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Prologue

I am lying on the floor with my mouth wide open. My Chasity cage has not been removed for two years. Everything is being filmed.  The girl - my Goddess - who has owned me for nearly six years is standing over me about to do something very nasty.

And she is going to make me swallow it.

All of it.

There was a time when she had no idea what femdom power, chastity or financial domination was. Now, look at her. Just look.

I can hardly bear to...she has changed so much.

Topping from the Bottom

I worked with Nicci for some years and had an up and down sort of relationship with her. Eventually, we settled on an up relationship, mainly because we both smoked and every time we went for a cigarette I bought her a cup of tea from the vending machine.

If only I had realised then where a cup of tea would lead.

I have always had a financial domination fetish which I satisfied in the normal online way from time to time. I would find an online Domme, exchange some messages, give her some 'leverage' in the guise of some information I'd be embarrassed to have made public. But to be honest, the info I always supplied was fake. I mean, how easy is it to set up a Gmail address for my 'wife'?

So then she would blackmail me into giving her money and eventually when reality kicked in I would just disappear.

Happy, carefree days...

I remember them well.

Nicci was always short of money, always telling me about this or that bill, or things she wanted but couldn't afford. So one day I jokingly mentioned that a fetish called financial domination was making some women some easy cash.

She just looked at me like I was speaking a foreign language.

I had no idea where it was going, but somehow I wanted to tell her, to let her see into the world which fascinated me; which exerted a strong pull on me.

I told her that guys would give money to beautiful girls just to be laughed at and be told that they were a wanker.

Nicci almost choked on her coffee, and let out a coughing laugh.

'I don't think so', she replied. 'I wish.'

She strode off inside still giggling.

I watched her go thinking I had blown my chance to get her into a conversation on the subject. Just talking about it would always give me a lift

For the next week, I hoped against hope that she might bring the subject up. No chance. She had even stopped moaning on about her finances. A bad sign I thought.

In the end, just like an unreachable itch, I couldn't leave it alone. Monday morning I was determined to bring it up again. 'Tell you what', I said as she arrived at work. 'When you are ready to have a break, why don't you come and order me outside.' I gave her a grin to show her I was joking, then added. Get in touch with your inner Domme.'

She rolled her eyes, but at just before ten o'clock - a full thirty minutes before our usual time there she was standing before me.

'You', she said pointing a very in character scarlet fingernail at me, 'Outside NOW.'

Hmm, I thought. Duck to water.

When outside she reverted to chatty, moany, funny Nicci, but I couldn't help thinking that a bridge has been crossed. Every day after that it was the same.

But even so progress was slow.

Then I had another idea.

I started going out to get lunch without telling her, and then I’d call her and say that I was out buying lunch and what did she want. I would bring in whatever she wanted. That first time it was just an egg mayonnaise salad baguette, but as the days past the order grew and grew.  I never knew anyone who liked steak sandwiches more. And the bonus was that she never offered to pay me back, seemingly never even gave it a thought. So maybe there was hope.

One little aside was on one occasion we both went to Nando’s with our boss and I was paying for lunch due to some lost bet. I sat in the booth so Nicci was on the open side, so when we had to pay I gave her the PIN number to my card and she went and sorted the bill with my card. A wonderful feeling! The excitement in just doing that was incredible.

It felt like progress. Real progress.

The fact that I always paid for the cups of tea (and she scavenged cigarettes off me a number of times as well) became a running joke.

For her at least.

If I was on holiday one day, for example, Nicci would sometimes ask if I was leaving money for the drinks. Keeping it all as a joke I would give her the money for one or two drinks the following day. We normally had six or seven so it was definitely treated light-heartedly by her.

Just a laugh.

Those days, I remember them well.

The real change started with another joke. I had always made the odd reference to her emptying my wallet, even raping my wallet. One day we were having the same joke and I said I should just empty my wallet into your hand at the end of every day. Nicci said “Go on then!” and I did, it was the end of the day and I had bought lots of drinks so it was only 40p, and she laughed quite loudly.

But she didn’t offer to give it back.

That night at home I furiously masturbated over the events of the day. Just 40p, but I couldn’t help myself. This was the time to really try and move things along. Now or never sort of thing.

On our last cigarette the next day I said “Are you emptying my wallet again?” she laughed and said, “Go on then”. This time I pretended to be upset when I opened my wallet and said “Shit, there is a £5 note in here”, I took it out and gave it to her.

She gave me a very strange look and said: “Why?”

I thought, here goes nothing, so I said “I j-j-just like giving you money”

She laughed again and said “Cool” and put it in her pocket.

I said, unable to make eye contact, “I’ll bring £10 in tomorrow, but can you tell me to give it to you?”

Nicci said, “What are you talking about?”

“Just tell me to give you the money, that's it….”

“And what do I have to do?”

“Nothing, just please don’t tell anyone. I told you didn’t I - or I hinted - that some guys just like to give girls money. I suppose I’m one”

“So you just give me money for no reason? OK, cool”

The next morning I had the money in my wallet and we went for our first cigarette of the day and nothing was said. I was disappointed, but I tried not to be. To be fair, I thought, she knows nothing of this kind of fetish, this kind of life, and still sees what has happened as a big joke.

On the next cigarette, I decided to chance my arm, “Don’t you have something you want to say?”

She laughed and said, “Oh yeah where is my £10?”

I got my wallet out and handed it over.

Nicci said, “Thank You!” A broad grin on her face.

I quickly replied “No, no, no! Never, ever say thank you, if anything you tell me to say thank you to you for allowing me to give you money”

Nicci laughed hysterically and said “Bloody hell you are weird.” She gave me that roll of her eyes.

I replied “I know, it’s just……it’s just something I feel compelled to do, and I just can’t explain it, I just want to give you money, I’m sorry I know it’s really strange, but it just feels good. Better than good really.”

“If you want to give me money then that’s fine, as long as that’s the end of it, you know. I am not doing anything for it.”

My heart leapt. “That’s the point; you take it from me because I’m weak enough to want to give it to you, just because you’re better than me and…”

“Because I’m better than you?”

“Yes, you are beautiful, way out of my league and I’m not good looking, I’m fat and 15 years older than you, so the only thing I could ever do for you is to give you money”

“Fair enough, so why don’t you give me £20 tomorrow?”

“OK, but don’t ask for it. Don’t wait for me to say anything. Just tell me you want it, and tell me to give it. And don’t be nice about it either, or even friendly.

“So you want me to be bitchy?”

“I just want you to take the money and think I’m an idiot.”

Nicci laughed and the day proceeded with no further mention, I bought all the cups of tea again. I could tell that somehow the idea was taking hold.

The following morning I was sitting in my office and Nicci came in to use another terminal in there, it was a PC used for storing CCTV images. After sitting at the terminal for about 2 minutes Nicci held her hand out, without even looking away from the computer screen said “£20 now”. She said it calmly and quietly, but with no doubt in her voice that the money was coming.

Nicci, I could tell, was in the process of becoming my dream.

I took out my wallet, took out the new £20 note and placed it on her open palm. “Thank you”, I said. “Thank you” and I felt genuinely grateful.

Nicci immediately closed the computer screen she was working on and said “You’re welcome” and walked out of my office.

This was Friday, so the weekend was disappointing because I didn’t see Nicci, but gave me 2 full days to get off with my memories.

Goddess

On Monday I was waiting to see if she was going to say anything but she didn’t, I was frustrated as for how could I get her to financially dominate me if she hadn’t taken the events of the last few days as a beginning. Was she just going to forget about it?

I was very relieved on Tuesday because she came straight out with it, “Why didn’t you give me any money yesterday?”

“You didn’t tell me too”

“I have to tell you to everything do I?”

“Er….yes, that’s sort of the point”

“Right £20 then, now”

“I don’t have any money in my wallet”

“Why not, I thought you liked giving it to me?”

“I do, but I just need to be told what to do”

Nicci gave a deep sigh and then spoke to me in a retarded voice “OK then at lunch time go to the ATM and get £20”

“OK M-Mistr, er sorry, er what should I call you?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well when you are telling me what to do calling you Nicci just doesn’t seem right”

“Oh God, I knew it, you get off on this don’t you, it gives you a thrill – ugh!”

“Yes I’m afraid it does and sorry”

“You will be, what do you suggest”

“It's whatever you prefer, I suppose the choices are Mistress, Princess, Goddess, Queen or Miss not sure of anymore”

“Goddess”

“Goddess?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Are you sure?”

“You don’t think I’m a Goddess?”

“Yes, yes I do”

“Yes, what?

“Yes Goddess”

“Ha ha I like that, you really are stupid!”

“Yes Goddess”

“Whilst you are at the ATM you need to get the £20 you forgot yesterday as well”

“Does it have to be £20 every single day Goddess, remember I have a wife?”

Yes, I forgot to mention I’m married, but more on that later.

“You should have thought of that, you don’t want everyone knowing about this do you?”

“No Goddess, it’s just £100 a week, I’m worried about hiding it”

“This week you will give me £20 every day, then next week we will work out exactly how we will carry on, be grateful I could make it more, I could tell everyone so the next words out of your mouth better be yes Goddess and then I don’t want to hear any more about it until next week, I’m not going to ask for the money, you will just hand it to me every morning as soon as you see me. Take it as a standing order.”

“Yes Goddess”

So that’s what happened in week two. Those now seemingly distant days.

The following Monday Goddess Nicci told me she had been researching on the internet. She understood I needed to hide things from my wife but having a vague idea of my salary she didn’t think £100 a week should be too difficult to conceal. She had discovered that one way to take money from me was to get me to pay for specific things. So she said that every Monday morning from now on I was to put £50 in an envelope and give it to her. After that she would use me to pay for other things on my card, she wasn’t looking for a discussion with me, she said I would just have to trust her judgement.

The first one came a week later, Nicci knew I was trying to save for my holiday with my wife, but unfortunately also knew that I had just got my bonus. So she told me she wanted a new mobile phone at a cost of £350, she told me I could just lie to my wife if she saw the transaction and to be thankful because she wanted to try and get my full bonus the following year. What had I got myself into! I was torn between being scared and incredibly turned on!

The sign of an addict.

Over the next few months, we continued with £50 in an envelope every Monday morning and on average every other week an additional cost.

I had to buy lunch a couple times a week. I had to give Goddess my card and PIN number a couple of times to go clothes shopping, she got me to pay her monthly mobile phone bill by direct debit and other little purchases, for example, once she gave me a food shopping list and I had to trawl around the supermarket to buy her evening meal and wine.

One Saturday morning I was at home and got a text saying “Having my hair done in a salon by work, bring your card 10 am”. That was it, another test I suppose, and weekends had never been touched before. I went to the ladies salon and sat in the waiting area, one of the ladies asked if she could help me and I just said I was waiting to pay for someone. I paid and we walked outside, Goddess just walked off to her car without a word.

Cum Tax

The next thing was a big shock and I could only imagine that Goddess had been doing a bit more internet research. She came into my office on a day the boss was out so it was likely we would be undisturbed. She looked at me and said “Cum tax”

Of course, I knew exactly what this meant but I was shocked to hear her say it and I just said “What Goddess?”

“Giving me money turns you on and that makes me sick. You can’t stop giving me money now because I have too much info on you, so you have to keep giving me money, which means you keep getting turned on and the thought of you doing anything thinking about this makes me sick, so you need to start paying to make me feel better. You need to pay because you have no right at all to have any fun, your job is to make me happy, not yourself, so if you cum, if you jack off, if you have sex with your wife, if she’s stupid enough to give you a blow job then you need to pay. £20, every time”

“How will you know Goddess?”

“Because if I even suspect you are lying I will tell everyone about you, so I know you will be honest”

The very next day I gave her £20.

“Sex with the wife or playing with yourself?” she asked

“Playing with myself Goddess”

“Oh god, that’s pathetic, you lasted one day ha ha!”

On average I gave Goddess £20 once a week, but sometimes twice. Every time she asked whether it was with my wife or jacking off and every time the answer was the same. I couldn’t remember the last time I had sex with my wife. I was intoxicated with Goddess Nicci and before that with internet financial domination, and my wife wasn’t remotely interested so my lack of advances received no complaint from her.

Divorce

Goddess Nicci started complaining that my being married got in the way, as without my wife she would be able to take a lot more money.

Now is the time to discuss my wife. She is Thai and comes from a poor family and poor village. She thinks I’m ok, but she knows that I understand that she is married to me because it gives financial stability to her family. She works as well and works hard to send regular money to them. The point is that, even though I do love my wife, I was aware that if I decided to divorce her, unlike a western wife, she would leave with nothing; she would just get a plane back to Thailand. Goddess Nicci knew this as well.

My planned holiday with my wife started with her going to Thailand first, she had a month off work, I could only get 2 weeks so she went out first and I was to follow.

The day she left Goddess Nicci told me she was coming to my home that night.

When she arrived she sat on the sofa and told me to sit on the floor. She had a list of questions for me and gave me a full interrogation warning me, to be honest.

“What turns you on about giving me money?”

“I don’t know, it just feels like I have to, I just have a need to feel pathetic; I just want you to think I’m a total wanker.”

She then asked me lots of questions about my findomme history on the internet, and so I had to admit that I had visited some professional dommes in the past, and confessed to some of the humiliating things I had done - like drinking urine and eating my own cum. Needless to say she found all that hilarious.

She then moved on to my wife – did I love her? Really love her.

“Yes”

Did my wife love me?

“I am not so sure.”

Did my wife have any idea of my secret life?

“None at all.” I was well used to covering my sordid tracks.

Then Goddess Nicci told me she was going to ask me the two most important questions I had ever been asked. I braced myself, unsure of what was to come.

“Do you want everyone to know about your secret life and what you have been doing over the last few months?

“No, Goddess”

“Do you love your Goddess; do you dedicate yourself to her happiness above everything?”

“Yes Goddess”

“OK, I have to change your life now. Your entire existence. When you return from Thailand you will have split up with your wife and left her there. No excuses, no discussion, if you don’t I’ll ruin your life, and she’ll leave you anyway. Accept the inevitable.”

With those words that I have never forgotten she rose from her seat and left.

As I counted down the days to my flight to Thailand Goddess Nicci reminded me every day of what I had to do. I offered no argument, deep down I knew that it was what I wanted.

Goddess Nicci looked at my holiday budget and took 75% of it. About £2,500, leaving me to stay in budget flea pits and eat street food whilst in Thailand.

I won’t go into the boring details of what happened in Thailand other than to say I spent 2 weeks without much money for fun and I successfully returned to England alone.

Goddess Nicci was delighted with my compliance and said my reward was that I could not only give her £200 every Monday in an envelope and also  continue paying her phone bill, but I could also take over her satellite TV bill, buy her lunch every day, pay for her hair and nails every time, and give her my card to go clothes shopping once a month. This was costing me about £1,400 a month. My take home net pay was about £3,000.

But ‘worse’ was to come.

Chastity

“Buy a chastity device”

I wondered if this would ever happen. One of my big fantasies was to be locked up by a beautiful girl. But it scared the hell out of me as well. I got this instruction by text and when I next saw Goddess Nicci she asked if I had ordered one. I told her I had and then she instructed me when it arrived to give her the box completely unopened.

I actually got it delivered to work and one of the other girls in the office received the package, Goddess saw it arrive so knew before me that it had arrived. She got the box from my office and she sent me a text before I even knew it had arrived saying it was here and she would be at my home that night.

I have never seen Goddess so happy when she came round that night clutching the now opened box. I had increased my cum tax payments to around 3 times a week. She, of course, knew that it was always just me jacking off, it looked like she was excited that I would now have to ask in advance to be able to jack off.

“Drop your pants”

I did as instructed; this was the first time anything beyond me giving money and paying for things had happened.

Goddess laughed and pointed “Ha, ha that is so small, no wonder you like weird things, that’s not going to get you anywhere!”

I stood there naked from the waist down as Goddess Nicci dug for more info.

“Have you thought about chastity before?”

“Yes Goddess”

She laughed “Really? God, you are far out, and have you thought about me locking that little thing up?”

“Yes Goddess”

“And that turns a retard like you on I suppose?”

“Oh, yes Goddess!”

“Have you imagined that special moment where your Goddess, who you love, clicks the padlock shut?”

“I have dreamt of it many times Goddess”

“Oh well, the problem is that I’m in charge here, I won’t be going near that thing, I won’t be clicking any locks, what will make me laugh is watching you do it to yourself like the idiot you are”

“You want me to lock it up myself Goddess?”

“I take most of your money, soon I will be taking, even more, don’t make that ‘I can’t afford it’ face. I’ll make sure you can afford it. The only pleasure you get is jacking off, on your own. How sad and pathetic. I want to watch you take that pleasure away from yourself, just because I told you to.”

She handed the device to me, I had to work out exactly how to put it on as I’d never worn one before but I got there in the end. Then Goddess handed me the padlock.

“I want to hear the click now moron.”

I put the padlock in place and before thinking about it too much and clicked it closed.

“Take the rest of your clothes off”

I removed my shirts and socks.

“You ugly fat bastard.”

“Sorry Goddess.”

“Don’t worry I’m not here for your body.”

Goddess took out her phone and snapped several shots of me naked and in chastity.

“The good news is you no longer have to pay cum tax, because you will come out of that cage only when I want you to. Not because you want to, not because you beg, not because you pay, because if you have enough money to pay that means you have been hiding money from me, so then I’d get angry, take that money and because I was angry I still wouldn’t let you out”

“How long Goddess?”

“Just forget about jacking off, forget about cumming, it isn’t part of your life anymore. Now I will give you one week to get me every bit of financial information you have. I want all of your bank statements, I want to know exactly what subscriptions you have, all of your outgoings, I want to see your payslips, and I want to know about any savings. If I find out that there is anything you haven’t told me then I will throw away the keys to your cage and then reveal everything about you to everyone you know is that understood?”

“Yes Goddess. Thank you Goddess.”

“One week, remember. 7 o’clock, and make sure I get my envelope on Monday. Apart from that don’t speak to me”

At with that, she abruptly left.

Total Financial Control

One week later she was back. And she meant business.

“Strip.”

I did as I was told, she sat on the sofa whilst I stood in front of her, and she rolled her head to one side and smirked whilst looking at my device. “Well, that dick is still tiny but it looks like your balls are a bit bigger, do you feel the need to cum?”

“Yes, oh yes, yes please Goddess, I’ve got everything you told me to bring, and I’ll do exactly what you tell me, but please let me cum Goddess.”

She laughed hysterically, “Wow, after just one week, you’re that desperate! Ha ha! Fantastic, this is far more fun than I ever imagined. Now just for the record, there is absolutely no way that I am going to let you cum after just one week. One week is nothing. I have an idea in my head of how long, and one week is not even close. But the timeline in my head has just extended slightly because you gave the wrong answer. You don’t get an opinion on the subject; your Goddess decides when and far more importantly if you are EVER allowed to cum. You do not ask, you do not beg, you do not tell me that you want to cum even if I ask you. The correct answer is always that your Goddess decides, understood?”

“Yes Goddess, I’m sorry, I was out of line, forgive me Goddess.”

“It’s not for me to forgive, add all the extra time you like; it’s not me that has to wait. Now does it hurt, you can answer honestly”

“Yes Goddess”

She clapped her hands together and shrieked with delight. “Excellent, I was hoping it would, tell me when it hurts, how much it hurts”

“it wakes me up in the night Goddess when it’s trying to get hard and in the morning it is excruciating, I have to sleep on my back which I’m not used to so I am struggling to sleep, and sometimes it tries to get hard during the day, its excruciating pain Goddess.”

“You know this makes me happy right?”

“Yes Goddess”

“And your duty in life is?”

“To make you happy Goddess”

“So you must be pleased then?”

“Yes, thank You Goddess.”

“I hate you jacking off, so knowing you can’t makes me happy; knowing that the pain reminds you that you can’t make me even happier. Right where is all the money stuff?”

I gave her everything.

Bank statements, pay slips, my one savings account statement, I hid nothing. She told me to go and wait in the bathroom whilst she spent 2 and a half hours going through everything. She called me out twice, once to make her a cup of tea and once with a couple of queries.  She also sent me out of the bathroom at one point so she could go and pee.

Eventually she called me back in.

“Right I will read this list out to you, I have written it all down including account numbers etc., but I want to read it to you so I can see your reaction to it. You can keep paying your mortgage, gas, electricity, water, though I expect to see your gas and electricity bill go down. Economise. Everything else is being cancelled. Your satellite TV, your landline phone bill, you have a phone from work, you don’t need it. Your internet is being cancelled. You can check your emails in work; you don’t need to access porn as you are locked in chastity. This £10 a month to charity, ha ha! No chance, Cancel it. Your lottery direct debit, I’m tempted to let you keep because I’d enjoy you winning millions and having to give it all to me, but no. Cancel it. I’ll buy my own lottery tickets, because I’m going to have plenty of money”

“The £4,350 you have in your savings account needs to be transferred to my account; you have £345 left in your current account, transfer it. All of it, I want you penniless till we get paid next week, there is no more bills due out this month from what I can see”

“The direct debit paying my phone bill and satellite bill can stay, I have left details of how to pay my rent, gas, electricity, water, TV licence and a couple of other little bills. Set them up”

“Its Thursday today, so get that all done by Monday morning. On Monday, instead of £200 in an envelope I want your bank card, I already know your PIN number, there won’t be much money left in your account, but if you want any, like for example if you absolutely have to eat then you can beg for some cash, you don’t need fuel as you have a company car, any social life you have is over, you won’t be going to anymore football games or work’s nights out. So I can’t see you ever needing more than £10 a week, you will have to beg very well if you ever want more. You can get by on the cheapest nastiest food there is and I see no reason why you should carry on smoking, wasting my money.”

“This is all written down for you and of course you have no choice, but do you understand everything so far moron?”

“Yes Goddess”

“OK, give me your wallet”

I passed it to her.

She emptied everything out. In cash there was about £2.50, she pocketed it anyway. She wasn’t interested in the business cards and my ID cards and drivers licence. She only smiled when she found the one credit card in there.

“Is this the only credit card you have?”

“Yes, Goddess”

“You know what will happen if you are lying?”

“Yes Goddess, you will throw away the key and show everyone the pictures of me”

“So are you sure this is the only one?”

“I promise Goddess”

“What’s the balance?”

“Zero Goddess, it’s just for emergencies”

“And the limit?”

Oh shit. “£10,000 Goddess”

“Excellent, do you have a direct debit set up to pay it?

“No Goddess”

“OK another job set a direct debit up to take the minimum payment each month, I’ll take this with me now, see how much of £10,000 I can spend in one weekend, well done, good boy, what’s the PIN?”

“Same as my bank card Goddess”

She put the credit card in her purse.

“OK open up your laptop, your cancelling your internet tomorrow, may as well make use of it now”

I opened it up and she got me to open my e mail, she checked I had no social networking sites like twitter and Facebook, which I didn’t, I have never been interested. She wrote down my e mail address and then changed the password.

“If you want to look at your emails in work you will have to ask me to open it for you, but I’ll keep an eye on it, particularly any emails from family. You wouldn’t want any secrets from me sent out would you?”

“No Goddess”

“Actually this is quite a good laptop, without internet you won’t be needing it, I may as well take it”

So she left with me naked and locked up and lots of calls to make to the bank.

After that it was torture. I got nothing really, I craved cigarettes but had to tell everyone I’d quit, I stopped going to football or attending any social events, even family ones for the most part. All my money was controlled by Goddess and she rationed it very tightly.  It only took her 2 weeks to spend £10,000 on the credit card including paying for a holiday for herself and a friend. I watched how slowly the balance went down by minimum payments.

When I got the rare chance to speak to Goddess I tried not to bring the subject of chastity up, but it was tough. Every time I even came close to mentioning it she got angry.

“After everything I’ve done for you, all you want to do is jack off, it’s disgusting and disrespectful, if you don’t learn some respect I’ll throw the keys away loser”

“But Goddess it’s been 4 months”

“So what, you think you deserve to cum, you think I give a shit if you never cum again”

And so it went on.

Bonus

Then one day my Goddess said “You know what the 20th of next month is?”

“You mean pay day Goddess?”

“A special pay day.”

“Yes it’s when I get my bonus Goddess”

“Who’s bonus?”

“Sorry, your bonus Goddess”

I had no doubt that she was going to take my entire bonus, so none of this was news to me.

“How much will it be?”

“About £8,000 Goddess”

“Do you know what else is important about that day?”

“No Goddess”

“It’s exactly six months since you locked yourself up”

“Six months Goddess….” I felt like crying.

“Now on payday, I don’t want to mess about at the ATM, I will come to your home, you will transfer your entire bonus to my account then I will let you jack off”

Did I hear correctly?

“Really Goddess, yes, yes please, I want to transfer it all to you”

“Good answer”

I could not wait for the day to arrive!

On the big day Goddess came to my home early in the evening. She told me to strip and laughed at my swollen balls.

“You know what to do” she said

I got my phone out and dialled the bank, within 3 minutes of her arriving I had transferred just over £8,000 to her bank account.

“OK Good boy, now go and lie next to the radiator.”

I did as she said and she produced a pair of handcuffs and cuffed my right wrist to the radiator.

She then produced the padlock key and dropped it on my belly, “Off you go then”

“But Goddess I’m right handed”

She was sat on the sofa flicking through a magazine, she didn’t even look up when she said “You have 5 minutes, starting now”

I moved quickly and struggled to unlock the padlock, one handed and left handed, but I managed it, I hurt myself a little ripping off the chastity cage. I started jacking off and was hard in seconds and had to concentrate using my left hand. I looked across to the sofa, I wanted my Goddess to watch me humiliate myself but she just carried on with her magazine. As I started to get closer she said, without looking up “Do not cum without permission”

I breathed heavily and said “Yes Goddess”, then within 20 seconds “Please Goddess I’m close, please let me cum Goddess please” My mind was in turmoil don’t let this be a trick!!

She immediately crossed from the sofa and knelt down next to me. She had a wine glass in her hand and placed it at the end of my dick.

“All of it in the glass, get one drop on me and I promise you will never cum again!”

Immediately it gushed out, six months of frustration all shot into the glass. I convulsed and screamed with pleasure. I think I had a massive smile on my face. As soon as I stopped making movements and noise she moved the glass right up to my mouth.

“Open” Now it was her with the massive smile and she filmed me with her phone in her other hand.

I opened my mouth and she poured everything in, laughing as she did so. “Swallow every last drop of your own cum moron”

It was disgusting but I managed to swallow it all, I had to look away from her as the humiliation was immense.

She laughed and walked away and I heard her running some water.

She returned and left a bowl of soapy water and a cloth next to me and told me to clean myself.

She carried on reading on the sofa whilst I cleaned myself then she waited till my dick was back to peanut size.

Then she came over and knelt next to me and said “Now I will fulfil another of your sick fantasies” And she put the cage back on me and then she clicked the padlock shut.

She left to put the padlock keys back in her car then returned back to me. She unlocked the handcuff from the radiator then reattached it to my other writ behind my back. She then produced a blindfold and I heard her start to rustle her clothes.

“When I went to the toilet before I did more than piss”

Then I felt her naked butt against my face. I knew what I had to do.

She held the cheeks open and said “Lick” I licked for over 10 minutes whilst she laughed and told me to push my tongue in as much as I could.

Once she had dressed again she removed the blindfold and took the handcuffs off.

“I think you will be licking that again, after I’ve been to the toilet, it’s a suitable job for you, but that jacking off was disgusting. It’s going to be 12 months locked up this time because the thought of you getting pleasure disgusts me, get used to the idea.”

With that she left.

The Most Frustrating year of my life

Over the next year I was kept in chastity. Goddess controlled every action I took by text or by phone. If I wanted to go out for fresh air I had to have permission. Usually permission would not be given. Goddess bought me lots of lacy panties and threw all my male underwear away. I had to wear panties every day. Just because she thought it was funny.

Now she had my lap top she gave me her old cheap one, she allowed me very basic internet access purely so at any time she could instruct me to go on webcam to confirm I was where I said I was and wearing my panties, or anything else she had told me to wear.

I could not access anything else on the internet as she had researched and installed a programme on my computer that linked to hers and told her everything I was doing on the computer. So there was zero respite.

Then one day Goddess turned up unannounced at my home and I got the shock of my life.

With her was Kelly from work.

I panicked, what was going on? Wasn’t this just between the two of us?

Seeing my face Goddess said “Relax, don’t worry”

We went into the living room and Goddess said “Don’t worry moron, Kelly knows everything, so it’s Princess Kelly to you from now on. Obviously she knows you, so she knows you are a moron but she just wanted to see how big an idiot you are for herself……strip.”

Kelly fell about laughing when I got down to my panties and was shocked by the chastity belt.

“How often do you let him….you know…..out”

“It’s been 10 Months this time”

“10 months!! No way!”

So I was handcuffed, blindfolded and licked the butt hole of my Goddess whilst Princess Kelly laughed and took photos.

She didn’t want me to touch her at all

“EWWW no way!”

Goddess removed the blindfold and the handcuffs and then disappeared. Princess Kelly told me to turn away as she didn’t want to look at me.

Goddess returned with a glass full of her piss.

“Kelly, sorry for the pun but this is going to make you piss yourself, get my phone out and film this”

“Right you moron, drink. All of it” Princess filmed it all as I gagged but managed to down the whole drink in one.

Both of them had tears in their eyes from laughing as they left. Now I had to face both of them in work, I couldn’t make eye contact but caught a lot of smirking.

Release?

So we reached 12 months and Goddess was back to collect my bonus. This was my one release of the year! I could hardly contain my excitement.

I actually received a slightly better bonus than before so Goddess took £10,000. Then I made my mistake.

“It’s a bit more this year Goddess; do you think I could use my right hand this time?”

“Ewww the thought of that is so disgusting, but you have put the image in my mind now, I feel sick, and I hate the thought of you being anything other than miserable”

“I’m sorry Goddess, but it’s been 12 months, please I am desperate. I give you everything”

“Are you saying I don’t deserve everything?”

“No of course you deserve it all Goddess”

“Oh, I don’t understand what you are trying to say then, are you saying you only give me what I deserve so you can jack off once a year, is that what you think, that for £10,000 I’ll let you jack off?”

“No, Goddess please, you take the money because it is rightfully yours, I know that, I just need some relief, please Goddess”

“So you understand that £10,000 doesn’t get you out of your cage?”

“Yes Goddess”

“And you know you are not allowed to ask or beg?”

“Yes Goddess…..I’m sorry”

“Sorry you will be, the problem is rules are rules, if a moron like you is allowed to break the rules with no consequence then you won’t learn, you are too stupid. I don’t think you get how frustrating it is for me to have deal with somebody so stupid”

“I do, I’m sorry I know I’m stupid Goddess, but please….”

“DO YOU SEE? Stupid, idiot, moron. I’ve just reminded you that you aren’t allowed to beg and what do you do? I am not here to allow you to jack off. I am here to make your life as miserable as possible and take everything. That’s my job. Yours is to be a paypig, did you hear me mention jacking off once in those job descriptions?

“No Goddess.”

“Because I didn’t say it, it’s not part of the deal and there is absolutely no way you will be coming out of that cage today. You will be lucky if I don’t make you wait till your bonus next year; that might make you start to learn your lesson”

I couldn’t speak I was in shock.

“Now you have been caged for 18 months, how many times have I let you cum in that time?”

“Once Goddess”

“Now for a thing that is of less value than any dog shit on the bottom of my shoe do you not think that once in eighteen months is very generous of me, don’t you think I’m generous?

“Yes Goddess”

“Now say it, cumming once in eighteen months is generous enough for something that is lower than dog shit””

I just stared at her, I couldn’t believe this.

“SAY IT”

“Cumming once in 18 months is generous enough for something that is lower than dog shit Goddess”

“Better, maybe I won’t make you wait another 12 months, but I guarantee it will be at least another month. You will just have to try and get on my good side, so good luck with that”

Goddess then made me drink her pee again, spat in my mouth and made me lick her butt hole again before leaving.

Waiting for Release

One month later I was clinging to the hope that Goddess would release me, but it was never mentioned. At two months Goddess turned up unannounced, and again with Princess Kelly.

“I have the best idea moron; do you want to make me happy enough to let you cum?”

“Yes, please Goddess, yes, yes, whatever it is Goddess”

“Whatever it is?”

“Yes Goddess anything”

“Do you see how ridiculous it is Kelly; listen to what he is going to do to be allowed to cum for the first time in over a year…… Sell everything.”

I wasn’t even sure what she meant.

“I want you to sell your home, not much equity in it but should be a few grand for me, you can move into one of those one room bedsits in town the rent on that will be a lot less than your mortgage so a bit more each month for your Goddess. Sell everything else, won’t get much money for your TV, your stereo, your dvds, your cds and all your kitchen stuff, couple of hundred maybe, but that isn’t the point. The point is you will have nothing, and I’ll find that a tiny bit funny for five minutes, so then I’ll let you cum for making me laugh”

Princess Kelly was laughing her head off.

I think I just stared with my mouth open.

“Agreed, or are you happy locked up.”

Princess Kelly spoke “OOOH, big decision for you idiot, live in squalor or no cummies!”

“Last chance moron; agreed?”

Fuck. “Yes Goddess”

I actually managed to do it all in less than a month. The £20,000 equity in my home went straight to Goddess, all my other possessions brought in only about £1,500, and anything I couldn’t sell had to either be given to a charity shop or thrown away, even my bed and mattress. Goddess allowed me to keep a blanket to sleep on the floor.

So 15 months after I had last had an orgasm I was handcuffed to the radiator (with my right hand free this time!) being allowed to jack off.

First Princess Kelly filmed begging to eat my own cum.

Princess Kelly filmed me jacking off.

Princess Kelly filmed me Cumming into the glass that Goddess had brought with her.

Princess Kelly filmed Goddess pour all the cum into my mouth, and then made me hold it open so she could film it in my mouth before she filmed me swallowing it all.

Princess Kelly filmed me drinking Goddess Nicci’s pee, and then Goddess filmed me drinking Princess Kelly’s pee.

Goddess left saying “Cumming twice in 21 months is maybe a bit too generous; we need to get that average down. Wonder how long it should be this time?”

The rest of my life

Goddess paid for me to get two tattoos over the next year. One said “Property of Goddess Nicci”. The other said “Moron”. Very simple, but I could no longer wear short sleeves!

For my third orgasm in 40 months, I had to suck a cock. Goddess paid a gay male escort to come around and filmed me sucking his cock and swallowing all of his cum.

Now for my fourth orgasm in 64 months I am handcuffed to the radiator with my mouth wide open, Princess Kelly is filming as Goddess Nicci squats over me ready for me to eat every last bit of her shit.

I created this situation myself.

The End
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