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   My wife owns me. She loves me, and she owns me. I obey her, and she owns me. Right now, I'm wondering where this ownership comes from. How did this happen?
 
   Before we met, I often fantasized about a beautiful woman, just like Bridget, taking control of me. I crafted these elaborate daydreams where I would be kidnapped and restrained, teased, tormented, and spanked until I would succumb entirely. She would lock a collar around my neck, and I would learn to obey.
 
   Our relationship, in real life, started a bit differently. We met. We dated. And I confessed.
 
   While she was still my girlfriend, I told Bridget all about my fantasies. So we started to play and explore. Little by little, she uncovered something within herself. So often, she is required to submit herself to others. That's what happens when you work with the public, but at home, she could come home, and she could snap her fingers, and I would jump to obey.
 
   That appealed to her.
 
   A lot.
 
   Now we have this other side of our relationship. When she comes home from work, I I put aside my book or I close my laptop, and I scurry over to her like an obedient puppy. I drop down onto my knees, and I bow my head. I cross my wrists, and I keep my gaze aimed downward.
 
   When she comes home from work, I do my best to forget my own tasks. Once she closes the door behind her, I must obey and I must please her. My entire world changes because I automatically yearn to submit to her. It doesn't matter how tired or exhausted I might be. I want to be down on my knees before her, awaiting her instructions.
 
   Because she has a tough job, she may help her out of her shoes. I take her purse and her other bags. I set them by the door, and then she tells me it's time for cuddles. She tells me that she wants a petting.
 
   If Bridget is feeling sadistic, she will make me crawl after her. But most of the time, she wants to get started as soon as possible, so she allows me to walk. Instinctively, I fall in behind her. I know she should go first because she's in charge.
 
   When we go into the bedroom, I will ask her for permission. "May I get on the bed, Mistress?"
 
   "You may," she always says. Theoretically, I shouldn't need to ask for permission, but it feels like the right thing to do.
 
   My Mistress isn't big on voice training. She wouldn't get upset if I didn't use her title. No, she's content so long as I obey the commands that she views as important. And this is a different part of submission, recognizing that her opinion is the one that counts. If I really am her slave, then I need to do as she says; I need to act in accordance with her desires and her will.
 
   Just a few minutes after she walked through the door, we are on the bed. She usually strips down to her panties. As she removes her blouse and her skirt, her socks and her bra, I admire her body. At moments like this, I always feel just a little bit naughty.
 
   I feel like I'm sneaking glances out at the girls’ locker room.
 
   Then she climbs up onto the bed with me, and she relaxes on her chest. She brings her hands up under her pillow, and she tilts her head to the side.
 
   "May I pet you?" I ask.
 
   "You may," she says, her voice heavy with fatigue.
 
   Crossing my legs, I get into position right beside her. I begin to slide my fingers over the contours of her back. I do my best to be gentle. I do my best to make her feel good.
 
   After several years of marriage, I know how she likes to be touched. I caress her along her shoulders, only to press my thumbs down into the spots just below her shoulder blades. Occasionally, I lift one of my hands and glide it over the back of her thighs.
 
   If Bridget has had a hard day, we will talk about it. I will do my best to listen like a good boy. I won't try to be a man; I won't try to offer her any solutions. At points like this, she just needs to vent a little bit.
 
   But if she doesn't want to talk, I can tell her about my day, or we can listen to the radio.
 
   It'll be a few more minutes, but then she will roll over, and she will look up at me, her eyes sparkling with the light. It's at moments like that that I feel the most owned and the most cherished.
 
   "I don't think you're properly attired," she might tell me.
 
   "No, Mistress. Whatever you say, Mistress."
 
   I know that I sound obsequious, but I can't help myself.
 
   "Fetch a collar," she commands.
 
   "Which one would you prefer?" I ask as I scramble toward the head of the bed. There are a variety of colors there, clumped together. There is a blue one with puppy paws along its length. There's another with bells. One of the collars can actually be locked on. Another is big and plaid.
 
   "Get my favorite, the gold one."
 
   "Yes, Mistress."
 
   It takes me a few seconds, but I find the gold collar, the one that pleases my owner the most. I pull it out, and then I take it into my mouth. I hold it with my lips so that it doesn't get wet with my saliva, and I crawl toward her. I hold it out.
 
   "Good boy!" Bridget says to me. She loops the collar around my neck, and she takes a few seconds to secure the clasp near the nape of my neck. When she is all done, I can feel the difference. My emotions shift slightly. Yes, I was already submissive and obedient, but the collar reinforces it. This symbol of submission and subjugation crystallizes my position.
 
   A couple of years ago, I didn't really understand the importance of these symbols.
 
   Even at work, I never quite realized how important it was for me to put on my name tag until I started working for a company that didn't have one. Now, I walk through the parking lot, and I don't need to put anything on. It feels so strange. How can anyone tell that I'm an employee?
 
   At home, Bridget has me collared, and I remember my place so much more readily.
 
   Just a few seconds ago, I wanted to obey. Now it feels like an almost irresistible urge. I must obey. I need to obey.
 
   My need for submission isn't simply some sexualized fantasy now. It morphs into something else. It becomes another emotion. I can be happy or sad, scared or angry...or submissive. And in that submission, I discover a new kind of satisfaction and contentment.
 
   "Pet me, slave," Bridget orders, and I obey once again.
 
   "Be sure to take off your shirt and pants. Actually, I think I want you naked altogether," she orders. "My slave should never wear more clothing than me."
 
   "Yes, Mistress," I agree.
 
   I'm not mindless. I wouldn't agree with everything she has to say, but I feel like her opinion is fundamentally better than mine. So I strip off my shirt, I take off my pants, and I toss my socks and underwear onto the floor. Naked now, I bow my head down.
 
   Bridget gets back into her position, and I pet her some more. I stroke her skin. I massage her muscles. My fingers play along the top of her head, petting her just the way she likes.
 
   Sometimes she purrs, but she is mostly content with this.
 
   "Did you do the dishes today?"
 
   I freeze up. Today was stressful with a variety of other chores. I swallow. "No, Mistress. I'm sorry. I forgot."
 
   "I'll punish you in a little bit, slave," she says to me.
 
   "Yes, Mistress. Whatever pleases you."
 
   She smirks, enjoying her authority, her power. After all, she knows that she owns me. Out in the real world, people can respect me, and I can even be a domineering asshole when I feel like it. But right here, I am thoroughly trained. Other young women have to deal with stubborn boyfriends and husbands. Not Bridget. Once she has me in a collar, she knows that I will do my absolute best to obey her and please her.
 
   Always.
 
   My submission means that I put her first.
 
   The seconds quickly turn to minutes. She has me pet her for quite some time. Occasionally, we talk. I might ask her what she's thinking about. She might tell me about some part of her day. But eventually, she feels recharged, so she rolls over, and she looks up at me.
 
   "Fetch the paddle."
 
   "Yes, Mistress," I say, returning to the headboard. I grab the paddle, an expensive piece of equipment we got from San Francisco on our last trip. It is a gorgeous implement, polished wood.
 
   She takes the paddle, she smacks her palm, and then she orders me into the position. I get down on my elbows and knees. I'm naked. There isn't a single thread of fabric to absorb any of the force.
 
   "You've been a very bad boy. When I tell you to do the dishes, you need to do the dishes. Understand?"
 
   "I had other projects I needed to work on," I tell her.
 
   "No, you decided that you wanted to work way too hard on other things. That's not acceptable," she reminds me.
 
   "Yes, Mistress."
 
   She swings the paddle down, striking at my rear. The first blow doesn't hurt. She's getting me ready for something stronger. I know that. A tendril of fear begins to coil through my insides. Paradoxically, it feels both hot and cold at the same time. Then she smacks me again, just a little bit harder.
 
   Bridget continues to swing, adding more and more force to each strike. The first few spankings barely sting, but the pressure mounts. The sensations spike, shooting through me. I keep my head down, and I do my best not to make a sound, not to react.
 
   Maybe this is me being a boy. Maybe this is me being determined. I don't react at all, not until I can't take it anymore. Finally, a little whimper vibrates from my throat, and she comes up to me. She drops the paddle, and she strokes my reddened ass.
 
   "What have you learned?" Bridget asks, her voice dripping with condescension.
 
   "When you give me an order, I need to obey," I tell her, turning those words into a confession.
 
   "Yes, you do. And you know, the dishes still haven't been done."
 
   I shake my head. "No, Mistress. They haven't."
 
   "So do you know what I'm going to do?"
 
   "What, what you going to do, Mistress?"
 
   Bridget grabs me by my shoulder, and she shoves me down onto my back. She climbs on top of me, holding me down. Eyes glinting with delight, she smirks. "I'm going to lock you in chastity, and then I'm going to let you go do your chores."
 
   My lips part, and I think about arguing with her. But then I remember the collar around my neck. I swallow, and I can feel the pressure of the weight of that item around my neck.
 
   "Yes, Mistress," I tell her.
 
   "Good boy." Bridget pats me on the head, and then she orders me up onto my knees. She comes back a few seconds later, and she has the different pieces of the chastity device. Most of it is a rounded tube that will encapsulate my cock.
 
   "Hands behind your back."
 
   Again, I obey without question. She pulls the tube over my shaft. She takes a large ring, and she slides that up and under my scrotum. It connects to the tube, and she uses several plastic pins to hold everything together. There is one more piece. She slides it on, and it connects everything together. Finally, she slides the lock into place. Yes, there is now a small padlock making sure that I won't be able to get this off.
 
   The chastity device comes together with a click. She slides the key out.
 
   "Go clean the kitchen."
 
   "Yes, Mistress."
 
   I’m just about to leave the room when Bridget reminds me to put my underwear back on. I do so without question or complaint. Now I'm only in my underwear and my chastity lock. I go back out into the living room, then into the kitchen.
 
   I get to work. I keep my head down. I do my best, moving quickly and efficiently. In the meantime, I know that Bridget is probably in the living room, curled up on the couch with her tablet computer. She might be playing online or reading a book. It doesn't matter. She is my owner, and if she wants to relax, then that is her prerogative.
 
   In the meantime, I have to satisfy her. I need to please her. When I'm done, I will ask her to come back here to inspect my work. Hopefully she will approve.
 
   I wash some of the dishes. Many of the cups go into the dishwasher. I load it up, I fill it with soap, and I get the machine started. At the same time, I make sure to sweep the floor and scrub down the countertops.
 
   At moments like this, time seems so strange. In one sense, everything happens so fast. In another, every little movement seems to take forever.
 
   And as I move around, I can still feel that emotion soaking into the back of my brain, that abject subservience.
 
   At work, I'm an educated young man, and people listen to me. I have impressive sounding degrees. But here, in this kitchen, I'm nothing more than a slave. Hell, my wife could dress me up in a little maid uniform, and I would have to take it.
 
   By the time I'm done, my skin is hot, and I'm breathing just a little bit faster than usual. I glance around the rest of the kitchen one more time. I notice that an apple is out of place, so I put it back in its bowl. I bow my head down, and I go into the living room. Rather than say a word, I kneel, and I keep my head down as I wait for my Mistress to notice me.
 
   "Are you done, slave?"
 
   Slave.
 
   That word carries so many different connotations, so many implications, and almost all of them are correct. I am her property. I am her pet. I willingly surrendered myself to this girl.
 
   "Yes, Mistress. I think I'm done. Would you like to inspect my work? I understand that I might have to do more if it doesn't please you." As I speak, I sound so timid. Out with my friends, I can be the leader, the one who makes decisions. But right here and right now, it's completely different.
 
   "Yes, slave. Follow me."
 
   She sets her computer aside, and she goes back to the kitchen. She stands there with her hands on her hips as her eyes sweep over the kitchen. "Nicely done, slave." She smiles at me, revealing her teeth, and I'm starting to wonder if a different instinct has kicked in for her.
 
   After all, Bridget has had some time to recuperate after work.
 
   She comes up to me, and she wraps her arms around my waist. Moments like this always feel slightly strange to me. Bridget, my owner, squeezes me tight, but she's shorter than me by several inches. At other times, I would seriously consider teasing her about how she's shorter than me. But right now, it doesn't matter.
 
   "You feel so good," she says, practically purring. "I think I want to play with your body. I want to use you for my pleasure."
 
   She reaches around, and she smacks my ass. "Get on the bed."
 
   "Yes, Mistress," I reply, and I try to pretend that my cock doesn't twitch in its cage.
 
   Yes, I am in chastity. This is just one more way for my owner to remind me of my place. And it works. It works perfectly. When I don't have access to my cock, I feel genuinely helpless. It's like I have forgotten how to assert myself.
 
   But that's okay because I know that my owner will take care of me. And in exchange, I will give her anything and everything she wants.
 
   I wait for her to give me permission to get up on the bed again. Once I have it, I climb into position, I hang my head. I remain on my knees.
 
   "Come here, slave," she says, holding out her arms.
 
   I don't know how long Bridget is going to make me wait in chastity. How much does she want to tease me? How much does she want to deny me?
 
   She wraps her arms around my body, and she pulls me down onto the bed. She starts kissing me. It feels so good. Her lips are soft and warm. I kiss her back like a good slave, even as my cock twitches and struggles against its plastic prison.
 
   "Are you horny?"
 
   "Yes, Mistress," I tell her, and I'm practically panting.
 
   "Good," she says with a sadistic little giggle. She starts kissing me again, rubbing her body against mine. I can feel her nipples against my chest. It is wonderful. The heat begins to cascade through my body, banishing every little chill.
 
   As she kisses me, she moans a little bit.
 
   She holds me tight, making it clear that I can't get away.
 
   "Should I let you out of chastity?"
 
   "Only if it would please you," I reply, obedient and determined to be a good slave for her.
 
   "Not yet," she announces, and a little whimper of disappointment vibrates through my throat. She smirks again. Lifting her haunches, she pulls down her panties, and she tosses them down onto the floor.
 
   "What would you like me to do, Mistress?" As I aim my eyes back at this woman, my expression makes my drive clear. I am obedient and eager.
 
   Eager to please.
 
   Eager to show her just how good a slave I can be.
 
   "Come here. I want to hold you," she commands. She spreads out her arms, and I crawl above her. She squeezes me tight, holding me against her chest. I can feel the soft give of her breasts and of the heat of her body. My cock twitches again.
 
   Deep within me, I can feel those swirling urges, the desperation for her approval, the longing to show her that I really am hers. After all, there is this metaphysical twinge deep within my psyche.
 
   When I step out of this house, I am articulate, strong, and independent. Hell, some of the people in my life would probably call me arrogant and conceited. But here, I know my place. This is where I can be true to myself.
 
   With this woman, with my wife, with my Mistress.
 
   She strokes my shoulders and back. She's enjoying this, both touching me and tormenting me.
 
   Her fingers run through the hair along the back of my skull. She grips me tight, forcing me down. She kisses me, setting the pace and tempo. She bites down into my lower lip, making me whimper again.
 
   "Kiss me, pet me, and go down on me," she whispers, her voice filled with promise.
 
   "Yes, Mistress." At once, I do my best to obey. I start at the contours of her neck, stroking her. At the same time, I lean down, pressing my lips against her chest. I kiss her, right above her breasts.
 
   "May I use my tongue, Mistress?"
 
   "You may, slave."
 
   When she uses my title, something reverberates through my body, this thrill of ecstasy. I swallow back my nervousness, and I stroke her some more, grazing my fingertips along her rib cage.
 
   I bring my mouth over to her right breast. I nuzzle her, touching my lips to her skin. I move my head forward and back, down and up. Then I open my mouth, and I wrap my lips around her nipple. I take my time. I go slowly.
 
   The animal desperation within my core urges me to go faster, but this isn't about me. This isn't about my pleasure.
 
   Even though my cock is still twitching against the plastic confines of the chastity cage, I know what I have to do. I work my lips along her nipple, pinching them slowly. I lick once or twice, swirling my tongue around that button.
 
   Her body responds, and her nipple stiffens. I keep going, licking and sucking, alternating between those sensations. At the same time, I keep my hands at her rib cage. I stroke and touch her, savoring the way she wiggles.
 
   Slowly, I lift my head, and I kiss her chest some more. Then I repeat the same process with her other nipple. I'm licking and sucking again. I'm showing her what I can do.
 
   But above all, I'm working to pleasure her. My thoughts fade away as I concentrate on her body.
 
   Once her nipples harden between my lips, I start kissing her stomach, her pubis. I kiss her legs and her feet. I move all along her body, still stroking and caressing her. I want her to be relaxed. She'll enjoy it most if she is content.
 
   And her pleasure is my top priority. I need to make sure that she is satisfied.
 
   When I sit up again, I can feel the weight of the chastity cage pulling down on my cock. I ignore it as I position myself between her legs. "Mistress, may I go down on you?" I ask.
 
   Under other circumstances, I would hear that question, and I did know that it would be completely superfluous. But here, I am her sex slave, and I need permission. Without it, I can't act.
 
   After all, I wouldn't dare to be rude. I wouldn't have the disobedience necessary to act first.
 
   "You may, slave," she tells me. I move my body down, sliding my arms over her thighs. Bridget takes my hands, and she crosses my wrists just below her sternum. She holds my hands there, enjoying the fact that she has locked me in place.
 
   Her grip is firm, one more physical reminder of my position.
 
   Once she has my hands in her grip, I kiss her inner thighs. Then, slowly, I kiss her pussy. I press my lips up against her slit. Tentatively, I lick her opening once. I do it again, a half second later.
 
   Slowly, I begin to speed up, sliding my tongue up and down the length of her opening. I work her crevice with the same determined patience that I used on her nipples. Guys might want to go fast, but women are different. I need to take my time again. I need to remind myself that this is all about her.
 
   But with the collar around my neck and my cock still locked away in plastic, I know that I am a sex slave. I belong to her, so I need to please her. I need to make sure that she enjoys this. This isn't about me. It isn't going to be about me. She keeps me locked up and collared for a reason. It helps me remember to obey.
 
   I can taste her excitement.
 
   Heat plays off of her body, and then I close my eyes, dipping my tongue down into her pussy. I can feel her clitoris now against the flat of my tongue. I tease her gently, working my tongue over that bundle of nerves.
 
   She might twitch. She might begin to moan.
 
   I listen for those signs, and I pay attention to her body. I concentrate on her, wondering what I should do. Sometimes, I slide my tongue from left to right. At another point, I go up and down. She likes it best when I trace circles around her clitoris.
 
   As I worked my mouth against her opening, I keep thinking about what this all means, how she is in charge.
 
   It's a strange sensation, to be actively owned by another human being. At this moment, I don't feel like anything but her property. I am a possession, so all of my other responsibilities fall away. I only have one goal, one plan, one priority.
 
   Please Bridget.
 
   So I lick and use my mouth to the best of my ability. But at the same time, I pay attention. I focus on what I think she would like best. Slowly, I speed up, hoping that I read the sounds of her gasps and moans correctly.
 
   As my tongue dances along her clitoris, I focus with everything I have. I move my neck. Sometimes, my jaw starts to hurt, but I don't complain. She comes first, and everywhere that counts.
 
   Eventually, she whimpers, she arches her back, and she cries out, this louder, sultry gasp of pleasure. And when she is done, she nudges me back. I retreat onto my knees.
 
   "What would you like me to do for you, Mistress?"
 
   "You were a good slave. Come here and cuddle me."
 
   Again, I comply without question. I pull her into my arms, and she rests her head against my chest. I stroke her shoulders and I run my fingers through her hair.
 
   We stay like this for a while until Bridget pulls back. "Does my slave deserve a reward?"
 
   "I, I don't know."
 
   "You still need to be punished."
 
   A little yelp of nervousness jumps from my mouth.
 
   Bridget smiles. She shows her teeth, and then she pulls away. She climbs on top of me, straddling me. She touches her fingernails to my chest, and she swipes them down along my skin, scratching me. She's playing with me, toying with me the same way a kitty might use a captured mouse.
 
   But I don't complain.
 
   I look up at her. "What, what would you like me to do, Mistress? What would please you?"
 
   Bridget leans down, and she presses her lips against my ear. "Oh, I'm not sure what I want to do with you. Maybe I should just ravish you right now. Would you like that, slave?"
 
   "Yes, please," I confess.
 
   "Do you want me to climb on top of you and turn you into my sex toy? Do you want me to ride you hard, slave? Do you want me to use every inch of your body for my pleasure?"
 
   "Yes, please, if it would make you happy, Mistress. I would be honored if you'd use me as your sex toy."
 
   "Or maybe I should just tease you. Maybe I should just tie you down and play with your body." She pulls back, and she grins down at me, her face lit with sadistic glee.
 
   I swallow, my Adam's apple rising and falling along my neck. "I, I don't know," I tell her, my voice pulsating with that hint of panic.
 
   She giggles, and then she grabs my arms, shoving them down against the bed. I already know exactly what she's going to do. She's going to strap me down.
 
   A long time ago, we installed an under the bed restraint system. When we first got it, I figured it would be too simple; it couldn't possibly keep someone down on the bed. The straps are connected underneath the mattress, so if you pull on one side, the other side is yanked just as hard. Altogether, this means that the strips of vinyl are incredibly strong. So what about the Velcro connections themselves?
 
   A while ago, Bridget left me alone, and I decided that I would get out. Once and for all, I would prove that these restraints couldn't actually hold of someone down. I squirmed and tugged, doing my best. I tried everything I had.
 
   When I found that I couldn't just slip my hands from those flexible manacles, I tried to get my arm over so that I could use my teeth. If I could get the right angle, then I could pull the Velcro tabs apart, freeing myself.
 
   It didn't work.
 
   No matter how hard I concentrated or how much strength I pushed into my arms, I just couldn't get the right angle. I just couldn't get close enough. Eventually, I slumped back down on the bed, acknowledging one simple fact.
 
   When we played like this, and I was strapped down, I was genuinely helpless. That thought sent another thrill through my body, echoing the reality that this was true. When she strapped me down, when she made me helpless, I really was at her mercy.
 
   So now I have my arms spread out. I part my legs, and she scurries over me. She starts with my right arm. She secures the Velcro manacles over my wrist. Right away, I pull on it. Bridget grins, and she decides that I have too much slack, so she yanks on the tab, tightening the strap and pulling my arm back down to the mattress. This way, I only have an inch or two of movement.
 
   That's the range of freedom that my Mistress allows.
 
   She moves over my body, and I still marvel at her nakedness. I love the shapes of her breasts, the contours of her torso, the lines of her legs. This girl is wonderfully gorgeous, and I'm so incredibly lucky to belong to her.
 
   Right now, I can't close my eyes. She’s so close. Part of me wants to lift my head and kiss her skin, but I know that she hasn't given me permission, so I stay right where I am. The left restraint is tight around my wrist. She makes it tighter.
 
   After that, my Mistress slides back down between my legs. She straps down both of my ankles. As she finishes, Bridget kneels above me. She reaches down, and she strokes my thighs. Sometimes she scratches me, sometimes she caresses me.
 
   "How are you feeling?"
 
   "Helpless, Mistress."
 
   "I like that," she promises. "I like it a lot."
 
   She leans forward again, letting her hair splash past her cheeks. Those soft, brown strands play along my cheeks, and over my neck. She turns her head from side to side, knowing full well that her hair tickles along my skin. She lifts her head, and her eyes meet mine.
 
   My Mistress is wearing that predatory, playfully wicked grin. She's having fun with me, toying with me.
 
   Then she slides back up the length of my body, and she starts kissing me. She grabs onto the back of my head, holding me by my hair. She tugs every few seconds, just to prove she can. She plays with me, tormenting me. She knows that my cock is pulsating, that I'm desperate for her attention. I need that relief. I need her to let me out, but she won't. She's having too much fun, especially as I start whimpering.
 
   "How are you feeling now?"
 
   "Helpless. Desperate."
 
   "Good," she replies. She starts kissing me again. The seconds swirl out of control, and I don't know how long she's there, holding her body against mine. But she must know that this is a special kind of torture.
 
   She breaks off the kiss, and I'm panting, gasping through every heartbeat.
 
   "Should I let you out?"
 
   She reaches down for my cock. She strokes my pubis, sliding her fingers over the chastity cage and down to my unprotected scrotum. Her fingertips play along my sensitive skin. I can feel that tingle, the electrical charge of her touch.
 
   "Yes, please. Please, Mistress!" Desperation vibrates through every sound I make.
 
   So she laughs at me.
 
   My Mistress has on such a childish, impish grin. She's like a little girl playing with a helpless boy. Or a helpless toy.
 
   She kisses my forehead, and then she retreats back between my legs. She's on her knees again, yet she towers above me. I'm on my back, after all.
 
   "Beg."
 
   "Please, please, please, Mistress! I can't take this anymore!"
 
   "You can't?" My Mistress asks. "Are you sure about that? I mean, it's not like you have much choice. If I decided to walk out of this room, could you really stop me?"
 
   My eyes widen, and my lips part. My jaw actually falls open, and there's this sharp intake of breath. It feels like my entire body freezes up, but my Mistress just laughs again. "Keep going. I don't hear begging."
 
   "Please, please, Mistress don't make me. Please, I swear, if you let me out, I will be a good slave for you. Please, I know my place, I know that I need to obey you in all things. Please, I'm your submissive husband. I'm your obedient boy. I'll always be your obedient boy!"
 
   "Oh, I do like the sound of that."
 
   "Yes! I'll be so obedient! I will be your sex slave or your dog or your manager, whatever you want!"
 
   Her eyes glint mischievously. She enjoys that idea. A lot.
 
   She slides over me again, except this time she reaches for the headboard. She picks up the key to my chastity cage. She holds it in front of me, almost like it is some sort of magical talisman.
 
   "Who's in charge of this house?"
 
   "You are, Mistress!"
 
   "So what is your place again?"
 
   We've been over this, but it doesn't matter. She can quiz me as much as she likes, and I will answer over and over again.
 
   "Wherever you put me, Mistress."
 
   "Good boy," she says. She works the lock on my chastity cage. She slides the key into the hole. She turns it, and the spring snaps open. She takes out the lock, but the cage is still right there.
 
   I hold my breath, working to be patient. I know that my Mistress is teasing me again. She's taking her time. The power she wields over me probably makes her hot and wet, perhaps even more so than the feel of my tongue between her legs.
 
   Finally, she removes the ring from around the base of my scrotum, and then she takes the tube off of my cock. Instantly, my shaft is hard, my erection prominent.
 
   "Oh, this is lovely. Should I play with this?"
 
   "If, if it pleases you, Mistress," I tell her.
 
   "How about this? I will let you have an orgasm if you can get free from those straps. Do you think you can do that, slave?"
 
   "I already know that I can't."
 
   "But it would be so much fun for me to see you try."
 
   I swallow as my mouth goes dry. My Mistress smirks, but she knows that I won't disobey. After one slow exhalation, I begin to pull, to tug, to yank and twist. I try to get free, kicking and thrashing and punching, but Bridget just stays there braced between my legs. She watches as I pour all of my strength into getting free.
 
   Eventually, I run out of energy, and I slump back down. My breath has turned ragged, my skin is hot, and she does the meanest thing she can think of. She starts to touch me. She takes my cock in her hand, and she squeezes gently. A shudder of pleasure runs through my body, and I am moaning again. She moves her palm down and up, down and up.
 
   For a couple of seconds, I start to hope that maybe she will actually allow me an orgasm. But just as I'm about to climax, she pulls her hand away, making the orgasm impossible.
 
   "I didn't give you permission to come," my Mistress reminds me. She smirks. "No, I didn't!" She chirps out those words, teasing me.
 
   "Please, Mistress, what can I do?"
 
   "If I decide to ride you, could you control yourself?"
 
   "Yes, Mistress." I tell her. "I know I can."
 
   "If you mess this up, I'm going to lock you back in that chastity device for a month." Part of me wants to believe that she doesn't really mean those words. She can't actually be serious, yet there is something so determined and sincere about those words. I can't convince myself that she's bluffing.
 
   She positions herself above me. She lowers herself down, holding my cock. She aims the tip of my erection right for her pussy. In the next moment, I can feel her moist heat envelop my shaft. She takes me one inch at a time.
 
   And when she has me, she stops, enjoying the rigidity between her legs.
 
   She holds her position there for several more seconds before moving up, then down. She takes my body, grinding against the solidity of my cock. She rides me, and then she glances down. "Don't move, slave."
 
   I open my mouth, ready to say something.
 
   "Don't talk either," she orders.
 
   Even though I can't quite bring myself to seal my lips again, I nonetheless go quiet, per her command.
 
   My Mistress rides me some more, moving forward and back, up and down, left and right. She enjoys the way I feel right between her legs, and I'm so incredibly grateful for those sensations. At the same time, I relax, doing my best to breathe in and out. I can't climax, not without permission.
 
   And right now, I can't even ask for it!
 
   "This is fun. I love having you all eager to please and obedient." She smirks down at me. She starts to move a little bit faster.
 
   "Okay, you can struggle now."
 
   At once, I start wiggling and squirming. I try to kick out with my legs, and I rotate my body as much as I can, but the straps are unyielding. I can tug a few inches in any direction, but that's all.
 
   She loves the way I writhe beneath her. The friction and the heat, the desperation etched in my features, et al. turned her on.
 
   "You want to say something?"
 
   I take a breath, inhaling. I fill my lungs. "Thank you. Thank you so much, Mistress."
 
   "Why are you thanking me?" Bridget asks, only she doesn't stop. She is still fucking me hard.
 
   "Thank you for training me. Thank you so much for training me."
 
   "Good boy. I like it when you are grateful."
 
   "Yes, Mistress. I'm grateful. I'm so grateful!" As those words leave my lips, I know I can't hold out for much longer. I must sound so piteous when the next words escape my mouth. "Please, may I come? May I have an orgasm,?"
 
   She takes a few more seconds. "You may," she allows.
 
   And just like that, I lose control. I could feel my cock pulsating even as she rides me. She works me harder and faster, taking everything I have until I just slump back down against the mattress.
 
   "Good job, slave," she tells me.
 
   This is just one more session, one more night where she digs her talons deeper into my psyche.
 
   And I wouldn't have it any other way.
 
    
 
   The End
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