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Part 1

Don’t get involved with an overly ambitious woman. She will want you to diminish yourself for her dreams, and she probably won’t want kids.

I think about my older brother’s advice every day. I wonder if he has any idea how right he was. Well, about most of it, anyway. I had no idea what he meant until I met Julie, someone who was as smart as I was, probably smarter, and definitely more driven. She was willing to do whatever it took to succeed, and more than succeed, to have the life she wanted. Sharply cut blond hair, beautiful steel blue eyes, and a smile that was almost always more of a smirk. I don’t know if any guy really stood a chance against her. I know I didn’t.

The last time I saw him wasn’t long after I moved to the big city from central Ohio. I was nothing like my older brother, who was cool, good looking, popular, and athletic. I was none of those things. I was smart though. Smart enough to go to a good school, then smart enough to land a job that paid more than any in my family had ever imagined.

I was three years into trading for a hedge fund and was a rising star there. I still wasn’t popular. I was still shorter than the other guys, and smaller. I still didn’t fit in. But I knew how to make money. I understood how to find undervalued assets and to buy them at the right time. Thanks to that skill and the fact that I was not a big spender the way many of my colleagues were I had saved what felt like a small fortune.

The truth was that despite having money for the first time in my life I was still painfully shy, and while my colleagues were out partying I was usually at home reading or talking to people online. My biggest indulgences were good food, sometimes wine, and sometimes porn. What was I going to do with all of my money? Simple, I was eventually going to open my own shop, then when I really had money I was going to find a nice girl, settle down, and maybe even have a couple of kids.

That was the plan until she came along.

Julie was smart and witty and charming. She was a social butterfly who was known for networking and for having her finger on the pulse of things the way I was known for buying before anyone else knew what an asset was worth. She was a rockstar, the fund felt lucky to have her, and every guy wanted to be with her. Me included.

Not that it mattered what I wanted on that subject. I wasn’t even last in line; I wasn’t in the line at all. I wasn’t on her radar. Not that any of the other guys at the firm seemed to be either she would flirt and hangout but I had never heard of it going further with anyone. She was too busy making money, not quite at the rate I was, but still doing very well. Between that and her ability to connect with people she was on the fast track. It was easy to see that she would be getting promoted before too long, as long as she didn’t make a mistake.

Julie was also as attractive as she was cool. She had short blond hair, cut in an edgy style that wouldn’t be welcome at a lot of funds. She dressed conservatively enough to hack it, but was stylish too. Her clothes were maybe a little tight, but they looked severe, in control, vaguely fascist at times. Sharp, masculine, military lines that somehow made the curves hinted at beneath them even more alluring. Again, not that my thoughts on the subject were relevant. By the time we had been working together for six months we hadn’t spoken that many words to one another.

It all changed six months in, after she had made the mistake.

The mistake had been a single trade, based on what seemed like good information and decent analysis. Anyone could have gotten it wrong. It had been Julie. With that one trade she went from being a rising star to potentially losing her job. That is what led her to speak to me, or really to corner me in a stairwell.

I had brought one bad habit with me from Ohio to NYC. Clove cigarettes. I had never smoked regular cigarettes but I still loved the smell and taste of cloves. I loved the way it looked in my hand too. It was the only thing I had ever done that I thought looked cool. I finished my clove and slipped back into the stairwell. It was easier than going through the front of the building, to the elevators, and I only had to go to the fourth floor. I had just hit the third floor when I heard her voice.

“You really shouldn’t smoke, Jacob.” She appeared from around the corner in the stairwell. “It is terrible for you.”

“They aren’t regular cigarettes,” I mumbled, looking at the stairs, the floor, between us. “Just cloves.”

“They’re still bad for you.” I could almost hear the shrug in her voice. “Can I bum one?”

“I thought you said I shouldn’t smoke.” I looked up at her with half a smile.

“I said you shouldn’t. They are fine for me” She was smirking. “Plus it is an excuse to talk to you.”

I handed her a clove and moved to walk past her. She blocked my path, subtly shifting her stance and somehow forcing me into the corner. It was like she just knew how to put me where she wanted me.

“I need something else. I need help.” Somehow her voice didn’t lose its confidence even as she admitted vulnerability. I don’t know how she did it.

“Look, I have seen this before. Just keep your head down. Make a few solid trades. People will forget. The bosses will forget.” It was sort of true too. It would take her awhile to get back to where she had been, but if she didn’t draw attention to herself and just rebuilt she would be fine. She was still in the black for the year even if that one trade had been a catastrophe.

Before I even finished getting the words out she leaned in close to me, I could feel her breath on my neck, and smell a hint of jasmine perfume. It was the first I had been close enough to her to have any idea she even wore perfume. “I am not looking for advice, Jacob. Everyone knows you find more good trades than you actually make, and that you sell the ones you don’t use. I need a tip. I need to get back on track.”

Her scent, her voice, and being so close to her overwhelmed my senses. Then she pushed me over the edge, brushing the back of her hand against my front, finding the straining hardon in my pants. She giggled lightly.

“Just think about it. We could make a good team, Jacob.” She winked at me and disappeared past me in the stairwell, the clove cigarette I had given her still in her hand.

I waited in the stairwell for a few moments, taking deep breaths and trying to get my erection to subside. I doubted anyone would take a close enough look at me to notice, but I didn’t want to risk it. Finally feeling calmed down I snuck back to my cubicle and went back to analyzing potential trades. Then my phone chimed.

Dinner tonight. My treat. ~ Julie

She must have found my number in the staff directory. I felt my breath catch as I looked at the text again. I knew it was just because she wanted me to give her a trade. But in my wildest fantasies it could be something more. I thought back to her brushing her hand across my groin earlier. It had probably been an accident, right? But then she giggled.

I shook my head trying to clear it, and started down at the text again. I knew if I didn’t say something just the thought of her would consume the rest of my day. I finally picked my phone up.

Okay. Let me know where.

She chose an Indian restaurant near my apartment. She must’ve known it was my favorite place. I knew she was manipulating me, but I didn’t care. She was one of the most attractive women I had ever met, and she was paying me more attention than anyone ever had. Being manipulated by her seemed a small price to pay. I really had no idea what the cost was going to be though.

I went home, got out of my boring work attire, and put on my nicest business casual outfit. It was still pretty boring if I am being honest. Blue chinos and a slightly different blue shirt. I put on a half decent watch mostly as an afterthought. I knew it wouldn’t be impressive but it at least made it look like I was wearing a complete outfit.

She was already sitting in a booth when I got to the restaurant and with one look at her I realized I was even further out of my depth, and out of my league, than I had imagined. While her work outfits hinted at sex appeal and confidence, what she was wearing now didn’t bother hinting at anything. She stood up when she saw me and gave me her brightest smile. She was wearing a pink top that looked almost more like lingerie and skintight black leather pants that looked painted on, her legs ended in tall, black stiletto heels that probably cost more than my whole outfit.

I gulped quietly, and returned her smile. Then I quickly sat down at the table, hoping my erection wasn’t noticeable. She sat down across from me still smiling.

“Happy to see me then?” She tilted her head as she said it and I knew I had been caught.

Not knowing what to say I nodded and looked at the menu, hoping for a few moments to calm my nerves and get my head screwed on straight. She was having none of it.

“We are ordering the specials. You won’t need the menu.” Her voice cut through me and my erection only grew harder. I had never encountered a woman so willing to take charge and I had no idea what was going on. I felt like I was trapped in some kind of whirlpool. “Have you given any thought to what we talked about earlier today?”

Of course I had. I had thought about how crazy it was. I thought about how stupid I was for hoping it could lead to something. I thought about my own carefully laid plans and how I didn’t want to upend them for her. I had also thought about her eyes, her smirk, how her outfits always hinted at perfection hiding just underneath them. I thought about what her dark red, never bright red, lips must have looked wrapped around the cigarette she had taken from me.

“I am not really sure about it.” I mumbled quietly, knowing as I said it that it wasn’t an answer.

“What is there to be sure about, Jacob?” She leaned forward, her eyes boring into me and her breasts suddenly visible to me behind the lingerie top she wore out like it was a normal shirt. “I know you probably have five trades waiting in the wings and I know you want…to help me.”

She wasn’t wrong. I usually had a few more good ideas than I could pull the trigger on. Some of them I traded on privately, and some of them I sold to friends at other firms. I knew I was playing an ethically dangerous game when I did that, but this felt different. This wasn’t about money. I wasn’t even sure what it was about. 

As I said there, my head buzzing, the waiter reappeared and I vaguely noticed her ordering for both of us. When the waiter asked if I was sure it was what I wanted I nodded dumbly, not even sure what she had ordered for me.

As she walked away I cleared my head enough to ask the obvious question. “Why?”

“Because I can’t afford to fall behind and because I see the way you look at me. Don’t you wonder how good I can make you feel?” It was stunning how her confidence never seemed to leave her voice.

“Why me though?” I did my best to meet her gaze. “I know you are a networking whiz. I know you have other options.”

She nodded cooly. “I do. But I am bored. The guys at the office. The guys at the bar. The guys on The Street. They are boring. You though,” she shrugged, “there is something about you that I like.”

“There is something about me that you like?” I repeated incredulously. “We have only really talked once.”

She hummed quietly to herself. “But I have been watching you. You look at me but you don’t stare. You are polite, deferential even. And you were rock hard in the stairwell earlier today. Do you even know why?”

“Because you are hot.” I blurted out.

“Sure I am, but so are a lot of other women.” She sighed. “It was more than that and you know it.”

I started to ponder what she was saying, feeling increasingly like a mouse cornered by a cat the more I thought. That cycle was interrupted once again by her  voice. “I bet you are rock hard right now too.”

I looked away, hating that she somehow knew that, and then yelped in surprise as she planted one of her heeled feet on my lap. I looked back at her and felt the heat creeping up my neck, I wasn’t sure if it was embarrassment or anger. I opened my mouth to speak but she pressed down into my groin, finding my increasingly hard penis, and I only managed a gasp.

“I knew it.” She smirked, as she released the pressure only to return it again several times, watching me as I tried to hold back the impending eruption she was trying to force from me in the middle of the restaurant.

I was only spared further, ruinous, embarrassment, by the arrival of our food. She removed her foot from my crotch and began eating her food as though ravenously hungry, and as though she hadn’t nearly caused me to spew my load just moments before. Her behavior was astonishing, bordering on terrifying, but somehow I felt drawn deeper in every moment.

I calmed myself and began to enjoy my dinner as we sat in silence for more than a few minutes. I had no idea what was going through her mind but mine was a whirl. What did she want from me? Maybe more importantly, what did I want from her? Why was I reacting to all of this the way I was?

Julie interrupted me from my thought spiral with a simple, direct, question. “So what trade are you going to give me, Jacob?”

I looked down at my plate, pushed food around for a moment, before popping a piece of butter chicken into my mouth. I couldn’t bring myself to look up at her. I knew her eyes were going to bore right through me. I couldn’t delay forever though, and she reminded me of that by returning her foot to its spot between my legs and pressed once more on my still half-hard cock.

I finally looked up and met her eyes, it felt like they could see right through me. “Fine. I have a trade I can give you. Is that really what all of this is about?”

She smirked at me and tilted her head. “For now, yes. But I like you, which might be the best, or the worst, thing to ever happen to you. Now what’s the trade?”

I outlined a deal I had been considering pulling the trigger on, it was somewhat complex, but it should help her rebound from her mistake and had very little downside. It wasn’t my top choice, I was still keeping that for myself, but it should be enough to help her out.

My mind was in turmoil as we finished our meals. She paid the check in cash and we walked out the door together.

“Wait for my ride with me?” She asked. “It isn’t like you have that long a walk.”

We both knew I only lived about a block away so I couldn’t really say no. She asked me a couple questions about the trade, more to kill time than anything else I think, and then a black SUV with tinted windows pulled up.

“This is me,” she said.

“Well,” I stammered, “see you tomorrow.”

“Wait,” she practically yelled as I turned to walk away. I turned to look at her.

She took two steps towards me and pushed herself against me, breathing against my neck. “I do really like you, Jacob.”

Before I could respond she grabbed me through my pants and squeezed, hard, as she licked my neck. It was like nothing I had experienced before, and bordered on the excruciatingly painful. Before I realized what was happening I felt the buzzy feeling that almost always precedes an orgasm and then felt the hot sticky fluids fill my boxers and pants.

Without letting go she pulled her head back and smiled at me. “This is going to be fun.”

I stood there dumbfounded, my pants soaked with cum, as she turned and walked away without a word. Just before she got in the car I could have sworn I saw her licking her fingers clean. I dropped my arms in front of me and turned, rushing towards home as fast as I could.


Part 2

I barely made it to work on time the next morning and my head was barely in the game at all. Thankfully I had built up a strong quarter and could mostly coast if I needed to. This was good because I could barely manage monitoring my positions let alone perform the high wire act that many of the best trades required. I gave an analyst a bunch of research to cover for future trades, which at least made it look like I was thinking about the job. The reality was all I could think about was her.

By comparison she looked even more put together than usual if that were possible. Her hair was up in a tight bun that was somehow still sexy and was it possible that her gray turtleneck was just a bit tighter than usual? Leaving just a bit less of her pert, ample bosom to the imagination. I caught her looking at me with a sly smirk in the middle of the morning and just wanted to die. I could feel the familiar heat creeping up my neck and the strain of a growing erection, which I did not think should be possible after the amount of time I had spent jerking myself stupid the previous night, imagining her and all the ways she could ruin me.

Just before the lunch hour I saw her trade go through and breathed a quiet sigh of relief. Maybe this would get her back on track and she would leave me alone and I could get back to my life. My successful, but dreadfully boring, life. Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I got up from my desk and snuck out the back stairwell for a smoke.

I was about halfway through the clove and had almost calmed my nerves when she appeared beside me, practically out of nowhere.

“I thought I told you that you shouldn’t do that.” She took the clove cigarette from my stunned hand and put it to her lips, taking a long sensual draw before turning to stand in front of me. “I don’t want to see another of these in your hand, got it?”

“What are you doing? What is this all about?” I stammered the questions, finding myself somewhere between stunned and angry. She took another long draw from the cigarette and this time exhaled directly into my face.

“I am telling you what I expect from you.” She tilted her head, seeming to examine me. “Make it through the rest of the day without another smoke break and I will give you a reward tonight.”

She turned and started walking away, smoking my cigarette as she went. “I saw how many were left in the pack yesterday. Don’t try to trick me.”

Her voice seemed to float over her head as she walked away, leaving me stunned, and once again completely frazzled on the street. Not knowing what else to do, I eventually went back inside and sat back down at my station, even more distracted than I was before, I eventually saw her come back up the elevator, she sauntered past me, making sure I could smell the remnants of the clove on her before she settled back at her own station. A few seconds later my phone buzzed.

Isn’t this fun? I think you like doing as you’re told.

Now she was taunting me. Did I like it though? My cock certainly seemed to think so. I clicked through my screens mindlessly trying to ignore her text before deciding to break my normal protocol and go get lunch, once again trying to clear my head. As the elevator door began to close I breathed a quiet sigh of relief, I was going to regain control of myself. Just before it closed her perfectly manicured hand stopped it, causing them to reopen. She entered the elevator without saying a word and we both watched the doors close.

It was only a couple of floors down but it felt like it took forever. When the doors opened I strode, I hoped confidently, towards the exit. We both hit the street at the same time.

“Where ya going?” Her voice was chipper. I was annoyed, and still turned on.

“I am going for lunch.” I sighed.

“That’s unlike you. Something going on?” She kept stride with me the whole time. I gave up and stopped.

“Is this fun? I like doing what I am told?” I turned and stood in front of her for once. “What are you doing?”

She smiled at me. “I’m assessing you. And so far you are meeting my every expectation. Don’t blow it now by throwing a tantrum.”

“Assessing me for what?” I asked, exasperation bleeding through into my voice.

She shook her head. “That isn’t how it works. But I think you are smart enough to figure it out. Go have your lunch. And remember, no smoking.”

Before I could say anything else she turned and walked in the other direction. I stood there, before wandering into a local burger joint, still with more questions than answers.

I ate my burger, though I barely tasted it, then went back to the office, visions of my torturer still taking up all the bandwidth in my mind. Thankfully I was able to make it through the rest of the day without incident. Several times I considered the idea of smoking a clove, wondering if that would end our game, and if that is what I wanted. But I didn’t. I guess I was curious about what her idea of a reward was.

I made it home, had a light dinner, and had just gotten out of the shower when my buzzer started going off. Her voice came through the intercom as soon as I pressed the button.

“Are you letting me up or leaving me down here? I’ve been waiting ten minutes.” She didn’t even sound annoyed. She never did.

I buzzed her up and unlocked the door before retreating to my bedroom, throwing on gray sweatpants and an old college t-shirt. I heard the door open and thought it was well within her character that she didn’t even knock. I walked out of the bedroom to ask her again what her game was, but was stopped cold by the vision in front of me.

If her outfit the night before had been stunning this was something else entirely. Thigh high red leather boots, fishnets, and a black body suit that left nothing to the imagination. Her hair was still in the same tight bun it had been earlier, but her makeup had gone from professional to dramatic, with shockingly red lips that looked almost vampiric. I had never seen anything like her in real life and from the way she looked at me I could tell she knew it.

“I told you you’d get a reward for doing what you were told.” She posed in the middle of my living room and smiled, “are you having fun now?”

I nodded dumbly. I was in over my head and I knew it but I officially didn’t care.

“Finally.” She dropped a black bag that I didn’t even realize she was holding to the floor where it made a light thud. Whatever was in it was left, for the moment, to the imagination.

“Get out of those incredibly drab clothes and let me finally find out what I am working with here physically.” She sat down on my couch and brushed aside two weeks worth of mail with her feet as she propped them up on the coffee table. “C’mon, we both have to work tomorrow. Do not keep me waiting.”

It was the harshest I had ever heard her voice and it spurred me to action. I didn’t even think about the absurdity of it as I stripped naked in front of her, practically throwing my clothes aside as I did so. Soon I was standing in front of her completely naked, shaking from a sudden chill and from the terror her predatory grin elicited from me.

“Good boy,” she cooed at me, “I knew you liked doing what you were told. I think it is safe to say you’ve passed my assessment.”

She stood up and circled me, prodding me, brushing me lightly, taking me in. Somehow I knew not to move, it was like every pornographic dream I had ever had come to life, and part of me thought if I moved the spell would be broken and I would find out none of it was real.

“Assessing me for what?” I asked meekly.

“To be my pet. My toy. My slave, really.” She said it so matter-of-factly that it almost sounded normal.

“What makes you think I want that?” She was behind me when I asked and I felt her lightly draw a finger up my ass crack, sending tingles through my entire body.

She then reached around to my straining erection, and dabbed a drop of precum from the tip. She circled around, standing in front of me.

“I think it is pretty obvious you do. So just stop fighting it already.” She put the finger to my mouth expectantly and, somehow knowing what she wanted, I opened my mouth and sucked my own precum from her fingertip. “That’s right, Jacob, just accept it. You know you want this.”

“Why me?” I whispered.

“Well, you are cute and smart. You are deferential, or really, to be blunt, submissive. And you have things I need.” She paused for a moment there and tweaked one of my nipples eliciting a gasp from my mouth. “And I have what you want. I have been watching you basically since I got hired. You aren’t one of them, and you don’t want to be.”

She spat the word ‘them’ out with a level of disdain that surprised me. I thought about what she was saying too and I realized she was right, though I had never thought about it so concretely before.

“It isn’t even that you aren’t cool, if you want to know the truth. She smiled and twisted my other nippple, getting another gasp for her troubles. My cock began to drip. “You could be. You won’t be though, not if you are with me. I don’t need a cool guy. So I will make you into exactly what I need you to be.”

“What is that?” I asked the question both out of curiosity and a bit of fear. Before answering she took me by both shoulders and pushed me towards the floor. I instinctively knew she wanted me to kneel.

“You’ll see,” there was a smirk in her voice. “You’ll be what turns me on and what excites me. And you’ll love it.” She kicked lightly at my groin, not enough to hurt really, but enough to cause a little discomfort. “You’ll love it so much you’ll forget you ever wanted to be anything else.”

I thought about that. It sounded somehow threatening as much as it sounded exciting, and part of me knew I should ask her to leave. I couldn’t though. She was offering me things I never knew I wanted, and things I did want and never thought I could have. My mind was spinning with a thousand questions. But more than that I wanted to, needed to, see what was going to happen next. That need, over and over, would become my downfall.

She pulled my face into her, I could smell her through the bodysuit. Her scent was sweet and musky and I knew right away I never wanted to stop smelling it. Soon she was grinding against my face while my dick dripped endless precum onto the floor and her shiny red boots. Soon I wasn’t thinking at all, just feeling, being, and experiencing whatever she wanted to do to me. When she pushed me away I collapsed onto the floor. One of her boots appeared next to my face.

“Clean it off.” Her voice had a hint of playfulness even when she was being stern.

I didn’t even think of disobeying her. I drug myself up to my knees then carefully, slowly licked her boots clean, first one then the other.

“Good boy,” she smirked down at me. “Now crawl to your bedroom. The night is just beginning.”

She followed behind me as I crawled to the bedroom of my tiny apartment. I thought I heard her groan with disgust when she saw the mess of the room but my mind was moving too slow to react.

“This will not do in the long run, pet. But I suppose I can ignore it for tonight. Climb up on the bed, lay on your back, and don’t move.” After giving her commands she left the room.

I crawled up on the bed, it didn’t even cross my mind to stand up first, which ultimately shows how far gone I already was. I heard her pick up the bag she had dropped with a thud earlier, and the click of her heels as she came back to the bedroom. The light from the living room framed her in the doorway and for just a moment she looked like an angel. I knew she was something else entirely though.

“Now for your reward. I am going to give you the best orgasm of your life.” She sauntered slowly over to the bed, then ran a single finger up my leg to my engorged member. “But I am going to make you beg for it. And you aren’t going to cum until I give you permission. Understand, pet?”

I nodded, trembling both at her touch and the intensity of the situation. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. She lightly stroked my cock and smiled slightly as I shuddered under her touch. She trailed her hand further up my body before dropping the bag on my nightstand, I jumped slightly at the soft thud it made once again.

“This is going to be so much fun Jakey. Are you having fun?” Her eyes were shining as she asked the question and I could tell in that moment she had been planning this for some time.

I nodded. “Yes, Julie.”

She chuckled lightly and turned away, finally opening the bag.

“First I am going to overwhelm your senses. Then I am going to overwhelm your mind. Then I am going to make you explode.” She turned to face me again. “If you struggle I will bind you. If I bind you, you will stay bound for quite a while.”

She reached down for one of my nipples and I was suddenly yelping from a sharp pain that quickly settled into an intense, almost pleasant, pressure.

“One down, one to go,” she giggled.

While she did the first one quickly she massaged my other nipple slowly bringing it to full attention before applying the matching device, which I realized quickly were nipple clamps, to my second nipple. The pressure was intense and drove my arousal to new heights. My head was buzzing fully, and I could feel my cock throbbing in vain.

She pulled on the clamps gently causing me to buck helplessly. She giggled again. “Calm down pet, we are just getting started.”

I tried to slow my breathing and calm down as she suggested but even as I did so she started slowly stroking me again, soon the throbbing was more intense than I had ever felt and I was certain I was going to explode. Somehow though she knew just when to stop and I was left right on the edge of the explosive orgasm I needed so badly.

I made a high quiet whining sound, which only made her chuckle, as she brought me to the edge again only to stop. I would breathe and slowly recede from the precipice only for her to take me there again. Stop. Wait. Again.

She did this so many times I lost count and all reason or even thought had fled my mind, replaced with nothing but endless need. I felt her pull away and somewhere my lizard brain forced my body to calm enough that I was nearly capable of forming basic thoughts again.

Then I heard her voice. “Spread your legs.”

The command was simple and easy to follow, so I did. A split-second later I felt a cool point, slick with lube, press against the outside of my anus.

“Relax.” Another simple command. Less easy to follow but I managed.

As soon as my body relaxed I felt the plug enter and immediately expand my entrance almost to the point of painfulness. She slowly, almost sensuously, pressed the plug into me until there was a quiet pop and I felt the base settle against me. I had never done anything like this and the pressure and fullness increased my arousal to yet another new height, with precum leaking steadily from my tall, straining, cock.

“Now, would I be right if I had guessed you’ve never been this aroused in your life?” Julie stared down at me with her beautiful, sinister, grin.

“Yes, Julie.” I practically croaked the words, surprising myself with my lack of voice.

“Hmmm, good.” She mused. “Now another question. Have you ever been hypnotized?”

I shook my head, a cold icicle of fear popping up in the back of my brain for the first time all evening. I was worrying that what she had planned for me was more than what she had shown me so far. In truth, I should not have been surprised.  The fear somehow mixed with the arousal to create a new brand of excitement though and I could not bring myself to back out of the situation, though it may have been too late anyway.

“Exciting,” she sat down on the bed next to me and placed a hand on my chest as if to hold me in place. “Do you like the thought of me getting into your mind? Of you being that vulnerable, that helpless for me?”

I gulped, audibly, as I thought about what she was asking. Did I like the idea of being vulnerable for her? Helpless? Clearly, the answer was yes. But why? That was something I didn’t fully understand. I nodded, trembling.

“I thought so.” Her hand on my chest applied gentle pressure, almost reassuring, even as the glint in her eye told me that the rollercoaster we were on was about to make a sharp turn. “I don’t think you have any idea how naturally submissive you are. That is okay though. I saw it in you, and I am going to tease it out of you bit by bit. You are so fucked, Jakey, but you are going to love it. I promise.”

“Now, I want you to look up at the ceiling. Pick a spot just above your forehead and focus on it. Focus on it as intensely as you can.” The warm, gentle, pressure on my chest was a near constant now.

I did as I was told, almost on autopilot and almost automatically took in a deep breath as I did so. In a way, having something to focus on helped ease the intensity of everything that was happening, at least for a moment.

“Now, keep focusing on that spot and I am going to count down from ten. With each even number I want you to take a deep breath and with each odd number I want you to exhale slowly. You will relax more and more with each number.” Even as I focused on the ceiling I could see her in the periphery of my vision. Then she started counting. “Ten.”

I took a deep breath.

“Nine,” her voice took on a softer quality, a tonal shift I cannot quite describe. I exhaled slowly.

“Eight.” I took another deep breath and felt my body relaxing more into the bed.

“Seven.” Another long slow breath out. “Good,” she whispered as I did so.

“Six.” The breathing was almost automatic and her voice was getting even softer.

“Five.”

“Four.”

“Three,” I let the breath out again. My body had never been so relaxed.

“Two.” I continued to focus on the ceiling as I breathed in again.

“One,” I started to let the breath out.

As I finished she pressed on my chest, more forcefully than before and said, in the clearest voice she had used in the whole process, “sleep.”

Without even realizing what had happened my eyes slammed shut and I was floating on a soft, dark, sea of relaxation.

“Good boy.” I did not open my eyes but I could hear her voice, even in the depths of relaxation she was there with me. “You are doing so well. Do you feel good?”

I heard my voice answer in the affirmative though I did not feel like I was speaking.

“I’m so glad, pet.” Her voice sounded happy and that felt good to me. “This is just a light trance though. Do you trust me enough to go deeper?”

I heard my voice say, “yes,” again.

“I am going to count down from ten again. With each number your relaxation will double and you will go deeper into trance for me. Does that sound nice?”

It did sound nice, it all felt so good that I couldn’t even imagine why I had feared this just a few minutes earlier. “Yes,” I said again, “please.”

She lightly hummed at my answer, it felt like it had pleased her and that felt nice too. “Please, is it? Please take you deeper?”

“Yes, please,” I heard my voice answer quietly.

“Good boy,” She purred. “Ten.”

I felt a buzzing in my head when she called me a good boy and felt my entire body relax even further when she started counting.

“Nine.” She practically whispered. “Go sooo deep for me.”

Everything felt soft and when I closed my eyes it felt like I was surrounded by a warm soft darkness.

“Eight. You are doing so good for me.”

“Seven.” Her voice was growing husky as she counted, but my brain was far too muddled to understand why.

Her breathing became more rhythmic here and she began to gasp lightly as she counted.

“Six.” As she said this she put a finger to my lips and my mouth opened readily, her fingers were slick and the taste was sweet, fragrant, and almost earthy. I sucked greedily on her fingers and relaxed even deeper into the bed beneath me.

She hummed louder this time, as she withdrew her fingers from my mouth. “Five. Let all your thoughts drift away. You don’t need them right now.”

She continued to count but the darkness that had drifted over me grew thicker and softer and while I could hear her voice nothing she said broke through to my conscious mind. The taste of her, the feeling of her fingers against my lips, and later other parts of me, filled my conscious mind, blocking everything else out.

When I drifted back to consciousness the situation had changed, subtly, My ankles and wrists were tied to the corners of the bed and Julie had removed the intoxicatingly sexy outfit she had shown up in hours, or maybe days, earlier. My mind was too jumbled and too slow to know the difference. The taste of her was thick on my lips and in my mouth and that caused my already intense arousal to spike even higher.

Strangely though, my mind was quiet, maybe quieter than it had ever been. It was like a thick comforter had been pulled over my thoughts and they were forced to just settle in place. All I could do was feel, and somehow both realize how helpless she had made me and how content I was with that outcome. If I had been fully conscious I would have realized how quickly things had spiraled out of control, but there was no way for me to realize that, or to address it if the realization had somehow come to mind.

Julie looked down at me, a grin forming on her face, and she grabbed my raw, straining cock and began to stroke it slowly once again. Soon I was overcome with arousal, thrashing as much as I could, but the bondage kept me from really moving. Strangely, no matter how much she stroked I just grew hornier and hornier. I felt constantly on the precipice of orgasm but nothing she did got me past the seemingly endless edge.

“You know, I could keep you like this forever.” Julie taunted me. “Or at least for a very long time.”

“What?” I stammered, my mind completely lost between the lust, the hypnosis, and the need for whatever she was doing to me. “How?”

“You need my permission to cum, Jakey.” Her smile could light up a room. “And I intend on keeping it that way.”

I moaned and whined. “Please, please. Please.”  I didn’t know what else to say and I don’t think I even fully knew what I was begging for.

“Mmm, begging, I like that.” She squeezed my cock for emphasis. “But tell the truth. If I told you your reward, instead of an orgasm, would be to be my plaything for the rest of your life, you’d love that wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,” I admitted, still whining.

“Yes, what?” She glared down at me and squeezed my cock again, this time it was almost painful. I still loved it.

“Yes, Mistress Julie.” I said, not even knowing where the words came from.

“Good boy.” She grinned again. “I knew that though. It is a good thing for you I am, mostly, a kind Mistress. So I am going to give you both rewards. I am going to let you cum, and you are going to spend the rest of your life as my devoted plaything.”

I gazed up at Julie, now my Mistress, and somehow felt even more content in the circumstances than I had a moment before. I knew at that moment that I was going to be hers, and stay that way, and love it.

“I picked you out from the beginning, pet.” She began stroking me again. “I knew you were the one I wanted. We are going to have a beautiful life together. It is going to be like nothing you expected. But I promise you will love it.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I said, the words coming naturally to me. I knew she was right, about all of it.

She began stroking faster. “Now, when I tell you to cum you will, and then you will fall back into the depths of trance so I can continue teaching you what it means to be mine.”

The lust and need were overwhelming me and I could barely speak, just moaning in response as she pushed me ever further into territories of arousal I did not know existed.

“One. Two.” She paused for just a second, though never stopped stroking me. “Three. Cum for me pet, and start your new life.”

As she spoke those words I exploded into an orgasm so intense my vision went white and I swear there was a dull roar in my ears. I spasmed over and over again, my entire body feeling the power of the orgasm and of Mistress Julie. I felt the ropes of cum landing on and around me but was too far gone to care. My body was awash with tingles and as the orgasm subsided I felt the darkness rush over me again, and once again Julie started to speak words I would never consciously hear, but would bind me even more to her control.


Part 3

When I woke up in the morning she was gone, and so were all of the implements of bondage. At first I wondered if it was all a very intense dream. I should have known just from my rather muddled state of mind, and the way the bed was absolutely destroyed, and the dried cum all over my chest, that that wasn’t true. I didn’t fully realize it though until I stood up and felt the sudden tug of heavy weight around my genitals.

I reached down before I even looked and felt cold steel where my cock should be. Then I felt the pressure of it helplessly, hopelessly, trying to get hard against the steel tube it was locked inside. I had heard of chastity devices before, I was a denizen of the internet like all of us, but had no frame of reference, no idea, how it would feel to be locked in one, or how arousing I would suddenly find it.

Still, I looked frantically around for a key I knew I wouldn’t find, and instead found a note on the nightstand, which would be almost cliche if it weren’t for the rest of the circumstances: 


Good morning Pet, 

I am sure you found the first of what will be many surprises for you moving forward. Don’t bother looking for the key. I have it. I meant what I said last night, from now on you will only experience orgasms when, and if, I allow them. I am sure you won’t mind though.

I will enjoy seeing you when you get to the office. There will be more surprises when you get there. In fact, if I am being honest, I think most of your life is going to be full of surprises from now on, at least for a while. I don’t think you will struggle against them too much though. If you do find yourself struggling, don’t worry, I have a fix for that, one I know for a fact you enjoy.

See you soon!

<3

I read the note nervously twice, before realizing if I was going to be on time for work I had to get myself together, which I did as quickly as I could with the distraction of the near constant arousal I seemed to feel at my new circumstances. I was terrified, and excited, to find out what she had planned for me next. In the end, it went far beyond my expectations, and set the stage for my life moving forward.

I got to the office just before I would have nominally been considered late and slipped into my seat as unobtrusively as possible. I pulled some analysis and started planning out a trade when I caught Julie smiling at me from across the room. Seconds later my phone buzzed.

Hold off on any trades until we talk more. ~ Mistress 
 

I gulped and looked up at her, seeing the smile replaced by her most predatory grin. I nodded slightly, my cock straining in my cage as I did so. Having what she wanted she turned away, starting a conversation with another member of the team, leaving me to wonder what was happening and why I was letting her do this to me.

The answer to that was both simple, because it felt good, and so much more complicated than that too. My thoughts were still a bit foggy, helped along I am sure but the arousal and the helplessness of my now caged cock. I finished putting the trade together, but didn’t do anything else other than watch the minutes roll by and wonder when Julie, or Mistress, would release me from at least one of the several purgatories I seemed to find myself in.

Finally, just before people would start taking their lunches she came and sat down next to me. “Hello, pet.”

“Hi, Julie,” I tried to be casual. She was having none of it

“Julie is it? Are we equals today” Her voice remained calm but there was a hint of steel to it.

“Sorry, Mistress, I don’t know exactly what we are doing right now.” I whispered.

“That’s okay, pet, I am going to make that all clear right now.” She surreptitiously reached into my lap and clicked a nail against the steel cage. “Are you okay with that?”

I wasn’t sure if she was asking if I was okay with the cage, her touching me, or all of it. I guess it didn’t really matter. “Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

“Good boy.” She slid a little closer to me. “Now sink for me, go so deep.”

I felt my head start to dip but she caught me by the chin. “Keep your head up, stare at the screen. But go deeper. Just go so deep and listen to my words”

I was helpless against all of this, and even with the cock cage I thought I was going to explode. There was something about the sheer brazenness of it, which had been her hallmark since she had arrived six months earlier, that made it all even more erotic, more arousing.

“Now, I am going to ask you a couple of questions. You are going to answer them with complete honesty. I will decide exactly what it is we are doing after that. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I answered, my voice sounding monotone in my ears.

“Good boy,” She sighed happily. “Now, do you want to be mine? Truly completely mine?”

“Yes,” the word escaped my lips almost before she finished talking. “Please. I do want that.”

“Hmmm.” She clicked her nail against the cage under my trousers again, the vibrations almost caused me to spurt even in the trance. “Even if that means I take control in ways you can’t undo? Even if I make decisions about your life that you wouldn’t have before?”

I paused at that, she wanted complete honesty and even though the words wanted to flow forth I had to hold them back and at least try to examine, to analyze, them. I couldn’t stop myself though, I couldn’t change the course she had set me on. “Yes, Mistress. I want you to have that power. I want to be yours. Nothing has ever felt so right, or so real.”

“Good boy.” I could hear the smile in her voice though I couldn’t turn my head to see it. “Your fate is sealed then.”

Something about those words brought a sense of closure, of contentment, into my mind. Whatever was going to happen had been decided and I didn’t have to worry about it anymore. There was something beautiful, and very hot, about that.

“Tell me how much money is in your personal accounts.” It was a command, not a question, delivered as matter-of-factly, as any command that could not be disobeyed might be.

“A little over two million dollars.” I didn’t know the exact number but I knew that was close.

“Transfer that money, along with any other money you have floating out there in various accounts, into the mutual fund you believe will perform best over the next three years.” Another command.

I knew exactly what fund I thought would perform well though no mutual fund could match what I, or her, could do by investing the money. Still, I was on autopilot at this point, just following her orders without question. She watched as I did so.

“Good boy.” She purred. “That money will sit tightly there, perhaps we will move it from time to time. That is the money that you will use to rebuild your life if I ever have to let you go, since I am about to destroy it completely.”

That should have scared me, or shook me, or even broke me out of the trance. Instead it turned me on even more. I had no doubt she meant it and somehow I wanted to see, to experience, what that meant.

“From now on you are nothing but my pet, my toy, mine.” She growled the last word. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I shuddered, with intense arousal and need, as I accepted the truth she had laid out for me.

“Pull up an empty document and type everything I say next” I followed her command and listened to her speak.

When she was done I found myself staring at a resignation letter. It did not humiliate me, or degrade me, though at a couple of points she had teased me with the possibility of it. The first letter she had me write just said “I am leaving to become the worthless dog slave of one of my coworkers. Nobody will ever hear from my perverted, pathetic ass ever again.”

Thankfully, she allowed me to delete it and send a far more professional resignation letter, though it was effective immediately. That completed, she took my phone and wallet from me before handing me a key, an envelope, and a note with an address on it.

“You will leave immediately, go to this address, it is my home. Give the letter to the doorman and he will let you in.” She smiled at me. “I am sending you home, pet. For good.”

I watched as she pressed send on the resignation email. I quickly escaped the office before anyone saw it and could ask me any questions. I walked in a daze to the subway, then from the subway to her building. I handed the doorman the envelope, and moments later he led me to the elevator.

I walked into her apartment and, without fully knowing why, I stripped out of my clothes. In one of the corners of the living room there was a large pet bed with an open laptop in front of it. It seemed obvious that it was meant for me.

I sat down in front of it and before I could take stock of the situation further I noticed the words on the screen, an open message that was clearing waiting for me.

Sink for me, pet!

The world went dark around me as my thoughts became muffled by the deepening trance that overtook me. I was home.
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