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The Double Dose

   
 David held his hands behind his back as he strolled down the long corridor. He passed other doors leading into other sections of the office building. They all seemed professional and neutral. The generic art on the walls depicting different waterfalls, sunsets, and mountain ranges didn’t help much. 
 The corporate decorator, whoever that happened to be, did an excellent job of making this place look boring. And yet, the work they pursued here could change the world. 
 As he took out his key card, he exhaled slowly, knowing that everything was going to be different once he checked out the new “stock”. That was the euphemism they were using as far as the paperwork went. 
 He knew that they were violating so many different rules set out, both by the government and the industry. David didn’t care. 
 If this worked, everything would be different. The world was going to change, he knew. And yes, the first iteration had some severe limitations, but that was fine with him. 
 For so long, he had held onto one simple idea: people could be engineered. Going from atoms to molecules to proteins, people could be modified. Purely mechanistic creatures, they operated based off of electrical signals and a million other processes. Consequently, David believed that these operations could be modified. 
 As far as he was concerned, the evidence was obvious. Humans manipulated themselves frequently, sometimes in obvious ways, and sometimes more subtly. If you say the right words to the right person at the right time, you can trigger the reactions that you want. So long as you can predict what is going to happen, that proves people can be controlled. 
 Granted, David’s ambitions reached much farther than just saying the right words. He did have some respect for psychologists and those who learned to manipulate others. He was particularly fascinated by so-called “pickup artists,” the men who could go out into the world and quickly read females to determine exactly which triggers needed to be pulled in which buttons need to be pressed. 
 David always preferred the laboratory. 
 Sliding his card through the reader, he heard three different clicks as different locks disengaged. The door looked normal enough, like any of the others in the corporate office building, but the security here was much tighter. 
 After the final click disengaged, he turned the handle and stepped into a long, narrow corridor. At the other end, there was another reader, this one for his thumb. Additionally, a heavyset man stood there in a suit with a gun displayed on his hip. 
 “Hey, Sam,” David said as he walked over to the guard. 
 “Good afternoon,” said the guard. 
 He was always polite, but he would never be anything but intimidating. That was his job, after all. 
 David still couldn’t help himself. “Did you see the stock?” 
 For a second, Sam’s mouth twitched. The guy had a couple of scars along his wrists, not that anyone was brave enough to ask him where he got them. Although this security specialist had to have seen a lot of action, probably in parts the world no one else would want to visit, he still had to fight down a smirk. 
 Realizing he might have something here, David asked, “Anyone attractive?” 
 “Plenty of attractive girls,” replied the corporate security specialist. 
 David shook his head as he stepped into the next room. Of course, he knew how most of these girls had been selected and obtained. There was another team, somewhere else in the building, who focused on collecting debts, make connections, and drawing out the females who would be best suited for this operation, both in terms of their biological profiles, but also because they could be taken into corporate custody without raising any suspicions or alarms. 
 David touched his thumb to the reader. It warmed up, vibrating for a second, and then the light over the door turned green. David stepped into the next room, and he saw them, different girls, each one locked in a cage and heavily restrained, as though these petite waifs could somehow break free. 
 When they saw him, some of them started to grunt or growl. A few tried to shout at him, not that their words were even close to comprehensible. Each and every one had been gagged. Leather masks covered the bottom half of their faces, making it impossible for these girls to speak. Metal bands held their arms and legs to the walls. Other than that, they were completely naked and vulnerable. 
 Good. 
 As he walked along, David recognized his own hypocrisy. On the one hand, he told himself that he was nothing but a scientist. On the other, he couldn’t help but appreciate his own ambitions. If his process worked, then the world was about to change. He would become an incredibly rich man. 
 Despite his youth, David had come to one very cynical conclusion. Back in graduate school, all of his friends had worked hard to try to save humanity. Well, they talked about saving humanity. In the end, they completed their doctoral theses, racked up a ton of debt, and ended up going to work for various pharmaceutical and biological engineering companies. 
 Sure, they all talked about what they were going to do once they paid off those debts, but David already had a strong suspicion he could predict their futures. Those idealists would get tired of working, pair off, have some kids, and suddenly they would need their inflated, corporate paychecks. That was fine with David. He didn’t judge them for this. Instead, he kept thinking about how social mobility was going down. The middle class was going to be destroyed by automation and artificial intelligence. Ultimately, anyone who had money would continue to thrive. Those without it would be left behind. 
 For David, this meant that the rules no longer applied. For one reason or another, society had decided that the pursuit of profit was the only thing that truly mattered. Okay then, he would follow that logic. 
 Hence the young women locked in these cages. 
 When David first glanced around the room, he couldn’t help but admire some of the young women. Oftentimes, girls could make themselves attractive with the right clothing or makeup. These specimens didn’t need that kind of artifice, however. Some of them had naturally bouncy, wavy hair. Others could rely on the naturally gorgeous, almost sculpted lines of their bodies and faces. 
 He didn’t pay attention to most of them. Instead, he started to walk forward, to the other side of the large space: his lab. Up ahead, different devices waited for his attention. Computers, beakers, tablets, and clipboards contained a variety of different kinds of data, all of which led to his best results. 
 David continued forward at least until he heard something. 
 It was a whimper, this little squeak of sound, and it seemed vaguely familiar. 
 Turning to his left, he looked over at one of the naked girls. He expected to see another blonde or black haired female. She would be gorgeous, of course, sexy and refined, probably tall and slender like so many of the others. 
 Instead, this one was petite, and she looked more like the girl next door rather than a model. More importantly, he recognized her. 
 No. No way. This couldn’t be real. 
 At first, David didn’t allow any of the intrigue or surprise to play along his face. Over and over again, he thought that this was just some kind of optical illusion. Tentatively, he strolled over to her cage, and he still had his hands behind his back. With every step, he expected the vision of her features to resolve into another young woman. 
 Lots of girls looked the same. 
 And yet, David became more and more certain as he approached. 
 Standing there, he looked into her eyes. At first, she just squirmed around helplessly, probably because she wished to demonstrate her defiance. Lots of them did that. Left alone, they would sag against of their shackles. But as soon as a man came nearby, the girls would start struggling, fighting as they wiggled around. Of course, doing so only made their breasts jiggle, making them that much more enticing. 
 This girl stared at him, almost like she recognized him. She did. 
 They had dated. 
 No, they had done more than simply “date”. Although their relationship never went further than that, they had almost lived together. More importantly, David loved that girl. 
 Or at least, he had until she decided to break up with him. Apparently, there were some other guys who held her attention. She wasn’t interested in settling down or having a real life with someone. 
 Without even trying, he summoned the words she had said to him, “I’m young. I still want to have fun. I want to go out and party!” She had sounded so eager, like she couldn’t wait. 
 David, on the other hand, had wanted to start a life with her. Sure, he still had a lot of work and studying to do, but they could be together. 
 At first, he just squinted at her, almost like he couldn’t decide what he was going to do. 
 As she recognized him, she started shouting, although the muzzle over the lower half of her face made every word completely incomprehensible. Those murmurs reminded him of the times where she had moaned beneath him. Sex had never been their problem, he thought, almost starting to get hard. 
 Jamie. 
 Her name percolated up to the top of his thoughts, and he wondered what he was going to do. 
 For just a moment, she looked at him, and it was clear she had hope. She thought that he was going to recognize her, release her, and that the consequences of her actions would just miraculously go away.  
 Instead, David turned away, and he walked back to one of his terminals. Touching his thumb to another key, he activated the machine. He looked down at the command sequences, and he typed out a quick message to some of the investors. 

I’m claiming Subject 18A.

 He didn’t need to say anything more. Up until this point, he hadn’t taken any of the girls for himself, so they owed him. 
 Sure enough, he received confirmation from one of the assistants a short time later. 
 Rolling his shoulders back, he stretched his arms above his head. It was time to get to work. 
   
 Jamie didn’t believe it. She didn’t know what to think. Of course, she recognized her ex-boyfriend, so she thought that he was going to let her go right away. As far she was concerned, this whole thing had just been one giant, huge mistake. 
 While in college, Jamie had started partying a lot. She got into gambling. She had some fun in a couple of different poker games, only then she started losing. More and more. She had to ask to make a couple of loans. It wasn’t supposed to be a big deal. She used some of her scholarship money to pay back part of her debt, but she lost over and over again. Sometimes, she would get close to even, only then she kept going, and then the whole thing would collapse out from underneath her. 
 She didn’t even remember when they “recruited” her. That had been the euphemism the laboratory technician had used when explaining her new situation. 
 One night, Jamie had gone to bed, just like normal. She had worn her black panties, a sports bra, and a nightgown. The next thing she knew, her eyes were fluttering open, only now she was strapped to a gurney. She could hear the ambulance engine as she was driven along. The sirens weren’t running or anything, but there was a man above her. He was taking a blood sample. 
 She tried to speak, only to feel the rubber bit in her mouth. Later on, she saw her reflection. She saw the muzzle. 
 Really, there was no other word for it. The black leather covered the bottom half of her mouth, making her look like some dangerous inmate or something. 
 Then they took her into the cage. They lifted her up, strapped her to the walls, and that’s where she had been for at least a day. She had struggled as hard as she could, thrashing about. Strands of errant hair now dangled in front of her face. 
 But then she saw David! 
 He had been so in love with her! 
 When they broke up, she had felt a little twinge of guilt, the same way so many pretty girls might feel bad for a little while when they have to reject someone. But really, she didn’t think about him all that much. It had been flattering when they first got together. He had been so adoring, always there, always considerate. He had bought her the best birthday presents, not because they were expensive or anything, but because they had been so thoughtful. 
 It was always fun watching him work so hard to please her. 
 When we first got together, she thought that he might be an interesting guy. He had a good sense of humor. But after a little while, she started thinking of him more like an obedient dog. She could have fun as he scurried around, but he was never going to be on her level. So she dumped him. 
 But he still loved her, right? 
 Even as he went over to the computer in the laboratory, it could only mean that he was going to ask for her release. 
 If it came down to it, Jamie knew that she could live. She would promise to get back with him, to love him. She would be such a good girlfriend! Those words would feel natural and easy. Even if she had to promise she wasn’t going to go talk to the police, she could do that. She had such an honest face. People would believe her. 
 Finally, the cage opened up, and David walked into the room. He looked taller than she remembered. More than that, there was something very distinguished about his black pants, dark blue shirt, and white lab coat. As his gaze roamed along her body, she did her best to not blush. And yet, it was obvious he enjoyed the way she looked. With her small frame, large breasts, and tight waist, she could have easily seduced most men. 
 As he approached, she looked down. 
 “Jamie, Jamie, Jamie. I’m surprised to see you here. You were always such a good girl.” 
 Instinctively, she tightened her teeth around the leather gag. 
 Good girl? How could he talk to her like that? 
 Even so, she wasn’t going to make a mistake of snarling at him. 
 Only then, his hand dipped down into his lab coat pocket, and he took out a syringe. 
 “I’m going to give you a very special medicine, Jamie. This is going to alter you rather fundamentally.” 
 She couldn’t speak, yet she still murmured a question. It was obvious what she wanted to know. 
 Alter her? How? 
 “This drug is going to bind with you on a molecular level. The first dose will increase your libido for one man. Care to guess who I made this for?” He smirked at her, like this was just some kind of game. 
 No. That couldn’t be right. As far as Jamie knew, there was no such thing as an aphrodisiac. Sure, people might go out and try to sell “miracle cures” or whatever, but it was always just a hoax or prank. 
 No drug could turn a woman on. 
 That’s what she told herself as he examined her. He walked closer and closer before he reached out, and his hand cupped her breast. Under other circumstances, she might have responded; she might have been turned on. Restrained and helpless, she focused on her anger, which snuffed out anything close to passion. 
 “Before I do this, I want you to nod your head for yes or shake it for no. Did you love me?” 
 Quickly, she brought her chin down and up. At the same time, she did her best to appear earnest and innocent. Her words cried out, “Yes!” Of course, she loved him. How could even ask something like that? 
 Unfortunately, he didn’t accept her performance. He knew this girl; with time, he considered her behaviors and he had decided that she was a liar. That’s why he touched the tip of the syringe to her shoulder. She tried to twist away, yet he moved too quickly. In another second, he pressed down, injecting the drugs into her system. 
 Almost immediately, a strange, warm, tingling sensation brushed along her shoulder, working its way deeper into her body. 
 “Do you like this now?” David asked, placing his hand on her breast again. He hardly touched her, just soft caresses and movements of his fingers over her flesh. Little bumps appeared on her shoulders, spreading up toward the nape of her neck. Not only that, her nipples both got hard. 
 Jamie desperately wanted to bring her legs together, to hide her pussy from this man, only she couldn’t! The restraints held her legs fast as the moisture gathered in her slit. 
 “No! No, this can’t be happening,” she tried to say. 
 “What’s wrong? Are you getting turned on?” He leaned in. “Are you getting horny? Are you getting desperate?” His voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper, and then his hand fell away from her breasts. For an instant, Jamie was grateful, thinking that the stimulation would come to an end. 
 Except then, he reached for her opening. He brushed his fingertips over her thigh, and she shivered. Powerful arousal splashed through her body. 
 In spite of the fact that she was being kept as a prisoner and a lab rat, she was turned on! Jamie couldn’t ignore the powerful need suddenly coursing through her body, especially as he worked his fingers closer and closer to her slit. Within moments, she started thinking about how it would feel if he touched her. 
 Then she didn’t even need to fantasize about it because he caressed her opening. He only used one finger. He barely touched her. Even so, the excitement exploded through her! Hot, raw passion gripped her. At any rate, between her legs, those desires raced along her limbs until she started to struggle again. Jamie didn’t even realize she was doing it. It just sort of happened. 
 “You like this, don’t you?” David teased. Again and again, he glided his fingertip over her opening. Although he barely touched her, she felt the heat simmer along her body. It was deep within her core, shooting out to her arms and legs, her breasts, even to her lips, toes, and fingertips. 
 She was struggling, but now she bucked her hips forward, like she might be able to impale herself on his fingers. 
 Unfortunately for Jamie, he withdrew, bringing his hand back, denying her what she so desperately needed. 
 “Look at that. You’re acting like a horny slut. I bet if I touch you right now, you’re going to be really, really wet.” 
 Jamie had to deal with dual sensations, thoughts, and desires. Part of her wished to remain dignified, to show this man that he couldn’t actually control or tease her. And yet, there was that other half of her psyche that kept crying out for her to do anything it took, so long as she could get more of his touch! 
 He came up to her, pressing his body to hers. She could feel his erection through his pants. Then his hand went between her legs, and he fingered her. His digits went deep into her, and he felt her clitoris. He used to touch her like this while they dated, only now there was something cold and angry in his expression. 
 “You’re going to become my private slut, a horny little slave willing to do anything for the chance to get off. Understand?” 
 Jamie nodded her head down and up. This time, she wasn’t lying. 
   
 When David withdrew his hand again from between her legs, she cried out, whimpering, begging, and moaning all at the same time. She made one attempt after another to speak through the gag, but that muzzle did its job quite well, so nothing she said could be understood. 
 “I’m going to let you out of those restraints, but only long enough for you to put on a chastity belt,” he said. 
 A chastity belt? What? 
 As he walked back toward his laboratory, Jamie watched him go, except she really didn’t understand. 
 A chastity belt? She kept thinking through everything she knew about those antiquated devices. Hadn’t they gone out of style hundreds of years ago? 
 But when he came back, he was holding up a metal band with another sheet of metal. Not only that, it looked like it had a built-in dildo. When Jamie saw it, the moisture drained away from her mouth. 
 No. She couldn’t put on something like that! She just couldn’t! 
 “I’m putting this on the floor,” he said, leaning down and gingerly placing the belt in front of her. “It’s very simple. Pick it up, and put it on. Considering how wet you are, it shouldn’t be a problem.” 
 Jamie heard those words, but she still couldn’t process any of this. It didn’t seem possible. More than anything, she wanted to spit out the gag and talk to him. For so long, she had been able to flirt and tease her way to anything she wanted. Sometimes that meant getting good grades in school. At other points, she had to avoid getting fired at her job, mostly because she never paid attention or bothered learning what she was supposed to do. She was cute, and that was all that mattered. She looked innocent, so men wanted to take care of her. 
 Reaching into his pocket for a second time, he took out a controller and tapped a button. 
 Instantly, the restraints retracted back into the wall, disappearing behind the seamless panels. 
 Jamie stumbled forward to, feeling unbalanced but also stiff. She had struggled, which had helped keep her muscles limber, but she hadn’t really moved in such a long time. 
 She reached up for the gag, only David shook his head. His voice cut through the air, “No. You do not take that off. If you try, I will call for security, and it will lock you back up. More importantly, you won’t get the opportunity to serve me.” 
 Jamie was ready to snort at that. Serve him? Why would she ever want to do that, especially because he seemed ready to enslave her. 
 But then, her heart started to beat faster as she really thought about this. He could let her go; he could have her sold off to the highest bidder, and she might not ever see him again. Her insides froze at the concept, like it was the worst thing she could imagine. Then, without even trying, she started picturing herself on her knees, giving him a blow job instead. 
 The idea excited her. 
 How could it do that? 
 When it came to sex, Jamie had always thought of herself as a free spirit, though she never gave blow jobs. They were demeaning and disgusting. She didn’t need to put a cock in her mouth. Sure, she expected guys to go down on her, but that was only because she wanted to be nice and wet for them—or so she told herself. 
 Her hands slowly lowered down from the clasp holding the muzzle over her face. Second by second, she didn’t know what to do. Her pussy still throbbed and pulsated. With every beat of her heart, she yearned to have this man grab her, push her down, take her. She wanted one hand over her mouth while he trapped her wrists over her head. Nothing could have been more exciting for this “good girl”. 
 Next, she stepped forward. Moving felt good, only then she crouched down and wrapped her fingers around the cold metal of the chastity belt. She picked it up and examined it. Almost immediately, she could tell that it would fit her perfectly. 
 “Put it on,” he commanded. 
 Could she do this? Could Jamie really do this to herself? For so long, this nubile girl had used sex as a weapon. But if she put this on, she would become a prisoner. 
 Still holding onto the belt, she took another step toward him, only he didn’t respond. There wasn’t any hunger in his expression, nothing she could use to manipulate or control him. 
 “Last chance,” he said. “Put it on or I’m going to spank you.” 
 Spank her? 
 Jamie didn’t believe it. And yet, she wouldn’t have believed that this man had access to a modern chastity belt either. 
 She narrowed her eyes at him for a moment. There was this span, just a gap of a heartbeat or so, and she thought she would obey. Within her imagination, she saw herself pulling the belt around her waist and even sliding that dildo into her opening. But then, she reminded herself that she was a person, she had rights, and she didn’t have to put up with any of this! 
 That’s why she dropped the chastity belt. It clattered against the floor, all while she shook her head from side to side. She was vehement. She would not surrender; she would not yield. She did not have to give this man what he demanded, even if she was turned on and even if her body wanted her to yield. 
 Jamie didn’t have to listen. She wasn’t some kind of animal! 
 He moved fast, grabbing her, shoving her up against of the wall. Her breasts rubbed into the cold siding, her nipples stiff, heat smashing against the cool surface. He grabbed her buttocks, squeezing hard, his fingers pinching into her skin. She moaned, unable to help herself. It hurt, yet she liked it! 
 Jamie couldn’t explain why her body was reacting this way. She still refused to accept the idea that a drug turned her on like this, especially for one man. 
 He pulled his arm back, his hand poised. Then he swung down, striking her backside. Hot pain blasted through her skin, rippling along her body. It came in fast waves…and it turned her on. 
 No. No way. No! 
 Jamie tried to deny it. As her insides trembled deliciously, she tried to ignore the pulsating need. He spanked her again, his hand moving down fast. His palm crashed into the curve of her petite behind. 
 “And just remember, this didn’t have to happen. You didn’t need to be spanked. It’s your defiance, Jamie, that put you in this position. Next time, you should just do as you’re told. Your life will be much easier if you obey.” 
 She grunted something. Even if he couldn’t pick out the exact words, he knew that she was attempting to argue and resist. 
 David knew that wouldn’t last long. He smacked her behind over and over again, moving up, down, left, and right. He made it impossible for this girl to predict exactly where his palm might land next. There was no escape for her. 
 Worse, every explosion of pain within her body made her want to arch her back, to rub her chest against the wall, to force herself to climax. It would feel so good! She needed it. 
 Moments later, she realized what she was doing, so she squeaked with dismay just as he struck hard and fast, his hand flying down in a blur. 
 Her eyes were watering, but her slit was soaked. 
 He turned her around, and then his hand went up again, only now his fingers aimed for the latch near the nape of her neck. He loosened the gag, pulled it free, and threw it to the floor. Then he grabbed her and kissed her hard. 
 Jamie tried to fight. She put her hands on his chest, and she shoved him back, only she couldn’t summon up any real strength. If she had truly wished to fight, she could have kneed him in the groin or bit on his lower lip. 
 Instead, these other instincts swept through her, gripping her. She felt utterly powerless against the instincts roaming through her body now. Instead of wanting to fight, she wanted to yield. Instead of thinking about racing for the door, she imagined how it would feel to be on her back with this man on top of her, shaft thrusting down into her. 
 Then he pulled away from the kiss, and his eyes glittered with something like malevolence. “Hey there, pretty girl.” 
 Pretty girl. That’s what he had called her while they dated. 
 “What’s going on here?” 
 “Do you remember how I used to talk about biological reconfiguration?” David asked. 
 The words sounded vaguely familiar, although she had never really paid that much attention to his work. She had always been more curious about parties and hanging out with random people. 
 “Right now, those chemicals are realigning some of your most primal drives.” He grabbed her, pulled her close. Because he was fully clothed while she was completely naked, Jamie felt the disadvantage. His hand went down to her ass, and he was stroking her, petting her like she was his possession. 
 His possession. Damn it. Jamie fought to hold those impulses back, but she liked the idea. Without even trying, she pictured herself on her knees, ready to serve this man. She could be his slave with manacles around her wrists. Just as easily, she could be his pet with a collar around her neck. 
 As she looked into his eyes, Jamie struggled against all of those different desires. But they kept beating through her defenses. 
 “From this point forward, you’re not going to be able to be aroused by anyone but me. Oh, and you are going to feel horny pretty much all the time. Like right now, if I weren’t holding you, you would start touching yourself.” 
 “That’s not true!” 
 David did the cruelest thing possible. He released her, stepping back and ready to watch. 
 Her eyes got big for a second, and she glanced over at the exit. But before she could take a step, her hand drifted down toward her pussy. The beautiful girl glanced down, almost like she didn’t recognize her own arm. 
 Inch by inch, her fingertips were moving toward her crotch. She already had her knees slightly parted, her nipples were hard, and she was biting into her bottom lip. For a second, Jamie managed to stop herself, only then she looked around, she growled like a wild animal, and she moved to slide her fingers into her wet opening. She had to touch herself! It was like this hot itch deep within her body. She couldn’t ignore those yearnings anymore. 
 David grabbed her wrists, shoved her up against the wall, and pinned her hands over her head. 
 Like a wild animal, she wanted to grind herself against him, anything to get off! She didn’t even care if she had to pump his leg. She would have done it! 
 “See what I mean?” David asked, taunting her. 
 Before she could answer, he pulled her back into his arms, holding her back to his chest. Then he tilted her to the side slightly, exposing her ass so he could give her another  spanking. 
 The pain was hot and sharp; it cut through the haze of yearning. So when he finished clapping his hand against her backside, her skin was red, her body hot, but at least she felt like she could think again. 
 “Put it on,” he commanded. 
 Jamie still couldn’t help herself. So she demanded, “Why should I!” 
 His breath was hot against her ear. “Because if you don’t, I’m going to chain you up against the wall again, and I’m going to leave you there for the next six hours. You’ll be horny and helpless, desperate for any kind of stimulation.” 
 “I won’t be able to get off because I’m in the chastity belt!” She whimpered out those words, complaining like some kid who didn’t want to do her homework. 
 “You see the dildo. You know that I’m going to have a remote control, and I will be able to turn it on or off depending on how you behave. If you obey, there’s a chance you might get off. If you disobey, you’re going to be here, helpless and naked, thinking about everything I might do with you.” 
 Jamie heard every single one of those words, and she knew what the correct decision was going to be, but she still squirmed. A chastity belt? Something inside of her rebelled, telling her again and again that she was better than this. She didn’t have to wear some barbaric trap like that. 
 “Put it on,” he said, releasing her. 
 Jamie understood that this was her only chance. If she tried to defy him or run away, he would trap her again, chaining her to the wall. She didn’t want to be on display again, especially when she considered the other men who had walked through here, examining her, treating her like she was nothing but a lab rat. At least with David, she would have a chance. She might still be able to seduce or entice him. That’s the justification she gave herself as she picked up the belt. She wrapped it around her waist. She pushed the front between her legs, and she felt the dildo as it started to slide into her. She shivered again, only wishing that it was more intense. 
 Just as she finished, David locked the belt into place. Then he reached into his lab coat, and he showed her something. The controller. 
 Right away, that girl knew she would hate the device and all it represented. 
 He was literally going to have the ability to control her. 
 Recognizing that simple fact, she glared at it, even as he pointed it at her and pressed a button. 
 Jamie didn’t get the chance to inspect the remote, so she didn’t know what any of the buttons would do. But just then, the vibrator wedged between her legs came to life, thrumming mechanically against her most sensitive spot. She pushed her fingers into the palms of her hands as she fought not to react because she didn’t want to give him the satisfaction. She wasn’t some horny slut. She couldn’t be controlled with sex. 
 That’s what she told herself as she fell to her knees. Before she knew it, she was on all fours, panting, her nipples pointed down at the floor. 
 “Maybe I will let you have that orgasm if you beg for the chance to go down on me,” he said. 
 Jamie, naked and helpless glowered at him. She exhaled through her lips as she worked to reclaim some kind of composure. She needed to appear like she could handle herself, but then the vibrator stopped. 
 He must have pressed another button. 
 Jerking her head up, Jamie looked at her ex-boyfriend hard. 
 “I’m not going to do it!” 
 He turned the vibrator on again, first letting it go slow, then faster, than slow again for five or six seconds before it sped up. 
 Jamie’s hand shot down between her legs, and she wanted to rub herself so badly. Her fingers pressed into the chastity belt’s metal guard, only she couldn’t feel anything. She couldn’t generate any kind of friction. The dildo was the only item capable of stimulating her. 
 “Care to try again?” David asked as his ex-girlfriend humiliated herself by trying to masturbate in front of him. She couldn’t succeed, no matter how hard she worked at it. 
 Jerking her head up, she started to speak, “Can I please go down on you?” 
 “You mean you want to give me a blow job?” 
 Jamie licked her lips, thinking of the porn videos she had watched online. She had seen images of girls going down on guys, and the thought had always repelled her. Even so, she nodded her head down and up. 
 “That’s not good enough,” he replied, taunting her. 
 Jamie made a pair of fists, and she wanted to launch herself at him. But then, she thought about what it would be like to taste his excitement, to have his shaft between her lips. She could lick him and suck on him, and it would feel so…good. 
 Good? No, that wasn’t possible. She couldn’t actually want to do this. She couldn’t ask for the opportunity to suck his cock. It just wasn’t possible! 
 “The drug is working, isn’t it?” David asked, impressed by his own work. 
 Jamie didn’t respond. Instead, she kept looking to her left and right. She needed a distraction, something to pull her attention away from this infuriating man. 
 Finally, she dropped her head down. She was staring at the floor as she pleaded for a chance, “Please, can I please give you a blow job? Please, I never got to do it while we were going out, but I really want to do it now. Please, can I just have a chance? I’ll do a good job. I swear, I’ll do my absolute best to make it good for you!” 
 Those degrading words streamed from her lips, and she didn’t even need to think about them. There was no process, no real decision-making on her part. This was instinctive now. 
 The vibrator taunted her, soaking her thoughts in desperate arousal. Her body was hot, and she would do anything to relieve the tension, even if that just meant sucking on his shaft. 
 Jamie could hardly believe it, but she wanted to do it. She yearned for the chance, truly and honestly. 
 Slowly, he lowered his hand down to his pants. He touched of the zipper tab and pulled it down. As she listened to the sound of the zipper, she started to crawl toward him. She got on her knees, and she watched as he reached in, his fingers moving along his erection. He took out his shaft, and she admired him for a second. 
 “Say thank you for this opportunity,” he commanded. 
 This sounded like training for a job interview or something, so she narrowed her eyes and glared at him, but only for a second. Remembering that she couldn’t risk offending this man, she gulped and obeyed. “Thank you for this opportunity.” 
 “Good girl.” 
 He didn’t put his hand on her head, nor did he tell her to start. Instead, he just waited expectantly. 
 Finally, Jamie decided to be bold. She straightened her back, raised herself up, and she started to lick him. She went for his tip first, teasing him with the flat of her tongue. Then she licked her lips as she pulled back, and she started to suck on him like he was a piece of candy. Her lips were tight and firm, moving down, then back up. With slow, steady movements, she gave her first blow job. 
 Jamie thought she was going to be terrible at it. This was supposed to take practice, or so she had believed. Although she may have lacked any particular technique, she made up for it with enthusiasm. 
 Bobbing her head forward and back, she kept her eyes closed. 
 Strangely enough, she didn’t try to picture herself somewhere else or with someone else. Instead, she accepted this one fact: she was on her knees, naked and locked in a chastity belt with her ex-boyfriend who now had complete control over her pussy. Even though her slit remained wet and she was desperately horny, she loved the fact that she was sucking him off. 
 “Look at me,” he commanded. 
 She bristled at the order, but Jamie felt as though she had no choice. Raising her gaze, she stared up at the man who controlled her. 
 She tried to promise herself that she would break his hold on her, only she didn’t know how. At the same time, something within her pushed back, telling her that she belonged on her knees, that she would be better off pleasing this man. He was her superior. He was smarter than her and stronger than her, and she should do everything she could to be a good girl for him. 
 Opening her eyes, she looked up at her ex-boyfriend. He put his hand on the back of her head, and he started to guide her. She bristled again at the implicit criticism. 
 “Get ready to swallow, slut,” he said. 
 Slut. 
 Her eyes widened, and she tried to pull back, only he wouldn’t let her. He still had his palm on the back of her head, so she had to keep sucking like a horny co-ed.  
 He must’ve enjoyed humiliating her because he grinned and surrendered to his own impulses. His shaft started to pulsate, and she knew what was going to happen. 
 No, no, no! As the panic lanced through her, Jamie tried to pull back again, only this man wouldn’t allow her that modicum of freedom. Soon, she felt the splash of his ejaculate against the back of her throat. 
 “Swallow it down,” he ordered. At the same time, he tapped another button. Jamie didn’t know what he would do, only then the vibrator sped up, bringing her closer and closer to her own orgasm. 
 Yes! 
 He was going to let her come, but only so long as she swallowed. 
 This didn’t even take any thought. If anything, Jamie redoubled her efforts, moving her head down and up. She felt like she was bobbing for apples even as her lips glided along his moistened shaft. 
 Soon, he was done, so he put his hand on her forehead and nudged her away from his groin. With another tap of a button, he turned off the vibrator. 
 Jamie stumbled back. With her feet, butt, and palms on the floor, she looked up at him, confused. “Why, why did you turn it off?” 
 It. Jamie couldn’t bring herself to talk about the belt or the vibrator. 
 “Because I decided that you haven’t worked hard enough yet to earn your orgasm.” 
 “What?” Jamie demanded, eyes wide. 
 “Follow me,” he said, taking out of the key card and heading down the hall. 
   
 With the taste of his ejaculate in her mouth, Jamie didn’t know what to do. She looked around his laboratory, then at the other cages with the other girls. Some of them were glaring at her. Gagged and restrained, they must’ve been wondering why she hadn’t attacked David. 
 Jamie watched her ex-boyfriend as he confidently strolled away. 
 Inhaling, she filled her lungs, and she tried to summon the resolve to do just that. She wanted to jump at him, her hand flashing through the air before she could leap onto his back. She needed to scratch and bite and fight with everything she possessed, if only so she could escape along with the other girls. 
 But if she did that, then she wouldn’t get to feel his cock deep between her legs. She wouldn’t be allowed the privilege of sucking on his cock or falling to her hands and knees so he could come at her from behind. 
 Jamie struggled hard against those treacherous thoughts. Bowing her head down, she scurried after her ex-boyfriend, following him like some sort of slave girl. 
 They walked through the main entrance, and there was a guard there! 
 Jamie blushed brightly as his eyes appreciatively wandered over her body. He didn’t try to hide any of his interest either. Clearly, he enjoyed seeing the naked girl. 
 At least the guard didn’t say anything, she reflected. 
 David took his ex to another door. This one wasn’t locked. He opened it for her and motioned for her to go in first. 
 Straightening her back and raising her chin, Jamie tried hard to appear completely confident. She stared at him for a couple of seconds before marching across the threshold. 
 She expected to find other men, maybe a dungeon, or a bedroom. Instead, it looked like some kind of giant closet. There were clothes everywhere, hanging from bars and neatly put away in drawers that had been partially opened. 
 She turned around quickly, fast enough to make her hair splash against her shoulders. “What’s going on?” 
 “I’m sending you home,” he said. 
 “What?” Her eyes got big at the prospect. He was going to release her? 
 While she had been chained up in the cage, Jamie had fantasized about something like this happening. But now that the prospect of leaving was before her, she didn’t know what to do. Her thoughts turned blank with confusion. 
 “Go home, Jamie. Get dressed. Put on something nice and slutty, and then I will call you a ride.” 
 “Just like that?” 
 “Just like that,” he told her. 
 Her lips parted, and she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Then he started to chuckle, which only added to the red blush along her cheeks. “Here. Let me explain it. I have already given you an injection, so I’m confident that you will stay nice and quiet. You won’t call the police or anything like that.” 
 “What makes you so sure?” Jamie demanded, doing her best to intimidate the young man before her. 
 This time, he laughed right in her face. “If you call the cops, you’re never going to get to have sex with me again.” 
 A blizzard of cold ice seemed to rage just below her skin as she heard those words. Obviously, she had to call the police, but could she pay that price? 
 Refusing to think about it, Jamie instead marched over to the bar of clothing. She found a simple white dress and held it up. 
 “No,” he said. 
 Staring back at her ex-boyfriend, she pulled it off of the hanger, so he turned on the vibrator. Pleasure raced through her body, making her drop the dress. It sailed to the floor, landing quietly. She spun around again. 
 “Pick something better,” he told her, turning down the vibrator. 
 It continued to pulse gently against her most sensitive spots, making sure she remained on edge. From moment to moment, she yearned for more, and she even longed to ask him, to beg, but Jamie held out. 
 Then he turned it off. 
 Before she knew what she was doing, Jamie spun around, and she practically skipped over to one of the other closets. Inside, she found pairs of denim short shorts, thongs, and little briefs. 
 The moisture drained away from her mouth again as she considered these different options. At work or at school, Jamie always dressed somewhat conservatively. Sure, she knew how to show off her feminine curves, yet she still maintained the kind of modesty guys instinctively longed for, even if they couldn’t articulate or admit it. 
 “I’m going to give you a minute. Get dressed for me. Show off that sweet little body of yours.” 
 As he said that, he took out his phone, and he started to answer some emails or text messages. He was no longer paying attention to her! 
 Infuriated, Jamie want to slam her heel down against the floor, only she quickly figured out how this game was going to work. 
 She had to pick out her outfit; if she didn’t please him, then he would turn the vibrator off and send her home. If she did a good job, maybe he would have sex with her! 
 That possibility entranced her for a second before she started to move. She walked back to the closet, and she considered her options. Finally, she picked out a dress. It was something she never, ever would have worn. The outfit would be humiliating and degrading. It was something a college girl might decide to put on for a Halloween party. 
 But really, she didn’t know how much more time she had, so she slipped into the skirt, shifted it up, and next she put on the white, almost sheer top. Then she placed her hands on her hips, and she waited for his attention. 
 Jamie thought about clearing her throat or trying to say something, but she couldn’t risk annoying this man, so she waited, quiet and patient, like a well-trained slave girl. 
 That’s what she was becoming, Jamie realized. The thought made her angry even as it turned her on. 
 Finally, he looked up at her, and he grinned. “Okay. You can go home now.” 
   
 David escorted her outside. True to his word, he called her a ride. Strangely enough, Jamie looked around, and she was shocked to find that she was downtown. The laboratory and the other slave girls were in a large, corporate office building. 
 Once she was outside, she could feel the eyes of other people glancing in her direction. It was her new attire, she knew. While she used to be the good girl, now she had been reduced to the status of a slut. 
 “Why are you letting me go?” 
 “Because you are going to call me and beg for your second injection.” 
 Jamie stared at him like he was crazy. 
 “Remember, Jamie, you belong to me. And yeah, you could probably get out of that chastity belt if you went to a hospital or something, but then you wouldn’t get what you really want.” 
 “What is that?” asked the naïve girl. 
 “You want to be taken. You want to be used. You want to be owned.” He whispered those answers into her ear, and Jamie shivered as she heard them. But the next thing she knew, his hand was on her ass as he nudged her back to the vehicle. 
 In a daze, Jamie gave the driver her address, and she was soon back at her place. As she walked through the front door, she felt confused and disoriented. 
 She only stood there for a few seconds, however, when the vibrator came to life, bringing her closer and closer to an orgasm. It happened so fast! Within three seconds, it felt as though she were about to come. 
 Then it stopped. 
 Whimpering and groaning, she lifted her head. She looked down, and then she pressed one hand between her legs. Sure enough, she could feel the rigid outline of her chastity belt. Hot frustration soared through her body. 
 Then she saw her phone. It was right where she had left it, still charging. 
 Jamie picked it up, and she was ready to call the police. It would be easy enough, she thought, just three digits, and then she would explain what happened. She even knew where David and his colleagues were working! 
 She picked up her phone, and she meant to call the police, but she stopped herself. 
 She kept thinking about what David said. 
 This should have been easy for her. She had plenty of guys in her life who would have loved to have sex with her. She could have shown up at any one of their apartments. She wouldn’t even have to beg. They would be eager for a night with her; they would do anything to please her. 
 Those thoughts didn’t hold any spark, no magic. She didn’t feel the frisson of need when she pondered those other guys. 
 David. She wanted to be with David. 
 She didn’t care if she would have to be on her back, strapped down and helpless. She would be on her knees or on all fours, whatever he wanted. He was the man, and he was in charge, and he deserved to be satisfied. His pleasure was the only really important thing that could possibly matter. Even as her pussy ached for attention, she kept thinking about that. 
 The vibrator started again. 
 Indignant, she grabbed the phone, fully aware that David was out there somewhere, playing with the controller. She didn’t know what kind of range the device had, but it wasn’t fair that he could toy with her like this. She was a woman, intelligent, charismatic, and beautiful. She deserved better than this! 
 Holding the phone in her hand, she didn’t call the police. Instead, she tried to distract herself. 
 For the next couple of hours, Jamie tried to take a bath, she tried to eat, and she tried to watch TV. None of it helped. None of it could take her desires or thoughts away. To make matters worse, the vibrator came to life, seemingly at random. And each time it did, it shattered whatever distance she may have had. 
 That’s why she picked up the phone, and she went to that old number, one she hadn’t used in quite some time. As she started to make the call, she could only hope that he would answer. 
   
 David held the handset to his ear. “Hello,” he said, already certain who it would be. 
 “Please, can I please come find you? Please, you can use me. You can do whatever you want with me.” 
 “So you want the second dose?” 
 “Yes!” 
 “But you don’t even know what it does,” he said to her. 
 Back at her place, Jamie gripped her phone tighter in her hand. Her knuckles started to turn white. Breathing out slowly, she forced herself to calm down because she couldn’t let her emotions own her like this. 
 “What does it do?” 
 “A second dose will make you permanently addicted to me.” 
 “What’s that mean?” 
 “Right now, you are horny for sex with me. If I give you another dose, you won’t be able to be attracted to anyone else ever again. You’ll be constantly horny, always eager for me to play with you. You won’t be capable of happiness unless I’m using you.” 
 “I don’t care!” Jamie snapped right away. 
 “Are you sure about that, Jamie?” 
 She tightened her grip again. She started to wonder if she would actually be strong enough to shatter the phone in her grip. 
 Truthfully, she wasn’t sure about anything. Her thoughts buzzed, her body yearned, and she didn’t know what to do. Even so, she started to speak again. “Please, let me come to you. Let me serve you and worship your body! I’ll be whatever you want. Use me however you want!” 
 “You want to be my little sex toy?” 
 “Yes!” 
 The thought made her mouth water. She imagined herself down on all fours, getting used. If she had to be his private slut, she would do it. She would cook for him, clean for him, do anything he wanted, so long as he might pay a little bit of attention to her… 
 “Here’s my address,” he said. 
   
 As Jamie walked out the door, she understood that she was making some sort of terrible mistake, but she couldn’t stop herself either. When she hailed another ride, she knew she could stop. But as each second elapsed, she got closer and closer to David, but she couldn’t turn around. 
 Pretty soon, she arrived. She got out of the car, walked into the tower lobby, and she rode the elevator up to his floor. Jamie was still dressed up like a slut, but she didn’t care what anyone else thought. Only one person mattered to her now. 
 With her heart beating faster, she founded the number he gave her, and she started knocking on the door. 
 He answered just a short while later, and she leaned forward, only he told her to stop. Jamie froze. 
 “Strip. I want you naked and crawling when you enter my home.” 
 “What? Strip here?” Jamie looked down the hall to the left and right. There wasn’t anyone around. 
 “Do it,” he commanded. 
 Jamie hated herself for this, but she pulled off everything except for her chastity belt. She couldn’t remove that without him. 
 She almost wished that David would grab her and throw her to the floor. Instead, he stepped back, watching and waiting to see what this mostly naked girl would do. Exhaling slowly, she lowered herself down onto her knees and knuckles, and she crawled forward, just like some kind of pet. 
 She was about to get up, only he put his hand on the back of her head, stopping her. Next, he unzipped his fly and took out his cock. 
 No, not this, she thought. Not again! 
 Too late, he looked down at her. “You know what to do, slut.” 
 She did. 
 Licking her lips for just a second, Jamie wrapped her mouth around his shaft and she bobbed her head forward and back. 
 “Good. Very good. I like it that you know your place. You understand exactly what you need to do. Isn’t that right, Jamie?” 
 Of course, the young woman couldn’t respond, not while her mouth was otherwise occupied. 
 “You know, there’s something I’ve always wanted to do with you. I want to fuck that tight little ass of yours,” he said. 
 When Jamie heard those words, she immediately tried to pull back, only he wasn’t going to release her. He wasn’t going to free her or give her the option. 
 So she kept sucking and licking, and then he lowered himself down to look right into her eyes. 
 “Do you want to beg for that?” 
 “No. I won’t. I can’t!” Jamie really meant all of that, only then he held up the controller. 
 The color drained away from her cheeks as Jamie watched him push one of the buttons. The vibrator started up again. It pulsated through her skin, sending hot waves of desperation rushing through her body. More and more, she wanted to feel him. She wanted the reminder that she was his property and his slave and that she could never get away. She wanted to be owned. Nothing else could be more important. 
 Then he turned off the vibrator, and whimpering desperation clawed at her from every angle. 
 “Please, use me!” 
 “First, I think you need another shot.” He reached into his pocket. “Face down, ass up.” 
 Nibbling on her lower lip, Jamie surrendered. She assumed the position as he took the top off the syringe. A second later, he touched the metal tip to her skin, and he pressed down. There was a snap of pain, like a pinching, only it didn’t last long. Just seconds later, she could feel it, like a new instinct, something that would dominate her forever. 
 Sex. Surrender. Sex with David. Obeying David always. The young woman didn’t know how she was so certain, but the impulse was right there, and it couldn’t be ignored. 
 Still in that servile position, she could only listen as he crouched down behind her. His shaft was still out and still wet. He grabbed her, his hands going to her breasts as he slid forward, thrusting his manhood deep between her cheeks. He rode her, plunging down. 
 Jamie didn’t even think about trying to clench to keep him out. 
 She was a slut, after all, so using her was his prerogative. He could do whatever he wanted with her, she knew. This was her life now. She had been taken, injected, and enslaved. 
 Yet she didn’t want to protest. On the contrary, gratitude swelled up inside of her. “Thank you, David! Thank you for owning me! Thank you for using me just like this! 
 Despite the drugs running through her system, Jamie understood something else as well: this was humiliating. With every thrust, he degraded her, making her into less than the girl she had been. And yet, Jamie couldn’t really bring herself to care. The humiliation prickled along her skin, making her eyes water. 
 Even so, she was ready to beg for more. “Please, use me! Take me! I’m yours, Master!” 
 Still enjoying the tight opening of her body, David chuckled. He couldn’t quite help himself because she was clearly willing to do anything he wanted. She was a slave now, in every sense of the word. 
 He grabbed her hair, pulling hard. The pain flashed along her scalp, but she still begged for more. 
 “Get used to this, slut,” he called out. 
 Jamie couldn’t wait. Every day, she would be grateful for this. That fundamental truth burrowed its way deep into her as her owner continued to plunge down and pull back, riding her hard, just the way she deserved. 
   

The End


 


(If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out Red Collars, the novel by Amy Yao.)






 What Can She Take?


 

 Need. Primal and uncontrollable—undeniable. It clings to her like heat or moisture. Each nerve in her skin vibrates with it; the need won’t be discarded or fought back. She can try to ignore it, but it is like a physical presence, holding her in its grip. 
 For what feels like the thousandth time, Claire glances down at her outfit, desperately hoping that it will satisfy him. He wasn’t always like this; she didn’t used to worry about what a guy with think of her clothes—and she definitely didn’t dress like a slut. But now, everything is different. 
 Breathing out slowly, she tugs on the hem of her black dress. It’s tight, holding onto the curves of her body. She looks good, especially considering how much she’s been going to the gym lately. She has needed to burn off all of the excess energy. 
 She has on a pair of shin-high boots, her snug black dress, and the choker. She feels that last item every time she swallows. It’s a constant reminder—as if she could ever forget. 
 The door opens, and before he can lay his eyes on her, Claire lowers herself down onto her knees. She stares at his shoes first. They’re nothing fancy, just a pair of blue and white sneakers. 
 “Good evening, Claire,” he says. “Are you ready for another session?” 
 The words almost get stuck in her throat. And yet, Claire finds the strength to say something. “Yes, Sir.” 
 “Crawl,” Anthony tells her. He steps away from the door, and she humiliates herself again. She crawls into his house, across the threshold. She can feel the soft carpet against her knuckles and knees. 
 As she makes her way into his house, he crouches down, just enough to grab the hem of her skirt and pull it up. He reveals the white of her panties. “Very nice,” he says before he smacks her ass. 
 Claire’s face turns a shade of red, but she doesn’t argue with him; she doesn’t even complain. Instead, she makes her way to the center of the living room. 
 “Where would you like me, Sir?” As she speaks, she feels more like a piece of furniture. She will be placed, and then she will be tormented even more. 
 But it’s better than the alternative. 
 Without trying, she recalls that one instance when she defied this man, when he called her over, and she refused. Inevitably, her need had stripped away the last of her defiance, and she came back to his house, several days late. She had knocked. She had begged. She had pleaded. He sent her away, making her wonder exactly what was going to happen. 
 It had been torment. She hated the uncertainty, wondering if this man would be willing to forgive her. Or would Anthony simply leave her in her current state, desperate and helpless in the face of the need to pounding through her body? 
 Eventually, he sent her a text message and told her to come back. Of course, she had spent a lot of time that evening on her knees, groveling when she didn’t have his cock in her mouth. 
 Seeing this girl in the middle of the room, he smiles to himself, content. To think, Claire used to be so defiant and aggressive. She was the kind of arrogant girlhood probably dealt with a lot of sexists over the course of her life. Consequently, she had overcompensated in the other direction, becoming almost entirely hostile, especially with men. But now, she’s on her knees, willing and almost eager for any command. 
 “You look lovely tonight,” he tells her. 
 “Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.” He stroked the top of her head, running his fingers along the soft caresses of her blonde hair. Then he touches the underside of her chin, prompting her to look up at him. Their eyes meet, and he can’t exactly read of what is behind her placid expression. 
 Anger? Frustration? Fear? Probably some combination of all of the above, but another impulse drives her, keeping her pinned to the floor and obedient to his every command. 
 Arousal. 
 “It’s amazing what you can accomplish when you provide the right incentives, don’t you think?” 
 “Yes, Sir.” 
 “Go to the bedroom,” he says. 
 “May I walk, Sir?” 
 Anthony considers her request for a few seconds. “No.” 
 Her nostrils flare, and she doesn’t even nod her head, but she does obey. With her panties still on display, she starts to crawl. And as she does so, she can feel the device between her legs. It rubs up against her inner thighs, just one more reminder of how much everything has changed. 
 As he watches her crawl, Anthony seriously wonders what her limits might be at this point. Outside of the obviously self-destructive or illegal, what he promised this young woman to do? 
 Anything. The answer comes quickly. 
 “You’re a very good girl,” he says, causing her to flinch. She hates it when he complements her, which prompts them to do it so much more. “You’ve been so good, accepting every command. Even tonight, lucky you. You’re nothing like the girl who made all those promises.” 
 Claire doesn’t actually want to say anything. Even so, the words however the back of her throat…if she stays quiet, he might get more aggressive. So she exhaled slowly, a sigh of defeat, “Yes, Sir. I understand.” 
 “I’m sure you do.” When they get to his bedroom door, he opens it for her, and she crawls across the carpet, coming to a stop at his large, fourposter bed. 
 “Do I need to get up there, Sir?” 
 “You do,” he says. Even though she keeps her eyes downcast, Claire can still hear the pleasure in his voice. He’s having fun with her. Like always, he’s teasing her. And to think, she used to think that he was just some arrogant jerk. She never imagined that he would have the skill to manipulate her like this. 
 Tentatively, she climbs up onto his bed. Once she’s there, poised on the mattress, she sneaks a glance in his direction. She doesn’t try to think about it, but her mouth waters just a little bit when she sees him. She doesn’t know if it’s his dark hair, the strength of his job, or the brightness of his shoulders. When she’s really honest with herself, Claire understands that she can’t think clearly, that her thoughts swirl and spin in so many different directions. Her own motivations have become a mystery to her. 
 “Would you like me to serve you, Sir?” 
 “Yes. But strip first. I want you naked.” 
 “Completely naked?” Claire asks, unable to hide that note of hope reverberating in her voice. 
 “No, silly girl,” he tells her. He’s smirking, like he’s amused by some trick his pet attempted to perform. Even her failures make him laugh. 
 Obviously infuriated, she still tries to keep her lips from twitching. “Yes, Sir,” she says, making it sound like those words are an agreement. 
 She exhales slowly, knowing full well that she doesn’t have much choice. Stretching one arm to the nape of her neck, she takes of the small zipper, and she starts to pull it down as far as she can. From there, she shrugs out of her little black dress. 
 Although he has seen her naked many times before during their training sessions, Anthony still keeps his eyes focused entirely on her as he drinks in the site. More than that, he seems to savor her frustration. There are so many different kinds of desire burning through her body. For one, she craves her freedom, although she almost has it. As far as slavery goes, hers still allows her to go to work, hang out with her friends, pay her bills…and sometimes this “freedom” feels worse because no one knows what has happened to her. And of course, an arrogant girl like Claire will never admit it. 
 He drinks in the sight of her breasts, her naked thighs, her legs. She pulls the dress away. Then she pulls off her panties, and he grabs both garments, throwing them to the floor. She unzips her boot simples of those off. Now she is naked except for the one item between her legs. 
 The chastity belt. 
 Locked in place, it has imprisoned her pussy for months. As she thinks about this, she shivers again, her shoulders tensing. 
 “Lay down,” he orders. 
 Just as she obeys, he goes forward, leaning in it kissing her. She keeps her head pinned above her head, almost as though she has been strapped down. Nothing holds her in place but her own obedience, yet it is enough. It is definitely enough. 
 As he kisses her, she surrenders to the sensations even as the desire spike within her. Her heart pounds, and she can feel the adrenaline splash through her veins. More. She wants more! And yet, she does her best to remain quiet, almost as though this doesn’t affect her. Underneath its metal imprisonment, her pussy is soaked. Then again, she was already slick with desire when she first arrived at his house. 
 His hands glide along her neck, down her shoulders, past her rib cage, and over her flanks. He pets her thighs. The need for burns bright within her, hotter and hotter. Pretty soon, she can’t help herself. Following some sort of animal instinct, she bucks with her hips, pressing her belt up against his leg. It’s almost like she is somewhat horny dog, a bitch in heat, eager to hump her Master’s leg. 
 Of course, it doesn’t work. This infernal device has been designed very well, so it prevents any kind of friction from getting her off. 
 Poor girl. No relief for her, no orgasm, no incandescent burst of pleasure. 
 Then he grabs her wrists, stretching them towards the corners of the bed. 
 When he pulls away, she looks up at him, her eyes big and filled with worry. “Please, Server, not again. Please, I don’t think I can take it!” 
 He looks down at her, as though she just said something very silly. Then he touches a finger to her lips, quieting her. She knows better than to continue. 
 He reaches for the handcuffs locked around the bedposts. He opens up the rings, the big number around her wrists. He starts with the right and continues with the left. She hears the clicks, and now she is trapped. 
 From there, he gets up and goes to a different part of the room. He opens one of the drawers hidden away in the closet and he comes back with her key. She stares at it, the way the light to glints off of the metal, each little tine poking out. 
 He slides the key into the lock. He turns it. Moments later, he pulls the chastity belt off of her. And just like that, she is free. Somewhat. 
 Some stupid instinct takes a hold of her, and she immediately reaches for her opening. She wants to glide her fingers over her pussy. Back in high school, she never understood why other girls could masturbate so frequently. For her, it didn’t seem like a big deal. Sure, orgasms felt nice, but they didn’t really matter. 
 Now, however, she feels more like an animal. She isn’t conscious of what she’s doing. The handcuffs keep her arms pointed toward the corners of the bed, however. It doesn’t matter how hard she pulls. She’s never going to be strong enough to tear through iron or steel. 
 Once she’s free, he reaches down, stroking her gently. He starts teasing her, his fingers gliding up and down her crevice. “You’re very wet, Claire. Does this mean you’re ready to surrender again?” 
 Every grazing caressed makes her shudder with need. She’s panting now, her skin hot. She blinks a couple of times, doing her best to get her thoughts in order. “Yes, Sir. I, I’m willing to surrender! I, I will do whatever you want!” 
 “Will you beg to be kept in chastity for the next six months?” 
 Her eyes get big, and she’s confused. “I will do whatever you want,” she whispers. But then, he presses his fingers into her, penetrating her, and she needs more, so much more! 
 She’s not going to get it, not tonight. 
   
 More than three months ago, they were alone at a restaurant. Technically, they didn’t really like one another. As far as Anthony was concerned, Claire was an arrogant, rude girl. Sure, she was lovely with her blonde hair. This became doubly true when she tied it back into pigtails, just to look even more obnoxiously sexy. She wore the right kind of makeup, and she knew exactly how to dress to highlight her breasts and ass. She was the kind of girl who could make seduction into a science. 
 For her part, Claire didn’t particularly care for Anthony either, not when he seemed immune to her charms. Occasionally, he might glance in her direction, yet there was a coldness there, a solid calculation. She didn’t know how to make them stupid like all of the other boys, and that infuriated her constantly. 
 At some point, she promised herself she would seduce him, simply to prove he could. They wouldn’t have sex, obviously, but she’d flirt with him and attract him. Just when it was clear that he had fallen for her, she would wander off to find someone else. 
 After all, just because a guy is interested in a girl, that doesn’t mean she has to reciprocate. 
 But on this particular night, their friends called, saying that they couldn’t make it. Both of them were hungry, however, so they decided to order and eat, if only to maintain the fiction of their friendship. 
 As they worked on dinner, Claire glanced over at Anthony. “You really think you can get away with anything, don’t you?” 
 “Under the right circumstances,” he said with an infuriating grin. 
 Claire raised an eyebrow. “That’s such BS. You can’t just do whatever you want.” 
 “Like I said, under the right circumstances.” 
 “What are the right circumstances?” 
 “I’m not sure you could handle it.” 
 “I can handle anything,” she said, demonstrating once again that she had no problem overestimating herself. Then again, Claire really was the kind of girl who had a hard time imagining any sort of lifestyle or reality outside of the one she experienced herself. 
 “Could you handle chastity?” 
 “What?” The words sounded alien to her, like something she may have heard back in a high school history class or something. 
 “Chastity. If you were locked in a chastity belt, would you be able to maintain this rather arrogant façade of yours?” 
 “What are you talking about?” 
 “Well, it still somewhat popular. There are people out there who wear chastity belts, women who are put under lock and key.” 
 “That’s crazy,” she said right away. 
 “So you couldn’t handle it?” 
 “I can handle anything,” she said. 
 “Prove it.” His eyes shined with the possibilities. 
   
 They went back to his house; Claire had never been there before. When she walked through the front door, she did her best to pretend that she wasn’t impressed. The art on the walls looked expensive and tasteful. The furniture matched. As she walked along the carpet, she knew that he had money. More than that, he had the skills to employ it effectively. 
 They went back to his bedroom, and she did her best to pretend she wasn’t nervous. But then, he came back from the closet, and he held up the chastity belt. It looked sleek but somehow medieval, especially because she knew exactly what it would do. 
 “You don’t have to wear this if you don’t think you’re capable.” 
 “How long?” Claire asked. With her blonde hair in pigtails and her bright blue eyes, she looked younger most of the time. But as she stared at him, there was a certain intensity that made her seem almost dangerous. This was the expression she always wore whenever she wanted to intimidate someone. 
 It didn’t work on Anthony. 
 “Let’s start with a week and see how you do,” he said. 
 She puffed out her lips, like that was a big deal. “Fine. And afterward, you’re going to get rid of this thing because it is just a stupid toy.” 
 “Okay,” he said. 
 He gave her the belt, and she took it, admiring the weight. Exhaling slowly through her nostrils to hide some of the nervous energy that had snuck up on her, she went into the bathroom. She pulled off her pants and her panties. She put the chastity belt on. When she heard the clicks of the different pieces coming together, she shivered. At the same time, her nipples hardened. 
 The locks hadn’t been engaged yet. If she did that, then she really would be trapped in this thing. 
 Glancing over at her reflection, Claire reminded herself that she was smart, determined, and incredibly stubborn. Losing access to her pussy for a couple of days wouldn’t be a big deal. 
 She pulled her pants back up, surprised that the belt was so easily hidden. 
 When she stepped back into the hallway, she found Anthony leaning against the wall, his phone in his hand. He glanced up. “It’s done?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Show me.” 
 She already knew this could be grounds for him dismissing her little wager. Reluctantly, she pulled down her pants, showing him. He checked the connections. And then he looked at the locks. He made sure that they had all been engaged. 
 “Give me the key,” he commanded. 
 She reached into her pocket, pulled it out, and slapped it against the palm of his hand. 
 “This isn’t going to be a big deal,” she said. There was that same customary confidence of her voice, only now she wondered why she said those words. Were they for him…or her? 
   
 On that first night, something happened to her. She had a sex dream. That never happened to Claire. She woke up, her nipples hardened, and her pussy wet. She reached between her legs in the confusion of just waking up, and she felt the solid metal between her legs. She tried to press down, to stimulate herself. It didn’t work. 
 She pulled her hand away, and she relaxed, concentrating on letting her thoughts drift. Eventually, she fell asleep. 
 The next day, she was at work, and she started thinking of sex again. She didn’t know why. Perhaps it was the simple denial, the fact that she no longer had access. Either way, she had to concentrate. By the end of the day, she left work, and she could feel the heat and moisture between her legs. She was turned on. That much was obvious, but she could relax again, she knew. It was just a matter of willpower. 
 On the third day, she woke up horny. 
 On the fourth, she really wanted an orgasm. 
 By the fifth day, Claire was having a hard time thinking. She went to work, and she talked to people, only she barely heard what they were saying. Sitting at her computer, she decided to read about chastity and what the effects could be. She saw a few testimonials, and they frightened her. 
 Girls went on and on about how they would be willing to do anything for an orgasm. They talked about the frustration and of the need that soaked into their bodies. 
 At first, Claire just laughed, thinking that it was some kind of stupid joke. Those girls were probably hyper subservient to begin with. The chastity belt didn’t really change anything. 
 And yet, it was still day five, and Claire couldn’t imagine going any longer. She went back to her apartment first. She got to the door, and she took out her key. Then she turned around, and she practically sprinted back to her car. She jumped in, and she drove all the way to Anthony’s house. 
 Parked in front of his place, she reached her hand into her pants. She tried to get her fingers down toward her pussy. She inhaled a, hoping that there might be enough wiggle room. There wasn’t. The belt was snug, taking away all access. She chewed on the inside of her mouth. She squirmed. 
 Even though someone might happen on her at any moment, she lifted her hands, sliding them under her shirt as she started to fondle her breasts. She played with her nipples, and that added to the excitement. Desire burned brighter and hotter within her, only she couldn’t get off! 
 There was no rush of relief, no sense of completion. After almost half an hour, she fell back, hot, sweaty, desperately horny. 
 Without even thinking about what she intended, she got out of her car and slammed the door shut behind her. She raced over to his porch, jumping two steps at a time. 
 It was only as she was poised to knock that Claire stopped herself. What she really going to do this? Was she really going to embarrass herself in front of this man? 
 She looked around, and then she made her decision. She knocked. 
 Anthony appeared just a few minutes later. “Hello, Claire,” he said. 
 “Get this thing off of me,” she said. 
 “Okay,” he agreed. “Follow me.” 
 He escorted her back through his home, all the way to the bedroom. Disoriented by the arousal pumping through her body, she had been surprised by his quick agreement. He didn’t tease her or taunt her. And then they were in the bedroom, and he grabbed her. He pulled her close, and she loved the heat and solidity of his body. His proximity only stoked the desires that already rampaged along her nerves. 
 “Strip for me,” he commanded, pulling away. 
 As far as Claire was concerned, those words sounded like he was begging. This was a request, not in order. This was her first mistake, but it wouldn’t be her last. 
 She pulled off her shirt, she kicked off her shoes, and she yanked down her pants. Then he shoved her onto the bed, and she loved of the bounce of his mattress. He pinned her a moment later, holding her hands above her head. She hadn’t noticed in the handcuffs before. 
 “You look good in chastity. I like it when you’re helpless,” he said to her. 
 She grinned, doing her best to look feral, the she came off more like nervous. 
 “I’m not helpless,” she huffed. 
 “Sure you’re not,” he replied. 
 Then she felt it, the handcuffs as they were locked around her wrists. He moved so fast. 
 “Now I will let you out of your chastity belt,” he said. 
 Panting, she watched as he got up. 
 At this point, Claire knew that she could have begged. She could have pleaded with him to come back right away or to let her up. Instead, he returned with the key, and his eyes locked on her face. “I’m going to make you, very hard, Claire, but only if you promise to where the belt again.” 
 Her lips parted. That’s not what she expected. That wasn’t supposed to be part of their deal! 
 “For how long?” Claire surprised herself by asking. 
 “A month. And during this time, you will address me as Sir. You will obey me. Because if you don’t, I will add more time to your chastity length.” 
 A month? She couldn’t do it! It was only day five, and she could hardly think. Perhaps that’s why she nodded her head. “Yes. Whatever you say.” 
 He unlocked her belt and pulled it off. He started kissing her again. Then he touched her, his fingers gliding along her body. 
 He worked her up, driving her to new levels of desperation. The pure want took a hold of her. She arched her back and bucked her hips. She squirmed under him, but he controlled her pleasure, touching her. Again and again, he brought her to the edge of relief, only to stop at the last second, just before she could climax. 
 “Please, I can’t take anymore. Please, Sir!” The last word felt natural, like it was something she needed to say. 
 “Are sure about that?” 
 All her life, she had been the condescending brat, the spoiled princess, or the conceded bitch. But now, she was utterly dependent on this man; he could do whatever he wanted with her, and she knew it. 
 Somehow, she even craved it. 
 No. That wasn’t true. This was her body betraying her. The desperation scrambled her thoughts, leaving her confused. But now, he looked down into her eyes as he withdrew his hand from that magical spot between her legs. “Say it again. Promise me.” 
 “Yes! A month! I’ll wear it for a month!” 
 “There’s a good girl,” he said, patting her on the head just before he caressed her some more, stroking faster and faster. His fingers danced over her crevice, and she didn’t think she could take anymore. She kept waiting for that moment when he would pull his hand back and stop. 
 But he didn’t. 
 He showed her just how good it feels to surrender. The pleasure of exploded through her body, a rush. The adrenaline flash taught through her body, every chemical overwhelming her. She surrendered to it all. Every cock just thought disappeared into her orgasm. And when it stated in her vision cleared, she found herself looking up at this man. 
 Not only that, he already locked her back in the chastity belt. 
   
 The next day, he called her. 
 Just as she answered, he said, “Come back to my place tonight. You’re going to serve me.” 
 Claire meant to laugh, to tell him that he was insane. And yet, he’d already hung up on her. Infuriated, she stared down at her phone for several seconds, like she couldn’t quite comprehend what had just happened. 
 Angry with herself, she nonetheless showed up. She went back to his place and knocked on the door. 
 “On your knees,” he commanded. 
 “No!” 
 He grabbed her, pulling her close. He touched her, and he kissed her, and she didn’t even try to pull away. What was wrong with her? Claire wasn’t supposed to be the kind of girl who enjoyed this sort of manhandling, yet her body responded. Soon, her pussy was wet, her nipples hard, her skin hot. 
 Then he pulled back. “You’re not getting orgasm tonight. Maybe you’ll get one tomorrow if you do a good job now. Maybe.” 
 Claire blinked a couple of times. 
 “Of course, you still need to be punished.” He took her by the hand, guiding her over to his couch. He bent her over the armrest. He pulled down her pants and her panties. Then he smacked her ass, her thighs. The sensation shot through her, a mix of pleasure and pain. This wasn’t supposed to turn her on; it wasn’t supposed to arouse her either. 
 And yet, she was gasping by the time he finished. Then he grabbed her by her shoulders and nudged her to her knees. He unzipped his pants, withdrawing his cock. Already erect, he looked down at her. 
 “Ask for permission.” 
 Her lips moved, only Claire couldn’t make the sounds work. As Anthony watched her, he actually enjoyed the show. It was fun watching this young woman struggle with her conflicting desires. 
 Inevitably, her sense of dignity lost. After all, she had already had a taste of being forced to wait. Worse, her body needed and orgasm. And yet, she already had twenty-four hours before he might unlock her. Defiance would only add to that length. 
 Like a good girl, she looked up at him. “May I, may I please give you a blow job?” Although she stammered, she almost felt proud of herself for getting the words out. He didn’t answer. 
 As on so many other days, Claire had unconsciously put her hair in pigtails that morning. She always enjoyed the way guys looked at her, how she caught their attention and could attract to them so easily. The chastity belt hadn’t been enough to alter that particular routine. But because of her hairstyle, he now had a pair of handholds. He grabbed her hair, yanking her head forward. She opened her mouth, her eyes going wide with surprise. 
 “Do a good job,” he said. 
 The threat was obvious: if she failed to perform, he would add more time to her chastity length. Claire didn’t want to admit it, but the thought was enough to make her insides clench with cold, overwhelming fear. 
 Claire had gone down a couple of boyfriends before; now she drew upon those experiences and skills. For the first time, however, she worried about actually pleasing him. That’s why she slid her tong along his opening, working his circumference. She tightened her lips, making sure that her mouth was nice and wet for him. 
 For his part, Anthony simply enjoyed having this girl on her knees, serving him. 
 She didn’t know it yet, but this was about to become a lifestyle for her. She wouldn’t be able to help herself, not when he held her key. 
 As he moved her head forward and back, he made it impossible for her to pick out any kind of rhythm. For several seconds, he would yank her head forward and back, nice and fast. Then he slowed her down, and all the while, she worked her tongue, gliding it over his length. 
 “You’re doing a good job, Claire. Now let’s see if you can swallow.” 
 She looked up at him, and he savored it that flash of panic. 
 Pretty soon however, especially as he moved her face forward and back, a quick rhythm that she finally understood, Anthony surrendered to the temptation. He came hard, his cock pulsating as he used her mouth. 
 For her part, she had no choice. She started to swallow like a good girl, drinking down his load. It was hot, sticky, sweet. She took it all, knowing full well that she failed to oblige, there could be consequences. 
 And when he was done with her, he bent forward. 
 “Come back tomorrow.” 
 Claire could only answer with two words, “Yes, Sir.” 
   
 It’s been months, Claire knows. She can feel it in her body, months of denial, months of training. And she is back in front of his front door, her heart beating faster. On some level, she believes that she should be able to get used to this, that there should come a point when she will be able to control her body as well as her needs. 
 Maybe if she could master meditation or something…but she doubts it. These needs are too strong. 
 The door opens again, and she keeps her eyes downcast like a good slave. When she swallows, she can feel the collar around her throat, just one more reminder. He put it on her a while back, she knows that she isn’t allowed to take it off without her Master’s permission. 
 At some point, Claire used to have self-respect. But after so much denial, it’s easier to simply do as she is told. 
 “Come,” he says, smirking slightly. 
 She wishes she could. 
 She crawls into his house, her head bowed down. Currently, she’s wearing a pair of tight, white shorts that barely cover her chastity belt and a blue tank top. She looks cute, like any other college girl. 
 But now, he turns around. “Up, girl,” when he says those commands, it sounds like he’s talking to a dog. 
 She lifts herself up onto her knees, she opens her mouth, and she gets ready to take his cock. 
 “Are you hoping for an orgasm tonight?” 
 “Yes, Sir.” 
 He chuckles. 
 “Would you like to beg?” 
 He isn’t referring to an orgasm, however. She can beg; that much is true, but she’s going to have to ask for a different kind of permission. 
 She narrows her eyes at him, only slightly, almost imperceptibly. Then she exhaled slowly, surrendering another shard of her dignity. “Please, Master, may I give you a blow job? Please, want to taste you. I want to feel you between my lips.” 
 “Because you’re my chastity slave?” 
 “Yes, Master,” she answers, only she can’t look up at him. As he has kept her locked up, her most sensitive parts trapped under that metal band, she has lost so much but gained an appreciation for his authority. Anthony owns her; she can feel that within her body. 
 “Good girl,” he says. He nods, and she reaches up, tentatively at first. With that unspoken permission, she unzips his fly and takes out his erect shaft. His number is so hard, so big. 
 She starts licking him, her lips pressed against his skin. Her tongue flicks out, darting along his flesh. She worships the curve of his manhood, all while he looks down at her. 
 When Claire makes the mistake of glancing upward, their eyes meet, and she bristles. She can’t help it. Some small part of her still clings to the idea that she is better than this; she’s not. She belongs to him, so she had better get used to it. 
 If she wants to hope for an orgasm, then she had better remember her place. She needs to understand that she has become property. The moment he locked her up, the trap was sprung, and she lost all control. 
 “There’s a good girl,” he says, his hand on the back of her head. She hates the feel of his fingertips, those reminders of his power over her. If they had been dating, she never would have allowed this kind of treatment. 
 But Claire isn’t his girlfriend; she can’t nag him or argue. She can’t pout or play at being passive aggressive. Instead, she is a slave, locked up and owned. 
 He works her head forward and back, all while he enjoys himself. Just before he climaxes, he lets go of her, and she pulls away, withdrawing. She licks her lips and looks up at him. 
 “Come on.” 
 He starts walking back toward the bedroom, and Claire itches to stand up. She can feel that energy run through her legs. Instead, she crawls along like a dog. 
 They go back into his bedroom, and he points to the mattress. 
 “Yes, Master,” she says. But then, her lips tremble, and it looks like she is struggling to get something out. 
 Magnanimous and indulgent, her Master asks, “What is it, Claire?” 
 Claire. When he says her name, he makes it sound like a label, a designation, a synonym for “slave”. 
 “I, I was wondering if you’d like me to service you first? I can touch you, Master, if you would like.” This time, she comes off as appropriately didn’t demure and docile. Even though there might be that flicker of defiance deep within her psyche, and the rest of her personality has been reshaped, trained to obey and please her owner. 
 “Is that what you really want to do?” He reaches down, stroking her cheek. 
 “Only if it would please you.” 
 “Strip, slut.” 
 Slut. Another special word for his enslaved girl. 
 Before this all happened, Claire never would have imagined herself accepting the kind of designation. And yet, she thinks of the humiliations he has put her through. She has gone down on him while they have driven. They have had sex in public places, and she knows she can never say no. After all, if she does, he won’t necessarily punish her. He will just leave her locked up for a while longer. 
 Her nostrils flare, and she quickly pulls off her shoes, her top, her shorts. Soon, she’s wearing nothing but her collar and chastity belt. 
 He nods approvingly. 
 “There’s a good girl.” 
 As she watches, he unbuttons his shirt and takes it off. Layer by layer, he strips until he is standing in front of her, naked. His nudity, however, doesn’t cost them any dignity or power. On the contrary, he’s comfortable with her; he knows that he can do whatever he likes, and she won’t be able to stop him. 
 Without a word, Anthony climbs up onto the bed. He laces his fingers behind his head, and he calls out, “Now you may.” 
 She climbs up onto the bed, and she looks down at him. Her mouth actually starts to water. At moments like this, she can hope for sex. More than that, she can hope for an orgasm. 
 Sucking on her bottom lip, she leans down. She strokes his cheeks, his neck. But more importantly, she rubs her breasts over his body. He can feel the soft, hot texture of her skin. Her erect nipples press into his body. 
 From there, she moves down, kissing his chest. She can feel his pulse, although he is mostly relaxed right now. Her mouth moves lower and lower. She’s right at the base of his stomach as she starts to rub her breasts over his cock. She shifts left and right, pressing down, making sure that he can enjoy the gentle give. 
 “There’s a good girl,” he says, practically growling those words. 
 He could climax at any moment, she knows. Despite this threat, she continues to work, doing her best to please him. 
 “Stop,” he commands. 
 At once, she freezes. Then he grabs her, pulling her down to the bed. He starts kissing her, fondling her, touching her. 
 This man can do whatever he likes with her, and they both know it. More than that, she will be grateful for the opportunity. 
 Finally, he straddles her. He kisses her, he squeezes her breasts, and he pinches her nipples. It’s almost enough to get her off. Almost. 
 Claire realizes a bad idea, but she can’t help herself. Animalistic moans begin to vibrate from deep within her throat, then her chest. She growls like a horny animal eager for more. 
 He grabs her wrists and pulls them up for the corners of the bed. 
 Yes! 
 Maybe, just maybe she will be allowed in orgasm. 
 “Do you want to be chained down?” 
 “Yes, Master,” she says, bobbing her head down and up. 
 Anthony considers his slave girl; he ponders whether or not she’s lying. But after months of teasing her and tormenting her, he knows the truth. He understands that she can’t really deceive him, not when he owns her so thoroughly. 
 He locks her down again, using the metal shackles. And once he is secure in the knowledge that she isn’t going anywhere, he gets up. 
 He walks over and retrieves her key. He comes back and holds it in front of her. He touches of the metal to her forehead and he tracks it down along her nose, skillful and careful. He makes sure that he doesn’t scratch his property. 
 Then he leaves it there right between her breasts as he strokes her buys. That’s enough to make her shiver and twitch. 
 Claire might not understand what he’s doing, but she knows the consequence. This all about teasing her. He is torturing her with pleasure because it feels so good, yet it makes her hunger for so much more! “Please, Master. Please, I can’t take this!” 
 “Sure, you can,” he says. “If I decide to send you back home right now, you’ll crawl to the front door and you will leave. You’ll go home, and you wait for the next opportunity to serve me.” 
 “Yes, Master,” she says, already aware that she has made too many mistakes. 
 But then, he grabs the key. He slides it into the first aloft, then the second. 
 Click. Click. 
 The sounds are more than music to her ears. He pulls the chastity belt away, exposing her pussy. Then he touches her right away, sliding his hand up between her legs. He glides the pad of his thumb over her pussy. “You’re so wet,” he tells her. 
 Before getting locked away, Claire would have been humiliated to hear those words. But now, she just accepts them as a simple truth. 
 “Yes, Master,” she says. 
 “Should I let you have an orgasm?” 
 She blinks, only to close her eyes and keep them shot. At this point, she knows what to say and what he expects. Even so, the desire to speak her mind burns bright inside of her. 
 She pushes down those urges. “Please, Master, use me however you like.” 
 “You don’t have an opinion?” He grins at her. Obviously, she does, except he is interested in seeing just how obedient she can be. This is all about behavior.” 
 “My opinion doesn’t matter, Master. Please, please just use me however you like. I’m here for you. I’m helpless before you. I belong to you.” 
 After that, she gulps, waiting, wondering precisely what he’ll do. He leans in and kisses her again. Hot desire runs through her body, and he slides his cock right up against her pussy. He teases her, barely touching her with his opening. Then he pushes down, thrusting into her. She feels the attention of his body against hers, the friction, the movements. She pants, desperate for more, simultaneously terrified that he might stop. What if he pulls back? What if he decides that this has been enough? 
 He could do it, and there’s nothing to stop him. 
 “Please, please use me, Master! I, I belong to you! I’m yours. I will always be yours!” 
 Pulling back, almost withdrawing altogether, he pushes forward again. He thrusts into her, burying his cock. He uses her. “Be quiet,” he says, gently whispering those words into her ear, and he doesn’t know if this is good or bad. Either way, he doesn’t stop. He has this girl, this gorgeous, nubile female all to himself. 
 This once, he decides to indulge. 
 With his hands over her wrists, he continues to trust, harder, faster. He uses her until he can’t take it anymore. 
 Anthony climaxes. “Come for me,” he says, and she isn’t even sure she really hears those words. It doesn’t matter. At this point, she probably couldn’t stop on her own anyway. With his strength placed above her, the weight and he of his body, she yields. She gives up everything, and she comes hard, bringing her knees together as much a she can. She cries out, screening, panting. Her vision turns to a kaleidoscopic blur, too many colors, too many sensations crowding through her pretty little head. 
 He pulls back. 
 Claire can hardly think, but then she opens her eyes and she ceases holding the chastity belt. Shaking her head from side to side, she begs him not to do it, but he has already made his decision. He slides the belt back into place. 
 “No, Master, please!” 
 Click. Click. 
 She’s going to have to wait a long time for her next orgasm. Along the way, she’ll be obedient and eager to please. 
   

The End
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