him.

His cum shot out in ropes that almost hit the ceiling. Kneeling in front of him, Tara received most of the load. Some sprayed over her while the rest splattered across her hair and face. She was shocked at first at how much cum Zane had stored inside him. But the results, which now caked her hair and lay in sticky strings over her forehead, nose, and lips, impressed her immensely.

"Wow," she gasped, almost made speechless by how intense and eruptive the orgasm had been. "Wow."

"Mmm." Zane had been completely emptied. His cock was still throbbing with what felt like aftershocks to his climax.

"Look at how much you had inside you!"

Tara played with the sticky white load, picking up drops and examining it. Then she held her tongue out and sucked each finger on her hands clean.

"So tasty too," she smiled. "Here, try some."

Zane, too exhausted to resist, let her feed him a taste of his cum. It was another kink of hers which he happily catered to. And having gotten used to it, he didn't quite mind the taste.

"Well, I had better clean myself up. Wait here."

Tara left him tied to the chair and returned a while later, having showered and washed all his juices off her. Some caught in her hair had been difficult to get rid of. 

"And it's time for a grooming," she said, having retrieved a razor and bowl of warm water. "I want Alice to be impressed by you, slave."

Zane relaxed as she shaved him smooth around his cock and balls.

"I need you to be really good today, slave," Tara said as she paid attention to her delicate job. "If you are so lucky as to get some form of pleasure later, I don't want you cumming immediately. Especially in front of Alice. I don't want you embarrassing me. So I hope you're now nice and empty so you can hold your own." She finished shaving and dried him off. "But, for now, back into chastity you go!"

*****

By that evening, Tara had been able to prepare everything for Alice's arrival. And that meant Zane too. She had secretly bought him something new to wear, and presented it to him after he had showered.

The black leather gimp suit surprised him when he walked in to find it laid out on their bed.

"Put that on," Tara ordered, having already changed into her outfit for the night, a red cocktail dress that barely covered her thigh and accentuated her cleavage.

Zane obliged her and, with quite a bit of struggling, put the suit on. Tara then approached to apply the final touch: a black leather mask to match. It had holes for him to see and breathe, as well as a zip across his mouth to keep him quiet, but apart from that Zane was covered head to toe in the tight black material. The bulge of his chastity cage was made all the more prominent.

"Alice will be here soon," Tara said as she rushed over to finish her makeup. "Go make sure the living room is tidy while I sort myself out."

Zane did as he was told, trying to get used to the restricted movements caused by his attire as he tidied away some of the mess around the place. When Tara came to find him, he had to take a moment to appreciate how stunning she looked, especially with the added volume to her golden hair and the sultry eyeshadow that caused a stir in the chastity cage.

"Come with me, slave," she ordered, beckoning him to follow. "I want you out of the way when she first arrives."

She took him back to the bedroom and put a collar on him. Then she attached a leash to it and attached it with a padlock to a bedpost before cuffing his hands behind his back.

"There. You'll stay here like a good boy."

"Mmm," Zane replied, muffled by the zipped-shut mask.

"Don't make any noise now."

A knock on the front door took Tara's attention.

"That'll be her!" she said, giving him a kiss on the cheek and a squeeze on the bulge where his cage was. "Be good, slave. I hope you're as excited as I am!"

Tara left and closed the bedroom door, leaving Zane all alone. For a while he waited. Maybe an hour, maybe two. He could hear Tara in the living room, and the voice of another woman. There was a lot of laughing. And the longer he waited the more anxious he became. But just as he began to feel uncomfortable in his cuffs, Tara came in to fetch him.

"Your time to shine, slave," she said, uncuffing him and unlocking his leash from the bed. "Things are going well! Come on."

She tugged on his leash so he was forced onto all fours.

"Oh wait, I forgot, she's a bit shy and asked that you don't see her. I'll just put this on you."

Tara put a blindfold on him over his mask, sealing out any source of light and plunging him into darkness. But he was still led out of the bedroom and towards the living room behind his dominatrix.

"Alice, say hello to my slave."

"Oh my god!" squealed the other woman's voice. She was clearly excited to see Zane in his current state. "This is so crazy!"

"You've not even seen the half of it yet. Watch: slave, kneel."

Zane was brought to a stop and rested on his knees.

"Slave, speak."

"Mmmmmhhhmm." Zane obeyed despite the embarrassment he felt.

"That's so cool!" Alice continued to marvel at his obedience.

"We can honestly do this all day, but...do you still want to have some real fun?"

"Oh...yes please!"

"That's what I wanted to hear! Here boy," Tara ordered, pulling Zane forward. "Lie down, flat on your back. That's it. Legs together, arms by your side."

Zane lied down on his back as commanded.

"Alice, would you do me a favour and watch him a moment while I fetch some equipment?"

"Oh, okay, sure!"

Zane heard his girlfriend leave the room, her heels tapping on the floor, while he remained still and silent. He could hardly hear any noise from their guest. Alice was standing over him, that he was certain of. And as he thought he heard her stifle a giggle, he became increasingly aware of how prominent the bulge of his cage must look protruding under the tight black leather of his catsuit. He wanted to move, but he couldn't disobey Tara, especially as the sound of her heels announced her return.

"Has he been a good boy?"

"He's been very patient," Alice replied.

"Good. Now, will you help me with these restraints?"

"Oh, sure."

"You take the feet. I'll take his arms."

Zane felt the two women begin to bind his limbs. Velcro restraints secured his legs at the ankles and knees, then more straps around his wrists and elbows pinned his arms to his torso. Tara had to lift his body up to thread the straps underneath him, and once she was happy with him bound tightly she patted him on the head.

"Good boy. Alice, don't you think he looks so much better like this?"

"He looks very...secure."

Tara laughed. "That's a good thing! It means we can do whatever we like with him. So...what would you like to do with him."

"Well...you said you'd show me his..."

"Of course!"

The zip that ran from Zane's neck, down over his crotch and around to his back, was the only thing separating his cage from exposure. Tara unzipped it slowly, putting on a show for Alice who eagerly waited to see what lay beneath the leather.

"Oh my god," she mouthed at the first glimpse of the chastity cage.

Tara pulled it out completely, balls too, and smirked. "Never seen a caged cock before?"

"Tara...you know I haven't. This...this is amazing! You keep it locked away all the time?"

"All the time, unless I have a use for it. Which isn't so much nowadays. My little slave has become a bit redundant ever since I got a new dildo."

"Can I see what it's like when it's released?"

"Oh honey, of course, that's why you're here!"

Zane felt Tara fiddling with his cage. She twisted the key in the lock. The metal device loosened and gently she removed it entirely.

"This isn't your first cock, is it Alice? You've seen others?"

"Only a couple others...but only really glimpses of, you know, I never really paid attention to it. I'm surprised how small it is!"

Zane heard his girlfriend laugh in response to the comment.

"That's only because he's a bit shy," she said. "Come on, slave, you can show off."

The embarrassment of being revealed to a stranger had made Zane's cock remain soft even after being freed from its cage, but as he felt Tara's hands gently caressing his shaft he could sense the rush of blood begin to cause a stir.

"That's better," his girlfriend commented. "See how easy it is to get him aroused?"

"Oh my, yes."

"Here, you have a go."

"Really?"

"Sure, go on."

Zane felt Tara's hand let go of his cock, only to be replaced by Alice's tentative and delicate grip. Her hand was noticeably cooler and her finger slightly smaller than Tara, and with her smooth skin the touch made Zane shiver in anticipation.

"Just stroke him gently and feel it growing harder in response to your hand," Tara said.

"I can't believe it's still getting bigger!"

Zane moaned as his cock grew to its full length.

"Men love any stimulation," Tara continued. "Even something as simple as a handjob. And it's more than most deserve, never forget that. It's important to make them aware of it too. Like this."

She grabbed Alice's wrist and brought it away.

"See. Just watch as it bounces. That means he wants more. We've hardly given him much pleasure but already he's desperate for more. And do you know what that means?"

"No, what?" Alice answered, an air of excitement noticeable in her voice.

"It means he is now fully in our control. He's now thinking with his cock. He would do anything for more. And what we can do is slowly feed his urges."

Zane felt a finger trail up and down the length of his cock. It was enough to fuel his erection and cause his heart to beat faster.

"You have a go, Alice."

The guest took over teasing duties, running her finger lightly over the hard cock.

"And don't forget his balls," Tara reminded. "A bit of attention there goes a long way. That's it. Good. Just fondle them. You can even squeeze very gently. Good. Any more than that and it's a punishment!"

Zane endured the tortuous teasing from the novice domina who was quickly becoming more practiced and was soon enjoying her handiwork.

"This is surprisingly fun," she said, giggling.

"Isn't it? There's nothing quite like making a man wriggle like this. You can step it up a notch if you'd like. That's it. Time to make him really worked-up."

As Alice began to stroke properly, tightening her grip, Zane really was at her mercy. He moaned and clenched his muscles but was secure in his bonds.

"Time to teach you about edging."

"What's that?" Alice asked, still focused on stroking.

"Watch and learn."

Tara took over. Zane felt the familiar finger grasp him and stroke expertly. Having been so worked up by Alice, it wasn't long before the quick strokes were bringing him towards a climax that he was almost afraid of. He knew how good Tara was at edging, and he knew how frustrating it would be once she brought him to that point.

"See how it's throbbing?" Tara asked as she let go, allowing the cock to bounce in desperation.

"It's leaking precum too!"

"That's good. It means he's really worked-up and so close. I brought him right to the brink of orgasm and now there's a little bit of cum trying to escape. And do you know the best thing about edging?"

"No?"

"We can do it over and over again. Here, you try."

Alice stroked Zane this time. His arousal was driving him wild after Tara's expert edge.

"How do I know when to stop?"

"Just focus on how he throbs in your hand," Tara replied. "And make sure not to make him cum. I don't want him to cum."

Alice continued steadily, slowly building Zane back up. Soon he was nearly there again.

"Careful now," Tara cautioned, having observed the minute movements in her boyfriend's body that signalled he was near. "Just slow down. See how it's clenching? That's not just his hips thrusting. His cock is trying to get a bit more stimulation. Take your hand off. Look."

"That's so cool!" Alice exclaimed, watching the cock pulse and drip more precum. She may not have realised but she had driven Zane to within a couple of strokes of an orgasm.

"That's very good, Alice. You're a natural! Now...we should probably wait a moment to let him cool down. We don't want any accidents do we. Of course, we could do this all day but I want to teach you more. Have you...ever given a blowjob?"

"Um...no. Sorry."

"Don't be sorry! Do you want to learn?"

"Is that alright?"

"Of course it is, honey. Here, just watch."

Tara moved over and straddled Zane, perching on top of his knees. She leaned forward, brushing the hair out of her eyes, and kissed the tip of Zane's cock. Then she did it again down the shaft before licking back up and opening her mouth to take him inside and suck him deep and tight until he was moaning and shuffling as much as he could on the floor. Then she sat back up and got off him.

"Your turn," Tara said, beckoning Alice to move into the position she had just been in. "Just like before, you want to tease him before getting to the main performance. Of course it should be amazing for him, but the most important thing is to have fun yourself. So, go for it."

Alice mimicked the beginning of Tara's routine, leaning over to kiss and lick him. She made the most of her first taste of cock, and her own enjoyment was reflected audibly in satisfying moans. Zane braced himself as she finally took the next step in the blowjob and tentatively opened her mouth to suck on the head of his cock.

Zane groaned at the intensity of it. Alice was happy to stay where she was, working her tongue against his tip and sucking tight as a vacuum. Then with a bit of encouragement from Tara she lowered herself down further. Inch by inch she enveloped Zane's cock. She surprised herself by how close she got to the base without gagging, and only had to withdraw when Zane reflexively thrust his hips up.

"Bad slave!" Tara chastised, slapping his balls. "Don't do that again or I'll lock you up for another month. Go on Alice, continue. He should behave now."

Alice resumed her blowjob, getting into the rhythm of it by bobbing up and down and driving Zane crazy within a few moments.

"Easy now," Tara said. "We don't want him cumming yet."

"Aww, okay," Alice replied mischievously as she just used her hands to stroke him. "I think he was close again."

"I'm sure he was considering how good that blowjob looked."

Zane, sweating in his catsuit and feeling his cock desperate for a release, could hardly turn his attention to what the two women were saying.

"Do you think he's ready to cum?" Alice asked, still gently stroking and watching with fascination.

"Oh honey, he's been ready to cum ever since I unlocked him. I'll let you do the honours."

"I've never seen a guy cum, not in person, and let alone been the one to do it."

"Don't worry, I'll talk you through it. Keep going for now. He's in your hands."

Unbeknownst to Zane, Tara had leaned over to whisper something in Alice's ear. Only the giggles from the guest might have given something away but Zane was too focused on the intense desire in his cock to notice something was amiss.

"Keep going, slightly slower now," Tara said audibly this time. "You don't need to be aggressive, just coax that orgasm out. There you go. Look how close he is. Look at all that precum. He's right about to...now!"

Alice removed her hand at Tara's signal. Zane writhed on the floor, almost threw her off from her perch on his knees. His cock pulsed helplessly. There was nothing he could do. He felt the rush of orgasm force its way through and his cock, abandoned and angry, and powerfully shot out thick ropes of white cum across his stomach.

Even after his milking that morning, Zane still had an impressive volume to release until his ruined orgasm came to its end and left him panting and exhausted in his suit. His cum sprayed in contrast against the black of the latex and slowly dripped down the sides of torso.

"That was amazing!" Alice eased herself off Zane's legs.

"You're saying that and it's not even your orgasm!" Tara replied, amused at her guest's enthusiasm.

"Speaking of which...I know exactly what we can do next, but we need to let him recharge first. Actually...do you want to stay over tonight?"

"Are you sure? Is that okay?"

"Of course! It'll give me time to teach you more, including stuff that we don't need him for." Tara slapped Zane's thigh and caused him to grunt. "Haha, exactly."

"I've made a big mess..." Alice commented on the puddle of cum and that on her fingers which she couldn't take her eyes off.

"That's the result of having fun! Why don't you clean yourself up, and how about opening another bottle of wine. I'll sort him out."

Zane heard Alice leave for the bathroom to wash her hands. Tara leaned down close to speakly softly in his ear:

"You've done well slave, for the most part at least. I think I'll let you recover for the rest of the night. Meanwhile, I'm going to have some more fun with Alice."

Zane felt Tara wipe down his cum with a damp cloth that must have been waiting for that exact purpose. Once he was clean and his cock soft, she put the chastity cage on and locked it. Then she untied him and led him back to the bedroom. She undressed him and made sure he was comfortable before locking him by his leash to the bed and allowing him to watch TV

"Just relax now, honey," she said, giving him a kiss on the cheek. "I need you to be all...rejuvenated by tomorrow."

Tara walked out, leaving Zane leashed to the bed with nothing to do but watch TV and wonder what she would be getting up to with Alice. He then realised that he had never seen the mysterious guest who had practiced a cruel dominance over him and who had brought him to a frustrating ruined orgasm. And as he imagined what she might look like, Zane was thankful that he had been granted a release. And the second of the day at that. His cock now sat comfortably in its cage and Zane lay back, content but excited for the next day's events.


Uncaged for her Innocence: Double the Domination

Leashed to a bed and with nowhere to go, Zane tried to get to sleep like a good submissive. At the end of a long and interesting evening, he had been thoroughly drained and he was glad to get a moment of peace to recuperate.

But it was difficult. In the next room, his girlfriend, or rather his mistress, could be heard having plenty of fun. Tara's laugh penetrated the walls. Even over the sound of music she had put on. Her friend, Alice, could be heard too. This mysterious woman who Zane had not seen yet but who had given him a devastatingly ruined release was playing on his mind. He couldn't get the thought of her, of what she might look like, out of his head.

And as the evening grew later, the two women continued their fun. And the later it got, the more their fun changed.  Zane could hear their laughs morph into moans. Then the music turned up and they were drowned out.

So Zane remained in bed, half expecting to be called or fetched to perform again. But he wasn't. And as the evening grew later, he grew drowsier, soon finding himself drifting off to sleep.

He was right on the brink of slipping into a peaceful dream when a hand on his shoulder shook him gently awake.

"Just checking you're okay, honey," Tara said, making the bed creak as she got under the covers beside him. "Sorry if I disturbed you."

"Did you, er, have fun?" Zane asked groggily.

"Oh so much fun. Do you want to hear all about it?"

"Well..."

"Sorry, slave, too bad. All I'll say is I had a lot to teach Alice, and our lessons were filled with a lot of...excitement. I'll leave the rest to your imagination."

"Fine..."

"Alice is sleeping in the guest room. I considered joining her but I didn't want to leave you all alone. Besides, we'll all have a lot of time to play together tomorrow. You don't have any plans, do you?"

"No, mistress," Zane said, his mind wandering to thoughts of what she might have in mind.

"Good. Well, sleep tight, slave. I love you."

"I love you too, mistress."

Tara leaned across to kiss Zane on the cheek, then the couple went happily to sleep.

*****

Zane slept well that night. For the first time in a while, he wasn't woken to nocturnal stirrings causing a strain in his cage. After being milked twice the day before, he was quite at peace, and it grew late into the morning before anyone stirred from their slumber.

It was Tara who was first awake. She saw Zane sleeping soundly and decided to take pity on him. For a moment, at least. She left him undisturbed while she scrolled through her phone and checked her social media. Only after a while, once she heard a quiet growl coming from her stomach, did she poke him awake.

"Get up," she said, not too loud so as not to wake Alice in the other room. "I need my slave to make breakfast."

"Huh? Oh, sure sure," Zane grumbled, wrapping an arm around Tara and giving her a tight hug.

"Hey, not now. We need to get up. Come on."

"I'm so tired."

"Well, I'm so hungry. But I want a shower first. And you're allowed to join me."

That idea woke Zane right up. He eagerly followed Tara out of bed and to the shower, treading lightly as she beckoned him to be quiet. Alice was still fast asleep.

Tara locked the bathroom door, turned the shower on, then stripped off her pyjamas and stepped in. Zane did the same, joining her under the warm water and wearing only his cage.

He took a moment to appreciate his girlfriend's naked form. She looked amazing with the water streaming over the curves of her tight, round ass and her perky tits. There was even something about how her wet blonde hair darkened and fell in ropes down her chest and breasts that made her look so innocent and alluring, even though the key and symbol of her control remained visible on it's chain around her neck. It was almost easy to forget how delightfully cruel she could be, until Zane felt his cock try to grow and once again the familiar discomfort returned. Not that he minded it. He would happily take a lot more than discomfort for her.

"How's my cock feeling today?" Tara said, noticing the swelling as she cupped his balls. "Not too drained I hope?"

"No, mistress."

"Good. Because it might have to perform again today. Do you think it'll be up to the task? The last thing I want is for you to go limp and useless in front of Alice."

"I don't think that'll be a problem. So you're unlocking me again?"

"Only if you keep up the good behaviour. Now, you're not here to gawp at me. Help clean me."

Tara passed him a bottle of shower gel and he squirted some in his hands. Then he followed her commands and began to rub it into her body, all around her arms and down the front of her body. He paused a bit too long with his hands fondling her breasts and she tutted then turned around.

"Other side."

So Zane washed her back, massaging her soft skin with the soapy warm water. As his hands got lower, he cupped her ass cheeks and in a moment of weakness stepped forward. His cock, bulging as hard as it could in its cage, pressed into her. He thought Tara might turn and slap him, but she allowed it. In fact, she embraced it.

With one hand pushed against the wall, the other ran over Zane's cheek and through his hair. He felt her pull at the back of his head, gesturing for him to push in closer to her. His caged cock nestled between her cheeks which felt so soft and warm and lubricated by the shower. His arms wrapped around the front of her body. He squeezed her breasts then felt her guide a hand down to her crotch. Zane found the slick, warm opening of her pussy. He fingered her, caressing the soft insides and making her eyelids flutter in delight. Meanwhile, his other continued to tease her breasts while he tried not to pay too much attention to the key that was swinging on its chain between them.

Zane could hardly contain his excitement as he brought pleasure to his girlfriend. He thought his cock had had enough after yesterday's activities, but now it throbbed and ached as desperately as ever. And as his arousal grew, he found himself grinding against Tara's ass, trying to get the slightest bit of stimulation through the bars of the cage. Tara didn't stop him. In fact, as she found herself climbing towards climax, she too started thrusting her hips back and forth, trying to gain more pleasure from his hand while also enjoying the feeling of the hard metal device that pressed into her and contained the cock that she controlled.

Zane continued fingering Tara until he felt her body tighten, her knees trembling and her back arched. She bit her lip, stopping herself from moaning with ecstasy as she trembled and came.

For a moment, all that could be heard was the pattering of water as it sprayed down over their bodies and onto the shower floor. Then Tara turned it off and Zane took his hand away, stepping back and trying to cool down. His cock still throbbed angrily in its cage.

"You do seem eager to please," Tara commented as she got out and grabbed a towel then threw Zane another one. "Dry yourself off and get changed. Then it's time for breakfast. I don't want Alice to starve. Nor me, for that matter. Come on."

*****

Once he had changed into a casual shirt and jeans, Zane prepared breakfast and Tara, wearing her comfy yoga pants and tank top, went to check on Alice.

"She's just woken up," she said as she came back into the kitchen. "Are you nearly done yet?"

"Nearly," Zane said, his mind more focused on Alice than the bacon he was frying. He felt his heart racing, surprised by how nervous he had become. Despite what happened last night, it didn't quite seem like he had properly met Alice. With what she had done to him, tying him up and giving him a ruined orgasm, it was as if it had been done by a stranger, and rather than move on he was now going to meet her and see her for the first time.

"Remember, slave," Tara had walked over to whisper in his ear. "Whatever happens, behave yourself and do as I say, and you will be rewarded."

Zane was about to respond with his usual, "Yes, mistress," when Alice entered the room and his attention switched to her.

"Good morning," she greeted cheerily, looking as if she had had a perfect night's sleep.

"Hey, come have a seat," Tara beckoned to the kitchen table. "Slave boy here is just finishing breakfast."

"I know, the smell of bacon woke me up!"

Alice strode over to sit at the table. She was quite petite with dazzling raven hair and delicate facial features, but what Zane was shocked by was what she was wearing. She had obviously borrowed some of Tara's pyjamas: a white pair of shorts that revealed so much of her bare legs, and a lacy chemise that might have been fairly modest of Tara but now bulged with the swell of Alice's much larger breasts. With no bra underneath, both the cleavage and visible sideboob it caused was tantalising and Zane only looked away when he caught Tara glaring at him.

"Serve us, slave," she said. "You don't eat until we have."

"Is that necessary?" Alice whispered tentatively to her. She seemed slightly embarrassed about being around Zane. She only gave him quick looks and avoided eye contact.

"It's important that he learns his place, especially with you around. He understands I'm his mistress, but he should be just as subservient to you."

"Okay..."

"You'll see. Everything works much better this way."

Zane served the two women their breakfast. As he laid down Alice's plate she couldn't help but glance at the bulge in his pants.

"Here, slave," Tara ordered, beckoning to the floor beside her. "Kneel here while we eat."

Zane knelt obediently while they ate and chatted.

"Don't worry, Alice," Tara said. "My slave here doesn't know anything about what we got up to last night. You had a lot of fun though, didn't you?"

Alice couldn't hold back a smile. "So much."

"And you're still up for what I suggested we do today?"

Alice looked at her, down at Zane, blushed and nodded her head.

"Good, it'll be worth it I can assure you." Tara scratched Zane's head. "He doesn't know what he's in for."

Zane waited patiently while they finished eating, having no idea what Tara had in mind for him.

"Go eat, slave," Tara commanded when their plates were clear. "Then come join us in the bedroom."

The women left Zane to eat then clean up, and he took his time to do so, nervous as he was for finding out what was in store for him. But he couldn't keep his mistress waiting, and before too long he made his way to the bedroom.

*****
 

"Wait there, slave," Tara commanded as Zane closed the door behind him and looked at the two women, surprised to see them on the bed.

Alice was sitting on the opposite side with her back to him. Her legs were apart and Tara kneeled on the floor in between them.

"Don't get jealous, slave," she said. "Guests deserve to be treated well, unlike you."

Tara moved back out of view as she resumed what Zane knew must be an intense oral display. He couldn't see anything apart from Alice's back and the deep black hair that gleamed down it, but he could imagine it and that was all that was needed to cause discomfort in his cage. He saw Alice's hands grip the bedsheets tightly. He heard her moan and his girlfriend kissing and licking.

Zane would have given anything to be in Alice's position, to see Tara kneel before him and feel her give all her attention to bring him pleasure. But he was caged and he was hers to use as she pleased. And as Alice climaxed, groaning excitedly, all he could do was stand and watch.

"Now, are you ready for the main event?" Tara asked Alice, who nodded and pulled up the pyjama shorts that had been lying at her feet. "Good, let's get him ready shall we? Slave, get naked."

Zane accepted the order given to him and began to undress, all the while wishing he had seen what Tara had when she was kneeling between Alice's legs. But the two women busied themselves as he laid his clothes on the floor. After having been in such a compromising position in front of Alice before, he thought it would be easy to remove his underwear. But his nerves had him reluctant to reveal himself. It was only a stern look from Tara that finally convinced him to do it.

"Good slave. On the bed now," she commanded as she gathered a collection of chains and cuffs.

Alice just watched him as he lay down on the bed. Her eyes were fixated on the chastity cage and the cock that she had handled the previous night. Zane couldn't help but take the moment to examine her. The small body and large breasts in his girlfriend's set of pyjamas meant that the clothes almost suited Alice better. Perhaps that was just because her physique showed off more skin. Zane had to be careful that he didn't stare too long at her plummeting cleavage. And as he caught Alice biting her lip, as if having an appetite for what lay before her, he felt himself become completely aroused by the thought of what might be about to happen.

"What are you waiting for?" Tara asked Alice, passing her the bondage gear. "This is your operation now."

Alice accepted them, looking slightly unsure about it, but Zane soon realised that she knew exactly what she was doing.

"Don't struggle," she said, with what were her first words aimed directly at him.

Zane let her take his wrists and move his arms into position above his head. Her small, delicate fingers were firm and her simple command had him giving up any resistance in an instance. He tried not to look at her cleavage as she bent over to lock him in place. He turned his head away, noticing Tara standing at the foot of the bed and examining Alice's handiwork more than she was watching her slave.

"That should be okay," Alice said, to herself more than to anyone else.

With Zane's hands secured, she moved down to his legs and with the remaining cuffs she bound his ankles to the bedposts so that he was then secured spread-eagle.

"Now, Alice, you have some decisions to make." Tara stood beside her. The two women looked down over Zane from the foot of the bed, making him squirm in anticipation. "A few things you could add, depending on your preference. You might want to gag him, if you don't want to suffer his protests. Although I'm not sure he will be protesting. But anyway, I have a few options if you want to silence, or at least muffle, him. Want to take a look?"

"Sure!" Alice answered, now sounding quite excited about being given an option. She followed Tara over to a wardrobe inside which Zane knew what range of tools she kept.

"There's a classic choice like this red one," Tara explained, going through and showing off the display. Zane, however, could not see past their bodies. "Or something a bit more intricate like this."

"What is that?!" Alice asked, picking one up with intense curiosity.

"We could have a lot of fun with that, maybe later." Tara paused and reconsidered. "Actually, fuck it, let's do that. Don't worry, I won't steal your show. But I have a fun idea. Go on, you can put it on him."

Zane watched as they returned to him. Alice approached with a gag in her hands. He realised, as she fiddled with the straps, that the long black shape to it was a dildo. He opened his mouth obediently and bit down on the ball gag which was attached to the silicone dildo that protruded straight out from between his lips. As he lay back, it stood straight up as firm as his cock would if it was unlocked.

"Suits him, don't you think?" Tara said.

"Definitely!"

"So, one final decision I think. Do you want to blindfold him? Or the question is more whether you want him to see you..."

Alice took a moment to think about it, looking over Zane as he looked away, embarrassed by the fake cock jutting out of his mouth that cast a large blurry shadow in the front of his vision.

"No," Alice decided. "It's better that he sees. I have to get used to being seen. Besides, it's more like the real thing that way."

Tara smiled, pleased by Alice's growing confidence. "Good. Then I suppose you'll be needing this."

In what was, to Zane, the most surprising moment of the day so far, Tara took the chastity key off from around her neck and passed it over to Alice.

"Here. I'm giving you a lot of responsibility, but I trust you completely."

"Thank you, Tara."

Zane's girlfriend came around the side of the bed and knelt down, resting her arms on the mattress beside his torso.

"Just so you're aware, slave," Tara said, stroking Zane's cheek. "Alice needs some more practice. Because, as I’ve told you, she's a virgin, but she told me she wants to learn to take a cock. And I thought there's no better way to practice than with the real thing. I'm sure you don't mind."

Zane looked at her in astonishment, then turned to Alice who was blushing bright red and keeping her eyes lowered sheepishly.

"You don't mind, right?" Tara reiterated.

"Mmmphmm." Zane shook his head. No part of him minded. It was the last thing he expected, but he had no intentions of declining the offer of being used by Alice. And this time it wasn't about teasing or dominance. He was going to get fucked by this beautiful, petite college student and his girlfriend was there to watch.

"See," Tara turned to Alice. "I told you he'd be keen. Just look how much he's trying to get out of his cage."

The sight of Zane's cock bulging between its metal bars seemed to encourage Alice, perhaps because she realised how much power she had, being able to turn him on so easily with only the suggestion of being fucked.

"Are you ready?" Tara asked.

"I am," Alice answered.

"Well, I suppose you should start by getting naked."

Alice nodded, knowing that this moment had been coming. Zane watched her. She looked down at him, and in that moment realised that she had his complete attention, and she had him under her complete control. Bound to the bed and with his cock caged, he was her slave just as much as he was Tara's.

So Alice took off her top, setting free her large breasts and, before she could think too much about being exposed in front of Zane, she took off the shorts too. After being licked out by Tara, her pussy was still wet, and the recent orgasm only drove her current arousal higher.

Tara had seen plenty of Alice's body the night before, but she still found herself admiring her friend’s beautiful physique and becoming the slightest bit jealous of the size of her tits, if only because they were so obviously the focal point of Zane's own gaze. Although he was also drawn to the sight of her freshly-shaven pussy that looked so tight and which he was imagining enveloping his cock.

"You think it's time to unlock him?" Tara asked, excited to get things moving.

"Definitely."

Alice moved onto the bed, kneeling between Zane's spread legs. She still held the key in her hand and slowly, without needing any encouragement from Tara, she drew it down over the chastity cage, tracing over the metal bars and teasing Zane with the thought of being released. She found the lock and inserted the key into the hole. With a slow twist that seemed to Zane to last forever, she unlocked the cage.

"Now just ease it out carefully," Tara coached from the sidelines.

Alice didn't need much guidance, having watched intently during the previous night. She removed the cage, including the base ring, with complete ease, despite the difficulties that Zane's raging erection would usually cause. But now it stood hard and free, standing straight out and throbbing with excitement.

"Fuck," Alice mouthed to herself as she imagined its length and girth fitting inside her. Zane too was picturing that moment. He was almost straining with impatience in his bonds.

"Just take your time, Alice," Tara reassured her. "Straddle him and line yourself up against him. There's no need to rush into it."

Alice got herself on top of Zane, placing her knees on either side of his waist and resting her ass on his thighs. Zane's cock throbbed harder than ever. He could feel the warmth emanating from Alice's pussy. Her lips were only an inch or two away from his cock and they almost touched his balls.

"Are you still wet?" Tara asked.

"So wet." Alice felt herself, gently rubbing her clit to warm herself up for what was about to come.

"Good. That'll help. When you're ready, you can take hold of him and make sure he's pointing upright. Then you can move yourself into position."

Alice held Zane's cock and pointed it up at her opening as she shuffled slightly forward and kneeled up above it.

"Now just let it press into you. Just feel the tip pushing against you. That's it."

Alice let the end of Zane's cock rub against her wet lip. She took a moment to get used to the firmness of and the feeling of Zane as he clenched in response to the stimulation.

"When you're ready, Alice, you know what to do." Tara remained by the side of the bed, watching as her friend lowered herself further and allowed Zane's cock to penetrate her.

Alice couldn't help herself from releasing a moan of ecstasy as she felt for the first time the pleasure of a warm, hard and throbbing cock inside her. She had been so aroused by Tara's oral performance and the excitement of dominating Zane that his cock slid in easily as she lowered herself more and enveloped it inch by inch.

"Oh fuck," Tara groaned at the new sensation. "Oh fuuuck."

She didn't need any more guidance from Tara. The feeling of Zane's thick erection inside her and pressing against her clit was enough to make know what she needed to do. Slowly, she began to ride him. Her hands pressed against his chest for support, she fucked him up and down, getting faster and faster without restraint.

Nothing could hold her back. She was in control. The cock inside her was serving only her pleasure. And Zane, bound to the bed and moaning into his gag, could only let her use him as her personal fucktoy. Not that he minded. Every ripple of Alice's tight pussy drove him crazy. His unlocked cock had not felt such a pleasure in a long time. There was even something about the novelty of being fucked by a different woman that added to the joy of the moment. He wished he could feel Tara riding him like this, but to be allowed to be used like this, for Alice to choose him as her first fuck, it had him thanking his lucky stars.

"Oh my god," Alice continued moaning, fucking faster and faster, her tits bouncing up and down. "Oh fuck. Mmmm."

Tara watched intently. She considered telling Alice that she could cum, but she didn't want to ruin the moment. Instead she held back, finding herself becoming incredibly turned on by the view of Alice becoming more overwhelmed with every passing moment. Tara bit her lip and let her hand wander down between her legs. She was impressed by Zane, even more so by how he was holding off so well. She was proud of the cock that she had trained so well. Not only was it showing stamina, it was also doing such a good job at bringing pleasure to Alice who was now visibly shaking as she reached the edge of climax.

"Oh fuck," she panted. "Oh fuuuck..."

She came, riding Zane harder. Her pussy clenched around him and she almost yelled with pleasure. The new experience had been greater than anything Alice could imagine, and as she sat, still firmly planted on top of Zane's cock, she had to take a minute to regain her composure.

"Alice? Are you okay?" Tara whispered from the side of the bed.

"Uh huh." Alice rested for a moment, her eyes closed. She hardly noticed Tara get onto the bed beside her. Nor had she noticed that her friend had stripped naked. "Oh?"

"Mind if I join you?" Tara purred, kneeling beside Alice.

"Mmm, please do."

The women kissed, deeply and passionately, cupping and fondling each others' breasts. Zane could only watch in amazement as his girlfriend made out with the woman who had just been fucking him. He had been too focused on holding back that he hadn't got near to an orgasm, but now as his cock remained deep inside Alice, her tightness and his aching for more stimulation was becoming too much. So he watched as they kissed, and he worried when he saw Tara whisper in Alice's ear and couldn't hear what was being said.

Alice smirked and nodded. Whatever Tara had suggested was intriguing her. The blonde moved over and straddled Zane's chest, blocking his view of Alice.

"You know your place, don't you slave?" his mistress said, leaning forward and licking the dildo protruding from his gagged mouth.

"Mmm," he responded.

"Your place is beneath women like us. Your place is serving women like us, and being used by women like us." Tara wrapped her lips around the fake cock and began to give it an outright blowjob, slobbering unabashedly and covering it with her saliva. Zane imagined her doing the same to his cock, which twitched inside Alice who had remained unstirring on top of him.

"Time for more fun," Tara said after taking her mouth off the dildo. "It's your lucky day, slave. There's still something else Alice wants to experience: having a cock cum inside her."

"Mmm?"

Tara ignored him, instead moving forward more and sitting down on Zane's face. She let the dildo penetrate her, and she sat down with it inside her. Zane looked up adoringly at the sight of her taut stomach, her perky tits, and her luscious golden hair. He could hardly believe what was happening, especially as both women began to ride him.

Alice fucked his cock, which was still rock hard. Tara fucked his face, pushing up and down over the dildo gag. As much as she wanted the real thing, she didn't want to rob Alice of the experience. And she found that the gag, one she had bought recently without Zane's knowledge, was doing a good job anyway. After being so worked up from simply watching Alice get off with her boyfriend, Tara needed nothing more than to do some fucking of her own.

So she fucked him hard, and he watched as the dildo slid in and out of her pussy. He could smell the musk of her juices and he loved the view of her tits bouncing up and down. But as much as he enjoyed Tara's performance, his main focus was out of sight. Sat behind Tara, Alice was back to fucking him unrelentingly. Despite two recent orgasms, nothing had slowed down her desire for more. Rather, it was as if something had been unlocked inside her. Now that she had experienced a penetrative-induced orgasm once, she was hungry for another. And her newfound energy was noticeable to Zane.

Tara's statement that Alice wanted him to cum inside her had worked like a trigger, unlocking his need to orgasm. He had no reason to hold back, if only to show off his stamina, and with both beautiful women on top of him, both moaning in pleasure and using him for their needs, he soon felt that sensation of release building up in the heat and frenzy in his cock.

Meanwhile Tara couldn't care less about what was happening with her slave's cock. All she cared about was her own pleasure as she rode his face faster and joined Alice in moaning louder as both women approached climax. Tara felt Alice put a hand on her shoulder to support her, so she put her hand over it while steadying herself against the headboard with the other. The two were connected, skin on skin, as they fucked the same slave and rode themselves towards a shared climax.

As they drove closer, almost feeling the rush of orgasm in their bodies, Zane became overwhelmed by the tightness of Alice's clenching pussy and the pure arousal of being used in this way. He could see Tara's telltale sign of climax. She bit her lip, squeezed her tits, pinching a nipple to send an electric buzz of excitement through her. And seeing this and feeling Alice almost shaking on top of him was too much for Zane. He moaned into his gag. Bound to the bed, he simply embraced his orgasm.

His cock erupted, shooting its load inside Alice. As if feeling it, she burst out with an intense moan and shuddered with her own climax. Tara was also triggered by her explosion of pleasure. The three bodies experienced as one the simultaneous and fiery frenzy of a long and absolute moment of bliss. Nothing else mattered as they embraced it completely. Nothing mattered but their pleasure. And as their senses returned and the room faded back from black, nothing could be heard but their deep breathing.

Zane couldn't believe how amazing it had felt to empty his load deep inside Alice. As she pushed herself off him, his cum dribbled down out of her pussy and over his softening cock. Tara moved a moment later, leaving the dildo covered in her juices. The two women then lay on the bed on either side of Zane.

Tara to his left put an arm around his chest, while Alice on the left swirled a finger through the cum on his stomach with a strange curiosity.

"So, Alice," Tara said, still catching her breath. "Was your first time all that you imagined?"

"So much better," Alice replied, examining Zane's cock as it slowly shrunk down to size. "Thank you for letting me use your slave. It was a fun ride."

"No problem honey. That's what he's good for. Isn't that right, slave?" Tara pinched his nipples and made Zane grunt. "He's had quite a weekend. Three orgasms is more than I've allowed him in the last month. Time to lock him back up. Want to do the honours?"

"Certainly."

Tara cleaned up Zane with a towel as Alice fetched the chastity cage. She put it on his soft cock and locked it in place.

Tara took the key back from her friend and gave her a kiss on the lips. "You're free to practice on him whenever you like. I'm sure he'll not mind."

"Awesome, thank you." Alice squeezed his balls and smiled. "But I think it's about time I found a cock of my own to control."


Unwrapping his Present: A Christmas Chastity Story

By the time December rolled around, it had been a couple of months since Zane had completed his journey into submission and become an obedient chastity slave for his dominant girlfriend, Tara. The metal cage that kept him perfectly subservient and that provided an easy tool with which Tara could control him had simply become part of his everyday attire and it was almost a permanent part of his life and a natural extension of his body.

The cage was unlocked just once a week. That was only for cleaning and, if he was very lucky, some teasing. But Tara had for a while now decided that, for him, the fewer chances of satisfying release the better. So week after week Zane would be forced back in the cage - and it did often require some force to squeeze his aroused appendage back into its small metal confines - and then the rest of the time he would be quite contentedly locked away. Because he was quite content being Tara's chastity slave. It made her happy, which meant it made Zane happy. The semi-permanent state of frustrated arousal that he experienced as a result of his constant denial allowed him to more eagerly serve his girlfriend in any way she pleased.

And so it caused great excitement when, with only two weeks left until Christmas, Tara said at the end of one of their cleaning sessions where she had gone easy on the teasing: "I know you're dying to finally have that orgasm that you've been waiting weeks for...and I've got some good news. I couldn't think of anything to buy you this year, so as I present I'll actually give you the release you've been dreaming of. A proper one too. Sorry your present isn't a surprise!"

Zane, tied to a chair and watching Tara turn her key to lock the chastity device back in place, couldn't help but smile. "Don't be sorry, that'll be amazing. Thank you." He felt a twinge of disappointment that he wouldn't be receiving a physical present, but ever since giving over complete control to Tara every orgasm that she allowed him had been a greater and more intense release of pleasure than he had ever felt before and so, knowing how close Christmas was, he sensed the stir of arousal as he imagined what his present was going to feel like.

"Looks like I got you back inside just in time," Tara commented as she noticed the swell of his cock inside his cage. As his erection started, Zane couldn't stop it from trying to grow more. Soon, it was bulging against the solid metal bars. "Your time will come, don't worry."

Tara didn't help the situation. Always fascinated by the look of the stuffed cage, her fingers traced around the short metal shaft and over the protruding bits of foreskin. Then she fondled his balls, squeezed tightly, and laughed.

"I thought you were learning to control yourself," she said, keeping her grip secure. "Is this what a promise of an orgasm does to you?"

Zane visibly winced until she let go. "It's what you do to me."

"That's sweet." Tara moved around to untie him, then allowed him to get changed. "Time for you to make dinner. And try not to get too distracted thinking about your present."

*****

Nearly two weeks later, on the day before Christmas Eve, Zane returned home from finishing his final shift at work. He and Tara were planning on going to Tara's parents' the following day and staying a couple of nights. In no part of their planning did Tara mention his present or when he would receive it. For Zane it had plagued his mind every day, but he had long since learned not to beg or even ask questions about his orgasms. Tara was in control of them completely and nothing he said could change that.

As he walked through the door, Zane smiled at the sight of their apartment. Their decorations had been put up and the lights on their tree were shining gold. Even the Christmas songs from one of Tara's old tapes could be heard gently filling the room with holiday nostalgia. But when Zane called her name, he got no reply.

"Mistress?" he called, only hearing the response of sleigh bells from an overplayed tune. "Mistress? You home?"

He treaded lightly, trying to listen out for his girlfriend's reply, and dumped his bag and coat on the kitchen counter.

"Mistress?"

He approached the bedroom, wondering if she was taking a nap. The door creaked open and there she lay on the bed, but not as expected.

From head to toe, Tara was covered by an intricate weaving of red ribbon. She was on her back on top of the duvet, her legs tied straight together and her hands bound as in prayer and covering her chest with her elbows bent. It even wrapped around her mouth, gagging her with a bundle of material stuffed inside, and over her eyes as a blindfold.

She was almost mummified by the soft red material, but bare skin between the strands showed that she was completely naked underneath, and as Zane entered Tara shifted and moaned.

*****

Two hours earlier, Tara had been pacing around the apartment unsure of what to do. She needed to pack for their trip to her parents but she was too preoccupied by other matters. How could she make Zane's present special? He deserved it, after all, for going along so obediently and obligingly to her ideas. For weeks, months now, he had submitted to her, giving over everything including control of his cock. Now he deserved a proper reward, especially now it was nearly Christmas. But the idea she had in mind was certainly not something she wanted to happen at her parents'.

So Tara called Alice, her long-time friend, knowing that help would be needed, and the college student arrived as soon as she could with the materials needed.

"Thank you so much for this, Alice."

"Anything for you!" The petite brunette turned up in a glamorous faux fur jacket. "You've taught me so much...I have to tell you about the last guy I was with, how I used that technique you showed me. You know? Anyway, I'll have to save that for another time. I've got the ribbon. What do you need it for?"

"Well...I've written these notes for when Zane gets back." Tara passed over two slips of paper and watched Alice's facial expression.

"You're seriously going to do this?"

Tara nodded and pulled out the key that was hanging from a chain around her neck, previously hidden under the thick sweater she wore.

"I'm serious," she said, taking the key and one of the notes and putting them in an envelope.

"Okay, so when you say 'unwrap you'...what do you mean exactly?"

"That's where the ribbons come in."

Tara explained her plan in more detail, letting Alice listen in shock, fascination, and intrigue.

"That sounds so exciting," she said, blushing as she imagined the scene when Zane would get home. "I'm sort of jealous..."

"Aww don't be honey. How about if you agree to help me, I'll really make it worth your while."

Tara winked and Alice bit her lip before taking her jacket off to reveal the sheer blouse beneath.

"Just tell me what to do," she said.

"Well...I think it would help my plan if I were to naked."

Tara pulled her sweater off and laughed at Alice's look of surprise.

"What? I was just chilling at home today, it's not like I needed a bra."

Alice gazed at her bare, perky tits which she had seen on numerous occasions by now and yet could not help but admire their perfect composition of size, firmness, and symmetry.

"Join me," Tara suggested as she took her jeans off. "If you like."

Alice did like the idea. It wasn't what she was expecting when she got the call to come over, but she wasn't going to turn down the offer of some fun. And she knew how Tara liked to have fun.

"Bring the ribbon," Tara said, fully naked now as she walked over to the bedroom.

Alice watched her amazing ass as she walked away. The student then stripped her clothes off as quickly as possible and grabbed the roll of red ribbon before following her friend.

Tara was waiting, sat at the end of the bed with her legs slightly apart and a teasing grin on her face.

"I hope you've been practicing the knots I've taught you," she said, beckoning Alice over. "But first, your reward. Come here."

Alice tentatively stepped closer. She placed the ribbon down on the chest of drawers. Once she was close enough, Tara grabbed her by the hips and pulled her over. Alice straddled her thighs. Her large breasts swayed right in front of Tara's face.

"So tell me, Alice, how many cocks have you had under your control since I taught you everything I know." Tara grabbed her ass with both hands and squeezed.

"Ah, I don't know...I've lost count to tell you the truth."

"Oh? Sounds like you've been having a lot of fun. It's a shame I only have the one cock under my control."

"At least you have it at your disposal every day." Alice's voice was tinged with a hint of jealousy at what she was missing out on, but that was displaced as Tara reached down to play with her pussy.

"It's locked up and useless most days, as it should be. But sometimes I think having you around more could add a whole lot more fun to my life."

"Mmm," Alice moaned. Her hands held on to Tara's shoulders. "New Year's Resolution?"

"Yeah?" Tara continued to finger Alice. "More time spent with my sexy apprentice? I like the sound of that."

"Mmm, fuck, so do I."

"I suppose you do deserve something for helping me today...but I had better give it to you now, before I'm all tied up and helpless."

"Fuck," Alice whispered, her back arching as Tara fingered her clit. "Yes please."

"You like that?"

"Fuck yes, so much."

Tara fingered with one hand while the other groped Alice's tits. She squeezed gently and leaned forward to put her mouth over a nipple. She sucked and tugged, making Alice squirm in pleasure. Then Tara moved to the other tit, all the while circling Alice clit with two fingers and bringing her closer to orgasm. She continued playing with her friend, holding her in the embrace of pleasure. Alice hardly moved. Minutes passed as she felt the burning desire rise within her.

"Fuck, you're gonna make me..." Alice was cut short as the rush of climax overcame her. Her hands gripped Tara's shoulders tighter for balance. Her head rolled back and mouth hung open. Her hips grinded against Tara's fingers. She moaned in ecstasy, completely enveloped by the pleasure granted to her by her mentor.

Tara seemed to know exactly how long to keep going to lengthen the orgasm, and exactly when to stop to prevent overstimulation. She licked her wet fingers clean then kissed Alice on the neck and down across her chest. Alice breathed heavily, feeling her the heat of her cheeks bright red.

"Fuck," she said again. "Wow."

"Merry Christmas to you."

"Merry Christmas."

Alice regained her composure as Tara continued kissing her, now around her large tits and onto her nipples.

"Now time for the favour," she said as Alice finally summoned the energy to move again. "Get the ribbon. Time to truss me up good."

Alice picked up the ribbon and began to unravel it. She also noticed the scissors that Tara had laid out in preparation.

"How do you want it?" she asked.

Tara went through and a detailed explanation of how she wanted to be tied, and for each stage Alice did as suggested. First her legs were bound, followed by her hands in a prayer position across her chest. Next she asked to be covered all over, so Alice wrapped more around her until she was almost mummified. And before anything else happened, Tara said what to do with the two notes she had written.

Finally, her plan was almost set-up for completion.

"Last thing, I want you to blindfold and gag me," Tara said as she tested her bonds and found them satisfactorily secure.

"Are you sure? I don't want to leave you completely helpless."

"I'll be fine, honey. And once you've done that, I guess I'm all sorted! Have a good Christmas!"

With the okay to go ahead, Alice proceeded to gag and blindfold Tara with the ribbon until she was completely bound and helpless, lying on the bed.

She looked quite content and happy, despite not used to being the one tied up. Alice noticed this and her vulnerability. Knowing that she might not get the opportunity again, she couldn't resist but make the most of it.

Alice reached down and stroked Tara's ribbon-covered thigh. She squirmed and giggled, amused by Alice's boldness. But, for once, there was no escape for her, no escape from the hands that felt their way up her thighs.

The ribbon that lay across Tara's crotch had been left intentionally loose. Alice moved a hand under it, finding Tara's warm pussy. The bound woman wriggled, not expecting such a move. She suddenly felt Alice's fingers playing with her, with light touches that sent tingles through her body. Her hands clasped together tightly. Her hips tried to thrust into her.

Alice didn't let up. She could feel her fingers getting wetter. She mimicked Tara's previous moves and circled two fingers around her clit, causing her to moan and writhe in her bonds. But nothing could be done to stop it. Not that she wanted the pleasure to stop. Alice had learned well. Her fingers were successfully building Tara towards orgasm. But Alice had learned much more from the domme. In a moment of cruelty that she thought she might come to regret but simply couldn't resist, she took her hand away.

"Mmppphhhhh!!!" Tara groaned and struggled at the frustration.

"I'm sorry!" Alice said with sincerity in her voice. "I just, well, I wanted to leave you wanting more. Now you'll be ready for Zane."

Tara was more than ready. Her pussy was wet. She was desperate to be fucked. And whatever temporary frustration she felt towards Alice soon disappeared as she realised there was nothing to do, and it just made her all the more ready for Zane's arrival.

"Sorry again, please don't be mad!"

"Mmm."

"I guess I'll see you after Christmas," Alice said as she got dressed. "I'm looking forward to doing more with you in the New Year!"

"Mmhmm."

"Well, I hope Zane enjoys his present, and you enjoy it too. Bye!"

Alice left the bedroom and let herself out of the apartment. Tara remained on the bed, bound tightly and unable to go anywhere. Impatient and horny, all she could do was wait for Zane's arrival.

*****

"What the hell, Tara?" Zane asked, staring at his girlfriend bound and gagged.

"Mmmmmhamhamha." Despite the muffled voice, she was clearly laughing.

Zane rushed over and pulled back the ribbon that covered her. She looked back at him teasingly. There was no sign of fear in the sapphire depths of her eyes, but Zane was about to ungag her anyway before he noticed the piece of paper that she clutched in her hands. She seemed the gesture at it with her head, so Zane took it and read out aloud:

"Merry Christmas, slave. Here's a little surprise for you - me! Before you untie me, eat me out and prove you've got an appetite for me."

Zane looked up at her in disbelief.

"Are you serious?"

"Mmmhmm," Tara nodded in response.

Zane re-read the note then put it to the side. Tara was grinning as much as she could behind her gag as she saw her chastity slave turn his attention to her crotch where only a loose strip of ribbon covered her most intimate area. He pushed to the side, straddled her legs, and leaned forward.

Tara moaned instantaneously as Zane began to pleasure her with his tongue. She had been waiting half an hour for him to come home. Every moment of anticipation had built her arousal up for this moment. She had felt her pussy become wetter and wetter, and now she welcomed Zane's eager and pleasing tongue.

He knew exactly what to do, exactly where to target and what speed to do so to work her up towards orgasm within minutes.

Tara began to regret the position she was tied in. Her legs, bound together, could not be spread apart to provide easier access. She wanted to stretch out and embrace her climax but she was stuck and forced to accept the pleasure that was nevertheless consuming her and driving her wild. Her hands clenched and her knees buckled beneath Zane as he continued and pleasured her through to completion.

He finally withdrew, wiping his mouth dry. Tara breathed heavily, her chest and hands rising rapidly up and down. She recovered as Zane leaned over to ungag her. It was at that moment that he noticed something was missing. There was no key around her neck.

"Well done, slave," Tara said. "You deserve your real present now. Go to the kitchen. Top drawer next to the fridge. You won't want to waste a moment. Hurry."

Zane did hurry, almost running as fast as the uncomfortable strain of his erect cock in its cage allowed. He rushed to the kitchen and found an envelope in the drawer Tara had mentioned. He ripped it open and pulled out another note inside, again with his girlfriend's delicate handwriting sprawled across it.

"I didn't forget about your present," it read. "Look inside - you can have your release. And as a special reward for being so good, you get another gift: a fucktoy (AKA me!) Unwrap me as much or as little as you want. Christmas came early. Make sure you don't too xxx"

Zane looked inside the envelope and saw the glint of silver. He picked it up and examined his key, shocked that this was the first time he had ever held it and slightly frightened that it was a ploy by Tara to torment him further. Surely she couldn't give up her control over his orgasm this easily, he wondered.

So he returned to her, heart racing, and held the key out in his palm.

"Is this for real?" he asked.

Tara nodded from her position bound on the bed.

"I can unlock myself?"

Tara smiled and nodded again. She watched as Zane tentatively began to undress. His caged cock throbbed. He couldn't believe that he was finally going to fuck her after so long without feeling the tightness and warmth of her pussy around him.

Once naked, he slowly went to unlock himself. He kept looking over at Tara, expecting her to shout an order at any moment. But she didn't interrupt. She let him remove the lock and take off the cage.

"Fuck me," was all she said as his cock was released, immediately fully hard.

Zane didn't need to be told twice. He pulled her around so that her legs were hanging off the bed. Despite his desperation to begin with no delay, he realised that her bonds would make access an issue. So he fiddled with the ribbon, untying the knots at her knees and ankles so that her legs were freed and he could open them up and lean over and push into her in a moment that caused them both to moan from the immediate pleasure.

Tara's wet pussy allowed him to slide in deep and fast. Zane's hard cock filled her perfectly as he slid in and out, feeling an unbearable pleasure that he had missed after weeks of its absence.

Tara had missed it too. No dildo could replace the feeling of a real, warm, hard cock inside her. So she parted her legs further and welcomed him deeper inside, loving how his desperation was bringing her pleasure to an extreme.

Her hands clasped together, still bound securely across her chest. Zane noticed how she struggled as the intensity grew and grew. He slowed down and found which knot to untie so that her hands, still tied together at the wrists, were released from her body and she could stretch them out above her head.

Seeing potential for a change of pace, Zane reluctantly pulled out then turned Tara onto her front. He knew she loved being fucked from behind, so that's exactly what he did.

He squeezed her ass then grabbed her waist and fucked her, not holding back. Tara moaned, loving his passion and deep desire she had caused by allowing him to be unlocked. She grasped at the bedsheets as she shuddered with pleasure. She was cumming again, almost to her surprise. The feeling of Zane's cock was taking her over the edge with every thrust and she could only accept the pleasure of climax. Being fucked caused such a different feeling as she orgasmed, and it was so intense that she felt her legs shaking and pussy clenching around her boyfriend's cock.

"Fuck, Zane, hold on a moment," Tara moaned, almost out of breath.

Zane continued fucking. Either he didn't hear or he was too consumed by pleasure.

"Slave, stop!" Tara shouted this time, causing him to pull out and stand back, panting. His cock throbbed, leaking precum. "You are still my slave, don't forget that."

"No, mistress. I didn't, mistress. Sorry."

"That's okay...I still want to give you your full present, but I have an extra little idea."

Tara turned onto her back again and shifted around so that her head was almost hanging off the side of the bed, facing Zane. The ribbons by this point had loosened. Although her hands were still tied, the red strips hung loosely off her body and exposed her bare tits.

"Fuck my face," she said, commandingly. "And you may cum."

Tara opened her mouth. Zane stepped forward. Slowly, he brought his cock to her waiting lips. She kissed it then welcomed it inside as he pushed forward.

Zane groaned as Tara swirled her tongue around the head of his cock. It filled her mouth as he slowly fucked her. With the added sensation of her suctioning mouth, it was enough to make his knees tremble. After all their sex leading up to this point, Zane soon felt the surge of orgasm approaching.

He saw Tara's tits lying bare and exposed and wobbling as he thrust faster and harder. He took them in his hands, squeezing and pulling, prompting a groan from Tara in response to the new sensation.

Drooled dribbled from her mouth as Zane found himself on the edge. Tara could sense it in the way he slowed down, drawing every bit of pleasure from every inch of his shaft as it entered and withdrew from her mouth. She sucked tighter, keeping him there. Zane almost stopped completely. He was too focused on the pleasure that erupted out of him to fuck her any more. His cock pulsed. Tara's tight mouth and teasing tongue was enough to bring it over the edge. It released its warm load inside her with bursts of undulating satisfaction, the result of weeks of denial. It almost overflowed and spilled from between Tara's lips, but she kept them pursed tight around Zane's cock and continued to suck until every drop had been drained from his previously full and heavy balls.

As his cock finally stopped twitching and the final drop of pleasure had been drawn out of him, Zane pulled out reluctantly, already missing the tight warmth of her mouth. He lay down on the bed beside his girlfriend, exhausted and feeling utterly depleted. His Christmas present had been more amazing than expected, and now he was happy to relax in the glow of his orgasm.

But Tara had other plans. She rolled over and got up to straddle him. Zane welcomed the feel of her body on his. Only a few curls of ribbon encircled her body and she was now mostly naked. Even the knot around her wrists had been worked loose and freed her hands. She grinned, her lips still shut tight. But a bead of drool escaped to drip from her mouth and onto her tits. It was pearly white with cum.

Tara leaned over to kiss Zane. He received her warm lips eagerly, not realising that his load still remained inside her mouth. She pressed her lips into his. She put her hands on either side of his head, holding him in place. When Zane realised what she was doing, it was too late. Tara fed him back his cum, letting it pool from her mouth to his. She made sure none was lost in the exchange. Zane simply accepted it. He tasted the warm salty liquid. More and more seemed to come, until he felt it filling his mouth almost to the point of spilling out. And when Tara finally released her lips from his, she held his jaw clamped shut.

"Swallow it, slave," she commanded. "Another present for you. Swallow and savour the results of your pleasure. Do it."

Zane swallowed. It took three big gulps to clear it all. And despite the unpleasantness of it, Tara's smile as she watched him made it all worth it. Anything she asked he would do obediently and eagerly. It was all for her.

"Merry Christmas, slave," she beamed. "I hope you enjoyed your presents...all of your presents."

"Yes, thank you, mistress."

"Go put your cage on."

Tara pushed herself off him and let him fetch the cage and put it on. Then she found the key and locked him, putting his cock once again under her control.

"You've enough control of your pleasure," she said. "Time for you to be denied again. I wonder how long this time..."

"However long you say, mistress."

"Quite right, slave. Now, I think we should shower. Then you can make sure we're all packed for our trip to my parents. And make sure you're thorough about it. Let's say that for every item that you forget to pack, that's one week in chastity on top of however long I'm already planning. Sound good?"

"Yes, mistress."

Tara and Zane went off for a shower, relieved from both of their special releases and excited for the upcoming festivities. Neither of them knew what exactly would be in store for their kinky relationship in the new year, not even Tara. She was sure it would be filled with pleasure and satisfaction for herself, but perhaps not so much for Zane. In fact, she was already trying to think of how long would be reasonable to keep him locked up. Another month? Three? Or even the whole year!
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