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A Bold Idea

Chad

I’ll be home at seven. Come over, I’ve had a bad day.

My heart soared and my cock twitched in anticipation as I read the message on my phone, despite the ominous tone. My hot older neighbor often spoke to me brusquely, clearly taking pleasure in treating me like a servant or object, but her texts generally had a flirty, teasing tone to them as she tried to make sure that my cage was constantly tight and my mind constantly clouded by desire. She must have had a truly bad day, which didn’t bode well for me.

Since that fateful day three months ago, when Julie had come over to berate me for my hard-partying, neighbor-disturbing ways, I had gotten quite used to the jarring changes of attitude and tone. In fact, I enjoyed the way she toyed with my mind, using words and messages to tease me as much as her body. Our little chastity game that had started that day, ostensibly as a way to motivate me to better myself, had evolved into a depraved, delicious dance which she led expertly. She had become my mistress, my keyholder: my obsession.

Now, though, I was starting to wonder if she could become something more. Her leadership had helped me become a better, more rounded person. I was done with my immature womanizing and reckless partying, and now lived a much fuller life. I was working out more, learning a language, and excelling at work. While our dynamic was highly sexual, I had come to admire Julie’s intelligence and enjoy her company. While I spent most of my time with her giving massages or on my knees between her legs, the times when we shared a meal or discussed our days were fun, eye-opening experiences. I craved more of those, almost as much as I craved my weekly release from the chastity cage.

Julie had recently given me a pep talk while I rubbed her feet, explaining how I could progress in my career by being more forthright about what I wanted. She would know, having risen to the top of the corporate world despite her humble background. Inspired by her example, I was rapidly building up the courage to shoot my shot by asking her out on a date.

I was under no illusions that we were going to become a normal couple. Julie’s sexual proclivities were clear, and anyway, I wouldn’t want to change our relationship. I loved serving her and being under her control. Still, I wanted to spend time with her in a different environment, and I was willing to put myself out there to get it.

Julie got home at exactly 7PM, precise as always, with the click of her heels in the hallway announcing her return. I had dressed nicely, in chinos and a cardigan, although I knew I would soon be kneeling naked at her feet. Naked except for my cage, of course. Hopefully the boldness would impress rather than disturb her.

I gave her five minutes and then left my apartment and knocked on her door. In my hands was a bouquet of roses, a new addition. It was cheesy, overly romantic given our non-traditional arrangement, and perhaps a risky move, but I wanted to make her feel special. They certainly seemed to make her feel something when she opened the door and noticed them, her expression going from sneering to smiling to confusion and then back again, as she processed the information and went back into domme mode.

“What are these?”

“Um, for you. I,- um, just wanted to ask. I thought-”

“Don’t think, it’s not your strong suit,” she cut off my stammering with a commanding tone. Her clothes matched her attitude, with her curvaceous body squeezed into a carefully tailored pinstriped skirt suit that accentuated her assets while communicating a sense of power and professionalism. “Put them in a vase, pour me some wine, and then get naked, on your knees, in the lounge. I’ve had a hell of a week, and I need to blow off some steam.”

With that, Julie turned on her heel and sashayed away, the sight of her swaying ass blunting my disappointment. She had mentioned something during our last session about having a busy week, full of site inspections and client visits, all of it inflected with high-concept engineering and project management jargon that went straight over my sex-addled head. I was a smart enough guy by most standards, with an expensive Ivy League education, but I was fundamentally a trust fund kid who had ended up working in my father’s polo buddy’s company. Julie, on the other hand, was a technical whizz and a self-made corporate titan,  more intelligent and more experienced than myself in addition to being about twenty years older. Still, I liked hearing her talk about work, even if it was mostly to complain while I helped her unwind with a massage. I felt like I was learning as well as helping her relax. Tonight would be more of the same, although I sensed a harder edge to her mood than usual.

I stripped off and folded my clothes, leaving them in the hallway, before bringing a drink to her on the couch. As I knelt in front of Julie I felt that mixture of excitement and vulnerability run though me as I exposed myself to the gorgeous older woman who now held the key to my cock. I had been in this position many times now, but it never ceased to provide a thrill.

“Fuck, these heels are a killing me,” Julie complained. “I can’t believe we still have to wear these to impress men at work. What a fucking world.”

I nodded in silent agreement, noticing but not mentioning that she was still wearing them. The leather, red-soled stilettos looked sexy, but certainly not comfortable with their narrow, six-inch heels. Still, they would add to her imposing aura and were no doubt carefully calculated, like everything else she wore and said and did..

Julie pointed a leg straight out in front of me. I reached out to support it by the calf. Her face was set in a careful balance: half-smile and half-sneer on her red lips, with her eyes both hard-set and glimmering with amusement.

“I’ve had a bad week, cleaning up messes and pandering to arrogant, sexist pigs. I want to take it out on a man and, well, you’re the closest thing. If you want to get released this weekend, you’re going to have to be my whipping boy. Any objections?”

“None,” I said, unhesitant despite a little tickle of apprehension in my stomach. Julie had shown a little sadistic streak now and again, but her style of domination tended towards teasing for me and worship for her. I generally felt more like a pet or a toy than a punching bag. Still, I was eager to please, even if the promise of release hadn’t been dangling over me.

“Good. Now, suck.”

Julie pushed the tip of her high heel towards my mouth. I had to open it quickly before it hit me, the spiky stiletto looking like it could do some damage if it hit my teeth. Instead, I found myself taking it into my mouth, trying not to gag and not to think about where it had been. She watched my face carefully as I sucked, seeming to drink in the shame like it was a sweet nectar.

Julie had me switch sides, valuing symmetry even in these little games, before placing a red-soled shoe on my head and pushing me back. I allowed myself to fall heavily onto the ground. I knew she enjoyed the sight of me naked and helpless before her.

“Take them off and give me a rub,” she said, pointing with a perfectly manicured finger. I took off the shoes and placed them to the side before taking her soft feet in my hands. They were beautiful, well-kept with perfectly proportioned toes. There was a slight smell of shoe leather and sweat in the air as I started to massage, something which I found completely intoxicating.

“How do the smell?” she asked with a cruel smile, pushing a sole into my face. This was hardly the most sadistic move in Julie’s arsenal. After all, I did have a huge foot fetish, which she knew all about. Still, being literally under her foot never failed to put me in my place.

I opened my mouth to tell her they smelled better than the roses I had bought, but she silenced me by lightly slapping her sole against my face.

“No talking. Just rub and listen.”

Julie proceeded to vent all about her week while I rubbed, complaining about this incompetent colleague and that unachievable KPI. My mind started to go blank and the feel and look and smell of her overwhelmed me, coaxing my cock into uncomfortable life.

“Well, what do you think?” she asked, catching me unaware.

“Uhm, it sounds like a really tough week. But… I’m sure you killed it?”

Fuck. I was usually a better conversationalist than that, but I had allowed myself to get distracted. Julie raised an eyebrow, looking singularly unimpressed.

“I think that’s enough out of you,” she announced. Wriggling her hips, she reached up and found her underwear, removing them with surprising grace. She used a thumb and forefinger to open my pliant mouth and then shoved the balled-up panties inside. “No need to talk. In fact, no need to even look at me. Just keep quiet and stare at my soles as you rub. That’s all you deserve.”

I focused on my assigned task, sucking gently on the panty gag and massaging her feet while she played on her phone. Over the last few weeks I had been watching video tutorials, hoping to improve my massage technique. I walked my fingers across the key reflexology lines on her soft soles and took the time to individually squeeze, pull, and rotate her toes. I stuck a look up at her face, trying to see if my efforts were having the intended effect. She looked utterly unmoved, bored almost, but I still couldn’t help but be drawn in by her beautiful features. I had always known my neighbor was an attractive woman. I’d even made crass jokes to my frat buddies about the MILF Next Door. Now that she was my keyholder, though, I saw her in a new, angelic light.

Suddenly, Julie looked up from her phone and caught my eye, her expression changing from comfortable disinterest to annoyance in a second. I looked down at her soles but knew that I was too late.

“What the fuck did I just tell you,” she growled. She grabbed me by the hair and fixed my face forward so that I was staring directly at her feet. “You are to keep your eyes fixed on my feet. That’s all I want from you right now. That’s all you fucking deserve. Understood?”

“Yes, mis-” I started to mumble through her panties, before a pinch on my ear interrupted me.

“And no talking either, not until I say. If I ask you a question, a nod will suffice. I need to decompress. Until that happens, I do not want to hear you speak. I don’t even want to hear you think. Just focus on my feet. Count the wrinkles, memorize the shape of each toe, and put every ounce of effort you have into caressing them. That’s all.”

I nodded and renewed my effort. Being spoken to like that was devastating but undeniably erotic. Soon, following her instructions to the letter, I found myself drifting into a comfortable pattern of submission. Like a horse wearing blinkers, my world shrank to a manageable size as I focused all my thoughts and energies on those gorgeous feet.

“Lie down,” Julie said, after some indeterminate amount of time. “Feet here, head here.”

I arranged myself as she directed, glad that I wasn’t going to be completely ignored all night. She placed one foot on my neck and one on my stomach, tantalizingly close to my locked cock, before turning on the TV.

“I’m going to watch a show, and you’re going to be my catharsis. Remember, you have a safe word, if you need it,” she pulled the panties from my mouth and placed a foot on my lips. “Now kiss.”

I puckered up and did as I was told, wincing slightly as her other foot found my balls. This was no gentle caress, either. Julie pushed down heavily, deliberately and carefully ramping up the pain level.

For the next half hour she treated my body like some kind of stress toy. One foot explored my mid-section, pinching my skin between her toes and pressing down heavily on my cage, balls, and stomach. The other foot alternated between lightly crushing my throat , kneading my face, or invading my mouth. Through it all, Julie ignored me, only stopping to make me change directions.  By the end, though, her face had softened into a satisfied smile as the sitcom on TV and naked man at her feet helped to dissipate her bad mood.

“Tell me I’m a goddess,” Julie said, removing her toe from my mouth.

“You’re a goddess.”

“Louder,” she demanded, driving the ball of her foot into my heavy, aching balls.

“You’re a goddess, you’re a goddess, you’re a goddess,” I said, punctuating each declaration with a kiss on the sole of her foot. She laughed and removed her feet, folding them up underneath her.

“That was fun. I feel much better. Go pour us both a glass of wine and get started on dinner. Oh, and… thank you.”

I scrambled to my feet, still unsure if I was allowed to talk but delighted that my suffering had improved Julie’s mood. My hopes for a deeper talk and perhaps even a date might not be completely out the window after all.

***

Julie

My week at work had been hellish, dealing with demanding clients and incompetent colleagues galore, but an hour of attention from Chad had set me right. Now I was ogling his body, appreciating the way it looked in just an apron and his cage. We were sharing a bottle of wine and chatting while he worked. Everything felt right in the world.

Chad’s main role in my life was to be my cute little next-door sex toy. Ever since that argument and the beginning of our strange arrangement, I had been using him to satisfy my needs. His strong hands had become well-practiced at massaging me, while I frequently felt his tongue on every intimate inch of my body. Even more important, though, was the way he could satisfy my more unorthodox desires. Holding his key gave me a constant feeling of power, especially when I knew that all it would take was a text or a photo from me to make his cock ache in its metal prison. I loved having a man that I could tease, use, degrade, and humiliate at will, and knowing that it was a previously arrogant trust-fund frat bro twenty years my junior made it all the more delicious. And of course, on nights like tonight, I could even let my sadistic streak out, knowing that he would relish the suffering.

I would be lying, though, if I didn’t admit that there was something more to our relationship. The way that my control over his life had benefited him, making him focus less on partying and womanizing and more on getting his life together, gave me a more wholesome kind of satisfaction. I had come to admire his dedication to improving himself almost as much as I enjoyed his dedication to me. His company was enjoyable, as well. In those moments when his mouth wasn’t otherwise occupied, I found him to be charming, funny, and self-effacing. I worried that we might be becoming too close, that I risked losing control by becoming too dependent on this weird, no doubt temporary arrangement, but I had resolved not to worry too much.

I had a good thing going. I should let myself enjoy it.

Generally, I used dinner time as an opportunity to teach Chad his place, having him eat from a plate off the floor or rub my shoulders while I enjoyed what he had prepared. Tonight, though, I was in the mood for company. I knew that there would be plenty of time for games afterwards. Instead, I had him make himself a plate and pull up a seat, so we could continue talking about our respective experiences in college.

“I like the flowers. Thank you,” I said at the next lull in the conversation. It had been a cute gesture. As much as I didn’t like to admit it, under my boss bitch exterior I did sometimes crave a bit of romance.

“Thanks,” he said, blushing sweetly. “I actually wanted to ask you something tonight. How would you feel about, um, maybe heading out for dinner sometime?”

It was a question that was shocking, predictable, adorable, ridiculous, and terrifying all at once. The way he asked it, all nervy like he was requesting a date to the prom, was completely preposterous considering that he had at this stage spent literally hours licking my ass. It worried me that I had let him get too close, made him think that this was all something it wasn’t. Still, the idea that this hot young stud wanted to take me out for dinner was quite the ego boost. I knew that I had made him obsessed with my body, but it felt good to know that I had made him crave my attention in other ways as well.

“Why? We’re having dinner now?” I knew I was being obtuse, but I wanted to know what he was thinking. Had he grown too close, did he need reminded of our boundaries, or did he have something else in mind?

“I just thought it might be fun to spend some time together, outside the apartment.”

“Sure. But you understand our arrangement, right? This is a fun thing we have going on, but we aren’t a couple. This has its limits.”

I kept my voice firm and calm, but even as I spoke, I realized that I was only half telling the truth. There may be limits, but I didn’t have a clear idea of what they were.

“Yeah, totally. I don’t want anything to change, and I know that this is… well, it is what it is. I just… I don’t know. I thought it would be nice. I like talking with you and I feel like I learn a lot.”

He looked hopeful and dejected all at once, adorably vulnerable and incredibly attractive. I tried to think about what he was suggesting.

A nice dinner out with a boytoy could be fun. I had barely dated before I started playing with Chad, and I had fallen out of the local kink scene after too many false starts with potential subs. While I saw some girlfriends for drinks and still messaged some kinky acquaintances, I hadn’t had a nice meal out at a restaurant with an interesting man in a while. I risked becoming a bit of a homebody, albeit one with an on-call sex toy.

All work and no play makes Julie a dull girl.

Fuck it, why not? I’d give him a little date, if that’s what he wanted. Of course, it would still be on my terms. I was still going to have my fun at his expense.

“Are you sure you want to take me out for dinner?”

“I’m sure, Ma’am,” he answered, confident but deferential.

“And what would you be willing to do for it?”

“Anything, Ma’am.”

I tapped by chin thoughtfully, although I already had a suggestion locked and loaded. “How about… giving up your release this weekend?”

Chad went white at that suggestion, his eyes suddenly wide. He gulped, but didn’t take too long to think about it. “Yes, Ma’am, absolutely.”

Wow, I guess he really did want this. His weekly release wasn’t always the most satisfying orgasm imaginable. I always made him work hard for what was often a ruined orgasm. Even if I gave him a full release after a week of teasing and an hour of edging, he would always have to endure some kind of humiliation afterwards. Last week I had given him a long, luxurious handjob, but only with his legs propped up on the couch so that he took the load all over his own chest and face. Still, Chad always begged to come no matter what the cost, since it was the only thing that could provide relief for his full, aching nuts.

“Hmm, OK. Well, I have a pretty busy week next, so I might not see you until Friday. If you can wait until then with no release, then we can go for a dinner date. You pick the restaurant, I’ll pick the entertainment. Sound good?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, a smile creeping onto his face.

“Good boy. You haven’t quite convinced me yet, though. Crawl under the table and make sure I don’t change my mind.”

He did as he was told, almost knocking over the chair in his eagerness to taste my sweet cunt.

This could be fun. Chad must have been on dozens of first dates with naïve little coeds, usually ending with him getting a handjob in the cinema or the front seat of his car. Well, I was going to make this a date he wouldn’t forget.


Date Night

Chad

The week passed slowly, and my body and mind felt Julie's absence like an insistent ache. Being denied my usual release, double-edged as it often was, was awful, but not seeing her during the week was somehow worse. Still, I was excited to go out with my mistress. I had an itch to scratch. I needed to know if this relationship could ever be more than it was.

It hadn’t helped that Julie, despite apparently being too busy to see me during the week, had made sure to keep me on edge from a distance. She often sent me flirtatious pictures of her all dolled up to see friends, but this week they had become far more explicit, clearly aimed at driving me to the brink of madness. Saturday, the day when I would normally have gotten some release, brought a deluge of lingerie pictures as well as a series of salacious voice notes mocking my predicament that kept me up all night.

Julie only got bolder as the week went on. A friend from out of town was staying with her on Sunday, but that didn’t prevent her from sending me a video of her nighttime self-care routine. I watched with a twitching cage and bated breath as she moisturized her feet, legs and chest in a silk robe, tasks I wished I was there to perform. I couldn’t help but wonder what she and her friend were talking about, and whether her strange arrangement with her neighbor came up. Soon, my mind was filled with lurid fantasies, driving me to the brink of madness.

My mistress was travelling for work throughout most of the rest of the week, removing any hope that I might be called over for a mid-week service session. That didn’t stop her sending me more videos though, this time moving from flirtatious to downright explicit.

While I wasn’t there to satisfy her, Julie had brought along her trusty vibrator. She had mentioned it over text, sending my fevered imagination into overdrive, but I was shocked when the video came through. She had set up the camera at a low angle, giving the appearance that I was lying at her feet, looking up while she toyed with herself. Her moans were intoxicating, and I found myself watching the clip again and again, losing myself in her expression of ecstasy, wishing with all my heart that I was there.

A package arrived for me on Wednesday, a special delivery just after I got home. Inside was a gift box, complete with a bow, a note, and a ziplock baggie.

I’m looking forward to our date. Here’s a little present to help you look forward to it… and some gifts to keep you company. Ciao xx

The gift box contained a single, lacy thong. Something that Julie intended to wear on Friday, perhaps? But why not a full set? I had my suspicions, but pushed them to the side. The clear plastic bag contained more underwear, both socks and practical panties, but well-used rather than new. Sealed for “freshness”, it was clear that these had been saved up from her various runs and weight sessions. My face burning with shame even in the privacy of my own apartment, I stuck my face into the bag and breathed deeply. The smell was intoxicating and comforting all at once, making my cock twitch and my heart glad. Like a loyal dog, the mere scent of my mistress was enough to get a response from me. I knew that I would be sleeping with this perverted present by my pillow for the next few nights.

I wished desperately that I could touch myself in that moment, that I could stroke while I sniffed until I blew a full, satisfying load. I reminded myself that it would all be worth it. My denial gave me focus, my suffering gave me purpose. This arrangement had improved my flailing life so much. If this date went well, then I might not only get some satisfaction: I might also make this a more permanent arrangement.

By Friday I felt nervous, excited, and half-mad with desire. The restaurant was booked, a classy pan-Asian place recommended to me by a co-worker. I had bought a new suit, paid for with a bonus that I had received from my boss, who was increasingly impressed with my newfound focus, and felt like I looked about as good as I could. All I was waiting for now was Julie.

What time is the reservation for tonight? read the text that came through around midday.

7, Ma’am.

I’ll be over at around 6. I have a little gift for you.

Another gift? Well, that made me feel like the belle of the ball! Still, knowing Julie, it wouldn’t be something straightforward. Any gift from her was likely to be dirty, kinky, and creative. Something with a sting in the tail. The prospect scared and excited me.

True to her word, Julie arrived at 6. She was dressed in a black power suit, with blood red lipstick, leopard print heels, and her hair done up in a severe ponytail. My key hung on a necklace, a not-so-subtle symbol of her power over me. She looked like a caricature of a strong businesswoman, but I knew she hadn’t dressed like this at the office. Her outfit was a choice, designed to highlight her power. Emphasizing the sense of role reversal, she had brought me a large bouquet of flowers and another gift box, wrapped in a pink bow.

The message was clear: I was the girl in this relationship.

“Did you like your little midweek present?” Julie asked as I put the flowers in a vase.

“I did. I took the liberty of cleaning your underwear as well,” I said, pointing to the neatly folded pile I had left on a chair.

“Oh, no! Those were all for you to enjoy, like the horny little doggy you are.”

“Sorry, Ma’am,” I blushed. “I wasn’t sure.”

“Did you sniff them before you washed them at least? Be honest.”

“I did,” I said, unable to meet her eye.

“Good boy. I’ll be going for a big run on Sunday. I could save my sweaty undies for you after that. Would you like that?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Would you sniff them every night for me?”

“Yes.”

“Good boy,” she stood close to me, pushing me against the kitchen counter. I could smell her perfume, and felt for a moment like I might explode right there and then.

“So, where are we going for dinner?” she asked, moving away and breaking the spell.

“Miso. It’s Asian fusion, Ma’am.”

“Wonderful, that’s my favorite! You’re off to a good start. Now, would you like to open your new present?”

I nodded, peeling back the bow and putting it neatly to the side. A small, rounded plastic object lay inside, narrow at the start and flared at the base. It didn’t take me long to see what it was: a butt plug.

“And what do we say?”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” I said, trying to keep the nervousness out of my voice. I’d never worn a plug before, never had anything up my ass at all. Julie had mentioned it once or twice, moaning about filling my hole while I was going down on her, but I hadn’t expected it to happen so soon. I should have known better than to think that she might have been idly musing.

“You’re welcome! It’s actually a pretty nifty piece of kit. I can control it from an app right here on my phone. It has gazillions of vibration patterns and a fully customizable strength range. Now, do you have those other panties I sent you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good,” she fished a small bottle of lube out of her handbag and threw it to me. “Plug in, panties on. Chop, chop. We have a reservation.”

I knew that there was no point arguing or hesitating. Julie always had a plan, and I was just along for the ride. I went into the bathroom and lubed up the plug. It took a little bit of cajoling, but the thick part went in easily once the tip had passed the threshold. It wasn’t comfortable, exactly, but I could see how it might be pleasurable in the right circumstances. I slipped into the pink, lacy panties, feeling embarrassed at how much I enjoyed the feeling of the frilly material against my balls. I wondered how far Julie planned to take this part of the game. Was it just a bit of a mindfuck, or did she intend to feminize me further?

I came out fully dressed, but Julie swiftly indicated that I should pull my pants down to show her my situation. She giggled girlishly at the sight of me, my cage barely contained by the panties and the plug no doubt visible through the thin material. To my surprise and delight, she followed that up by grabbing me and pulling me in for a hard, possessive kiss. It was the first time she had actually kissed me on the lips. It felt electric.

“You’re mine,” she said, breaking it off. “You’re my good boy.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “All yours.”

“I love that you let me take your anal virginity. And it’s very cute that you wanted this date. And hot as fuck that you were willing to go an extra week without release for it. How was it?”

“Hard, Ma’am. But worth it.”

Julie bit her lip, looking ravenous. It was clear just how much she got off on my submission. That just made me want to give her more.

“I hope tonight will be worth it. I think it’ll be fun for both of us. But, ye’know, more fun for me. Because remember, you’re still my toy. That means I’m going to play with you.”

I nodded, wondering for the first time if this was a good idea. I was taking our weird, sexy, extremely private dynamic and moving it outside. I trusted Julie implicitly and truly believed she would never cross a line. After all, she had as much to lose as me. Still, going for dinner with my cruel, creative mistress meant that this was getting perilously close to the real world.

“OK, let’s go,” Julie said, tapping her watch. “I’m hungry!”

***

Julie

I had spent all week thinking about tonight, getting more and more excited as the delicious possibilities swirled around my mind. I had made enough plans to fill twenty date nights full of teasing and humiliation, full of pleasure for me and punishment for my obsessed little toy. I had jilled myself off repeatedly, taking a great deal of satisfaction in the knowledge that he couldn’t do the same, thinking about the ways I could torment him from a distance and in person. In the end, I had decided to keep it loose. The panties would send an appropriate message and the plug would give me easy control. I had a rough plan of action for the rest of the evening but was willing to improvise and see where it went.

The sight of Chad in the cage and lacy panties, a look of mild discomfort on his face as he got used to the plug, was absolutely priceless. He had been an arrogant, womanizing rich kid who thought he didn’t need to show me any respect, and now he was utterly mine. No matter how delicious the dinner was, it couldn’t be tastier than this.

He had thought ahead to book a cab and had picked a good restaurant, classy but not pretentious, with a well-balanced menu. He spoke surprisingly smoothly considering we both knew what was going on under his smart suit, and held open the cab and restaurant doors like a proper gentleman. So far, he would be doing well if this were an ordinary first date.  I could see that charm that had made him so popular with girls his own age.

“Good evening, welcome to Miso. My name’s Amanda, and I’ll be guiding you through the menu this evening,” the waitress greeted us. She was a pretty Asian girl, probably Chad’s age or younger. She let out a little giggle when my young date pulled out a seat for me. “Wow, he’s well-trained!”

“You don’t know the half of it,” I smiled back, enjoying the blush rising into Chad’s cheek from the corner of my eye. This was going to be a long night for him if he was in a bashful mood.

I ordered red wine for us both and we discussed the menu while we waited. It was a pleasant surprise to find out that Chad was knowledgeable and passionate about Asian cuisine, a favorite topic of mine. He knew his xiaolongbao from his baozi and his nasi goreng from his katsu. We fell into a comfortable conversation that continued easily even after I had ordered for both of us.

As the dishes came one after another I found myself enjoying his company more and more. He was more thoughtful and self-effacing than I had given him credit for, with wide-ranging interests and a sharp mind. Knowing what I knew - the cage, the plug, his desperate desire to serve me- made the whole evening more delicious, of course, but even without all of that it would have been a good date. The best date I had been on for a long, long time.

Still, that didn’t stop me from having some fun at his expense. I made sure that our server heard choice snippets of our conversation, hinting just enough at our dynamic to embarrass Chad without exposing our game.

“These heels are killing me, I wish you were rubbing my feet right now.”

“Fuck, this salad is delicious, does it taste as good as my pussy?”

“I hope you didn’t play with yourself without permission this week.”

While Amanda was a consummate professional, I did see her stifle a giggle each time she heard one of my well-placed comments. Chad didn’t protest and managed to smoothly continue with our conversation, but his face burned red each time she overheard us. Well, things were about to get even more difficult for him.

I excused myself and went to the bathroom, leaving him to sip wine in between courses. Sitting down on the toilet, I fished my phone from my handbag and opened up the new app I had downloaded. This was expensive, made by a company that specialized in bespoke and high-quality sex toys. Unlike a lot of remote-control vibrators, which had manual overrides or needed to be turned on at source, this one was fully controlled from the app. The same technology could be used for vaginal toys, and even vibrating, electrified cock cages, something that I was very much considering for the future. I loved the idea of having 24/7 control over him like that, but I wasn’t quite sure that either of us was ready for that.

Not yet, at least.

The phone felt heavy and useful in my hand, somewhere between a power tool and a joystick. With one little flick of my finger, I could control the most central sensation in Chad’s body. At the weakest setting, it would tease him, throwing him off his game and hopefully bringing him maddeningly close to the edge. On the highest setting, it would probably leave him in a puddle on the floor. And I would have complete control over where he sat on that spectrum. He would be dancing at the end of my string.

I waited for a few moments to let him stew in my absence, touching myself lightly through my trousers as I pictured him at the table. The blurb on the website assured me that the plug would be whisper quiet, and the restaurant was pretty bustling, but I knew Chad would be fearfully praying that our waitress didn’t hear what was going on, didn’t work out what was hiding under his smart suit.

God, this was fun.

I sauntered back over to the table, wrapping Chad in a big hug from behind and giving him a wet kiss on the cheek. I could feel the tension in his body and see his hand white-knuckling the table. Lingering for a moment, letting him feel my warmth and smell my perfume, I whispered softly into his ear.

“Thank you for tonight. I hope you’re having fun. I certainly am.”

“Uh huh.”

“How’s the new toy?” I asked, sliding back into my seat.

“Strong. A little distracting.”

“Aww. Would you like me to turn it off?”

He nodded eagerly, apparently struggling to form words. I smiled to myself, loving the feeling of total power.

“Well, that’s not happening. I could turn it down really low, though. Would you like that?”

“Yes, please, Ma’am,” he said, polite even in his desperation. Maybe I was a natural when it came to training boys, or maybe it was just his nature.

“Well done for asking nicely. But I want more. Beg.”

“Please, Ma’am. I’ll do anything,” he practically whimpered, earnest and believable.

“Specifics.”

“Umm,” he was momentarily stumped, the feelings in his body slowing his mind. “I’ll lick your feet, your ass, anything. You could step on me, I could eat my own cum.”

“You’ve already done all of that. Something new,” I affected a bored voice, although in truth this was the most fun I had had all week.

“Um, I would let you pee on me?”

“You would let me?” I snorted. “If I turn it down? You would let me do that anyway.”

“I would let you do anything anyway,” he said, eyes wide and pleading. “I’m all yours. You can do whatever you want. I’ll do whatever you want. I can’t think of examples or suggestions, but you can. All I can do is beg. So please, Ma’am.”

“OK. I’ll turn it down. All you need to do is pay our server a nice compliment.”

“Our server?”

“Yeah, Amanda. She’s a lovely girl and she’s worked hard. Say something nice to her.”

“OK,” he said, trying to compose himself. “I can do that.”

I smiled sweetly at him and got my phone out of the bag, preparing to hold up my end of the deal. As luck would have it, our waitress was making her way toward our table with the final dish of the night.

“Hi guys! This is a miso brownie with mochi ice cream. I hope you enjoy!”

“Thank you, Amanda,” I said, looking across at Chad. I hit a button on the app, changing up the vibration pattern but not the intensity.

“Yes, thank you. You’ve been amazing. So, uh, helpful,” he looked across at me, but I shook my head slightly. Not enough. I quickly slipped my right foot out of its shoe and placed it on his crotch, the long tablecloth keeping it safely out of view. “And uh, I love your necklace. It’s so pretty. Where’s it from?”

“Um, thanks! It’s from Sephora,” the pretty waitress said. She was taking this all in her stride, but clearly noticed his halting, distracted delivery as I pressed my toe into his balls. “Is there anything else I can get you?”

“Sorry about him,” I said. “He gets nervous talking to strangers, but we’re trying to practice. Isn’t that right?”

“Uh huh,” Chad nodded, face burning red.

“Well, I’d never know,” Amanda smiled, clearly wondering what exactly our deal was. She would be getting a big tip at the end of this, making the slight awkwardness worth it.

“Yes, he’s been very good. Hey honey, open up,” I scooped up a little cake and ice cream on the spoon and raised it to his face. “You deserve a treat.”

He leaned forward and took the delicious dessert into his mouth while our waitress watched, professionalism wrestling with curiosity.

“Would you mind taking a picture of us?” I asked her, passing her my phone with the camera open. She nodded and stepped back, taking several photos in quick succession. I would enjoy looking back at those later, knowing exactly why Chad’s face was so flushed.

I turned the vibrator back to its lowest setting and we finished our dessert and wine in comfortable conversation. It felt strange to be discussing movies and music and baseball after that licentious little interlude, but I enjoyed the contradiction. Letting him come back to normal would make it all the more fun when I pushed him to the brink again.

“I’m going to the bathroom, then we can go to a fun little cocktail bar round the corner,” I said, standing up as we waited for the check. You can pay. Make sure to leave a generous tip.”

***

We made our way round to The Glass Slipper, a favorite bar of mine even though I didn’t get out as much as I would like. It was a good place to grab a quiet cocktail during the week but turned into a fairly raucous spot with a house DJ at weekends. Perfect, since I was in the mood to dance.

I sent him to the bar with instructions to get an Old Fashioned for me and something fruity but low alcohol for himself. I wanted his head clear for the finale I had planned for tonight. We squeezed into one of the last free booths, watching the sexy crowd grind and shake it on the dance floor. Sometimes being in a place like this could make me feel old, but not tonight. Not with this hot bit of arm candy.

We chatted over our drinks, Chad seeming to relax a little, even with his little predicament. I encouraged him to share some of the weird and wild stories from his frat days, with a cock of my eyebrow being enough to overcome his embarrassment about his sordid past. He was clearly holding back some of the more salacious, or genuinely unacceptable, behavior for fear of offending me. This whole affair had started with me berating him for his lack of respect for women and general irresponsibility, after all. Still, he had some funny stories. In truth, I didn’t hold his youthful indiscretions against him, not now that I knew he had a good heart.

“Come on, let’s dance,” I said, grabbing his hand and pulling him out of the booth once we had finished our drinks. I was in the mood to shake it a little, and was even more excited to see what effect I might have on him.

I took Chad by the hand and started swaying with him, looking deep into his eyes as he followed along. He was staring at me all googly-eyed, with a brightness that seemed to emanate warmth. It felt like he didn’t just lust after me. It felt like… something more. Something dangerous, maybe, but something that made me feel good.

Leaning in, I kissed him and felt him melt. Fuck, this was fun.

The DJ was moving from funk and soul to some altogether dirtier music as the night got late, with the patrons all getting looser. The dancefloor grew busier, giving me cover to act as slutty as I liked without worrying about how I looked. Not that I ever saw anyone from work in this kind of place, anyway.

I turned around my pushed back, keeping hold of his hands so that he couldn’t escape as I pushed my ass against him. The hardness of the cage in his pants sent a shiver through me as I thought about how typical this might look to a stranger and how depraved it was in reality. Part of me wished that I was wearing some short, revealing party dress, although the tight trousers did wonders for my ass and made me look like the boss bitch that I was.

Chad looked like he was in heaven and hell at the same time, loving the attention but suffering the discomfort. I decided to turn it up a notch, knowing that it was cruel but unable to resist playing with my toy. He didn’t notice the phone in my hand as I embraced him, but he noticed the vibrations when they kicked in.

“Mhhmhgh,” he groaned, low and confused. “Julie, Ma’am, I-”.

“Shh, shh,” I said, “It’s OK. You can take it for me.”

I held him close, kissing his neck as he buried his face in my hair. He was shaking, clearly driven ever closer to the edge, but I didn’t let go. I moved my leg in between his so we were almost dry humping, body against body in the middle of the dancefloor.

And then, suddenly, the shaking became something more. Chad came, the teasing and denial and vibrations all working together to make him explode, right there and then.

It might have gone largely unnoticed to people around us, but with such close proximity, I could tell. His breathing, the shaking- it was unmistakable and unbelievably hot.

“My God,” I whispered in his ear. “Did you just come, you filthy boy?”

“I’m so sorry,” he said, sounding close to tears.

“Don’t be. It’s beautiful.”

I stood back and looked at him, giggling at his predicament. The idea of Chad coming in his pants, flaccid and caged as he was, was almost enough to bring me to the brink. Best of all, it hadn’t just been some little, partial release. He had exploded, and now his smart pants were stained with an obvious, sticky stain. I guess that lacy little thong he was wearing for me hadn’t done much to hold back the tide.

He didn’t seem to see the funny side of it, thought, or the sexiness. He looked mortified, sick to his stomach, and on the verge of a full panic attack.

Fuck. Had I gone too far?

My arousal was tempered by the need to save this poor, sweet submissive from dying of shame. I went into problem-solving mode, pushing guilt and protectiveness to the back of my mind as I looked for a solution.

“Here, come with me.”

I took him by the hand and dragged him back to the booth, using my body strategically to hide him from sight while turning off the vibrations with my phone. Our table still had our glasses on it, ice now melted into water. I sat him down and then immediately knocked over the glass, spilling it onto his cum-stained crotch with an exaggerated oops. Acting the apologetic girlfriend, I grabbed some napkins and started trying to pat him down, all the time apologizing loudly.

“I really am sorry,” I said, more quietly now. “I didn’t mean for that to happen. Not in public.”

“It’s OK,” he said, still blushing but seeming to have calmed down. “I’m sorry for coming without permission.”

“Oh, don’t be silly. Really, it was my fault. And anyway… it was hot.”

“I was, am, having a great time. I don’t want this to ruin it,” he said, sounding almost too sweet and sincere.

“Well, if you’re still up for more, I had one more place planned for tonight.”

“Yeah? And this won’t be a problem?” he asked, gesturing at his pants.

“Oh no. Not where we’re going.”


Something Real

Chad

Julie led me down the dark streets by the hand, the quiet streets and poor visibility making me feel better about the stain on my pants. I had been absolutely mortified, praying on that dance floor for a hole to open up and drag me in, but Julie’s quick thinking had saved the day. For that, I was eternally grateful.

Tonight had been a whirlwind, unlike any other date I had been on. Spending time with Julie was wonderful, with her easy humor and interesting stories. I had never felt more infatuated with her as a person, not just a mistress, and I think she might be starting to feel the same.

At the same time, the way that she took twisted joy in my embarrassment meant that I could never fully relax, while the cage and devilish addition of the plug meant that I had been constantly on edge. My explosion had been sudden, but now seemed inevitable. My intense, almost debilitating panic had now faded into a more familiar and manageable feeling of cringing, submissive embarrassment. I wanted to make up for my indiscretion, to serve and worship her like the goddess she was.

She led me down a series of winding alleyways until we arrived at a rundown building with Roxanne’s emblazoned on a red neon sign. I had spent time in some down-and-dirty bars, but this place looked genuinely seedy. I wasn’t even sure what it was. A club, a hotel, something else?

I wasn’t far off. Inside was a sign reading Rooms to rent by the hour, marking it out as that kind of hotel. But in addition to the reception desk and some seats, there were a number of neat aisles filled with all kinds of strange merchandise. There were clothes, mostly leather and dark with a few ridiculous-looking few costumes. More intriguingly, there were various toys and scary-looking implements hanging on the wall and on the display stands. High-tech plugs like the one still resting uncomfortably inside me nestled next to severe, old-fashioned whips. This was something far more than just a hook-up hotel.

“Julez!” came the cry as a woman stood up from behind the desk. She was on the larger side, with thick, black-rimmed glasses and a collection of intricate, beautiful tattoos. A far cry from the kind of women I would usually be attracted to, but someone with an undeniable magnetism and the perfect look for her career.

“Roxie, how are you!”

Julie leaned over the desk and hugged this strange woman, looking like they were from two completely different worlds. I knew that Julie had some experience in the kink scene, but she seemed so clean-cut and corporate that it was sometimes hard to picture, even when I knew how kinky she was. She was more of the gym bunny/businesswoman type, never bothering to dress up like a fantasy dominatrix.

“This is Roxanne, an old friend of mine from when I went to those kinky parties that I told you about,” Julie said, gesturing me forward.

“Enough of the old, you!” Roxanne laughed. “And who’s this little cutie? Is this the little neighbor boy you told me about?”

My face burned red as Roxanne looked me up and down with hunger in her eyes. Julie had implied that she was likely to gossip to her friends about me, and this woman was clearly unfazed by unorthodox sex, but it still felt strange to know that our arrangement was public knowledge. How much, exactly, had Julie shared?

“Well, it’s good to see you finally found what you were looking for. You never had much luck with the men in the scene.”

“Yeah, that was fun, but they always end up treating you like a kink dispenser. This is… real.”

My embarrassment was now tinged with something like pride as Julie showed me off to her friend. Confirmation that this was more than just some kinky arrangement of convenience was exactly what I had been looking for out of tonight. Now I was getting it, in this strange, sleazy place. At the same time, something about that kink dispenser comment rang true. I had been guilty of treating women like that, before Julie had found me.

“So, I’ve got a room booked for you, and those toys you asked for are out. Here’s the key, you know where to find me if you need anything. Have fun!”

Julie took the card and grabbed me by the hand, blowing her friend a kiss as she dragged me off towards, well… whatever she had planned.

***

This place had a deliberately seedy vibe, but as the door to our room closed behind us I noticed that it was cleaner and better kept than many hotels. The key had worked first time, the room was clean, there was a bottle of champagne sitting on ice and, more importantly for a place like this, the room was completely soundproof.

“Go get naked, take out the plug, and clean it and your cage. I’ll pour us some drinks.”

I did as Julie commanded, doing my best to clean the sticky cum from my caged cock. Working the plug out was a strange feeling, mixing pain and pleasure before providing my body was a tremendous sense of freedom. I submerged it in the soapy water without looking at it, glad to be free of it for now, but not hating the knowledge that it was unlikely to be the last thing that Julie put inside me. The bathroom was spacious, with a large walk-in shower. I wondered how much this must be costing Julie, even with a friend’s discount.

The sight when I walked into the room took my breath away. Julie had stripped down to her underwear, a spectacular bra and panties set of emerald green, adorned with a peacock pattern inlay. The panties were high-cut, showing off every kissable curve. It felt almost sacrilegious not to immediately fall on my knees in front of her, but she smiled and offered me a glass of bubbly alcohol.

“Cheers. Here’s to a lovely evening.”

“Cheers!”

“Was it everything you hoped for?” she asked, a wry smile playing on her lips.

“It was so nice to spend some time with you. Thank you.”

“I’ve enjoyed it too. I’m going to give you a choice. If you’re feeling too exhausted, you can just give me a massage, use a vibrator on me, and we can call it a night. Or, we can play properly.”

I was exhausted, but there was no way I was going to tap out now. If the younger man can’t bring stamina, what can he bring?

“You've gone to all this effort. Let’s play.”

“That’s my boy,” Julie stepped closer, running her hand along my thigh. “Guess what I would love right now?”

“What?” I croaked, suddenly losing my voice as her fingers danced closer and closer to my balls.

“A good, hard, fuck.”

Oh my god. My mind swam with visions of Julie underneath me, moaning in pleasure as I ravaged her sweet body. We had come close, with her riding my cock a few weeks ago, but that adventure had involved multiple condoms and a generous application of numbing cream. I wanted the real thing. As submissive as I had become, I had never stopped imagining what it would be like to rail her the way I had railed so many girls my own age. Could it really be on the cards?

“But, unfortunately, you’ve already blown your load tonight. We’ll need another solution.”

She stepped away, snatching that naïve hope away with a little giggle. Placing her drink down, she opened the dresser at the side of the room and started unloading toys. Cuffs, vibrators, and then finally a large strap-on dildo. An intimidating, scarily large strap-on dildo.

I had only just removed the plug, but it looked like Julie might have new plans for my ass already. This shaft, though, was much larger than what had just been inside me. I felt my eyes widen and felt myself gulp involuntarily.

“Oh, does this look a bit big?” she asked, noticing my nerves. “Don’t worry, I’m not that cruel. I am going to pound that cute little butt of yours, but I’ll have to build up to it a bit. No, this is for me. Just because you blew your load, just because you’re all locked up, doesn’t mean that I don’t want a big, hard cock. Put it on.”

Julie threw me the strap-on harness. I felt a mixture of embarrassment, humiliation, relief, and admiration for her creativity run through me, a now familiar combination. The harness was awkward, with the rubber cock having to sit uncomfortably above my cage, but I tried to see this as an opportunity. Maybe if I fucked her good enough with a fake cock, she would let me use the real thing?

She stepped in close and kissed me, taking the phallus in her hand with a tight grip. It felt strange to have her stroking this ersatz cock when the real one was so tantalizingly close, but her kiss felt good, passionate and warm.

“Fuck me,” she whispered as she broke off the kiss. “I want it hard.”

She stepped away, backing towards the bed in an almost submissive invitation for me to take the lead. I took her by the hips and lifted her, my recently improved fitness making her feel light in my hands, before placing her gently on the bed. I kissed up her leg, pausing at the thigh before pulling her panties to the side to tease her slit. She was already soaked, evidently as aroused by tonight’s activities as I was.

“I’m wet enough,” she snapped, “I need to be filled.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

I pulled off her panties and threw them to the side, guiding the head of the dildo to her entrance. She moaned as I penetrated her, taking my time to work the large, thick cock inside her. Her eyes rolled back in pleasure as I started to thrust, her hands gripping the sheets. She looked beautiful, strong even in her vulnerability.

“You’re mine,” she grunted as I started to build up the pace. “Even if you’re fucking me, you’re mine. You belong to me. Your cock, your body, your sex life. I want it all.”

“Yes,” I growled, the truth of her words cutting through even as the animalistic part of me fought to take over.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours. I’m all yours.”

“Good boy. Now fuck me harder.”

I picked up the pace, trying my best to give her what she needed. I knew that under normal circumstances I could fuck. I was young and fit, easily able to please my partners when I was in the mood. Frustratingly, I even had a pretty big dick. Now though, I was robbed of all that. The dildo was plenty large and thick, but the weight was awkward and was throwing me off my stroke game. I was struggling to find my rhythm, my cage dangling uselessly and distractingly while I tried to give Julie the pounding that she so desired. I wanted desperately to please and impress her, but it was a struggle.

“Eugh,” she tutted, placing two feet on my chest before pushing me off. “I’ve heard those things are pretty hard to get used to, so I don’t blame you, but I need a proper fuck. Lie down on the bed.”

I stammered, trying to find the words to get her to give me another chance.

“Lie down on the bed,” she said, a hint of steel in her voice. “If you want a job done properly, sometimes you need to do it yourself.”

***

Julie

I put the cuffs on Chad’s ankles and wrists before attaching them to the restraints that were helpfully positioned at each corner of the bed. In truth, his efforts hadn’t been too bad considering the undoubted weirdness of wearing a strap-on harness as a man, but I wanted to get him all tied up and vulnerable anyway. The look of almost tearful embarrassment on his cute face was just a welcome bonus.

Roxanne had really come through for me with this room, especially since I had barely seen her over the past year. She was more of an acquaintance than a close friend, someone I had run into at various kink events when I had still been active, but she was always good fun and eager to help. I made a note to make more of an effort to see her.

I made the finishing touches to Chad, stepping back to admire the view as I slipped off my bra. His desperate, glazed eyes and adorably lost expression, his increasingly well-defined abs, the way he was bound and helpless, the perverse phallus strapped to him and that caged cock that belonged entirely to me. It was all such a perfect picture.

“I’ll do all the work. You can just lie there and look pretty,” I said, fetching a wand vibrator and my glass from the dresser before stepping onto the bed so that I towered above him. I placed my foot on his chest, enjoying the feeling of power that came from knowing that I could literally crush the air out of this squirming, helpless man. I swirled some of the sweet champagne around my mouth, before bending over toward him. He followed along with my intentions, opening his lips so that I could spit some into his mouth. God, he was such a perfect little pervert.

Kneeling with my legs on either side of him, I guided the head of the cock to my pussy lips. It was bigger than anything I usually used on myself, preferring vibrations over size, but it felt appropriately emasculating for Chad, and I did enjoy the sensation of being filled. Luckily, my cunt was wet and willing.

“Fuuuuck,” I moaned, letting my body accept the entirety of the cock. It was easier to take the whole thing now that I was in control of the pace, able to rock and bounce to find the best angle. Chad, for his part, looked utterly distraught. So close to my pussy, that unattainable prize, and yet so far. I wondered whether this was crueler than my little game with the numbing cream, and made a note to ask him sometime.

I took one breast in my hand and kneaded it, reaching the other hand back to grab Chad’s balls. He squirmed but didn’t protest as I squeezed them, still somehow full and heavy despite his little accident. It was such a turn-on to know that no matter how much pain, humiliation, and denial I gave him, it would also bring him pleasure. I had become his addiction- his sickness and his cure.

His eyes widened as I spat on his chest, but I could see that it didn’t dent his desire one bit. He looked wild, on the brink of madness as I used him like a sex toy. Less than a sex toy, in fact. He was a dildo holder, a piece of furniture for me to use and admire while I got myself off. Less a lover than an object.

I picked up my vibrator and spread my legs out so that my feet were resting on his chest, impaling myself completely on the rubber cock and exposing my clit. Placing the head of the wand to my sensitive spot, I turned it on and felt the vibrations run through my body. It felt glorious, my body flooded with endorphins and my mind swimming with perverse possibility. I pictured Chad tied to a bed in my house like this, his tongue at my disposal and his cock under key. He could be strapped to the end of my bed in the winter, used as a foot warmer and alarm clock. I could share him with friends, showing him off at kink clubs and dungeon parties. He could be my under desk pussy licker while I conquered the corporate world.

“Fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck,” I screamed, my body succumbing to the sensation. My legs stretched out involuntarily as I came, kicking Chad lightly as my soles came to rest on his face. I writhed and shook on his prone frame, all control lost as the wild orgasmic rush consumed me.

I came back to earth with Chad desperately licking at my heels like a little puppy. I giggled and began the delicate process to removing the huge cock. Unlike a man, it stayed reliably hard. I disentangled myself with a slight squelch, the wetness of my climax having drenched the dildo and Chad’s neatly shaved crotch.

I made my way to Chad’s face and kissed him tenderly on the cheek. “Thank you, that was wonderful.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he said.

“Don’t thank me yet.”

I spun around and straddled his face, wedging his nose in my crack. He started to lick, but a quick slap on the chest and a tut gave him the hint. He was going to be a seat for me to relax on, that was all. My orgasm and a long night had left me physically spent, although my mind was more alive than ever. I decided that I needed to have another drink to wind down, perhaps with someone other than Chad.

Hey, when do you get off your shift? Fancy a drink? I text Roxie, flicking through the rest of my contacts to see who might be out and about. Luckily, she replied almost instantly.

Done already? You’re booked in ‘til morning. I’m finished in half an hour. I know a good place nearby. You can tell me all about your little boytoy.

I’ll get you downstairs, and give you all the details.

I threw my phone to the side and got off Chad, loving the little moan of disappointment that followed his gasp of air. I started looking at my clothes, deciding that I would probably have to go without panties since they were so sodden. At least I had some spare makeup to make myself presentable.

“What now, Ma’am?” Chad asked, his voice soft and weak.

“Aww, you sound parched,” I said. I brought some champagne and poured it into his mouth, the bubbly liquid dribbling out of his grateful mouth. “What happens next is that I get ready and then head out.”

“Out?”

“Out, with a friend. The night is young!”

“Oh, OK,” he sounded adorably unmoored. “But I thought-”

“Shh, shh, shh. Don’t think! I’ve had a lovely date, so good that I would do it again, but don’t ruin it by thinking. Don’t say something silly and needy that makes me wonder whether you remember who’s in charge here,” I took the dildo, still slick with my juices, and shoved it in his mouth. For good measure, I draped my used panties over his face. “Here, this should keep you occupied.”

I went to the bathroom and washed my face before starting to reapply some simple make-up, occasionally looking over at my boytoy. He looked gorgeous, ridiculous, perverse, and alluring all at once, tied up and helpless with a huge plastic cock sticking out of his mouth. He was sweet and funny, charming and good company, but he was also mine to use and abuse. I could mold and condition him, play with his sexuality and emotions to my heart’s content now that I knew he was strong and mature and desperate enough to take it. This was heaven.

After a lot of disappointments, I finally had the sex life I wanted.

I took the vibrator that I had used on myself and grabbed a length of soft rope from the dresser. It took me a moment to work it out, but I soon had the vibrator attached to Chad’s leg and angled so that it nestled in between his balls and the cage. I turned it on and got the moan I was looking for. It would give him a constant tease while I finished getting ready.

“I had a lovely evening,” I said, admiring the sight of him in the mirror while I brushed my hair. “Good food, good wine, good company. We should do it again sometime.”

“Mhhm huh,” he mumbled, attempting to affirm my suggestion despite the fat cock in his mouth.

“Now, though, I want to go meet Roxie. She’s keen to know all about our arrangement,” there was another noise from him, this one more anxious. “Oh, don’t worry, I won’t give her any personal details. Anyway, she’s very discreet, given her line of work. Just think about all the sports stars and politicians who have passed through this place!”

I slipped on my clothes and downed another glass of champagne, checking the time on my phone.

“Just imagine us in some bar nearby, drinking and chatting, me with no panties on. We might get talking to some guys, maybe do some dancing. More likely, I’ll just tell her all about what we do for fun. How you beg to suck my toes. How I make you lick me ass. How I own your fucking life.”

Suddenly, amazingly, an arc of cum came shooting from Chad’s twitching, caged cock. His body convulsed in frustrated pleasure as the sticky liquid dribbled out, the vibration enough to bring him to orgasm but undoubtedly less satisfying than a hand, mouth or pussy. He looked broken and pathetic as he strained against his bindings, panties covering his face with the used dildo still gagging him. I laughed, starting with a giggle but finding myself devolving into an absolute fit.

“This is too fucking good! I can’t wait to tell Roxie all about this,” I started undoing his bindings one by one, although he lay there too broken to move. “Now that I know how easy it is for you to cum in that cage, I might never have to unlock you.”

He groaned at that suggestion but couldn’t find the words to express anything more. I took my purse from my handbag and fished out $100 in small bills, something I still carried out of habit despite the ubiquity of credit cards. I removed the dildo from his mouth and the panties from his face, balling them up in his hand as a parting gift.

I dropped the notes one at a time on his prone body, treating him like a stripper or a common whore. It was an outstanding rush, empowering in a way that no amount of Women In Corporate Leadership courses could be. Chad just lay there, utterly ruined, the look on his face dreamy yet defeated. It was going to be hard to pull myself away from this delicious scene, but I was going to have to.

“Clean the place up, finish the champagne, and then go home when you’re ready. I appreciate you paying for dinner, but it’s on me, toots. I’ll see you when I see you.”

I gave him one last kiss on the cheek, smiled at his pleading face, and walked out the door.

Now that was a date night.


Also By Mara Renaud

The Kink and The City series

Idealism meets eroticism as an ambitious and independent young journalist finds herself writing a column about her first-hand experience with kink and sex in the big city.

I always wanted to be a serious writer, but when my magazine is taken over by a hip media conglomerate, the only thing they publish is salacious stories about sex and sleaze. Well, if that’s what they want, that’s what I’ll give them!

The best kind of writing comes from personal experience, so with my open-minded boyfriend Nick by my side I decide to throw myself into a series of new and exciting experiences. I'm going to make Carrie Bradshaw look like a prude!

This is an ongoing series about a sex and culture writer experiencing all the big city has to offer her, alongside her open-minded partner. These standalone stories will explore BDSM, femdom, swinging, and public play.

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/emcOihF


The A Sub For All Seasons series

Remember, a simp's not just for Christmas, you have to keep them teased and desperate all year round...

When Don’s gorgeous new friend Vanessa muses about being swept off her feet in some grand romantic gesture, he sees an opportunity to escape the friend zone once and for all. Valentine’s Day is coming up, the perfect time to woo this stunning blonde college girl. But it doesn’t all go exactly to plan.

Watch as a young man makes a move on a woman way out of his league, only to end up ruined at her feet. Each holiday, from the 4th of July to Hogmanay in Scotland, he falls deeper under her spell. Expect body worship, tease and denial, cuckolding, and much more!

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/itOChnP


The Discovering Romantic Femdom On Vacation Series

Step into a world of sun, sand, and sexual adventure as a loving couple use a foreign vacation to experiment with new kinks.

Young couple Emmi and Luca think that a holiday in the south of France is just what they need to escape from their stressful jobs. Soon, a friendly bet with a kinky forfeit reveals much more about themselves and their relationship than they had ever expected. Emmi soon has Luca on his knees, worshipping her like the sensual goddess she always wanted to be.

Can Emmi learn how to embrace and wield her feminine power?

Will Luca accept his new place at her feet?

Can their relationship stand the heat?

Each book in this series can be enjoyed as a standalone novelette or in order as a complete story. Each story introduces new kinks, moving from teasing and body worship through to light humiliation, chastity, and pegging. While the action is hot and heavy femdom, it focuses on a loving couple and has a romantic HEA.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/781vh8I


The Cougars In Control Bundle

A sexy air hostess rediscovers her sexual power when she takes a nervous pilot under her wing. An art teacher tries out her ideas about edging and orgasm control on her willing model. A cocky masseuse has his fun with his sex clients, bites off more than he can chew when his boss's wife hires him for a special job.

Watch these kinky older women use their experience and authority to dominate the young studs (un)lucky enough to fall into their clutches.

These stories range from gentle femdom with lots of teasing to hard humiliation with lots in between. Expect body worship, orgasm control and rough, filthy sex.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/enxANKc
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