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His heart was booming as he turned the car into the drive. She knew, that much had been clear from the tone of her voice. The question now was how this played out; maybe she’d slap him, maybe throw something, maybe she’d tell him to get his shit and get the fuck out. Those possibilities had Gethin drawing in a shallow breath. Of course he regretted it, she meant the world to him. All he could pray for now was forgiveness.

He stepped out of the car, steeling himself as he crossed to the front door of the desirable semi, then he was turning his key in the lock, pushing inside. The house sounded silent. Gethin glanced up the cream carpeted stairs, through to the kitchen. “Alexa,” he called in the cautious way of someone who knows they’re in trouble.

“In here,” Alexa’s voice came back cold and terse.

Gethin gulped as he stepped towards the kitchen. There was still light left in the day, but the homely and soft pastel colours of the house seemed darker than ever to his eyes. Alexa sat at the circular kitchen table. Gethin half noticed the small box, the official looking white sheet of paper, but most of all he noticed the cold fury in her eyes. He made for the chair. “Alexa I—”

“Don’t even!”

He stopped where he stood, any gushing apology he thought he might make, falling by the wayside.

“Shut up and listen for once in your life.” A pause as her brown eyes burrowed into his. As a successful entrepreneur and a man used to being in control, Gethin had never felt so helpless. “I’m giving you an ultimatum.”

“Anything. I—”

“What did I say?”

Gethin shut his mouth feeling a kindling of hope. There’d been nothing thrown, nothing smashed, no raised voices. It was a good start.

“You’ve got two options. Either pack your crap and get out of this house or…” Alexa shoved the small box across the table.

His eye on her the whole time Gethin picked up the box. Despite that she hadn’t immediately sent him packing, there was a queer feeling that he wasn’t going to like where this was going. Still, curiosity as much as anything mingled with that growing suspicion as he lifted the lid of the box, picked out what was inside. Though he’d never seen one in his life, he knew what it was immediately. I mean it was obvious; the shape of the plastic, the mini plastic padlock and key. Gethin looked to Alexa incredulous.

“Forty days,” she said. “I want you in that thing for forty days. You prove to me you can last that long, well, I’ll take you back. You don’t it’s over.”

Gethin felt a spiralling falling. He glanced at the male chastity then back to Alexa. “You’re serious?”

“Yes I’m fucking serious Gethin. You cheated on me. You betrayed any trust I ever had in you. You pissed on our relationship. You pissed on me.”

“All right, all right,” said Gethin, properly sensing how much he’d hurt her and feeling the guilt that came with that. It hurt all the more because Alexa was his dream woman; wholesome yet sexy, intelligent, fun loving, kind. Friends joked that they could have been siblings or twins; same brown hair and hazel eyes, same smooth skin tone that tanned a light brown in the summer sun, same enviable physiques for their respective genders. Her curvy and taut. Him lithely muscular. And he’d jeopardised it all for what? A one-night stand with some ditzy blonde. That fact simmered away at the back of his subconscious like a burn.

“So?” said Alexa.

“What, you want me to…now?”

Alexa folded her arms across her chest letting out a flat sigh that had Gethin scrambling for the buttons of his suit trousers. The flies came down. The trousers fell to his ankles. He tugged his briefs down. A few seconds of fumbling and twisting and Gethin was attaching the little padlock. There was one final click as his manhood was locked snugly within the tube of plastic.

“Key,” said Alexa, holding her palm flat.

Gethin passed it to her, then watched as she unclipped a silver necklace, added the key to it and reattached it around her neck. The act was sensuous and sexy and for one split second – despite his disbelief at the unfolding situation – Gethin simply found himself marvelling at her graceful beauty. At the tensing of the two bones at the base of her neck as she brushed back her collar length hair. At the way the fabric of her blouse was drawn tight against her breasts. At the way she tucked the key out of sight below the buttons of that blouse.

For the first time he felt the sensation of his most intimate body part brush up against its shell of a prison. It felt just as it was meant to feel; restrictive, disempowering, wrong.

“I want that signed as well,” said Alexa, sliding the official looking form across the table with a pen. “It puts into writing our little agreement.”

Gethin quickly browsed the words making it clear that if he was to break out of chastity earlier than the agreed forty days, their relationship was terminated.

“Well?” said Alexa.

Gethin couldn’t, wouldn’t, lose her. He picked up the pen and signed on the dotted line. Almost as soon as the pen left the paper, Alexa was up and picking it from the table. She left the room, heels clicking on the tiles, then they were disappearing more softly along the hallway, softer still finally up the stairs. Gethin heard the door of their bedroom close shut. Alone, he looked down at the ridiculous looking chastity cage encasing his penis. For the first time he wondered just what he’d agreed to.

Gethin slept on the sofa that night, just like he did the next night and the night after that. Only by the fourth night was he back in the main bed. Alexa actually allowed him to snuggle against her, in fact, more than once, wiggled her butt against him. Fine, thought Gethin, suspecting the feel of the chastity pleased her; knowing he was locked up, knowing that his own pleasure was no longer his own prerogative. Could he blame her? No, he’d been the one who’d screwed up. He’d take his punishment like a big boy. What was forty days compared to a lifetime with her? He had no idea.

The couple fell back into their busy lives. Him attending meetings, working on new ventures. Alexa returning to her job as GP at her local practice like nothing much had changed at all. But something had changed fundamentally in the power dynamic between them. She saw it in his increasingly longing and desperate looks. He saw it in her slightly bolder, more direct manner. Then, ten days after being locked up, he came home and she was waiting.
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The dress was red, sleeveless, shorter than the type she’d wear to work. Alexa leaned in the living room doorway, the slight uptick of a playful smile, a smile that usually only meant one thing. But of course that wouldn’t be happening. No matter how much Gethin wanted it. And he most definitely wanted it. Upon sight of her he’d felt the twitch of arousal, quickly after that become aware of the restrictive casing of his manhood’s prison. Did she know what she was doing to him right now? Of course she did. And that turned him on all the more.

“What’s up?” asked Gethin as nonchalantly as possible.

“Not you, obviously.”

It took a second for the joke to land, then there was a small twist within, a slight tensing at his brow.

“In you come,” she said, reaching out, gently pulling him into the living room. The simple touch of her fingers sent excited shivers down over his shoulder blades.

Alexa clicked her fingers, pointed to a spot in the centre of the room. That brow of his furrowed a little more as he stepped over. He knew what was coming. They’d played this game many times. Except never like this, with part of him so restrained.

“No. Alexa. Please,” he murmured half-heartedly.

She was pressed up against him now, unbuttoning his shirt and trousers, dotting kisses down his chest. He smelt the sweet scent of her perfume, was intoxicated by her touch, her looks, her lips descending lower. And with each kiss came the stronger strangulated feeling at his crotch.

“Alexa! No!” he finally croaked, grabbing her at the shoulders.

She looked at him coyly and disapprovingly. “Excuse me.”

They both knew the rules of the game. Implicitly that he was not to touch her. Was he to deny her this little bit of fun after what he’d done? He dropped his hands to his sides, let her peel his shirt from his body, lower his trousers, take off his socks, finally remove his boxers. Sight of his penis straining for escape brought with it a little chuckle. She made no apology and why should she? She was out for revenge. And he accepted that.

She kissed him on the lips, allowed her hands to wander over his muscular torso. There was a wide smile as her gaze found his chastity again. “I suppose that’s frustrating hmm?”

“Do you now,” said Gethin. Though even he couldn’t hold a titter at her obvious teasing. His hands were on his hips as she gazed into his eyes – screw the rules of the game. At this point he’d normally be tearing off her clothes, carrying her upstairs. It was how he wanted it to be. But of course Alexa had different ideas.

She sat down on the sofa, facing his nakedness. “How do you expect to please me with that thing on?” she asked, gently scratching above her lip like she was trying to stop a big smile from breaking across her face. She was loving this all right.

“I dunno. Maybe you could let me out early. I’ve been a good boy haven’t I?”

“It’s been barely a week Gethin.” There was a hint of her anger now, a hint of her hurt.

The cheeky smile fell from Gethin’s face.

“Get on your knees,” said Alexa.

Gethin’s unblinking eyes locked on hers.

“I won’t tell you again.”

He knew she was kinky, knew she liked to play power games. It was sexy, contrasting as it did so much with her wholesomeness. However, those games had been playful; a light spanking during sex, a jokey pat on the head when he got her some juice. But this, this crossed the line into something else. And yet down Gethin went, feeling the soft carpet on his knees, feeling the rapid pulse of his heart.

Before he could do anything about it, Alexa sneakily slipped her phone from behind a cushion, snapped a pic of him in that position on his knees.

“Hey!”

“Relax. It’s for my own personal collection,” she smiled, quickly putting the phone to one side.

Sure Gethin had nude pictures of her, but this was different, this was about his masculinity. “That was…so…not…coo…”

His words trailed away as Alexa settled back on the sofa, hitched up her dress a little, parted her thighs. Right in front of him was her ripe labial lips, glistening with arousal.

“Dinners served,” said Alexa with a devilish smile. “And it’s all you can eat.”

As horny as he was Gethin couldn’t but lower himself and bury his face between those lovely sun kissed thighs. The smell of her sex filled his nostrils, her wet juices soon covered his tongue. He slid it upwards in long slow strokes, flicked it at her clit, circled it clockwise, returned to the broad long licks up her slit, then repeated the cycle. Maybe Gethin thought he could make up for the error of his wandering. Maybe somewhere at the back of his mind he thought he could get out the contract. If so he was mistaken.

Alexa soon had her thighs clamped around his head as he licked firmer, faster, soon she was moaning and groaning. “Oh yeah, oh yeah, ohhh…”

The moans reached a crescendo and her body shuddered in convulsion. Between her legs Gethin swore he felt the ground move. Cheeks flushed from climaxing, she leant forward and kissed him full on the lips. Gethin had learnt his first lesson in chastity; her needs were non-negotiable, his on the other hand…

The ritual of his stripping and ‘presenting’ as Alexa called it, became a nightly one. Most often than not it ended with him on his knees making her immeasurably happy.

Day by day, week by week, the power dynamic in the relationship was shifting. Alexa might not hold every card, but she held the trump card. It was the morning of day seventeen as Alexa sat applying her lipstick – that act alone was enough to drive him wild – that Gethin finally cracked and asked to be freed (in his serious tone of voice).

“Do you think I’d release you before the forty days are up, given how you deceived me?”

No, a voice sounded at the back of his mind. Never had. But still, she couldn’t leave him like this. His mind could barely settle, an urgency bubbled away in his chest, his senses felt sharp, alive.

Alexa tucked the key dangling from the necklace between her blouse, turned and noticed he was still looking her way. “Is there something else?”

He wouldn’t beg. He wasn’t her slave. How wrong his thinking was. He spun and hurried down the stairs feeling the steady beat of arousal as he headed out.
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“There you go,” said Gethin, handing Alexa the glass of bubbly.

“You’ve got him well trained,” said curly redhead Sally sat alongside her.

“I’ll give you some tips,” said Alexa with a mischievous smile.

The last thing Gethin heard as he stepped away was the women’s laughter. It made his insides roll nervously. The sun shone. The big garden was filled with people and chatter and young kids running to and fro. Gethin re-joined host Dave overseeing the barbecue. But couldn’t stop his gaze returning to the two women over on the large patio. Alexa wore a floaty white summer dress that fell below the knee. In the summer sun she looked nothing short of luminous. Gethin’s want for her pulsed at his very core.

“Everything all right Gethin?” asked tong handed Dave, flipping the burgers.

“Yeah, fine,” smiled Gethin. But that wasn’t quite right was it? He gazed at the radiant Alexa knowing recent events had reinvigorated, supercharged a flagging relationship. And it was all because of this constraining thing between his legs. She was revelling in the control. And wasn’t he enjoying her having it?

Deep down, if he shoved his big ego aside, he had to admit he was. Yet rubbing uneasily against that was what it meant to take away a man’s most potent body part. What did that make him? The line of thought had his pulse racing rapidly, had his cock straining in its bondage. Gethin took a swig of his beer, looked sideways to the barbecue and Dave.

“Actually, I was wondering what your secret is. You and Sally have been together a fair old time.”

“Jesus you make us sound decrepit.”

A slight snort of amusement. “You know what I mean.”

“Secret?” Dave looked him in the eyes. “Do whatever she tells me and don’t complain.”

This time Gethin chuckled. At least he wasn’t the only one. His gaze swung back across the garden to see Alexa stepping from the patio, beckoning him with a finger. “Sorry Dave. Duty calls.”

“I thought you were helping with this,” he heard Dave say, but it didn’t properly register.

He was already walking. His focus one hundred percent on Alexa gliding from the garden, through the open doors, into the house. There was a peek back over her shoulder every few strides, checking he was following. Her small smile was naughty. Her eyes gleamed.

Up the stairs Gethin went in pursuit. He crossed a landing, passing two young teenagers, then was walking a hallway. Where did you—

A hand reached out, yanked him into the bathroom. The door banged shut and suddenly he was against it, Alexa pressed close, hand cupping his crotch, mouth nibbling an earlobe. “You have no idea how horny it’s making me knowing you’re out there with this thing on,” she purred at his ear.

Body still pressed to his, faces inches away, he saw the wild glimmer in her eye for the first time and gulped.

“I want an orgasm,” she said.

“Here…Now!”

Alexa pushed from him, angled her palms on the curve of the bathroom sink, looked back at him through the cabinet mirror. “Yes now Gethin.”

That look in her eye said this wasn’t up for discussion. Not if Gethin didn’t want this relationship to end here and now. And so he dropped to his knees, fluffing up the hem of Alexa’s floaty skirt as he positioned himself under it. She didn’t have any panties on. Of course she didn’t, thought Gethin. Her ass cheeks curved peachy and ripe and delicious looking. Gethin buried his face between them and began licking front to back.

She was wet. She was veritably dripping. “That’s right, that’s right,” moaned Alexa above him.

Under the veil of dress, ass pressed against his face Gethin sucked in oxygen, hoovered up her juices and kept that tongue of his working. It went without saying his cock was bursting for escape. But truthfully Gethin was hardly aware of it. He was too focused on her, too eager to please. Good God she tasted good. His tongue glided forward and back with great slurping strokes. Alexa began to shake and groan. Someone knocked on the door.

“One minute,” she cried, holding out from shrieking.

Then came the full-on tremors as the dam truly broke. Gethin’s face got buffeted and banged. The crevice of her smooth ass slid up and down his face several times. Then the muffled groaning was becoming a pant, finally she was still.

Gethin edged out from under the skirt, feeling a little dizzy, feeling like he’d been in a tumble dryer. Alexa was smiling with a post orgasmic glow as he rose. She looped her hands over his shoulders. “See how happy you can make me when the will’s there.”

Gethin was still rendered speechless by what had just happened, only now was he once more aware of the tightness at his crotch.

“Well?” said Alexa.

“Well…” Gethin repeated robotically.

“Aren’t you going to thank me for allowing you to pleasure me?”

And now Gethin was feeling the excited beat of something more. Another game? No this was far more than that, this was about a lifestyle. Over the last few weeks it was becoming obvious. She saw it in his imploring eyes and in the enthusiasm with which he went about pleasing her. He saw it in the growing ease and enjoyment of her dominance.

“You know when I’m out of this thing I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before,” he said, perhaps trying to restore some of what felt like his waning masculinity.

“I’m counting on it,” said Alexa. “Until then be a good boy and find me my drink.”

They returned to the party like nothing had happened. But of course it had. And it had been another stepping stone to a new relationship.
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The text message read: Appointment with Dr Fielding, 18:30. Gethin who’d had a few days off work and had been in the middle of getting rid of a collection of CD’s (just as Alexa had been bugging him to for months) felt his pulse quicken. He’d been trying to stay active, trying to take his mind off you know what, but Alexa’s teasing just didn’t quit. And of course a huge part of him was thrilled by it.

For the next few hours he couldn’t get her out of his head, or indeed just what she might be intending. Finally six was rolling by and he was on his way.

Except for the young receptionist on the phone smiling his way, the practice had emptied out of the day’s patients. Gethin twitched a smile at the young woman (she knew who he was), and continued on along the corridor to Alexa’s office. He knocked on the door aware of the steady simmering urgency that had long become a part of him.

“Come in,” came her voice, bright and cheery sounding.

Gethin pushed inside to see Alexa sitting primly at a computer on a desk pushed up against the wall. Glancing briefly towards him she smiled. “Take a seat Mr Davies.”

There was split second incomprehension at the formality of the address, then Gethin was understanding. Role play. Something he’d always positively enjoyed. But this was different. Now he couldn’t…finish. How could it not be? Yet he sat nonetheless, eyes skimming up Alexa’s tanned ankles and calves as she typed, up the knee length grey skirt, the silky sleeveless blouse – sight of her, it, only had him hardening.

His gaze stopped on the silver necklace and hint of key disappearing at the swell of her breasts. She turned from the computer, saw where he was looking. Her eyes seemed to burn even brighter if that was possible.

“So Mr Davies,” she said. “What exactly is the problem?”

Gethin tilted his head. Seeing her delight, knowing why, had him wanting to push back. “Alexa I—”

“It’s Dr Fielding,” she corrected him. Her voice was cool but firm. It said if I want to play, we’ll play.

Gethin let out a low sigh, shuffled back in the chair. He was hardly in any position to negotiate was he. “Okay. Dr Fielding. I’ve got an ache in my balls.”

A smile played at the corner of Alexa’s lips. “And how long have you been experiencing this ache?”

“About two weeks,” said Gethin, unable to keep the grouchiness from his tone.

“Any other symptoms?”

Gethin could have mentioned the racing heart, the difficulty sleeping, the soreness on waking. The fact he was beginning to relate just about anything and everything to sex. But didn’t. “No,” he said.

“And there’s no obvious reason for the achy balls?” Now she was teasing, now she was taunting.

Gethin stared into that pretty face, horny, frustrated, silent.

“Well I suppose there’s only one thing for it,” said Alexa, standing, pushing back a curtain and tapping the examination table. “Take off your clothes and hop up on here so I can examine you.”

Gethin’s response was less than enthusiastic.

“You want to know it’s all still working, don’t you?”

And of course there was just enough truth in that to have Gethin stripping. Clothes piled on the chair, he stood butt naked. Alexa who’d been snapping on some latex gloves, turned to him, and it really was as if she was seeing him, it, for the first time. Her eyes dropped to his crotch and the chastity as a pant of disbelief and amusement left her open mouth.

“I think I see the source of your discomfort.”

Gethin felt the heat rising at his cheeks. Alexa stepped to him, reached out, tapped a varnished nail against the plastic in which his cock was squished. “Has someone been a bad boy?”

“You know I have,” said Gethin through gritted teeth.

Alexa’s hand moved to his smooth swollen balls. She cradled them. She gave them a gentle tug. “Painful?”

“Yesss,” said Gethin, stepping from one foot to the other.

“Hop up on the table so I can get a better look,” said Alexa, letting go, slapping his ass as he started forward.

Gethin lay down, and there she was smiling over him. She placed the stethoscope dangling around her neck, in her ears, lifted the circular end to his chest. “Someone’s heart’s racing.”

“Let me out Alexa.” Gethin’s voice was drenched with desperation. “Let me fuck you.”

“Do you think that’s what you deserve?”

“I don’t know. I…” She was smiling but there was a look in her eye that said be careful. “No,” he sighed heavily. “I don’t.”

“Then stop asking.”

She stepped to his crotch. Her palm found his thigh. It was enough to have him lifting his ass off the table a little. She pushed him back down. Gently trailed her fingers up his inner thigh, then was tickling the flesh below his balls.

“What are you doing to me Alexa?” Gethin gasped.

“Showing you how breakable you are. Proving how this controls everything.”

Fingers spread she clasped his chastity and balls. It was enough to have Gethin snapping his head back to the table with a pant. Then there was another action; a jiggling, accompanied by a click. She wasn’t going to…

Gethin tilted his head forward to see the key in the little lock. It was sprung open, then Alexa was sliding the plastic away with a tug. His cock popped out and was immediately stiffening with its newfound freedom. It felt good, so good.

“There, let’s have a proper look at you shall we,” said Alexa.

She took hold of the shaft, angled it away from his body, peeled his foreskin from his bulbous glands as she examined it with a doctor’s eye. The back of Gethin’s head hit the table. It didn’t stay there for long.

A sensation that was half pleasure, half torture, but overwhelming in equal measure, snapped his gaze back along the length of his body. Alexa held his shaft with one hand, the other scrubbed his throbbing glands with a wet wipe. “Your girlfriend must have been very angry with you,” she said, back in role play.

“She was,” said Gethin between pants.

“Well, it’s a lesson for you.” Alexa let go of his erection allowing it to slap back against his body, then was turning and stepping to a cupboard.

With her back to him, Gethin desperately fought the urge to stroke his cock. In seconds Alexa was back at his side with a devilish grin.

“Stay still for me. This won’t take long if you behave.”

“Why, what are you…Ow!” The sensation was cold, ice cold – which was because it was ice. “Are you crazy?” said Gethin, jumping up.

Alexa eyeballed him calmly. “Don’t disappoint me Gethin. Get back here. Lay flat. Be a big boy and behave. Or I’ll send you out naked with that big boner flapping about. The chastity’s going back on. You signed an agreement. You know what happens if you break it.”

Gethin sat back down, lay flat, breathing heavily steeled himself as he stared at the ceiling. He was in no doubt this was necessary. His cock remained stubbornly hard even as Alexa pressed the ice to it. But finally it shrank enough to fit. The chastity was slid back on. The lock clicked in place.

“Everything’s functioning just fine,” said Alexa, patting him on the thigh. “Those achy balls aren’t anything to worry about.”

Easy for you to say, thought Gethin. He swung his legs off the table, dressed under Alexa’s watchful eye.

“Go home Mr Davies,” she said. “I suspect your girlfriend has plenty of uses for you even in your current state.”

It was true, in an hour he’d be licking Alexa delirious. But now he simply gave an acquiescing nod and made his way out.
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The silky stockinged airhostess made their way through the airport lounge. Gethin’s gaze lingered on those nylons, on the wiggle of those hips, and felt that now familiar constraining. It was day twenty-six. Past halfway. But as used to the situation as he’d become, it didn’t make it any easier at times like this. His mobile buzzed in his pocket and he slid it out, eyes growing wide as he stared at the screen.

Alexa had outdone herself. The fancy lingerie, the confident poses, the come-hither stare and knowing smile. It wasn’t just the body. It was the fact she was a pillar of the community. It was sexy as hell. The series of selfies were accompanied by the message: I’ve got a treat for you when you get home. I bet, thought Gethin, trying to hold his mind together for the drive home. The pics had been designed for one thing: Keep him wanting what he couldn’t have. And boy had it worked these last few days he’d been away with work. Gethin practically ran to his car and sped home.

An hour later he was naked in the living room presenting himself to a lingerie clad Alexa. The lingerie was black, lacy, sheer in places. And Gethin could barely keep his eyes off it.

“Ooh, that looks painful,” said Alexa matter-of-factly. If anything sounding amused by sight of his engorged member pressing the plastic. She stroked her fingers down his spine and Gethin shivered all over. “And look at that. So sensitive.”

She let out a wicked laugh that only made him throb all the more. At what point had he become so helpless to her? The first week, the second, the third? Or had it always been there lurking under the surface? A subservience. A need to obey. Gethin could no longer fathom either way. Not now. Not when she was playing with him. Not when she was raking her nails down his back.

He let out a sharp breath, wincing at the sudden pain. And once more Alexa revelled in his discomfort, grinning widely, radiating fun.

“Oh don’t be such a baby,” she said, giving his bare ass a spank.

And now he was wondering about Alexa, when had she gotten so kinky? Had this natural dominance always been there? Was his cheating simply the catalyst for what would have come anyway?

“I picked up some things when you were gone,” said Alexa, sauntering to a bag at the side of the sofa. As she bent from the hips, Gethin felt a crashing wave of desire as his gaze locked on that derriere clad ass of hers. “Wanna see?”

“Do I have a choice?”

“No, I suppose not,” said Alexa.

The first thing to come out the bag was a crop, the type of thing you use on a horse. Alexa cut it through the air making a swishing noise. Then she was reaching out, sliding the leather end over Gethin’s nose, down his chest, using it to jiggle the chastity from side to side. “Yes, I think we can have some fun with this.”

She laid the crop flat on the sofa, dipped her hand back in the bag. Gethin watching with both curiosity and amazement let out a panicked squawk at what was next. Alexa saw his dismay and giggled.

“It’s not for me it’s for you silly,” she said, extending the leather straps across his hips, allowing the big strap-on to dangle above his caged penis. “See. An able replacement while your cock serves time.”

“Awesome,” said Gethin sarcastically.

“Although I could use it on you I suppose,” said Alexa, modelling the strap-on on herself, looking his way with a naughty glint in her eye.

“Uh-uh,” Gethin frantically shook his head. “No way.”

Stifling laughter, Alexa placed the strap-on next to the crop. Then her hand was going back in the bag. “Oh, I know you’re going to love this.” She dangled the thin leather strap with silver popper buttons in front of Gethin’s face. “Can you guess where this goes?”

Gethin supposed he could, just couldn’t voice it. Smiling broadly Alexa took matters into her own hands – quite literally – taking hold of his swollen balls and clipping the leather strap around them. It tightened things further, made Gethin feel like an animal. The truth was it excited him.

Alexa spilled into laughter as she stepped back and had a good look at him. “Don’t you look pretty,” she said between splutters. “How does it feel?”

“Tight,” said Gethin.

“Good,” said Alexa, returning to her purchases.

Next came a ball gag. After that a collar and leash. She laid them all flat on the sofa alongside the crop and strap-on, then looked Gethin’s way. “Well, what do you think of my buys?”

“I think you’ve outdone yourself,” said Gethin, unable to admit how much he bubbled with excitement right now.

Alexa’s eyes directed his own to the line of precum dangling from the tip of the chastity. Once again his body had spoken for him.

Ten minutes later Gethin was spread-eagled to their bed by silk restraints, ass sore from a cropping, ball gag in his mouth, strap-on attached. Alexa rode it to another climactic orgasm. All Gethin could do was stare in horny tumult.

Alexa added handcuffs, nipple clamps and whips to her collection. And made good use of them over the coming weeks. Again Gethin wondered what he was becoming. Beyond the desperate need for release was an overwhelming desire to submit to her. It niggled and nagged and was there at the back of his mind twenty-four-seven. It became what he looked forward to. It became more than a fantasy. It became a lifestyle.

He cooked and cleaned and tidied the home. He gave up control of his bank cards, handing them over to Alexa at her demand. At weekends she kept him naked, leashed and collared, leading him around the house to another task she’d set for him. It all reinforced her dominance. There was no mistaking who was in charge now.

He’d let her down. Thought with his cock instead of his brain. And Alexa wasn’t just punishing him, she was rewiring him; making him her beta and inferior. He might not have realised that. But of course by the time that he did it was far too late. The days rolled by, intense, uncomfortable, at times hyperreal in there vividness and experience.

“You can do it. Not long to go now,” Alexa would purr into his ear in bed then kiss him on the cheek and switch off the lights.

In the moonlight he’d often look at that key around her neck and fantasise about carefully removing it, releasing himself, getting off. Then he’d remember the contract and with it the risk. Was he prepared to lose her? Now after everything? At what she’d become to him? At what he to her? Never. And so on it stayed till finally, finally, day forty was here.
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Alexa sat comfortably on the sofa rolling the key that dangled from her necklace between her fingers. Gethin knelt before her naked, heart beating heavily.

“What have you learnt this past forty days?” she asked him.

“That I’m a slave to my desire. That my desires all for you,” said Gethin without a breath.

“And?” spurred Alexa.

“That it makes me needy, weak, inferior.”

“Inferior.” Alexa purposefully let the word hang in the air. “To me?”

“Yes,” Gethin panted, his desperation to be freed obvious.

A shadow of a smile. Alexa held his gaze, then drew his eye to the key between her fingers. “Why should I let you out if you’re so needy, weak, inferior? Why shouldn’t I just leave you locked up for another month, two months, a year?”

“No, please, please,” Gethin almost whined, eyes big and pleading.

“Why not?” shrugged Alexa, her smile growing obvious. “Convince me.”

“Because I’ll never ever, ever cheat on you again.”

“Go on.”

“Because, because…I’m your slave, your toy, your property.”

“Don’t forget pet,” said Alexa almost laughing.

“Yes, yes,” said Gethin. “Anything you want me to be.”

A grinning Alexa let what he was saying properly sink in. Then she was rising, clicking her fingers back at him. “Let’s go pet.”

She strode from the lounge into the small hallway, then up the stairs. Gethin scurried quickly behind her on all fours. He wondered what friends and colleagues would make of them now. He, always so boyishly competitive, she, such a wholesome upstanding member of the community. Could they possibly have any idea how kinky their lives had become?

In the bedroom Alexa ordered him up on the bed, bound him to all four corners of it with the silk restraints. Then she was standing over him, tickling the soles of his feet, enjoying his helplessness, watching him wriggle. The necklace was removed, the key scraped around the lock. “You did say you’d never cheat on me again?”

“Never!” Gethin practically shouted.

The key went in the lock, still Gethin thought it might be a trick, that she might keep him waiting, needing, desperate. But there was a click, a moment after that the blessed freeing feeling of the whole damn device coming off. Alexa ran a single finger over his instantly hardening member, very lightly circled the sweet spot below the tip. Gethin shivered all over. Her touch was heavenly.

Alexa smiled withdrawing it knowing how crazy that made him. “I’ve got some calls to make,” she said. “Be a good boy and stay quiet. I want you hard on my return.” And just like that she was sauntering to the door.

“Alexa, no,” Gethin murmured. But she paid him no attention. She was gone. Gethin panickily looked behind, left and right at his wrists bound to the bedposts. A scream felt like it was rising from his lungs, up his throat. He somehow quashed it as he took quick short breaths. He tugged his wrists and ankles against the silk restraints only knotting them tighter. A slither of rational thought intruded on his senseless bucking. He was stuck. He was going nowhere. He would have to wait for her.

Alexa’s giggly voice drifted up from the living room below. Gethin listened to it in a trance like state. He was barely aware of his ass slowly and rhythmically lifting off the mattress, his rock hard cock humping the air. There was no release. Not without her. He clung to Alexa’s voice, unable to make out individual words, but hearing the dulcet tones, feeling her high-pitched laughter sweeping through his throbbing self like a wave.

He didn’t wonder who she was talking to. He didn’t care. He simply fell into that voice, closing his eyes, trying to hold on. The voice stopped. Light footsteps sounded on the stairs. Gethin opened his eyes, tilted his head to the doorway. Alexa appeared in it. Arms folded she leant against its frame surveying his rigid leaking cock humping the air.

“You’re in trouble aren’t you, yes you are.” Her voice was playful, girlish as she stepped towards him.

All Gethin could manage was a concurring, desperate, grunt. With one hand she gently pinched the side of his jaws, making his mouth pout. “You don’t know what to do, do you?”

Gethin shook his head, gazed up at her smiley face with big, pleading eyes.

She snorted in amusement, then let go of his face, trailed a finger down his flank. She stepped away from the bed letting her blouse fall from her shoulders, her bra too. Back to him the dress came off. And head tilted forward Gethin stared at the juicy curve of her behind, cock twitching. She lifted a see-through white slip of a nightie over her shoulders. It fell covering that delicious ass. The she was turning, nipples visibly hard, expression almost predatory. Gethin gulped.

“Remind me what you are again?” she said, stroking that same flank she had moments ago. It had waves of arousal rippling over Gethin’s flesh.

“A slave. A toy. Property,” he gasped.

“Whose property?”

“Your property, your property,” said Gethin in time to the heavy beat of his heart.

Alexa bent down, kissed him full and deep. Then she was kneeling up onto the bed, looking back along his body, pussy wet and slick with arousal hovering above.

“You think you can please me plaything?” came her playful voice.

“Yes,” Gethin panted, the scent of her sex driving him over what felt like another precipice.

“Prove it,” said Alexa. And just like that she lowered. At first making him reach with his tongue, before finally dropping.

Gethin licked like he’d never licked before, frantically swishing his tongue back and forth. Alexa grinded against him, playing with her clit, groaning and moaning as she got herself off. How many orgasms was this for her this past month and a half? Gethin had lost count but guessed it must be a record. Just like his was in the entirely opposite sense.

That first orgasm was just an appetizer. Alexa lifted herself from his face, went and positioned herself between his spread legs. She encircled his scrotum with thumb and forefinger, gave his swollen balls a gentle tap. Gethin dropped his head back with a pant.

“That cock looks fit to burst. Look at you leaking all over yourself.”

Gethin forced his head up to see the slick pool of precum puddled on his belly. Alexa tapped his balls and his head hit the mattress again.

“Please,” he begged. “Please get me off.”

“Do you think you deserve it,” said Alexa, dropping his balls and brushing a finger up his twitching cock.

“Yes,” he cried after a moment of scrambled thought.

“Why’s that?”

“Because I’ve done everything you’ve asked.” Gethin was almost crying from horny frustration.

“But isn’t that simply what a slave. A toy. Property does?” She was having fun, so much fun!

“Yess!” said Gethin sucking in air through his teeth. He felt on the verge of blubbing.

Alexa snickered, then edged forward, positioning her glistening slit above his bulging cock. “What would you give to be inside me right now?”

Gethin’s eyes flicked to her shapely breasts and nipples erect beneath the smooth transparent lingerie. The chastity key still dangled from the neckline. “The world,” he sighed outward on a breath.

“Your world?”

“Mine. It’s yours. Take it. Take everything.”

“I plan to,” said Alexa, rubbing her silky labial lips against his bursting glands.

The caress of her had Gethin’s head spinning as he tilted backwards groaning. Alexa continued to tease him, edging just the head of his cock inside her, playing him like a musical instrument, holding one note on and on and on…till she was properly enveloping him, properly riding him. After all the teasing, after all these weeks of built up frustration, Gethin didn’t last long.

When the orgasm came it felt like the most explosive one of his life. The bed shook, he yanked upwards against the restraints, eyes wild, muscles, sinews and all taut. Alexa pushed him back down and continued riding him like a cowgirl in the saddle. Gethin stayed rigid (after all this time going without he couldn’t not) till Alexa had her second, then third mind blowing orgasms. Only then did she roll off him.

She undid the restraints, curled up on the bed alongside him. Gethin stared into those eyes staring into his, feeling like he’d experienced a different plane of existence. He kissed her on the lips, then shaking his head fell away, a huge smile at his lips.

It wasn’t the last time Gethin would experience chastity. Over coming months, indeed years, Alexa used it as motivator, punishment, heck, for her own sheer amusement. And each and every time he was in it, Gethin was reminded of his subservience to her. He certainly never cheated again. In fact, he never ever forgot those first forty days that set their relationship on a new, sustainable trajectory.
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