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Part Four




Ren sifted through the papers on his desk, his brow furrowed as his eyes flicked back and forth between them and his computer screen. He worked hard to keep from falling into autopilot, trying to absorb the information he was typing rather than just copy it into the computer.

So far, the workweek was trudging along at a glacial pace. His job was never exceedingly interesting, but this week seemed even more tedious than usual. Ren sighed and rubbed his eyes, then rolled out his tight neck. He looked around the office, not surprised to see everyone else occupied by their own objectives, typing away at their computers or talking on the phone.

Ren was just about to settle back into work when he felt his phone buzz in his pocket. A flutter of excitement warmed his stomach, wondering if it was Akari. He unlocked his screen, and sure enough, her name appeared as a banner at the top. He looked over his shoulder to see if anyone was coming, then opened the message.

I’m so bored, it said, and Ren smiled.

Akari regularly texted him in class. Sometimes he could not reply immediately, and he opened his phone to a barrage of messages, all detailing her minor thoughts or experiences throughout the day. Ren loved looking through all of them, happy that she wanted to share so much of her day with him.

Me too, he replied. What class are you in right now?

Sustainable tourism, she answered, her response instantaneous. This professor teaches straight off a PowerPoint. This whole lecture could have been an email.

I’m sorry, Ren typed. I’m just archiving some notes.

There was a delay in Akari’s response, and Ren set his phone down as he waited, managing to type a few more lines into his document. His phone buzzed again, and he picked it up.

Want to keep me entertained while I’m stuck in class? Akari asked. I could make it fun for both of us…

This was definitely a first. The idea made Ren’s chest tighten, and his dick tingled. He knew that Akari’s idea of fun usually involved making him horrifically desperate. It wouldn’t be hard for her to do. It had been two weeks since she’d let him have an orgasm, ruined or otherwise, and his libido was at an all-time high.

Ren knew he probably shouldn’t play with Akari at work. Then again, there wasn’t much of interest going on today or any other day if he was completely honest. He looked around the office again, paranoia creeping into his chest, but everyone was just as focused on their work as ever. Nobody spared him a second glance, and he was so low on the totem pole in the office that nobody ever asked him any important questions.

Ultimately, the idea was too intriguing to pass up, and he picked up his phone to compose his response. His hands shook as he tapped at his keyboard.

Of course, he replied, always eager to bend to her will. What did you have in mind?

There was another delay in Akari’s response, and he knew she was thinking up just how to key him up. Ren’s heart beat fast in anticipation, and he shifted in his seat, trying to make room in his pants for his rapidly growing erection. If he had known the day would turn in this direction, he might have worn a looser pair of slacks and in a darker color. His current attire of light gray, tight-fitting slacks would leave little to the imagination if anyone happened to look.

Ren jumped in his chair as his phone buzzed again, and his throat was tight as he read the message from Akari.

First of all, she said. I don’t think you’ll be needing any underwear for the rest of the day.

Ren’s stomach dropped, already anticipating where this was going.

I want you to go into the bathroom and take off your panties for me, she instructed. Send me a time-stamped pic of you in your panties and another of the panties in your hand with your pants back on to prove you’ve followed my instructions.

Ren’s gut twisted as his mind grappled with her instructions, but his dick was at full attention, uncomfortable in the confinement of his pants. He had chosen one of his lace pairs of panties today, and he could already feel the material chafing against his sensitive skin. He was actually somewhat relieved to get to take them off, but the idea of doing it at work made him tremble.

Oh, Akari sent a follow-up message. And I want this done within the next ten minutes, starting as soon as you get this message.

Ren nearly groaned at this new condition, and he wasted no time standing from his desk and making a beeline for the men’s room. He would have to remove his shoes and pants altogether to get the panties off, so he would need to occupy one of the few stalls. Ren kept his head down as he walked, and his heart pounded, hoping that nobody would glace up and see the prominent bulge running down one of his thighs.

Finally, he made it safely into the men’s room. Blessedly, there was nobody else inside, and he hastily locked himself into one of the stalls. He yanked at the laces of his shoes and toed them off so he would be able to step out of his pants. His hands shook as he undid his belt, and he whimpered in relief as he pulled down his pants, relieving some of the pressure on his dick. They were still confined in the panties, though barely, and he wanted to get his pants all the way off before he removed them.

Ren made sure to hang his pants on the small hook inside the door so they wouldn’t get wrinkled. His heart pounded as he turned his attention to the tiny lace undergarments, and he fished his phone out of his pants pocket, then held it out in front of his crotch. He used a filter to provide a time-stamp and immediately sent the picture to Akari. He felt a flush of embarrassment, hoping there wasn’t anyone sitting behind her that might see the picture, but he couldn’t ignore the way the fear made his dick twitch.

Having finished the first part of his task, Ren put his phone back into his pants and hooked his thumb under the waistband of his panties. His cock bounced free as he lowered them down his thighs, and he nearly groaned as he fought back the sudden urge to wrap his fingers around it.

Ren knew he didn’t have permission for that, though, and however badly he wanted to jerk off, he wanted to obey Akari more. He lowered the panties around his ankles and gingerly stepped out of them, then shoved them into the unoccupied pocket of his pants. Ren took the pants off the rack and put them back on, wincing as he arranged his cock so his erection hopefully wouldn’t be so obvious. He was careful to tuck his shirt back in, making sure he wouldn’t look disheveled when he returned to his desk.

Once he buckled his belt again, he reached into his pocket to withdraw the purple lace, holding it in his palm as he used his other to take the second picture for Akari. His face burned at the sight of it, and he shoved the panties into his pocket again, then used the same filter that he used on the first one to provide a time-stamp. Again, he sent it, then set about putting his shoes back on.

Ren was surprised but wholly grateful that nobody else had come into the restroom while performing his task for Akari. He was sure they wouldn’t have taken much notice of him, but the thought of doing all that with someone else in the room taking a piss made his gut clench. Once his shoes were tied, Ren stepped out and examined himself in the mirror along the back wall.

Ren’s clothing looked just as when he arrived, though he worried that people might be able to tell he wasn’t wearing any underwear. He felt the same way when he started wearing the panties to work, but he very soon realized that people were too busy doing their jobs to be examining his ass or crotch. He did notice the still prominent bulge in his pants, now tucked up toward his hip rather than down his leg.

Ren knew, though, that he had little hope of his dick softening as long as Akari was intent on toying with him. He had spent enough time in the bathroom already, and he needed to get back to his desk. He left the men’s room, again keeping his eyes glued to the carpet as he made his way back to his desk.

Ren winced as he sat down, the bend of his hips forcing his pants to further constrain his dick, and he sat up as straight as possible to reduce some of the pressure. His erection throbbed, and he felt dizzy, wondering how he would make it through the rest of the workday. Thankfully there were only a few hours left, but he knew Akari wasn’t going to make it easy.

Ren’s phone buzzed, and his stomach fluttered as he held his phone in his lap, careful to keep the photos and messaged out of sight of anyone that might pass behind him.

Very good boy, Akari texted, and Ren blushed, unable to keep a smile from curling his lips at her praise. I can see your cock is already nice and hard for me.

It is, Ren confirmed and felt it twitch as if to remind him.

I love how responsive and obedient you are, Akari sent. You’re already making my day so much better.

A full smile blossomed across Ren’s face, and warm pride pooled in his stomach. He loved that he could improve her day, and he was grateful that she acknowledged him for his efforts.

I’m glad I could help, he typed, feeling like it was a sheepish response but unable to think of anything else to say. It made me really nervous to send you the pictures. I was worried that if someone was sitting behind you, they might see.

Ren hesitated before sending the confession, but he knew it would delight Akari to hear the full effect of her task on him. She relished his mental anguish and encouraged him never to be shy about expressing it.

I guess you’ll never know, will you? Akari teased. She always knew how to take his discomfort and push it even further.

No, he answered, at a loss for what else to say.

No, she echoed, and he could imagine the smirk on her face. All you need to know is that they made me very wet.

Ren nearly doubled over in his chair as her admission made his dick jerk in his pants. He bit his lip, desperate for a distraction from his near-painful arousal.

That’s so sexy, he typed back. I’m so hard I can barely think.

Good, Akari replied. That’s exactly how I want you.

I know, Ren replied.

Ren set his phone down and took a shuddering breath, forcing himself to transcribe more of the notes on his desk. His hands shook as he typed, and he had to correct far more typos than usual. All the while, his trapped erection offered him no relief, and he regularly twisted in his chair, parting his legs to try and find a better position. He hoped none of his coworkers noticed how restless he was, and his face burned to think of what his excuse would be if they asked.

“Ren?” he heard a female voice from behind him and jumped in his chair, whirling around to see who it was.

His face flooded with heat as he looked up at his boss, Trisha.

“Sorry…” she raised her brows in surprise. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“Oh, no, it’s okay…” Ren stammered. His heart raced in his chest, and his hands shook as he shoved his phone back into his pocket.

Ren’s minds whirled with anxiety. Why was she coming to talk to him in the first place? Had he done something wrong? Was he getting a new assignment? He knew that if Trisha dropped her eyes into his lap, she would clearly see his excitement, and the thought made him want to dissolve into the floor.

“I was just coming to see how you were doing with Watson’s notes,” she said, her expression resuming an aloof expression. “I know his handwriting isn’t the best, so I just wanted to make sure you were getting through them without any issues.”

“I think so…” Ren nodded, vaguely looking down at the stack of papers on his desk. “I saw a lot worse in school.”

“I’m sure you did,” she smiled, but a look of concern passed over her features. “Are you sure you’re alright?”

Ren was sure he looked like a deer caught in the headlights, and the feeling was exacerbated as he felt his phone buzz in his pocket, undoubtedly a message from Akari. His dick surged reflexively at the sound, and his face burned as he looked wide-eyed up at Trisha.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” he forced a smile, but his voice was tight, and he didn’t miss the suspicion that flickered behind Trisha’s eyes.

“Alright,” she didn’t press the issue, and Ren almost sagged in his chair. “Take care of yourself, Ren.”

“Thanks,” Ren offered in response, relieved.

Trisha gave his shoulder a friendly pat as she left, and Ren released a pent-up breath. He allowed himself a few minutes to settle, cradling his face in his hands. There wasn’t anything inherently intimidating about Trisha except the fact she was his boss and that his dick was pressing angrily against his slacks.

When he felt calmer, Ren reached into his pocket and withdrew his phone, opening the latest message from Akari.

Still frustrated? She asked, and Ren nearly laughed out loud from exasperation.

You have no idea, he answered. My boss just came over to talk to me, and I thought I was going to die.

Were you afraid she could tell how horny you are? Akari asked.

Yes, Ren blushed as he typed his response, once again shifting in his chair. She could tell I was acting weird, but I don’t think she knew what was going on.

For your sake, I hope not, Akari sent. How embarrassing would that be?

Very, Ren answered, his stomach tightening at the thought of Trisha seeing the bulge in his pants.

Is she gone now? Akari asked.

Ren looked over his shoulder to check, paranoia still rippling up his spine. He relaxed slightly to see she was in her office, sifting through papers on her desk.

Yes, Ren responded, letting out a long breath through his nose.

Good, Akari’s response was quick. Now we can get you started on your next task.

Ren’s throat tightened again. He knew he shouldn’t be fooling around at work, but there was a part of him- primarily his aching dick- that was too excited not to.

Okay, he sent, and his heart thudded hard in his chest as the typing icon appeared at the bottom of his screen.

You said your cock was hard right now, right? She asked, and Ren subconsciously flexed his thighs.

Yes, it is, he confirmed, wondering where this was leading.

Send me a pic, she instructed, and Ren bit back a groan. I want to see the bulge in your pants. You have three minutes.

Ren’s hands shook as he promptly dropped his phone between his legs. He tried to find a good angle from under his desk, but he couldn’t get a good shot. His stomach clenched as he scooted his chair back so the fluorescent lights would illuminate the outline of his trapped dick. He did a quick check to see if anyone was watching, then snapped the picture.

Ren sent it to Akari and promptly locked his phone, not wanting to run the chance of anyone catching him off guard and seeing it from behind his desk. His leg bounced as he waited for Akari’s response, and he made a weak effort to get a few more lines of notes typed into his document. The vibration of his phone, though, snapped his attention back to Akari, and he snatched it off his desk.

Good boy, she said, and a warm tingle rolled down his spine. I bet that’s really uncomfortable.

Yes… Ren typed, his slacks feeling rough and tight, and he waited eagerly as Akari started typing another message.

I want you to touch yourself through your pants for me under your desk, Akari replied, and the blood Ran out of Ren’s face.

The idea of touching himself right there in the office made him uncomfortable. He looked around for what felt like the hundredth time. All his coworkers looked busy, but that didn’t shake his fear that they would catch on to what he was doing.

I don’t really know if I can do that… Ren sent. His discomfort with the idea was only matched by the ache in his pants.

Akari didn’t replay for several minutes, and Ren grew more anxious with each passing second. He hoped he hadn’t disappointed her, but there were certain boundaries he wasn’t ready to cross. When his phone announced her reply, he was more than a little relieved.

Alright, that’s fair, it read. The idea makes me really hot. Maybe I can do something else to work you up instead.

Ren didn’t know how to respond, so he said nothing, but his mind went into overdrive as he wondered what she had in store for him. His phone buzzed again, and he opened her message, only to have to stifle a gasp.

Akari must have slipped her phone between her spread thighs under her desk in class. Her pleated skirt was pulled up just enough to offer him the perfect view of her panties. Ren’s dick strained against his zipper, and he bit his lip as he rolled his hips against his chair.

Oh my god, he typed with shaking hands. That’s so beautiful and sexy.

Thank you, Akari responded. I’m very wet thinking about how desperate and trapped your poor cock must feel right now.

Ren did feel very frustrated, more so than he thought possible. His dick pulsed angrily with the beat of his heart, and he was having second thoughts about refusing her order to touch himself through his pants. If he scooted all the way under his desk, maybe nobody would be able to tell.

I think I’d like to touch myself through my pants, Ren’s face burned as he typed the request. If I’m still allowed to.

Akari didn’t respond immediately, leaving Ren to simmer in anticipation. His hips arched as he rubbed his dick against the inside of his pants. His palms were suddenly itchy to grip himself and offer at least some measure of contact to his hardness.

If it doesn’t make you too uncomfortable, Akari said. I would really like that.

Thank you, Ren was relieved Akari hadn’t changed her mind, though his heart still pounded at the thought of touching himself at the office.

Ren tried to look more composed than he felt, checking over each of his shoulders to make sure, yet again, that nobody was looking his way. Holding his breath, he slid his hand up from his knee, along his inner thigh, until finally, he cupped his aching dick through his slacks.

Ren’s body shuddered as he gripped his cock, and he fought to keep his hips still as he rubbed it through his slacks. Pleasure, dull though it was, made his cock jerk in its confinement, and he flexed his hand around his shaft, moving it faster up. His head spun at the sensation, and lust pooled thickly in his abdomen.

Ren held his breath and bit his tongue as his dick pulsed, and he snatched his hand away, gripping the base of his chair as he felt precum surge out of his tip. His eyes widened as he looked down at his slacks, horrified to see a tiny wet spot showing through the material. The sight of it only made him feel even more desperate, and heat flashed through his body.

Ren forced himself to take several calming breaths, and he focused his attention on the stack of notes he had yet to compile. As horny as he was, he did need to finish his work for the day. That fact, though, did little to steady his trembling hands or the subtle flexing of his hips. His phone buzzed again, and he tentatively opened the message, blanching as he read its contents.

Make sure your sound is off… it read, and Ren hastily turned the volume down on his phone.

As soon as he did, he received another message, and his chest burned to see a video of Akari’s spread legs beneath her skirt, revealing her panties. He shoved his phone beneath his desk and pressed play, his eyes widening as he watched Akari drag her nails up along her inner thighs, then hook them under the waistband of her panties, dragging them down off her legs.

Ren almost moaned as her shaven, glistening pussy came into view, and he nearly gasped as Akari slowly but surely pressed her panties between her slick folds. He could tell from the way her thighs quivered, and her hips tensed that she must feel incredibly full, and another shot of raw pleasure ran up his dick.

Ren tightened his grip on his phone with one hand as the other shot once more to rub his aching dick. He held his breath to keep back the stream of whimpers and pleas that threatened to escape his throat, and he could feel his pulse throbbing along his engorged length. When Akari started running her manicured fingers up and down over her clit, another glob of precum shot into his pants, and Ren’s face burned as the wet spot grew more prominent.

When the video finally ended, Ren was nearly beside himself with need, but he forced himself to take his hand away from his crotch so he could tell her what a profound impact the clip had on him.

Oh my god, Akari… Ren typed out, correcting several typos brought about by the trembling of his hands. That was so fucking hot. I can’t believe you’re doing that in class right now.

I was just going to put my panties in my purse, Akari replied. But I didn’t want to leave a wet spot on my chair when I left.

Ren bit his lip at the very thought of her leaving a wet spot, and his face burned as he remembered his own.

I’m dealing with one of those myself… Ren’s heart pounded as he typed out his confession, and his stomach fluttered as he saw Akari typing.

Really? She asked. Show me. Now.

Ren was embarrassed, but his stomach fluttered with excitement. He worked hard to keep his hand steady as he rolled out his chair just enough to let the light of his shine down on his gray slacks and the dark spot at the tip of his raging erection. He snapped the photo as quickly as he could, then sent it immediately to Akari.

Oh, fuck, Ren… she replied. That must be so embarrassing.

Yes, Ren confessed, his stomach twisting even as his balls churned.

How long has it been since I let you cum? Akari asked, but Ren had a feeling she already knew.

Two weeks, he answered, and his balls tightened up just at the memory of the last time he’d been emptied.

My poor, sweet boy… Akari typed, and Ren shivered as he could all but hear the mocking sweetness in her words.

I just feel so frustrated all the time… Ren whined, grinding his hips even as he typed. His heart pounded, and the muscles of his thighs bunched involuntarily as his cock burned its need for release.

I bet you’d love to touch it right now, wouldn’t you? Akari taunted. I mean, really touch it. Wrap your hand around it and jerk like you used to.

God, yes… Ren’s mind spun. He would give anything to wrap his fingers around his shaft and jack off to a full, satisfying orgasm, but he knew Akari was in complete control, and the odds of her giving him permission for that were slim to none.

Good, that’s exactly how I want you, Akari texted, and Ren’s stomach fluttered at the reminder of her ownership. Well, I need to focus on finishing up my class. I only have about thirty minutes left, and then I’m going to head home for the day. Make sure that cock stays nice and hard for me.

I will, Ren typed, as if he could help it. Be safe on your way home.

Thank you, Akari typed. Talk soon.

Ren sighed and shoved his phone back in his pocket, wincing as it caused his pants to tug against his dick, which still throbbed and ached fiercely. He took a long, shaky breath to at least steady his heartbeat, but his anticipation was still coiling tightly inside him to think of what devious tasks Akari could conjure for him in the time it took her to finish her class and walk home.

Ren knew the fastest way to pass the time would be to keep busy with work, and his fingers moved in a flurry as he archived the notes on his desk. His eyes flicked over to his phone, and his stomach twisted itself into knots with each passing minute. His dick didn’t flag in the slightest as he worked, and he wondered if it was healthy for his erection to last this long.

Fortunately, though, it seemed that he was at least finished leaking precum for the time being, and he was relieved when the spot on his pants did eventually dry up. At least now, his arousal wouldn’t be so painfully obvious to his coworkers if he had to stand up, though the prominent bulge might still be a giveaway.

Ren had all but lost himself in formatting all his files when his phone buzzed again. His chest snapped tight as the vibration spread through his slacks and into his dick. He pulled his phone out and opened up the message.

Just got home, it read, and Ren relaxed, glad more than anything that she had made it home safely. Akari was a capable woman, but it was always dangerous for a woman to be alone in the street.

Thank you for letting me know, he typed.

Of course, Akari replied. Are you still nice and hard for me?

Ren’s dick throbbed in answer even as his thumbs worked on his keyboard.

Yes, he answered. Very.

Perfect, Akari said, and Ren could practically hear the satisfaction in her voice. I was thinking of what I want to do with you all the way home.

A chill ran over Ren’s body, and his hands shook again as his mind whirled. He marveled at just how easily and quickly she could unravel him.

I thought about giving you permission to touch for me, she went on. But only if you were willing to do it right there at your desk.

Ren knew his face must be beet red as it burned with his blush. He knew he could never do anything like that at work, even if it did turn him on to no end. There were just certain lines he couldn’t cross at work. He loved Akari, but he would never be able to provide for her if he ruined his career for the sake of his lust.

Ren made to respond, but he saw Akari was still typing, so he waited, unintentionally holding his breath as he did.

But then I thought a little more, Akari went on, and hope surged in Ren’s chest. And I thought that was too mean, even for me.

Relief washed over Ren’s body, and he eagerly typed out his response.

Thank you, he said. That would have just been too much for me.

I know, sweet boy, she replied, feeling a rush of warmth at the sight of his nickname. But I still wanted to give you a chance to touch if you wanted to.

Ren’s skin prickled with excitement, and his hips flexed of their own accord.

Please, Ren begged. I need it so badly.

Good, Akari typed. I know you’ve been so desperate all day. I want you to go back into the restroom, wrap your cock in your panties, and spend three minutes jacking your cock with them. I would say five, but I think that’s a little long to spend in the restroom at work.

Ren nearly leaped with joy, but he managed to keep himself collected enough to form a response.

Yes, thank you, I can do that, Ren typed eagerly. Even the thought of getting to earn some relief had his dick surging in his pants, and it took all his willpower not to race back into the men’s room.

Good, Akari responded. I won’t put a time frame on this, just whenever you can. And, of course, send me a short video clip if you can.

I will, Ren responded, and his eyes shot immediately to the door of the men’s room. Akari hadn’t given him a time stipulation, but he was impatient to find relief.

Ren rose from his desk and tried not to appear too rushed as he crossed the office floor and once again made his way into the men’s room. This time there was someone else at a urinal, and he blushed to himself but eagerly ducked into one of the stalls, hoping the other man hadn’t gotten too much of a look at who he was.

Ren’s hands trembled, and he fumbled to undo the latch of his belt and the button of his slacks. He bit his lip to keep from moaning as his cock sprang free as he shoved his pants down to his knees, making sure to take the lace panties from his pocket. Ren held his breath as he heard the other man zip up his pants, and his heart pounded as the sink turned on.

Ren did his best to ignore the sounds, and he focused on wrapping his cock with his panties. He shivered, and his hips twitched as the lace hugged his oversensitive shaft. He had to brace himself with a hand against the stall’s inner wall to keep from losing his balance. Not wanting to forget, he set a timer for three minutes on his phone, then wrapped his hand around his aching erection.

Ren almost moaned, blushing to think of what the other man might think if he heard it. Ren was almost past the point of caring, though, as the lace against his desperate cock shot his nerves into overdrive. He moved slowly at first, but soon his motions were frantic, his hips jerking to meet his quick thrusts.

Ren was grateful when the sink turned off, and the squeak of the door told him that his coworker had left. When the door slammed shut, he released a hiss through his teeth and tightened his grip, sending sparks of pleasure through his body.

As his right hand worked over his dick, Ren clumsily opened the camera on his phone with his left. He managed to hold it steady long enough to get a video, which he promptly sent to Akari. Satisfied with the proof of completing his task, Ren leaned back and closed his eyes, focused on enjoying the rest of his few minutes of pleasure.

Ren forced himself to slow down, not wanting to get himself too worked up before he had to get back to work. He loosened his grip and let the lace trail softly over his distended dick, relishing the soft tingles that ran up and down its length. His head buzzed, and his hips flexed as bliss coursed through his veins.

Precum leaked in a steady flow from his tip, and he used his panties to gather up the wetness, making them glide slickly over his girth. The sensation was new and heavenly, and he languished in the soft waves of pleasure radiating out from his dick.

All too soon, his phone buzzed in an erratic pattern, signaling the end of his three minutes. He regretfully removed the panties from his dick, shoving them back into his pocket as he yanked up his pants. It was even more challenging for him to situate his straining erection inside of his pants, but he managed well enough, trying to make his bulge as imperceptible as possible.

Ren washed his hands and checked in the mirror to make sure he was presentable. His face was flushed, and he could clearly see the outline of his dick pointing up in a slant toward his pocket, but there was no chance of settling in down at this point. He dried off his hands and took a deep breath to slow his frantic heart before leaving the restroom and making his way back to his desk.

Just as he sat down, his phone buzzed, and he flinched as the vibration once again traveled into his cock.

Wow, Akari typed, and Ren blushed. I knew it was going to be hot, but I had no idea.

Thank you, Ren replied, shifting in his seat to try and put less pressure on his cock.

You know… Akari went on. My panties are still shoved into my pussy.

Ren’s dick surged at the knowledge, and another bead of precum burned its way out of his tip to soak into his pants. She was still typing, so he was saved from having to respond as his mind melted.

I am saving them for when you get home, she said, and Ren’s thighs twitched. I’m going to pull them out right in front of you and then shove them into your mouth.

Ren bit back a gasp as another hot surge of fluid shot from his dick with a hard twitch. Just thinking about how those panties would smell and taste sent him into a frenzy.

I can’t wait to get home, he typed, helplessly rocking his hips to drag the tip of his cock against the inside of his pants.

I know, Akari replied. Now be a good boy and finish up the rest of your workday. But text me when you’re finished- I want to give you another chance to touch your cock. I want you really worked up for me by the time you get home. Be sure to stay nice and hard for me until then. As if you could help it. Talk soon.

Talk soon, was all Ren could manage to type, then put the phone back into his pocket.

Ren’s heart raced, and his mind whirled to think of what was in store for him when he got home. His cock was so hard it hurt, and it took a great deal of effort for him to simply sit still. Every now and then, the thought of her panties in his mouth crossed his mind. Each time it did, another spurt of precum wet his pants.

Ren looked down at the growing spot on his gray pants, and his face burned, but a part of him delighted at the way Akari could reduce his dick to a drooling mess even from afar. He hoped that he would get to feel her hands on it tonight. Touching himself had been pleasurable, but her soft hands were heavenly. Even thinking about them made another glob of clear, thick liquid shoot from his tip.

Time seemed to pass impossibly slowly. Ren had finished most of his actual work for the day, and now he was caught in a dull cycle of checking his emails for any additional assignments. He edited and re-edited his archived notes, even formatting them into easy-to-read bullets and subsections. He was sure his boss would be pleased, but that was honestly the last thing on his mind.

All Ren could think about was going home and finally being able to surrender to Akari. The ache from his trapped dick had spread to his whole body, and his leg bounced helplessly under his desk. The last five minutes of the workday crawled by, and Ren’s heart pounded as he all but watched every tick of the clock at the bottom of his computer screen.

The second it read five o-clock, he nearly leaped out of his desk. He bent over awkwardly as he collected his things, arranging his satchel to conveniently cover the quite large spot of wetness in his slacks, and he gave passing nods and smiles to his coworkers as they filtered out for the day.

Ren pulled his phone out of his pocket as he made his way out the door and eagerly texted Akari.

Just got finished with work, he said, his heart beating fast as he anticipated her response.

Excellent, Akari replied. Have you left the office yet?

Ren paused, wondering where she was going with this.

Yes, he answered.

Well, if you want the chance to touch your cock, Akari responded. I would highly encourage you to go back in. Maybe just pretend you forgot something at your desk.

Ren immediately turned around, clutching his bag tight against his body as his dick twitched again. He moved against the flow of his coworkers to get back into his office. A few people cast him confused glances, and he blushed but otherwise ignored them.

At a loss for where else to go, he returned to his desk, standing there awkwardly as he texted Akari back.

I’m back inside, he said, holding his breath as he waited for her to reply.

Good, she said. Is there anyone else around?

Ren’s chest tightened as he got a distinct idea of where this was heading. He looked around the office, checking if there were any lingering coworkers. A few people still chatted inside their offices, and for a moment, Ren worried that he was going to lose his chance for whatever Akari had planned.

Yes, he answered. A lot of people work into the night.

That’s a shame, Akari replied, and Ren’s heart sank. I was going to let you play with your cock at your desk, but I guess you can’t really do that.

No, Ren confirmed. His dick throbbed, and his hand itched to squeeze it through his pants.

Oh well, Akari went on, and Ren couldn’t shake his disappointment until another message arrived. Would you be able to at least spend some more time in the bathroom?

Ren’s spirits perked up.

Yes, he typed, hope rising in his chest.

Perfect, Akari replied. I want you to go in there and touch yourself for five minutes. Do you think you can do that?

Yes, thank you so much, Ren typed the message as he made a straight line for the bathroom.

Ren was relieved there was nobody else there this time, but at this point, he couldn’t have cared less. His dick was leaking a steady stream of precum, and it ached for the relief of his touch. He locked himself in his preferred stall and looked down at his phone as it buzzed with another message from Akari.

I want you to sit down on the toilet while you edge for me, Akari instructed, and Ren’s face burned. I wouldn’t want your knees to buckle. Take a picture for me when you’re settled. Don’t touch your cock until I get it.

Ren had to admit that was a valid concern. Even when he’d edged with his panties, he’d nearly fallen over. Ren unbuckled his belt and the button of his pants, shoving them down to his knees, moaning softly as his angry dick was freed from their tightness. He sat down on the toilet, feeling embarrassed, but he obediently snapped a picture for Akari and waited for her express permission to touch himself.

Akari seemed to be making him wait on purpose, and his dick twitched in mid-air as his balls churned. He bit his lip and pumped his hips into the air, the flexing of his muscles offering at least a simulation of relief. Ren’s phone alerted, and he eagerly opened Akari’s text.

Good boy, she said, and Ren’s stomach flipped at her praise. You may touch yourself now. Make sure to send me a little video of it. You have five minutes.

Thank you, thank you, thank you, Ren typed, his throat tight with excitement as he held his breath, then released it in a long hiss as he started a timer on his phone, then finally wrapped his hand around his swollen shaft.

Ren saw stars behind his eyes, and a whimper pulled from his throat as he squeezed his length in a long stroke from his tip to his base. His muscled quivered at the raw pleasure, and he rapidly found himself short of breath. Ren held up his phone with a shaking hand and opened the camera, angling it so that his dick was in clear view of the camera, and then started recording.

Ren did his best to keep his phone steady as he stroked himself for Akari, making sure to pepper the audio with a few whimpers and moans. He knew she loved the sounds he made, and he had to admit he loved making them. After about twenty seconds, he ended the recording and sent the clip to Akari.

Ren shoved his phone awkwardly back into his pants as they hung around his knees and devoted his attention entirely to his long-abandoned cock. His brow furrowed in a blissful grimace as he caressed his balls with his left hand and jacked himself off with his right. Pleasure pooled in his blood and blazed through his veins as he drew nearer to the orgasm he was still not permitted, and he growled as he forced himself to slow down.

Ren dragged a ragged breath in through his nose as he squeezed his dick, bringing himself back from the edge before he lightened his touch, just running the tips of his fingers up and down the underside of his cock. The light sensation sent tingles through his prick, and his balls drew up as yet more precum dribbled from his slit.

Ren couldn’t keep his hips from flexing into his hand as he touched himself, using his precum as lubrication as he made a fist and fucked himself with it. He let his eyes drift closed and imagined he was sliding in and out of Akari’s pussy. Just the thought was enough to make his dick jolt, and he tore his hands away with a gasp as his release threatened to overcome him.

Ren’s heart pounded in his chest, and he all but gasped for air as his orgasm receded. He knew he had to be careful, but he was already so close, and he had been tormented all day. Again he bucked his hips into the air, and when he was settled, he ran his thumb and fingertips up and down his length, making sure not to overstimulate himself.

It seemed, though, that no matter how lightly he touched, his body was primed to reach for the orgasm he’d been so long denied. His balls were full and heavy, and even his ghosting touches were enough to keep them tucked tightly against his pelvis, ready to shoot their pent-up load at any moment.

Still, Ren wasn’t about to lose this opportunity to finally grant himself pleasure. He was allowed to touch himself so infrequently, and to waste an opportunity like this was unthinkable. So, he focused on keeping his breathing even and his muscles relaxed as he wrapped his hand around his shaft and tightened his grip.

Ren moaned, and his back tightened reflexively at the increased pressure, tingles shooting up his spine. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t relax. His muscles strained, and his dick pulsed in his hand. He felt the familiar warning signs of an orgasm, and he held his breath as he once again teetered on the edge. His muscles trembled, and he whined through his teeth as a raw jolt of pleasure shot through his body.

Ren’s phone buzzed erratically in his pocket, and he snatched his hands away from his cock, digging his nails into his thighs to resist the urge to pump himself even more. He was caught in a torturous haze, and his cock bounced in the air, desperate for one more touch. Ren’s mind raced with lustful images, and he couldn’t seem to settle down despite the lack of stimulation.

With a sense of dread, Ren felt all his pleasure gather at the tip of his cock, which tingled so fiercely it was almost an itch. Ren whimpered and gave his hips a pitiful thrust as if the air would alleviate his torment. That motion of his hips, though, did kick his lust into overdrive. Ren groaned as another burst of pleasure shot into his core, and his dick seemed to swell.

Ren’s eyes widened as he felt heat travel from his balls slowly up his urethra, making him hiss in discomfort. He gasped in disbelief in horror as pearly liquid trickled from his slit in a stream that gathered in at the base of his cock. His balls throbbed and pulled as they wrung out their load, and tears burned in Ren’s eyes as it leaked out of him without relief.

If anything, his dick was even more sensitive before, and Ren felt suddenly cold as he realized he had cum without permission. Even if it was ruined, it was an orgasm, and he shook as he realized he needed to confess his transgression to Akari. Ren sat up straighter on the toilet, and his hands shook violently as he fished his phone out of his pants.

Ren’s chest was tight as he turned off his still buzzing alarm, and he opened up the thread of messages to Akari. His thumbs hovered over the screen for a long moment, and his heart thudded hard in his chest as he tried to come up with the right words to tell her what had happened.

I’m so sorry, Akari, Ren’s stomach twisted as he typed his apology. I was just edging, and when the timer went off, I took my hands away, but I was already too close, and I had a ruined orgasm. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to.

Ren’s throat closed tightly, and he fought back tears as he anxiously awaited her response. He thought about cleaning himself up in the meantime, but part of him didn’t feel like he deserved it. He was guilty, and sitting in his own mess would simply be part of his penance for his unpermitted orgasm. As if that wasn’t enough, his flushed dick still throbbed, erect between his legs, reminding him that no pleasure had been gained from his mistake.

Finally, Akari texted him back, and he looked down at his phone with apprehension.

How did it happen? She pressed. Was it a big twitchy ruin, or did it just trickle out?

It just trickled out, tears finally escaped Ren’s eyes and trickled down his heated face. He was humiliated and remorseful, and all he wanted was for Akari to forgive him. I’m so sorry.

I have to admit it’s disappointing, she said, and Ren’s heart was crushed. A ruin is still an orgasm, and you know you’re not allowed to cum without permission. I’ll have to think twice about letting you touch yourself if you can’t exhibit some kind of self-control.

I know, Ren acknowledged, shame brimming in his body.

I’ll have to punish you for this, Akari asserted.

I understand, Ren sniffled as he typed. I deserve it. I never meant to disobey you, Akari. I don’t want to give you any excuses. I just want to make this right.

It was true. Ren was disappointed in himself. He had been doing so well, being so good for her, and now it was washed away in a single moment. He wanted to sob then and there in the restroom, but he was doing his best to keep from dissolving so he could still make it home.

You will, Akari assured him, and strangely Ren was relieved by the threatening promise. Have you cleaned up your cum yet?

No, Ren confessed.

Good, Akari replied. I want you to use your panties to soak up your mess. Make sure you collect all of it into the lace because whatever you leave will just have to soak into your pants.

Thank you, I will, Ren was relieved she was letting him clean up at all.

Ren stuffed his phone back into his pocket, then reached into his other one to pull out his panties. His hands trembled as he futilely wiped off his pelvis and his cock. The lace was hardly absorbent, and it took him a while to get himself cleaned up and dried off. Eventually, he resorted to mostly rubbing his cum into his skin, leaving the lace soaked, but his body mostly dry, if very tacky.

Ren was able to collect himself as he cleaned off, his breaths coming more evenly. His dick finally softened with his disappointment, and he was at least grateful for that much. His face felt swollen from his tears, but he knew he deserved no less.

When he was satisfied that he was clean enough, he draped his panties over his thigh and picked his phone up again to text Akari.

I’m cleaned up now, he informed her.

Good, she said. Have you used the bathroom recently?

Ren thought for a moment and realized he hadn’t taken a piss since Akari had started texting him. A dull nagging in his bladder confirmed the fact. His arousal must have been enough to overshadow it.

No, he replied, a little embarrassed that his own bodily needs had escaped him for so long.

Go ahead and take care of that now, Akari said.

Okay, Ren replied, then put his phone in his pocket as he stood, holding onto his panties in one hand, so they didn’t fall onto the floor.

He didn’t bother leaving the stall, and he flinched as he took his oversensitive dick in hand and aimed it into the bowl. The long stream offered more relief than his ruined orgasm, and he sighed as his body relaxed. When he was finished, he shook off the few remaining drops from his tip. He made to pull up his pants but hesitated, wondering if Akari had other plans.

Thank you, I’m finished, he said.

Good, Akari replied promptly. Now I want you to put your panties back on.

Ren felt the blood run out of his face at the thought of wearing his sum-soaked panties, but he knew he had no room to argue. He had brought this upon himself. Ren kicked off his shoes and shoved his pants down around his ankles, then stepped out of them.

Ren gingerly stepped into the panties, trying to keep the damp material from touching his legs as much as possible, but ultimately was unable to avoid it. He shivered as the cold wetness once again confined his dick, and he hissed as the now even more abrasive material scratched against his cock, which couldn’t help but swell slightly in response. He was horribly uncomfortable, as well as itchy, but he knew better than to complain.

They’re on, Ren told Akari.

Show me, Akari demanded, and Ren’s face burned hot as he snapped a picture on his phone and sent it over to her.

Good, Akari approved. I should make you walk home like that as part of your punishment.

Ren’s throat closed again, and his body shook. It would be humiliating, and there was a good chance someone from the office would see him on his way out. Not to mention his dick was barely contained by the flimsy material.

But I think that’s too harsh, even for me, Akari went on, and relief washed over Ren’s body. Put your pants back on and wash up, then come straight home. Text me as soon as you get there, then I want you to strip down to your panties and kneel beside your bed and wait for me. Make sure to leave your door unlocked.

I will, Ren promised, his stomach working into knots as he wondered what would be in store for him.

Good, Akari said. Be safe on your way home. And don’t try to stall.

I won’t, Ren’s chest tightened, and he awkwardly put his phone back into his pocket as he stepped back into his pants.

Ren’s body surged with nerves as he fastened his button and belt, smoothing out the wrinkles as best he could. He tucked his shirt back in, wincing as the material brushed against his dick, which was mercifully soft but still incredibly sensitive after his ruin. Every move he made forced the lace to rub against his delicate skin, sending chills down his spine.

Finally, he was put together again, and he shouldered the strap of his satchel, then made his way over to the skink. His hands shook as he lathered them with soap, and he sniffled as fresh tears gathered in his eyes. He looked up into his mirror, not surprised to see that his face was swollen and his eyes bloodshot.

Ren cupped his hands and gathered some water, then splashed it onto his face. It helped to cool him off, and he braced his hands against the sink as he took several deep breaths. His heart was still pounding, and he felt like he might throw up from the dread sinking into his stomach.

He’d fucked up. He knew that. And now he had to face his first punishment. He already felt guilty for disappointing her, and now he could only dread what inevitably awaited him when he got home.

Ren doused his face with water again, hoping to at least seem composed as he left the office. He dried off his hands and face with paper towels, then sighed as he made his way out of the restroom.

Ren hoped the physical exertion of walking home would help him find some relief from his anxiety, but he was wrong. With every step he took, his apprehension rose, and a sweat broke out along his hairline.

What was she going to do to him? He had already caught glimpses of her cruelty, and that was only in play. He couldn’t imagine what she could do if she was upset with him.

When Ren finally arrived at their building, he was trembling. His hands curled around the strap of his satchel so hard his knuckles were white, and he had to take a breath to find the courage to walk inside.

Each step up the staircase felt like a march toward certain doom, and by the time Ren made it to his door, he was a complete wreck. He could barely breathe, and his eyes shot over to Akari’s door. He desperately wanted to go inside and plead for her mercy, but he knew even the slightest deviation from her instructions was likely to increase her ire.

So, he pulled out his keys and shakily managed to turn it in the lock, then entered his own apartment. As soon as he made it in, he pulled out his phone to text Akari.

I’m home, he told her.

Good, she responded immediately. Now follow the rest of my instructions and wait. I’ll be there to deal with you shortly.

Okay, Ren replied.

Ren’s throat was tight as he made his way into his room. He fumbled with the buttons of his shirt and then shrugged it off, tossing it into the hamper. He removed his belt and rolled it up, setting it in its place atop his dresser. He removed his wallet, phone, and keys from his pants, then toed off his shoes, putting them on the rack.

His pants followed his shirt into the hamper, then his socks. Finally, he was clad only in his still wet panties, and he knelt obediently on the floor of his bedroom. Now, all he could do was wait.

Ren bit his lip as his throat tightened, and his heart pounded in his chest. He shifted on his knees, dreading the moment when Akari would walk through the door. More than his dread, though, he felt shame. He didn’t even deserve to be in her presence. He secretly hoped she would make him wait like this for a long time. He deserved to wallow in his regret.

Ren’s thoughts, though, were interrupted by the sound of the door, and fear lit up in his veins. He trembled as he heard the door shut. He listened to the soft click of Akari’s shoes against the kitchen floor, and he couldn’t help when he started to shake.

Finally, he felt her presence close behind him, and he dug his fingers into his thighs. He wanted to turn back and apologize to her, but he knew he needed to remain silent. She seemed to wait for hours, and Ren thought he would implode if she didn’t say something soon.

Akari let out a long sigh, and Ren shivered at the sound. He flinched as he felt her hand stroking through his hair, and he nearly melted at her touch. Again tears flooded his eyes, and he wanted to sob out his apologies, but he somehow managed to stay quiet. Her hand left his hair, and his eyes locked onto her as she crossed in front of him.

Akari sighed again, and Ren’s face burned as she glared down at him. She didn’t seem angry but disappointed, and that only made him feel worse. Ren dropped his head and squeezed his eyes shut, but Akari took hold of his jaw and gently tilted his head up to look up at her.

Ren felt a calm wash over him as he looked into her eyes. She was undoubtedly disappointed with him, but the deep emotions swirling in her eyes told him that she cared for him as well. He knew she was only punishing him for his own good, and he knew he could take whatever she doled out.

“Oh, my poor, sweet boy…” Akari sighed, running her thumb over his chin. “What am I going to do with you?”
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