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Trapped with the enemy


Jason closed his file and put it back in his briefcase as he stood up to leave the room. He was one of several salespersons invited to this meeting by the company and he had just finished his presentation when the Chief Executive Officer adjourned the meeting until the next day. The company Jason worked for, Big Fresh Deal, was the third most profitable solar panel company in the country and it was about to launch a new product. BFD had organized this meeting and invited the top sales representatives from all over the country with the intention of choosing just one of them to lead the sales campaign.

The company had booked several rooms for the participants in the hotel where the meeting was being held and Jason reflected on his presentation as he made his way down to check in at the reception. He preferred to use the stairs as he never passed up an opportunity to get a little exercise done. He used to gym a lot when he was younger and less busy, but now he was one of the most successful solar salesmen in the country and he just could not find the time.

Still, he was reasonably fit, his body still managing to maintain its chiseled physique from all the activities from his younger days. Jason stood five foot ten inches and he had a beautiful head of light hair which accentuated his dreamy blue eyes. He was very physically attractive, and this fact, coupled with his very comfortable financial situation made sure that he could get virtually any woman he desired.

Jason was very aware of this and it inspired a level of confidence in him that bordered on arrogance. He was an alpha male, possessing the ability to toy with the emotions of every woman who was unfortunate enough to catch his attention. He had a minimum of at least four girlfriends at any given time, and he used them for the sole purpose of satisfying his raging sexual desires. He also never kept them around for too long, and this was especially so for anyone who tried to tie him down.

As Jason descended the staircase he reviewed his presentation in his head. It was engaging and precise. Even better, he had noticed the vice-president of the company staring almost lustfully at him. She looked like she was in her sixties but he was willing to do anything to get this gig. The financial rewards were too great. He was going to make his move on her tomorrow.

“I’ve seen better presentations at elementary school recitals.”

Jason turned around to see who had interrupted his train of thought. It was Octavia Taylor, the undisputed queen of sales and the only person that he considered real competition in this bid. They had stolen quite a number of clients from each other over the years and although they did not really have a personal relationship, they always seemed to run into each other once in a while and they never parted without trading acid words.

Octavia was exceptionally beautiful, with her long blonde hair and crystal blue eyes forming a lethal combination that had left many men in its wake. Her perfect figure was a testament to her ability to incorporate a healthy workout timetable into her very busy schedule, unlike Jason, and her invitingly shaped breasts and ass were a tribute to the superior genes from which she descended.

“Well I’m too busy selling to ever have attended one of those,” he retorted.

“You’d have plenty of time soon, when your pipeline dries up.”

Jason laughed sarcastically, “After I get this deal you can take all my clients and I’d still make more money in a month than you in a year.” While speaking Jason had to work to keep his eyes up, the valley between her breasts called to him to take a new adventure.

“Don’t even dream about it. Wait till you see my pitch tomorrow,” Octavia smiled suggestively and winked at him as she shook her hips, “and besides, I may or may not have a special private session with the CEO later in the evening, if you know what I mean.”

Jason figured he might have to make his move on the vice-president sooner than he had planned. But he knew it would all be futile if Octavia was actually tight with old Max Brush, the CEO.

Today, she wore a black dress that was decent enough to accommodate formal engagements while also exposing strategic areas of her sultry frame to suggest a lustful readiness. Jason again caught himself staring hungrily at the small opening at the chest of the dress. Her cleavage was tactically displayed and while he could not see her boobs, the massive deepness between them suggested a firmness that made him salivate unconsciously. There were very few things that appealed to him more than big firm breasts.

Her firm calves were completely uncovered as her dress stopped at her knees, and Jason wondered how such thin structures supported her well endowed frame. Her feet were hidden in platform shoes that muffled every single step of hers as they walked down the stairs. Jason stared at her high-arched feet and wondered how alluring they would look in tall black heels.

Downstairs, there was a considerably long line consisting mostly of other attendees of the meeting who were also checking into their rooms.

“If I were you I would be on my way home by now. There’s no point sticking around after that disaster of a pitch” Octavia teased.

“I know what you’re trying to do, babe, and you should know that I’ve been in this game long enough to be unfazed by such tricks.”

“What?!” she said as she turned to look at him, her voice a phony high pitch and her face wearing an exaggerated innocent look, “I’m just giving an honest peer review.”

He was about to retort when they were interrupted by a staff of the hotel who was in tyvek coveralls, “Good afternoon sir, ma’am” he greeted, nodding to Jason and bowing slightly to Octavia.

They both stared at the man dressed in a biohazard suit in confusion without replying. “I have rather unpleasant news. You two have been exposed to the FD-24 virus and you will have to quarantine for two weeks.”

They were still speechless, and before either of them could say a word the man in the protective suit continued, “The hotel will house you for the duration of your quarantine. Please follow me up to your rooms.”

As he was still speaking to them various other hotel officials also in protective gears walked up to the other people who had attended the meeting to give them similar instructions.

The FD-24 virus was a new disease that had been discovered less than a week before the meeting at the hotel. The full particulars of the virus had not been established but it was certain that the disease was highly contagious. People had not started taking major precautions against it and a great number of the population even doubted its existence.

“Wait, you mean we are stuck here for the next two weeks?” Octavia finally asked, almost screaming at the official.

“Look ma’am, you either stay here or the government would take you to some shitty quarantine facility where you wouldn’t enjoy the amenities we offer. Either ways you’re going to have to be in isolation for the entire duration.”

“Shit!” Jason exclaimed.

“You’re going to eat mine,” Octavia said under her breath.

“Now, please follow me up to your respective rooms. Or, if you want, I could get the good people from the Centers for Disease Control and Prevention.”

“No, no. No need for that. I’ll stay here. I don’t know about her,” Jason said as he took a step towards the official. Octavia reluctantly followed suit and the official said, “Good, your luggage would be sent up. Follow me.”

To their surprise their rooms were adjacent to each other and there was an inner door that allowed them access each other’s rooms. Jason was deep in thought as he undressed, trying to get a grip on the current situation and worrying mostly if he would be picked to anchor the sales campaign by the company. Suddenly the inner door swung open and Octavia stepped in. She was still fully dressed and she walked over to his bed and sat down.

“How did you unlock that door?”

“The maid must have left it open.” Octavia shrugged. “What the fuck is going on?” she asked.

“How would I know, I’m as confused as you are.” Jason did not like having people in his room, whether at home or anywhere else, except when he was about to fuck them. And once he was done he always found a way to send them out. Normally, he would have been irritated by Octavia barging into his room and sitting on his bed without his invitation, but for some inexplicable reason he did not feel that way right now. In fact he felt a little turned on. What the fuck is actually going on? He asked himself.

“Since we are going to be stuck together for two weeks I figured we better get to know each other properly. We can’t survive on FoxCNN alone,” she smiled as she said this.

“Well, I guess you’re right,” he replied as he stopped undressing and reached for the chair close to his bed.
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Jason loses his clothes


“What are you doing?”

“I want to sit down. So we can get to know each other like you suggested.”

“No. Stand up and keep undressing.”

Jason, to his own surprise, obeyed her and he undressed as she watched him. As he took off each piece of clothing on his body he felt a great urge to have her grab him and jerk him off. He was standing almost naked now and as he was about to take off his boxers.

Octavia stood abruptly and went back to her room. Jason watched her shut the door and he collapsed on the bed in utter confusion. Was she using some kind of voodoo? Why was he so aroused by his business nemesis giving him orders?

In her room Octavia was also lying on her bed, perplexed by the interaction she just had with Jason. What had made her speak with so much confidence and why did Jason do as she said? Something was very wrong. The events of that evening were even much more baffling.

In the evening, a hotel staffperson brought dinner to their rooms. When he knocked and entered Octavia’s room in his protective gear she had ordered the hotel worker to wheel her dinner into Jason’s room. She told him to use the front door instead of the inner door and she followed behind. When he knocked on the door Jason answered, “Who’s there?”

“Room service. Dinner,” the hotel guy replied.

“I think there’s been a mistake. Someone already brought my dinner like a minute ago.”

“Open up, Jason,” Octavia said in a cold voice and she heard Jason scramble towards the door. He opened the door and held it as Octavia and the hotel employee walked in. Hotel Guy left after he set her food down on the table in the room. Jason stood as Octavia took a seat.

“Sit down,” she said, as she picked up her cutlery and ate. Jason sat and ate in silence, keeping his eyes on Octavia. By the time she finished her food she looked up at him and he immediately turned his eyes away from her and rested his gaze on her food.

A strange thought washed over him. She was eating a healthy salad with tuna, and a large amount of quinoa. She’s going to have a nice bowel movement from all that roughage, Jason thought. What brought that image to his mind? He had no idea, but as he stared at her putting bites into her red lipsticked mouth the image of her sitting on the toilet would not leave his mind.

For some reason he wanted her to say something to him. No, not just say something to him, order him. He wanted to do whatever she wanted and he did not understand why.

“I’m done Jason. Now, clear the whole table. Put all the plates and cups outside as well as the bottles. If you weren’t contagious I would tell you to take it all down to the hotel kitchen.”

Jason was elated as she said this and he rushed the remainder of his meal. When he was done he stood up enthusiastically and carried everything on the table and placed them outside the room.

“You did very well,” Octavia said as she stood up to leave. “I’m going to bed now. We’re having dinner together again tomorrow.” Jason nodded continuously and held opened the inner door for her to go back to her room. When he was alone he turned on the television and the news was on.

Octavia also had her television turned on to the same channel when the news anchor said, “Breaking News. Scientists have made a headway in their efforts to understand the novel FD-24 virus which is sweeping like wildfire throughout the globe. It has been discovered that the virus disguises itself in the bloodstream and flows through the arteries into the brain where it reconfigures the traits of every infected person depending on gender. Infected women come out with dominant personalities while men are reconfigured to be extremely submissive. Further research is still ongoing. A cure has still not been found.”

“My God!” Jason exclaimed. Now he knew why he was turned on by Octavia’s bitchiness!

Octavia smiled as she turned off her television and picked up her phone and made some purchases online before drifting soundly into sleep.

The next day she did not go into his room until it was time for dinner, and Jason had waited eagerly throughout the day for her to barge in and order him around. When he finally heard a knock on his door he practically ran to open it. It was his food and he looked outside to see if Octavia was standing there. She wasn’t. He took his dinner in and waited for a while but she did not show up. He finally gave up and decided to eat alone. When he was done he lay in bed, sad and seriously contemplating going into her room.

All of a sudden the inner door flung open with such force that he almost jumped from his bed.

“Did you miss me?” Octavia was wearing a pink silk nightie that was so short he had an almost complete view of her upper thighs. She walked slowly towards him and he felt his cock twitch in his pants with every sultry step she took. She looked him directly in the face and saw him scanning her entire lower body. Her skin was perfect and her legs were long and beautiful. When his eyes got to the floor he saw that she was barefoot and the twitching in his pants mutated into a rapid growth. His cock might have burst with the pressure of pumping blood if she had been wearing heels.

“You ate without me?” Octavia asked in a tone that was so sexy that he wanted to hear her say his name.

Jason nodded and was about to say something when she continued, “You must have been very hungry. But your plates are still on the table. Get up and clear it.” Her voice was even sexier now but she still did not say his name.

Jason got up from his bed and his bulge was very prominent in his boxers.

Octavia chuckled and quipped, “I see you’re excited to see me.”

Jason blushed and proceeded to clear the table as Octavia stood watching him.

“Good job, boy. Now kneel,” she ordered. When he was down she took careful sexy steps around his kneeling body and he inhaled her beautiful scent with every cycle she completed. When he had inhaled enough to pump his cock fully erect, she sat on his bed and said, “Crawl over here and rub my feet.”

Jason crawled with so much speed that he startled Octavia and she laughed when she realized how ready he was to do whatever she asked. When he touched her feet he felt a tingle shoot through his whole body. Jason realized it was the first time they had ever had physical contact.

It was only fitting that the first part of her body that he touched were her wonderful, perfectly formed feet. He rubbed her ankles and slid his hands down the inside of her feet as he pressed lightly on her bones.

Octavia wondered if it was the virus that gave him such skill or if he had done this before. She let out soft moans in pleasure and he grabbed her toes. Jason rolled each one softly before running his hands gently down the sole of her feet. It tickled her a bit and she wriggled slightly, opening her legs for a split second to reveal the beautiful slit between them. She was not wearing any panties under her nightgown and as Jason saw her legs open and close so swiftly his cock begin to pulsate. He would give anything to insert his rock hard rod in her precious opening while she moaned his name!

Octavia reached down and grabbed his hair before slowly lowering her face to his. Her lips pouted as their faces got closer and Jason was about grab his cock from beneath his boxers to stroke himself while her tongue burrowed through his mouth. As if she could read his mind, she stepped on his hands as hard as she could with both her feet, plastering them to the ground before she turned his head around and put her lips to his ears.

Jason wanted her to kiss him so bad, but for now he would be content with the feel of her wet lips on his ears. Octavia extended her tongue deep into his ear canal and wiggled it around. Jason’s cock pumped so hard that he could not help but beg, almost screaming,

“Please, let me grab my cock!”

She slowly pulled her tongue out and whispered to him, “I will let you play with yourself only if you lick my feet.”

Jason was so horny that he did not even wait for her to pull away from him before bending his head down. He pushed his tongue out of his mouth and licking the bridge of her foot like a starved animal. He licked the sides and slid his tongue up the ankle of her right foot before giving her left foot a similar treatment.

“Gently, or I won’t let you grab your cock.”

On hearing this, Jason pecked her foot lightly and massaged it softly with his lips. When he kissed the toe on her left foot she pierced his lips with it and rubbed the ball of her toe on his tongue.

The warmth of his mouth coursed through Octavia’s whole body, from her toe up to her brain and she shivered, her legs opening again to give a peek of her magnificent pussy. Jason gawked at the sight of her opened legs and he sucked her toe like a baby with a pacifier. She enjoyed it so much that she tried to insert her entire foot in his mouth.

It was too much for him and he gently grabbed her foot out of his mouth and held it in front of his face.

Octavia was about to scream at him when she felt his wet tongue slide down her arch and onto her heel before continuing along the entire length of the sole and stopping at the ball of her foot where he took in his tongue to secrete more saliva before extending it back out to continue licking. He was so dedicated with his licking that her anger melted away.

Octavia grabbed his hair with one hand and pulled up her nightgown with the other.

Jason saw the pink crevasse between her legs clearly for the first time and he felt his balls tighten. The moment she allowed Jason to touch himself he knew he was going to explode like a grenade. He raised his hands to his boxers.

Octavia kicked it as hard as she could with the foot he had just been kissing. “I’ve not given you permission yet.”

The worst pain Jason ever felt slammed through his genitals and he whined, “Owww.” But the pain quickly transformed into a strange pleasure that shot up through his belly like fire.

“Since you did not wait to eat with me this evening, you are going to eat me,” Octavia laughed. “And to make sure you don’t touch yourself before I give you permission, give me your hands.”

Jason raised both arms to her and she grabbed his hands and playfully placed them on her soft boobs. His legs shuddered as he felt a painful wave in his groin as his cock grew even harder. She then lowered his hands down to the bed and raised her back before trapped his hands under her velvety ass cheeks.

“Now, at least I know where your hands are,” she said as she raised her legs and spread them in the air. “Dinner is served.”

With his hands plastered firmly to the bed under the weight of her soft ass cheeks, he lowered his head into her mound and was greeted by the sweet feminine smell of pussy. Her scent was a little sharp, and Jason realized she must not have wiped all that well when she last went pee. But the slighty sour scent just made his dick even harder. He extended his tongue and flicked it over the folds of her lips, licking up all the salty sour juices she was secreting.

Octavia moved her hips as his tongue teased her.

She felt a sudden wetness between her legs and she held his face firmly to her cunt so that she could smear all her liquid on his face. When he finally inserted his tongue into her she could not stop herself from moaning loudly.

Jason rotated his tongue over the soft folds of her inner lips, tasting her entire essence as she rocked her hips against his mouth.

Octavia closed her eyes as the sensations took over her body and she could feel herself starting to release. Her legs began to vibrate and then she grabbed his head and pushed him deeper between her legs. With his tongue buried deep inside her he began to pick up a taste that was not previously there and as her legs shook harder he knew what was coming next. He was about to pull back when he felt her hands wrap tightly around his head. Octavia held his head in place as she dropped into the sweet release of orgasm.

“That’s it Jason. Eat it, lap it all up!” Octavia screamed. As he finally heard his name he attempted to free one of his hands to give his cock the boost it needed to give him release.

But Octavia gripped his wrists with her own hands so hard in the throes of her release that he could not move. She squirted her juices deep in his mouth and said, “I want you to swallow it all before I let you cum.” She heard him gulp loudly before releasing his head from between her thighs.

Octavia stood up from the bed. Jason immediately put his hands in his jockies grabbing for his swollen dick.

She glared at him and shook her head. “You know what Jason, I don’t want you to cum yet.”

“Please, I did all that you asked of me!” he felt tears well in his eyes, the torture of his balls needing to explode was too much for him.

“Don’t be a bad boy, Jason. Do as I say.” Her voice was even sexier now and she was saying his name with every sentence that came out of her mouth. Now he was sure she was doing it intentionally and he looked down at the cloth of his boxers which was stretching helplessly from his massive cock shoving against it.

“But you said if I licked your feet I could cum,” he looked up accusatorily at her

Octavia laughed as she looked down at him and said, “Sorry Jason, I changed my mind.”

With that she strutted past him, her hips swinging mockingly with every step she took. When she was at the inner door she opened it and turned back to look at him. Jason was still on his knees and his erection was so enormous that she could see it beating against his shorts all the way from where she stood. “Don’t try to touch yourself. I will be very angry.”

Octavia blew him a kiss. “Good night, Jason.” With that she disappeared into her room and Jason collapsed on the ground as he heard the door shut.
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Amazon brings toys


Jason lay on the ground as the taste of Octavia’s cum continued to radiate in his mouth and his brain replayed her voice moaning his name when she was about to release. He was so aroused that he could feel his balls as they squeezed against each other in his ball sack which had contracted so much so that he knew it would be painful to touch. She could not do this to him. “Bitch!” he screamed at the top of his lungs as his cock danced around in his shorts. He heard her voice in his head again and recalled the smell of her entire body. “Fuck it.”

Jason sat up and pulled his boxers down with so much force that he heard the cloth tear. He spat on his left hand and rubbed his fingers to spread the liquid before grabbing his cock. He closed his eyes and fell back to the floor as the heat of his cock quickly dried up the saliva on his hand. He did not care as he imagined Octavia’s toe embedded in his mouth as he stroked himself. Normally, he stroked slowly at first before graduating to a faster pace. But right now he was so horny that he ran his hands along his turgid length as fast as he could. He knew he was going to cum quickly as a result of the intensity of the session with Octavia and he could already feel his legs shaking.

Jason imagined her lips around him as his cock bashed against the end of her throat. He let out an extended scream as a stream of cum pumped up is cock and shot out like pellets from a shotgun. His cum landed all over his stomach and some reached up to his firmly shut lips. All of a sudden, a wave of disappointment and shame coursed through his body and he felt terrible for disobeying Octavia’s order. He stood up and cleaned the residue that had spilled to the floor before he went in for a shower. When he came back to bed he immediately drifted off to sleep.

The next day Octavia also did not come into his room throughout the morning and afternoon. In the evening, before dinner, the inner door finally swung open and he leapt up from his bed as happy as a dog that had been waiting all day for its owner. He was wearing only boxer shorts again as he awaited her, but she did not come into his room. Instead, he heard her whisper salaciously, “Jason, crawl in here.” He dropped to his knees. What was she up to now? He crawled as quickly as he could and as he got to the door he heard the screeching of a chair.

When Jason finally crawled all the way into her room he saw her sitting on an armchair. Octavia wore an oversized t-shirt and he had a feeling that she was stark naked underneath. She looked sharply at him and asked, “Is there something you would like to tell me?” Jason looked puzzled at her and shook his head.

“Are you sure?” Octavia asked, this time the tone of her voice hinting some kind of secret knowledge.

“I don’t understand what you’re talking about,” Jason said, casting his gaze on the hotel carpet, still on all fours.

“This is a nice hotel, don’t you think,” she said, and he nodded in puzzled agreement.

“But there are certain flaws. For example, the walls are pretty thin and I can hear noises from other rooms.”

Jason looked up at her and she read the look of panic on his face. He began to plead, “I could not help myself. Please, you have to understand.”

“Jason, I don’t understand what you’re talking about,” Octavia said sarcastically, reciting his own words back to him. “Or are you trying to tell me something?” She smiled victoriously at him.

Her words had some strange power over him, and Jason could not stop himself from answering honestly. Head bowed to the floor, he confessed, “I touched myself yesterday night after you left.”

Octavia let out an exaggerated gasp and raised her hands comically to her mouth in feigned surprise.

“You’ve been a very bad boy, Jason.”

“I’m sorry,” he pleaded.

“What am I going to do with you?” she asked rhetorically as she tapped her finger on her lips and looked up at the ceiling. “Come over here,” she commanded as she tapped on her lap. “Lay yourself over my lap for a good spanking!”

Jason crawled up and lay on her lap with his back and buttocks shooting up to her. “I’m going to teach you a lesson.” As she said this she dragged his shorts down to his ankles and felt his flaccid cock slither against her soft thighs like a snake crawling away from an enemy.

Octavia raised her hand up and brought it down with as much force as she could muster on his naked pale buttocks. An immediate redness formed on the surface of his skin and she smacked him again. He twitched with each smack but he did not scream in pain.

“You’re strong, aren’t you? Well, let’s test your limits.” She reached over and grabbed a hairbrush with a wooden back which she had placed on a table close to her bed for this purpose.

“Please, I promise I’d be good from now on,” Jason said as he saw her raise the brush in the air.

“Too late.” When he felt the smack on his skin he screamed in pain. Octavia smiled. She raised it even higher and dropped her hand with more speed than the first time and the hard wooden brush landed with so much sting that he wriggled off her laps and writhed in pain on the floor.

“Please!” he cried as he rubbed his ass cheeks which were now a bright red.

Octavia placed her feet in front of him. “Kiss them. Now!” He immediately placed his lips on her right foot in fear that she would continue to hit him if he did not do as he was told. He kissed every inch of both her feet, from her ankles down to her pinky toes, which he sucked clean one by one.

“Oh, yes I love that, suck them like little cocks, you’re a very good boy!”

When she called Jason a good boy, the words yanked his cock up like it was on a string.

“Chew my heel with your teeth, exfoliate all that dead skin!” Octavia ordered.

Jason tried biting her heel with his teeth.

Bam! She kicked him in the cheek. “Gentle,” she growled. “Scrape the skin with your teeth, don’t bite me!”

Trying again, Jason found that a little like eating corn off the cob, he could scrape her skin gently with his teeth.

“Mmm,” Octavia purred. “I love that!”

Jason worked at her feet for a good twenty minutes by the glowing red hotel clock, when finally she spread her legs wide to confirm his earlier suspicion that she was naked underneath.

“You know what to do,” Octavia said as that scent which he had become very familiar with last night swam into his nostrils.

Jason pushed his head deep between her legs until it had disappeared under her shirt. She could not see his face but she could feel the heat from his body mix with the fire her lady parts were producing. It was very hot under her shirt and Octavia felt beads of sweat run down her belly. The musk from her sweat diluted the unique smell of her cunt to produce a peculiar taste which almost nauseated Jason. However, he knew he could not back out now unless he wanted to receive more spanks.

He held his breath and dived into her moist cave, feeling a wetness there much more than the day before. He could not hold his breath forever and when he finally exhaled, he quickly took a deep breath and he knew immediately that he had made the wrong decision. The strange smell saturated his entire body and he tasted it in his throat.

Jason could not bear the smell anymore and he flicked his tongue against her clit with all his might and skill.

Smack! Octavia cracked his head with her knuckles. “Owww,” Jason whined.

“Slow down,” she ordered. “You have to build me up gently.”

Jason settled down and began flicking his tongue lightly over her wet pink folds, occassionaly stopping to plunge it into her hole and suck her juices out.

“Mmm, that’s a good boy,” Octavia moaned. She stretched out her foot.

“Oooh,” Jason sighed as her toes stroked the rigid head of his little joy.

While her sweat and pussy juice had been too strong for him before, whether it was her calling him ‘good boy’ or her toes on his dickhead, now her taste morphed into some kind of ambrosia that he could not get enough of.

Octavia went totally still, and then her legs started to shake. Jason kept his steady rhythm on her rigid clit hoping not to break her mood. He knew he had succeeded when she moaned loudly and pushed his head away from her. She was still in the throes of her orgasm when they heard a knock on the door. Jason figured it was room service with their dinner. He started to get up to hide his nakedness. “Stop!” She commanded.

Octavia stood up and dropped her shirt so that it covered her dripping cunt.
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Octavia locks him up


“Stay right there,” Octavia growled as she made her way to the door. She opened it and Jason saw a wide-eyed Amazon delivery man who had a couple of packages in his hands. Octavia signed for them and closed the door. She walked to her bed and dropped the two packages. She opened the first one and held its contents up in a deliberate display to ensure Jason could read the letters on the box.

“Hmm, what do we have here?” She swayed her hips as she said this.

Octavia held up a tiny metal cup, and a ring. “This goes on your meat, to keep you from playing with it.” Behind the cup was a short, narrow tube.

A chastity tube! Jason recognized it from some horrible porn show he’d watched. His penis was supposed to go inside and then his dick head would get trapped in the tiny cup, squeezed and limited, not able to turn into the raging little mushroom he loved to stroke.

“Put it on. Now!” Her voice had suddenly become stern.

“What?! Please, I don’t want to,” Jason cowered.

“Are you being a bad boy again? Alright, I’ll tell you what. If you put it on, I’ll let you rub my feet.”

Jason laughed when she said this because he had rubbed her feet just earlier in the evening.

“Alright then. If you put it on, I’ll put on my heels.” At this Jason immediately shot a look at her that betrayed his longing desire to see her in heels. How did she know that he wanted that so bad?

“How can I be sure you’d fulfill your promise? Yesterday you stiffed me even after I did all that you asked,” he said. Despite his defiant words, Jason really wanted to see her feet. But that tiny cup looked way too small. “Anyway, that thing will never fit over my…” Jason hesitated. With all the talking going on, his dick hung limp and flaccid between his kneeling legs. Like this, he realized it might just fit. He shoved that thought way back in some dark hollow of his mind.

Instead of responding to him Octavia walked to her closet and brought out a pair of red and black Louboutin open-toed heels. She bent and put them on as Jason began to salivate. She laughed when she saw him drooling hungrily at her feet and then she stood and took off her t-shirt. Now Octavia was standing naked, except for her feet, but Jason did not raise his eyes to look at her body. His eyes were locked on her perfect toes poking out of her leather heels.

“Oh but they go even better with this!” She put on her black dress from the day of the meeting and began to strut salaciously around the room.

“You like this, Jason?” She used the sexy tone from yesterday and he felt himself getting hard. She saw his erection begin to form and she put her hands on her waist as she wiggled her feet in front of his face. He wanted to lick them so bad. Not just her toes, but even the bottom of her shoes and the long, sharp heel itself. His tongue was hanging from his lips as he watched her put on a show. His cock shot up from his crotch like a flagpole.

Octavia stopped walking and then raised her left foot slowly towards Jason. He closed his eyes and opened his mouth, waiting for her to insert her whole foot in his mouth. She lowered her foot and rubbed her long, pointy heel softly against his crotch. She circled his groin and his erection reached its full capacity as he opened his eyes and moaned uncontrollably.

“Will you be a good boy and put on the tube?” Octavia pressed the tip of her four inch heel into his dickhead. “Maybe I need to put my heel right up your pee-hole to get you to do what I say?”

“Oh no, that’s too big,” Jason cried.

“Oh please, you just need to get used to it,” Octavia giggled. She returned to teasing his dick with her heel, running it up and down his solid shaft.

“Please, Octavia, just rub me till I cum! Please let me cum!” Jason begged, rocking his hips against her heel and panting like a fat cop who had just finished an unsuccessful chase. Octavia pulled her rolling desk chair up and sat herself down. Then she placed her other foot under his scrotum and juggled his balls with the skill of a soccer star.

“Oh! Please! Oh!” he exclaimed as his balls danced around in their sack. He was surely going to burst on her feet.

But Octavia leaned away from him instead, tucking her heels under her chair. Jason opened his eyes as the beautiful sensations that had seized his body stopped all at once. He looked desperately at her as she smiled cunningly back at him.

“How can I be sure you’d fulfill your promise?” she mocked, reciting his words back to him for the second time that night.

“Please, I swear!” he screamed, the urge to cum ripping through his entire body. “I’ll put that thing on after I come,” Jason promised. Of course he wasn’t thinking about what he was saying. All he really wanted to do was grab his cock and stroke as fast as he could as he looked at her feet but he decided against it when he saw the hairbrush lying ominously on her bed.

She bent and guided her face so close to his that he felt the heat from her breath and her lips brushed against his nose as she spoke, “Jason, if you put it on I promise I will take it off tomorrow and rub your cock with my feet until you burst a bucket load of cum on them.”

Jason shivered in excitement and anticipation and finally buckled. He took the device from her hand and closed his eyes in an attempt to lose his erection. He thought about how badly the Mets were doing this season. When his cock was completely flaccid, he tried to insert it but his dick head was still too wide to fit through the tube.

Octavia picked up her phone and dialed a number. “Derrick, bring up some ice,” she said and then hung up. Jason was surprised that she already had the numbers of staff in the hotel and this piqued his suspicions.

When the ice was brought up, she rubbed it all over his cock as spasms of pain and pleasure seized his body. When he was finally small enough he inserted his cock in the tube and then Octavia sealed it with the lock. She brandished her silver necklace. “I’ll keep the key safe right here,” she giggled. Jason stared at her as she clipped the key to her necklace and then hung it between her glorious breasts. She then opened the second package and held it up again as Jason screamed in horror when he realized what was in her hands.


5


Jason gets fucked


Octavia unboxed the strap-on and buckled it around her waist in silence.

“No! No! No! You’re crazy!” Jason screamed as he got to his feet and ran hysterically to her front door. It was locked. He banged on it before realizing the inner door was open. He ran through it to his room, still naked with his cock in the chastity cage, and tried to run out his front door. He was shocked to find it locked too. From the outside! What the hell was going on? He banged against the door for a short while before he heard a voice outside.

“Security,” the voice said.

“Thank God! Please I’m trapped here with a crazy deranged bitch who wants to fuck me with a rubber dick! She’s been abusing me since yesterday,” Jason screamed as he heard footsteps behind him.

“I know,” the voice outside his door said as it broke into laughter.

“You’re wasting your time, Jason. I’ve paid them all off,” he heard Octavia say as she got closer to him. He felt a shockwave start from his groin and course through his entire body as he collapsed on the floor.

“Surprise, surprise,” she said as she held up a small device. The chastity tube had a shocker installed. “Now lie still and let me fuck you,” she commanded as she stroked her strap-on.

Realizing he was trapped, but most of all afraid of the electric capabilities of the device in which his cock was locked, Jason bent over the bed like she commanded.

Octavia produced a small bottle labeled Trader Fred’s Coconut Happy Ending. She popped the top and liberally dosed her fingers with the lotion. The sweet coconut odor reminded Jason of getting ready for the beach. Then he felt her slippery fingers probe his nether hole. It was a strange sensation, like he was taking a big poop. In the way laying logs felt good, her finger felt nice sliding gently into his hole. As she probed deeper, a stab of pleasure shot through him, though it did make him feel like he needed to pee.

“Feel good?” Octavia probed deeper.

“Yes, yes it does,” Jason couldn’t lie. Things felt even better when she used her other hand to rub his trapped shaft. Even though he couldn’t get hard, there was a lasting feeling of impending orgasm rising from his trapped cock.

“I need to stretch you out, you tighty little dog boy,” Octavia purred. It felt like she was shoving a car up there, but it was just her second finger. At first it felt like she was going to split him in two, but as she gently stretched him while rubbing his balls, her attentions felt better and better.

Octavia then rubbed lotion all over her strap-on and inserted it slowly right in his ass. He screamed as loud as he could as the entire length penetrated his virgin hole, but when she began to rock rhythmically he found himself enjoying it again. In a few moments he was moaning and moving his hips to allow for deeper penetration as Octavia pounded him and he closed his eyes in shameful pleasure, cursing the virus as the urge to cum returned and he felt like pee was slowly oozing out from his trapped dick. “Stoooop,” he begged, terrified that he was going to wet her bed.

“Nooo,” she mocked, drawing the word out over several thrusts. He felt her finger flick his caged dick head. “You’re enjooooying this,” Octavia cooed. Her wet fingers invaded his lips. “That’s pre-cum from your little white willie, Slaveboy,” Octavia purred. “Lick it,” she shoved her strap on in at the same time as she thrust her fingers deeper into his mouth.

Jason tasted salt and something like potato juice on her fingers.

“That’s what your cum tastes like, Jason. Get used to it, you’ll be tasting allot more.” Then Octavia also began moaning loudly as a result of the vibrator on the strap-on that played with her clit. She was also getting pleasured as she fucked him and when she eventually came, her orgasmic spasms made the strap on vibrate in his asshole so pleasantly that he knew he just had to cum too.

“Please, release me so that I can cum,” he pleaded as he fiddled with the tube.

“I can’t do that. I have something very special planned for your next cum.”

With that she retrieved the rubber cock from his asshole and shook her head in surprise when she saw his gape. “Oh we are going to have to get this on video, next time,” she said. He must be dying to cum right now, she thought.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, sleep tight.” With that she wiped her cock on his upturned ass, grabbed her lotion and left him there gasping, wishing she would refill his open hole.

He turned and looked at her bouncing ass as she made her way to her room, dreading the torture that he knew he was going to experience throughout the night.

The next few days were no different. She made him lick her and she fucked him whenever she liked. Anytime he tried to resist she electrocuted him into submission. On one occasion she spent the entire morning working out in her room with the door open. She told him to kneel and watch her as she ran through a series of push ups, sit-ups, and squat thrusts in just her black thong panties.
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No more toilet paper


When she was almost done, the phones in both rooms rang.

“Get that, Slaveboy,” Octavia huffed while holding her plank. Jason put the phone on speaker. “This is the manager speaking,” the tinny voice scratched out in what sounded like a recorded message being sent to all rooms. “The virus has affected the supply of amenities like water, towels, and tissue paper and that the guests should try their best to conserve.” There was a long pause, and then the voice came back on the line.

“Our staff are all out of toilet paper or tissue, and we do not know when we will get any more. We also are on limited water. Please limit showering to once every other day. We are sorry for the inconvienience.” The line went dead.

“What are we going to do?” Jason asked.

“Well, I have some ideas,” Octavia laughed. “Stay there,” she ordered. She peeled her thong off of her nicely waxed pussy and marched over to him.

Jason stayed right where he was, staring at her sweaty pink lips.

“Good boy,” Octavia said as she strutted up to him and patted his head. He could see the streams of sweat trickling down her body, but worst of all the stench of her sweat was almost unbearable.

“I’m sure you heard the announcement,” she said, still standing in front of him. “Well, we are going to have to be considerate guests.” She shot up her hands to the ceiling so that her body was almost like one long straight line made imperfect only by the contours of her hips and the swellings on her chest.

“Since I can’t shower, you will need to lick me clean.”

Jason was about to protest when he saw the shocker dangling from her fingers. He had experienced enough during the past days to know that dissent would only lead to the excruciating pain of sparks lighting up his balls.

He bent and kissed her feet first, holding his lips together because he did not want to taste her sweat. When she noticed this she pushed the button on the device between her fingers and Jason writhed in pain as he fell flat on the floor.

“Lick, boy! Lick my feet clean!”

Jason shot back to his knees, still feeling the heat in his groin and extended his tongue from his lips. He could taste the acidity even before his tongue touched her feet as his lips had soaked up most of the sweat from her feet. He licked her feet clean, from her ankles to her soles and even between her toes. When he was done he moved his tongue up her legs and felt, for the first time, fresh sweat seep into his mouth. Octavia moaned and sighed as he licked. She seemed to be extremely excited as he swallowed her sweat and he cleaned her legs as quickly as he could. By the time he got up to her thighs she shook her head and said, “Not yet.”

Octavia threw his top covers off his bed and laid herself down on his sheets. “Come here,” she beckoned and Jason crawled up onto the bed.

She grabbed his head and pulled him to her, plastering his face to her abdomen. “Continue licking your way up.”

There was a pond of sweat nestled in her belly button and he sucked it all in, the taste exciting him so much that he could feel his cock wrestling its cage. He ran his tongue all over her stomach as sweat slid from her neck down between her tits and flowed into his mouth.

When he got to her perfect boobs he almost began to cry from the intense pain that he was feeling in his crotch. His cock wanted to harden so badly, but the cruel metal cage kept it locked in. The thin metal bars dug into his turgid flesh and cut deeper the harder he got. Yet strangely the pain just made him want to taste Octavia’s pungent effluence more and more. He sucked the sweat from her nipples like a baby hungry for milk before practically drinking the rank juices from her cleavage.

“Good boy,” Octavia breathed. “Now lick me here,” she raised her arms up over her head revealing her glistening armpits.

Jason navigated to her underarms and gagged when he smelled the stench. Her armpits were hot and stinky and he almost vomited all over her body. He knew there would be dire consequences if he did that and he closed his eyes and stretched out his poor tongue. They tasted as bad as they smelled, and she chuckled as his licking tickled her.

“Now here,” she rolled over and then fluffed her hair up over her head. She ran once long finger tipped with a lovely red manicure up the back of her neck.

The back of Octavia’s neck was the sweatiest part of her body he’d so far encountered and when he made his way up he felt a sting on his tongue so harsh he had to pull his head back. He salivated as quickly as he could to counter the sour sting and pushed his lips back on her just before she pressed her button.

He was about to get back on his knees when she said, “I still have a sweaty back.”

When she turned around, her back was a wet mountain and Jason immediately began licking it dry. Her back did not stink as much as the other parts but it was much wetter. When he got to her lower back he hesitated for a moment.

“I did not tell you to stop, did I?” she asked as she grabbed his head and pushed it against her wet ass. She smeared his face with sweat and then threw him off the bed, right on the floor. He was flat on his back and she stood over his face, descending rapidly until her ass and cunt were inches away from his nose.

“How did I taste?” she asked, clearly expecting an answer.

“Sweet and salty,” he said, hoping that it was the kind of answer she was expecting.

“Well, you’re not done.” As she said this she spread her ass cheeks to reveal a tight, sweaty asshole hovering above him. “I want it clean.”

He was not one to eat ass on a normal day, but this was not a normal day. His tongue protruded and he licked her ass cheeks first in an attempt to ease gently into the unfamiliar taste. By the time his tongue touched her pink puckery hole she jerked up a bit and sighed, indicating the pleasures his slithering tongue was bringing to this almost forbidden hole. He enjoyed giving her pleasure, and he found himself wanting to burrow deep into her until her entire body was shaking with pleasure.

Jason licked her asshole with passion until it was clean, with no more salty spots, and he continued circling his tongue around her taut hole. As he was enjoying her asshole he immediately felt a salty and disgusting taste on his tongue. She had shifted her ass away from his face and placed her pussy on his mouth. It did not smell half as good as the previous days and the moistness between her legs was diluted with gallons of sweat. He almost pushed her away from him but he stopped himself in time. Octavia grinded on his tongue and deposited all her fluids in his mouth as he tried his best not to throw up.

She was moaning loudly as she danced on his tongue and he could tell she was about to cum when her legs began to shake.

“Yes, Jason, yes, stay right there,” Octavia screamed. Fluid rushed into Jason’s mouth as her pussy lips quivered and her legs shook like Karen Orzolek singing “Shake It!” By the time she came his mouth was filled with her liquid and she sat still on his tongue. Her sweaty smell was embedded in his brain and her taste had taken over his mouth. When Octavia finally stood up, her entire body was clean.

“You did a good job, Jason.”

He was about to say something in reply when he choked and she laughed uncontrollably as she saw his face contort. She could tell what was going on in his insides and it made her feel some kind of sick satisfaction.

“Follow me,” she said, as she walked into his bathroom. He crawled behind her and when he looked in the mirror and saw their reflection.

For the first time, Jason appreciated the visual dynamics of the entire situation. There she was, standing tall and naked, with one of her fiercest business competitors completely at her mercy, on his knees beside her, totally at her mercy. He stopped looking into the mirror, instead he gazed obsessively at the bathroom tiles, wondering what she would do to him next. Octavia picked up the hotel mouthwash from the sink and held it over his mouth.

“Open up!”

Without saying a word he obeyed her and she poured the minty liquid into his cavity.

“Spit in here,” Octavia ordered. She held a hotel cup below his mouth and he obediently spat. The mouthwash’s fresh taste and smell were a relief and when he gaggled and spat it out he inhaled deeply, trying to dilute the smell of sweat, ass, and pussy in his respiratory tract with the smell of the mouthwash.

“Good boy,” she said. Octavia patted Jason’s still kneeling head and marched back into her own room, slamming the connecting door.

The next night she also exercised in her room before coming over to his. When she came into his room she went straight to his toilet as he watched her. He was wearing only his boxer shorts and he dropped to his knees again. He heard her pee and she emerged without flushing. As she walked towards him he could still see golden drizzles leaking from her cunt. She did not even have the decency to wipe.

“Are you disgusted by the sight of my dripping cunt?” she asked as she slowly closed the gap between them.

“No, it’s very sexy,” he lied, as he watched her, trying his best to filter the disgusting image from his mind.

“Well, personally I don’t like it. I’m a lady, Jason, I need to be clean. But I can’t wipe because of the shortage of tissue paper.”

“Oh don’t worry, there’s more than—”

“No!” she interrupted him, “We are going to be considerate guests and we’d do as the hotel says. If only there was a way to clean my piss stained pussy without using tissue paper or water.”

Of, course Jason knew what was coming next. She snapped her fingers in excitement like she was experiencing a eureka moment. “I’ve got it Jason. What if someone could lick it till it was clean?”

“Please! I’ve done so much already.”

“What was that? Do I sense rebellion?”

Jason knew she was going to shock him, but it seemed his body was building some sort of resistance to the virus as he made up his mind that he was not going to do as she said. He leapt to his feet and said, “No! I’m not going to fucking lick your pussy with piss dripping out. I’m not a fucking animal. Animals won’t even do this shit.”

As he was ranting she smiled and walked up to him so that their bodies were touching. He waited for the electric shock but he did not feel anything. Instead, she rested her hands on his chest and caressed his body. He did not expect this, and the sensuality of her touch coupled with the element of surprise shocked him more than the electric device imprisoning his cock ever could.

“You’ve been very good to me, Jason,” she said in a seductive whisper. She rubbed around his nipples as she spoke. “I think it’s time I rewarded you.”

Octavia’s hands massaged the muscles of his abs. “Do you want me to reward you?” Octavia asked as she pushed her hands down and grabbed his cock in its cage. He nodded eagerly as he closed his eyes in anticipation. He was getting hard and he did not care about the pain that the pressure of the walls of the tube was giving his cock.

She pulled his shorts down to reveal his caged coke pushing against the bars of the device. He was as hard as the tube would allow and she looked up and smiled at him. “Too bad you decided to disobey me.” As she said this she extended her index finger and pushed the point of her manicured nail slowly up into the slit on the head of his cock. He screamed so loudly that she expected his vocal chords to burst and he jumped in pain, crashing down to the ground.

“Will you ever disobey me again?” she asked as she stooped over him and poked his pee hole again.

“No! Please Octavia. You’re hurting me!”

“You’ve been a naughty boy. You’ve been a very very naughty boy and I’m going to teach you a lesson.”

“Please! Stop!” he screamed, pleading with all his might. She walked quickly back to her room and he scrambled to his feet in an attempt to smash down his door and escape. He couldn’t take it anymore. As he ran towards the door he felt the electric shock from his cage and he fell to the floor, writhing in pain.

“Oh Darling, are you OK?” Octavia said in a mocking tone as she rushed back into his room.

“Don’t be stupid,” she said as she raised her hands to reveal the tweezers between her fingers. She walked up to him and bent over his body before poking his pee hole one last time with her fingers. He screamed again but managed to stay as still as he could, not wanting to anger her any further. When she poked the head of his cock with the tweezers he rocked violently from side to side as he continued screaming.

Jason realized he needed to get her mind off hurting him. Maybe he needed to lick her feet again, she seemed to like that.

Octavia poked him again and again until she heard him plead with a shaky voice, “Please, can I lick you. Please!”

“Awwn, is little Jason going to cry?” she teased as she puckered her lips and smiled at him. “I can tell you like being poked,” she said as she brandished at bottle of lube. “You’re even harder than before.”

That much was true, his cock was now beating against the cage as hard as it could trying to fight its way to freedom. The head of his cock was purple with frustrated blood. Octavia could tell that he would give anything to cum at that moment.

“You’ve suffered enough. I think I should let you out,” she said as she revealed the keys to the cage in her hands. Jason’s eyes lighted up and he heaved a sigh of relief.

“Thank you Octavia. Thank you very much,” he said this as his eyes watered.

“Oh, no no no. Because of your antics today, I’ve decided that the only way you can gain your freedom and cum as much as you like is if you serve as my toilet and drink my pee.”

Jason was about to scream at her again but he knew it would only lead to her inflicting more pain on him. He looked down at the ground silently as she continued, “Leave the connecting door open in case I need you for toilet paper later in the night.” With that she walked back to her room and Jason stared in horror at the open door.
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Octavia gets licked clean


Jason could not sleep throughout the night and he lay awake contemplating his options. He was either going to have to serve as her toilet or endure this cock prison for the remainder of this damn quarantine. Who knows how long the fucking Government would keep them locked up!?! Jason tried watching TV but all the channels were showing was femdom porn which just made his cock swell painfully in his cage. He monitored the door all through the night, dreading the moment when she’d come in and force him to drink her pee. He finally drifted off to sleep early in the morning.

That afternoon Octavia came into his room while he was still sleeping and lay next to him. She put her mouth over his ear and whispered, “Good morning, toilet,” before laughing hysterically on the bed. Jason stirred awake and was surprised to see her naked next to him. He flicked his tongue around his mouth to check if she had peed inside his mouth while he slept. He was relieved when he did not taste any piss and she laughed even harder when she realized what he was doing.

“Don’t worry. You’re still a human being. I won’t transform you into a toilet till later tonight.” As she said this she rubbed her cunt slightly and then placed the same fingers on his lips. She traced the skin on his lips with her fingers before inserting them in his mouth. He could pick up the salty taste of pee and he wondered if it was the same batch from yesterday night.

“I’m just giving you a sneak peek of what to expect later in the day.” She rubbed her fingers on his tongue and he felt his cock stir in its cage. Not again, he thought as the hardness returned.

“I’ll pee all over your face until your skin starts to chafe from all the salt. And by the time I’m done with your mouth you won’t want to drink anything else.” She whispered softly as she licked his earlobe and twisted her fingers in his mouth. He was as hard as yesterday now and he wanted to cum as badly as ever. He rubbed his hands on his cage and she looked down to see his locked flesh swelling through the bars of his cage. “Someone is excited,” she said, as she slapped the cage before getting up from his bed. “See you in the evening,” she said, disappearing back into her room."

When Octavia came back in the evening she was sweating profusely and he could tell she had just finished another extreme workout session. She was in her sports bra and nothing else. He was naked under his sheets and he dropped to his knees once she entered. He was going to be as obedient as possible today so that she would release him.

Octavia brandished a glass of wine in one hand and a bottle in the other and he knew immediately what she was planning to do. When she got close to him she wriggled her sweaty toes in front of him, signifying that she wanted them licked. He gave in immediately and sucked on each sweaty toe like it was a lollipop stick.

“Wow!” she exclaimed when she saw how enthusiastic he was. “Someone is ready for anything tonight.” He licked between her toes and did not mind the stale smell that was hidden between each space. “Good boy, bath me with that filthy tongue.”

By the time he had licked her feet clean she looked down at him and said, “Now lie flat on your back.” He obeyed silently and she placed her left foot on his groin. She tapped it lightly with her toes before sliding it down to his cage. She stepped softly on it and rubbed the balls of her feet all over the tube. He was getting hard again but this time he did not feel any pain as her feet pressed against his cock.

“You want to cum so bad don’t you,” she said as she rubbed him. “I can feel your hardness against my feet.” He closed his eyes as the sensations became unbearable. “You’ve been very good, and tonight I’m going to reward you.” She rubbed him harder, “Will you be my toilet?”

“Yes, Please let me drink your waste!” he screamed. The virus was raging within him making him submissive and she could tell.

“Good.” With that she bent and inserted the key in the cage. When she took it off his cock rose with such speed and force that it jerked his entire body upwards. He resisted the urge to grab himself and stroke with all his strength for fear that it might upset her. He did not want to lose the freedom he just gained.

Octavia grabbed his hair and led him into the walk-in shower. She pointed at the shower floor. Jason lay down and she squatted over his head. “Before you cum you will have to drink every drop that comes out of me, okay?” He nodded, at this moment willing to do anything to ensure that the streams forming in his balls got their sweet release from his cock.

“It’s coming. Open up!”

He threw his mouth agape as the first splashes of urine shot into his mouth. His lips twitched involuntarily but he had prepared his mind for this moment and he managed to keep his mouth open. The taste was much more pungent than that of her sweat and the hotness made it feel like some kind of strange salty tea. In a few moments a river of pee came gushing out of her and he gulped it all down as it filled his mouth. “Now, Jason, you may cum.”

These words triggered a reaction in him so fierce that she flinched when she saw his hands move violently towards his pulsating cock. He clasped himself and stroked with all his strength as he gulped down her fluids. By the time she was done peeing she began to ride his face, smearing yellow droplets all over him.

“Now lick me clean!” she commanded, and he brought out his tongue and flicked it gently against the flesh of her cunt. He sucked her till he felt her clit in his mouth and he slapped it with his tongue. He knew she was going to cum and he could feel himself also getting ready for an intense orgasm. He stroked his cock like a gamer with a joystick and by the time his balls contracted he heard Octavia moan loudly. She shivered on his face as more fluids seeped out of her into his mouth.

As she was in the throes of her orgasm he felt every single sensation as his cum made its way along the length of his cock and shot up into the air before landing on the bathroom floor. It was extra thick as a result of the many hours that it had been brewing in his balls. He continued to experience spasms long after all the cum had shot out of his body.

When Octavia got up, he turned to lay on his side and his brain seemed to clear up as he felt a relaxing wave overcome his body. He was finally free, and now he did not have to worry about her and her stupid toys. All of a sudden they heard a distant knocking.

“Clean yourself up,” she said as she stood up and started towards her room. “I have some new toys coming in and I want to play with you some more.”

Octavia dangled his cock cage from her fingers. “You need to put this back on before I’ll play with you any more.”

“No, I don’t want to get locked up again,” Jason rebelled.

“Oh you poor loser, you think you have a choice?” Octavia chuckled.

“I do, your electric shock device is off of me, and I don’t have to do what you say!” Jason rebelled.

Slam! Octavia crashed her foot into Jason’s balls. “The shocks are just there to minimize the damage.” She lifted her foot again. “Now, get back in your cage before I kick your balls right off!”

Would she really do it? Jason felt his will melting away. That damn virus, it had to be. He would never give in to this bullying woman if it was not for the infection he just had. But he’d had the virus. And they said it made men submissive. And he felt an overwhelmign desire to please Octavia, even if it mean getting locked up and shocked.

“OK, I will do it,” Jason whimpered. “Just please don’t kick me again.” Octavia smrked. She locked the device back up over his soft dick. “Stay safe. I’ll see you tomorrow,” she grinneed and flounced back through her door.
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Jason gets a meal


The next day about noon the door flung open and Jason clicked off his Fox News and lept to kneel on the floor. Hopefully she’d have mercy this time and not make him wait another week! Octavia was wearing her workout clothes: black yoga pants and a pink tank top. Of course they haden’t been washed since they came in here and a wave of stale female sweat flowed before her.

"Jason, you have to try something,” Octavia cried. "It's absolutely amazing, and I promise you won't regret it."

A hole opened in Jason’s insides. What would she demand of him next? She’d mentioned making him her toilet and so far he’d swallowed her piss. There was only one other thing one usually used a toilet for.

"I'm not sure, Octavia," Jason replied hesitantly. "I don't really like trying new things."

"But you're limiting yourself if you don't try it," Octavia countered. "Plus, how do you know what you like if you haven't tried everything out there?"

Jason shrugged, feeling uncertain. "I just don't want to take any chances."

"Well, sometimes taking chances can lead to the best experiences of your life," Octavia said with a knowing smile. "Just trust me on this one, Jason."

The overwhelming urge to make her happy washed over Jason. He knew what she wanted. Him to be her full toilet. Him to consume her hard brown wastes. Hadn’t he already done enough for her? But he knew he hadn’t. Octavia was not a half-way kind of person, there was no way she’d be satisfied with him just consuming her number one. No, she was going to make him take her number two!

“Please Jason, there really is no choice. They’re only giving us enough water for one flush a day.” Octavia ran her fingers over his caged cock. “It’s really the best idea for me to go into you, and then you go into that nasty toilet, right?”

Her long eyelashes batted at him as she rubbed his locked up cock.

Jason rolled his eyes, feeling exasperated, but also feeling a strong need to please her. "Okay, fine. I'll try it. But only because you're being so pushy about it." His cock stirred in his cage. He’d found that Little Jason really liked it when Octavia was pushy.

Octavia grinned triumphantly, feeling pleased with herself. "Great! You won't regret it, I promise. Come here and take off my pants!”

Jason knelt before her and slowly roleld her tight pants of f her hips.

His work revealed her bare pussy and the smell of it brought fresh saliva to Jason’s lips. But she didn’t let him see her stinky pink folds for long. With a flourish she spun around and presented him with her lovely apple shaped behind.

“Get in there and lick, Slaveboy,” Octavia hissed. “Use your eager tongue to get me ready.”

Jason bent to his task. As before, her hole was pungant and strong smelling. But today it smelled and tasted much better. His tool strained in it’s cage as his tongue explored her nether region.

“Good boy, that’s right, get in there and get me relaxed.” She wriggled her hips against his face. “Now lie down on the floor with your mouth wide open, Toilet.”

She flashed the remote control for the cock cage shocker. Jason didn’t need to be hurt this time. There really was no point in fighting her. He just knew he couldn’t stand it and would just give in anyway if she started clicking that evil device. So he lay down as ordered and opened up his pie-hole.

As they waited for her bowels to move, Octavia continued to talk excitedly about the bit bean burrito she’d eaten earlier, describing every detail of its taste and texture. “I just know my shit is going to be extra thick and rich from those beans,” she giggled. Jason listened begrudgingly, feeling more and more uncomfortable with the situation.

But Octavia leaned forward and started playing with his caged woody. She teased his turgid flesh and stroked that parts where his dick just puffed out between the bars.

“That’s right, keep licking. You’re doing so well,” Octavia purred.

Her perfet pink hole started pulsating against his lips.

“Ooh, it’s coming now, get ready!” Octavia lifted herself off his tongue and he saw the brown tip of her special meal start to emerge. She grabbed his balls firmly in his hand and squeezed. Jason gasped in pain. “That’s good, keep your mouth wide open now.”

Suddenly his mouth was full of a warm, soft meal. The strong flavor of sulpher and something like clay exploded in his mouth.

“Ooh, you got the first one,” Octavia pushed her asshole down on his mouth, shoving her gift down his throat. She looked over at Jason expectantly, waiting for his reaction.

Jason hesitated for a moment before reluctantly starting to chew. To his surprise, he found himself enjoying the flavors and textures in front of him. He couldn't believe he had been missing out on something so incredible all these years. This meal Octavia had mixed up herself made him feel so intimate with her, like eating her product was the closest any man could ever come to her.

"This is actually pretty good," Jason said with surprise around a mouthful of second-hand beans. "I guess you were right, Octavia."

Octavia grinned widely, feeling pleased with herself. "I knew you would like it, Jason. You just needed a little persuasion."

She bent over and shook her glorious behind. “And luckily there is plenty more where that came from, enough for you to eat it every day.” Octavia stuck out her foot and rubbed his caged cock. “And if you’re very good and eat all my fudge and keep me clean with your tongue, I may even unlock this once in a while.”

[image: ]


If you like this book, you will love the sweet and scary Mistress Octavia Taylor, who can be found at the goddess mistress dot com or on Twitter.

P.S. Comments, feedback, and love/hate mail always welcome! You can contact me at goddessmistresstaylor@gmail.com
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