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Her New Toy

 
 

Elyse drummed her fingers against the tablecloth. Patience had never been one of her virtues and feeling out of her element now wasn't improving anything. With a sigh, she shifted in her seat and crossed her ankles under the table.

A quick rifle through her purse put her phone in her hand: 6:52 PM.

Rob could arrive eight minutes from now and still be on time, but waiting bored her. Admittedly, she'd only been at the table for five minutes. A surprising lack of traffic and a skilled taxi driver were the reasons she'd arrived early, but that didn't make sitting alone in the restaurant's dining room any less uncomfortable.

A submissive should be early, Elyse thought.

That was why she'd agreed to meet Rob after all.

Elyse's last relationship ended three months before and two weeks ago she'd told her friend Becca the real story behind the break-up. The other woman's eyes widened when Elyse explained she'd wanted to get more daring in the bedroom, with a strap-on to be specific.

Then Becca mentioned her husband's friend Rob, who'd drunkenly admitted having some "unusual interests" at a party.

A few phone calls to get acquainted later and now here Elyse sat, impatient and alone in a restaurant.

She rubbed her hand over her eyes. If he stood her up... she didn't care to think about it. Despite trying to manage her expectations, she had high hopes for Rob.

Hell, he'd already featured in a few vivid, kinky dreams.

Elyse drummed her fingers against the table again, louder this time. Every passing second left her more restless.

Precisely at 7:00, Rob walked into the dining room. As promised by Becca, he was a tall man with thick blond hair, a square jaw, and dark brown eyes. His broad chest and shoulders filled out his shirt. Elyse took a deep breath as heat flared in her chest.

His eyebrows rose when he spotted her, but he composed himself as he walked over.

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to keep you waiting," he said, sitting opposite her.

"I was a little surprised you didn't arrive early." She hadn't expected him to skip the hello's and niceties, but she liked getting to business.

"I would've liked to, but I had trouble getting a taxi. I am sorry though—I know that's no excuse."

"I understand," Elyse said before taking a drink of water. His shoulders relaxed after she spoke. I can put him at ease. That's a good start. And his looks don't hurt.

Though she imagined he'd shaved before work that morning, stubble formed a shadow on his face. It gave him a rugged, masculine air—like something that couldn't be tamed.

Which only made her want to tame him more.

"I hope you haven't had to wait too long. It wouldn't be a great start to this evening." He offered her a small and almost timid smile, but his eyes looked at her and took her in with confidence.

"How do you feel about this evening?"

Before he could answer, their waiter appeared. Elyse watched Rob's mouth move as he ordered. His full lips contrasted with his angular jaw and she could imagine what they'd feel like against her skin, between her legs.

The waiter took her order and hurried away. Elyse grinned. Did the waiter notice the tension too?

Turning away from the departing server and back to Rob, she asked, "So this evening?"

"This evening," he said, with a nod. "I've been kind of nervous. Seeing you, I'm excited." He paused before adding, "You're very beautiful, Elyse."

Her cheeks heated up and she knew she was blushing in spite of her normally calm, controlled demeanor. "Thank you, Rob."

"You're welcome. I didn't think I'd be able to make you blush." 

Elyse laughed and took a breath. Apparently his timidity had passed. "You're bold for someone submissive."

His eyes opened wide as she said "submissive" and he glanced around the restaurant before leaning in and placing his elbows on the table. "You could say I'm enthusiastic."

"You do seem eager," she said. Without shifting in her seat, she slipped her heels off and placed her feet in his lap.

Rob jumped, but he calmed himself down before anyone around them noticed. Still, his muscular thighs remained tense under her feet. 

Smiling, she said, "Don't you love the length of the tablecloths at nice restaurants like this? No one around us can see my legs at all. I could even slip my panties off if I wanted to."

As she spoke, Elyse shifted her legs and feet to a more comfortable position, but she also brushed the crotch of his pants. He stiffened at the mention of her panties.

 "You could," he said in a tight voice. 

She brushed his crotch again and he grew harder. "You seem to like the idea." Not even the waiter's appearance with their drinks could keep her from grinning. A liquid heat started between her legs.

"You are incredibly distracting," he said once they were alone again—or as alone as they could be in a popular restaurant's dining room.

One of his hands disappeared below the table and fingers brushed up the length of one calf and then down the other. Anticipation rushed through Elyse—tightening her muscles in the hopes of release.

"Apparently neither of us is shy," she said before taking a sip of the wine she'd ordered. "You're lucky I'm in a good mood now or you'd be in trouble for touching me without permission."

His fingers paused on her leg. "I'm sorry. May I continue touching you, please?"

"You may." His fingers traced over her legs again. "I like that you have good instincts."

"Good instincts?" he asked.

"About touching. And you're a little headstrong, which is more fun for me."

His cheeks reddened now and Elyse laughed. "Maybe you're a little more shy than I thought," she said. Shifting in her seat, she felt her own wetness again. "Are you still hard?"

Rob didn't break eye contact to look around the room as he had before, but he did blink at her. "Yes, I am."

Elyse removed her feet from his lap and slipped them back into her heels. Not having his hands stroke her legs anymore was unfortunate, but she had other things in mind.

"Why don't you get out that stiff cock of yours then?" She had requested a table beside a wall for a reason.

"I'm not sure if that's such a good idea," he said in a quiet rush.

"Is playing in public something you won't do, a hard limit of yours?" They'd discussed their interests some over the phone, but they hadn't gone into great detail. Hopefully, he wouldn't object for much longer.

"I don't mind the idea. But here?" He did scan the room now.

"Why not? The idea doesn't turn you on at all?" 

The idea turned Elyse on. The heat growing in her core demanded to be noticed. She ran a hand down her stomach and let it rest just on top of her inner thigh.

"It—I'm still turned on. I just, I don't know if this is a good idea." His confidence from before had passed and nervousness tightened his jaw, unless that was arousal.

Reaching across the table with her free hand, Elyse caught the hand of his that still remained on the table. Unwrapping his fingers from his glass, she grasped his hand.

"Trust me, Rob. Just do this thing for me. It'll be worth it."

He bit his lip and nodded quickly. Elyse relaxed back into her seat. She hadn't realized how much her body had tensed in anticipation of his answer. The hand she grasped disappeared under the table for a moment and then reappeared. He took a sip of his drink, a generous one.

"It's out." The words practically had to fight their way out of his mouth.

She rubbed her thigh through her slacks and sighed.  Within feet of her, Rob was hard and filled with want—all because of her.

"Are you holding your hard-on?" she asked.

Another blink and a deep breath as well, his dark eyes were wild. "I am, yes."

"Stroke yourself, but don't get off. This really isn't the place for that."

He opened his mouth like he wanted to object, but then he closed it and nodded. "Whatever you want." 

A breath later, his cheeks flushed. His right arm flexed slightly. Elyse doubted anyone else would notice the small movement.

It's a shame I can't see it, she thought, but watching Rob was enough. The struggle to control himself was clear on his face: he didn't want to do this, but he wanted to at the same time. Most of all, he wanted to do it for her.

Something inside her caught fire. She was tempted to touch herself as well, but for now she wanted to focus on controlling Rob. Besides, she'd have fun with him soon enough. It'd been too long since she commanded a gorgeous man.

"Enjoying yourself?" Elyse asked a minute later, after she'd calmed herself down.

"I am," he said. The syllables were brief and jerky. His brow furrowed.

"But it's not that simple, is it? Or are you not at all anxious anymore?"

He laughed once and looked away from her, ducking his head and facing the wall. "I'm very nervous still," he said.

"Why don't you pause then? I think I see our waiter anyway."

He turned to face her and his spine went ramrod straight in a moment. She fought a laugh as the waiter set her plate of pasta before her. She wondered if the poor man had ever had such an odd table. Opposite her, Rob accepted his food with real poise—especially considering what one of his hands had been up to only a moment ago.

"Do you need both hands to eat?"

Rob sighed. Her innocent tone hadn't fooled him for a moment as far as she could tell. It might look strange to anyone who noticed, but he managed to eat his tortellini with only one hand.

Neither of them ate much though. Elyse studied his face and his slowly moving shoulder. Despite his languorous pace, his breathing sped up soon enough and hers did as well. How could it not?

"I think you should go a little faster, Rob. I want to see that arm of yours move more."

"If that's what you want," he said. His eyes slipped down to her cleavage and then back to her face as his arm moved more quickly. He was good, still subtle, but the new pace was clearly giving him trouble. He stopped eating and instead took another drink before exhaling deeply.

"So how was work for you today?" His gaze snapped up to her face. "What? I'm just making polite dinner conversation."

Looking away from her, he shook his head. "It—it was a good day at work." He inhaled sharply. "Nothing, uh, nothing too crazy from clients." 

"Mine didn't get up to anything wild today either," she said. 

Although Elyse worked as an event planner and Rob worked for an advertising firm, they both dealt with clients who sometimes seemed insane. On the phone a few days before, he'd made her laugh with a story about one eccentric man bringing a goat into his office. Remembering now, Elyse grinned. "They can be so demanding, giving outlandish orders," she added.

"I know all about that," he said in one breath. His eyes closed as he finished speaking.

"Having a little trouble concentrating, Rob?"

He nodded. "Like I said, you're distracting. Maybe the most distracting woman I've ever met."

"I'll take that as a compliment. I take it no one's ever gotten you to do something like this?" All the things she could do to him played out in Elyse's mind.

"No." He opened his eyes again and took a breath before adding, "No one's ever toyed with me like this."

His arm moved more quickly and Elyse's breath caught in her throat.

"Do you like being toyed with?"

"Yes, but I don't know how long I can keep this up without getting too close." His words were short, choppy.

"You may stop, but only if you ask me nicely."

Rob swallowed and asked, "May I stop, please?"

"Call me 'Mistress,'" she said with a smile.

"May I please stop, Mistress? Please." His last word turned into a groan and his mouth snapped shut.

"You may stop."

"Thank you, Mistress," he said, discreetly wiping one hand with his napkin before both hands disappeared under the table. She heard or imagined a quiet rustle as he tucked himself away and zipped up.

"What do you think of taking the rest of this food home and heading out?" Elyse lowered her lashes as she spoke and gave Rob her most sultry bedroom eyes.

"That would be amazing." If she didn't know better, she would have guessed he'd just gone for a run. His strain hadn't detracted from his enthusiasm though. He was already scanning the room for the waiter, eager to head elsewhere.

"Can I tell you something?" Elyse asked, leaning forward to better display her round breasts.

"Of course," Rob said.

"I want to get a little rough with you."

If he'd been eating, he would have choked. Still, she got to watch the shock and excitement cross his face.

"I'd like that, Mistress."

"Good," she said while thinking, Do you have any idea what you're getting yourself into, Rob?

She owed Becca at least a bottle of wine for setting this up.

Rob caught the waiter's eye quickly and a few minutes later they stood outside. Elyse wondered whether the man had simply managed to hide his erection or if he had the self-control to calm himself down. His voice pulled her from her thoughts.

"Sorry, what?" she asked.

"I asked where you want to go and if I should get us a taxi? You were... excited to head out." He stood close enough that she imagined she could feel the heat from his body. He was nearly half a head taller than her; her eyes were the same height as his mouth.

She looked up from his lips to his eyes before she responded.

"Oh, a taxi would be great, but you're not coming home with me tonight. I'll gladly visit you tomorrow, but I just can't help myself. I want to make you wait." Elyse pressed her hand against his chest as she finished speaking, holding him away from her and letting her feel his hard pectoral muscles.

His hard chest made her acutely aware of her wet panties.

Oh, I want to take you home with me, but that'd be going too easy on you. I'll take you—but only on my terms, she thought as she rubbed her thumb in a circular motion over his chest.

Rob's brows knit together in confusion then disappointment, but he nodded. "If that's what you want, I understand I can't change your mind, Mistress."

"Good boy," she said. "I like that you're not a whiny submissive. Now, keep being a good boy and get me a cab." Before he turned and walked toward the street, Elyse saw Rob's cock begin to harden through his pants.

She knew she had him.

 

***

 

The next evening, Elyse made sure to not arrive at Rob's early. She wanted him on the verge of breaking from anticipation.

Going off his disheveled hair and flushed skin when he opened his door mere seconds after she knocked, he would be putty in her hands. Her heartbeat and breathing sped up, stirring something inside her.

"Hey, I'm glad you're here," he said, stepping aside to let her into the brownstone he lived in by himself. She set her purse down on a table by the door. If Rob looked inside the bag, he would see the purple curve of her strap-on.

"Call me 'Mistress.' Have you touched yourself?" Elyse asked matter-of-factly as he closed the door behind her. After she'd gotten into the taxi last night, she texted him and forbid him from climaxing until he was given permission tonight.

"No, Mistress. I did as you told me." He turned to her and his eyes roved over her body. She could put a stop to it and tell him to put his eyes on the ground, but he was hungry for her and she liked it that way.

Besides, she hadn't worn the tiniest dress she owned by accident. Just putting on the short, white dress with her black stockings had been sexual. All she had to do was loosen the drawstring at the waist or bend a few inches over to expose her dark panties to anyone around her. 

Rob had dressed well in a button-up shirt that hugged his muscles and dark jeans. Still, he wouldn't need those clothes for what Elyse had in mind.

"Take off your clothes," she said.

His dark brown eyes found hers quickly. "Here?" he asked, but he'd already reached for the top button of his shirt.

Pretending to give it thought, Elyse glanced around the foyer of his home. He kept it clean and minimal: earth tones, low furniture, and a few pieces of art on the walls. Up the stairs behind her she imagined she'd find his bedroom in an immaculate state, waiting for her.

She looked back to him. His hands still hovered over the first button of his shirt. "Here. And no more eye contact, boy, unless I tell you it's acceptable."

"Of course, Mistress," he said, angling his head downward as he began to undo the buttons of his shirt.

Rob hadn't worn an undershirt so inch by inch he revealed his chest and stomach to her. Heat rose in Elyse as his body came into view, first the pectoral muscles she'd felt last night and then his sculpted abs. 

Just before he slipped his shirt from his shoulders, she saw the v-shaped muscles that made up his Adonis belt. She bit her lip and exhaled loudly. He started to look up at her, but he stopped and kept his gaze on the floor.

"Good boy. Now, drop the shirt on the floor and finish undressing. Pants then underwear—no cheating and taking them off at the same time."

"Whatever you want, Mistress," he said as he undid the closures of his jeans and pushed them down his legs. In addition to his gorgeous upper body, Rob had muscular thighs, a weakness of Elyse's.

By the time he stepped out of his jeans, he was fully erect. His cock pressed against his boxer briefs. He had the sort of long, thick shaft many women dreamed about men thrusting into them. It was also the sort of shaft Elyse loved to forbid men from touching, much less using to finish.

Electric heat sparked over her inner thighs and the lips of her pussy.

"You're as enthusiastic as I remember," she said once the underwear was on the floor with the rest of his clothes.

"I'm very excited, Mistress."

Elyse laughed, a deep, throaty sound. "Oh, I can see you're excited. You look like an absolute slut standing there with your dick out."

Rob nodded, but Elyse grabbed his jaw while his head was still in motion.

"Say 'Thank you, Mistress' when I call you 'Slut.'" His wide eyes stared at her as she tilted his face toward her.

"Yes, Mistress, I'm sorry." He quivered in her grip and his cock rose an inch.

"Good, little slut," she said, giving him a pat on the cheek and taking a step back. Even in her tall black heels he stood taller than her, but they both knew he was her little slut tonight—and for as long as she wanted.

"Thank you, Mistress." Rob looked down again, possibly at the floor, but she suspected her new submissive was looking at her body.

"Be honest, boy. How badly do you want to come?"

"I want to come so much. I, I've thought about you so much since last night and your order to not touch myself was hard to follow, Mistress."

"You wanted to stroke this cock like a selfish little slut?" Elyse wrapped her hand around the base of Rob's shaft and tugged. He stumbled forward and nearly fell into her, but he recovered, his stiffness still in her hand.

"I did, Mistress, and thank you, but I wanted to please you more."

"You want to please me?" she asked, giving him a squeeze. 

Rob groaned and his eyes fluttered shut for a moment. "I do want to please you, Mistress. I do."

"And how would you please me, slut?" Before he could answer, she slid her hand down him and cupped his balls.

"Thank you, Mistress," he said. His eyes closed completely now and he pushed his hips toward her. "I'd please you however you wanted, Mistress."

"Do you remember what I told you last night?"

"I'm not sure, Mistress. I'm sorry. You said a lot of things to me."

Silly slut, she thought.

"I said I wanted to be rough with you, slut," she said, tightening her grip on his balls until he gasped and squirmed. As his shoulders twisted, she returned her hand to his shaft. Elyse palmed his dick gently and then slapped it, smacking his shaft against his stomach.

"Fuck!" He bent forward and covered himself with his hands. His eyes were open now.

Was that too much?

Then, he said, "I'm sorry I forgot, Mistress. Thank you." Once he straightened and moved his hands away, she saw he was still hard, now with a pearl of pre-cum on the head of his cock.

"You liked that didn't you, you little slut?" She couldn't keep her smile from her voice.

"Thank you, Mistress. I did like that. I didn't know or think I would, but I know it only makes sense for you to know better, Mistress."

"What a good boy." Elyse traced one hand up her side, feeling her tight, hot body through her dress. "How would you feel if all I wanted to do tonight was slap that cock of yours around while playing with myself? I could have orgasm after orgasm while your balls get bluer and bluer."

"I'll do whatever you want, Mistress, but I hope you'll allow me to finish."

"Do you think you could keep yourself from coming if I forbid you from climaxing tonight?" she asked as she walked around him.

"I would try, Mistress, but it would be hard for me."

Even standing with his hands at his sides, the muscles of his wide shoulders appeared flexed. With his physique, Rob belonged in rugged mountains living off the land not in New York City working at an ad firm. Elyse traced her fingers along the firm ridges of muscle beside his spine.

He shuddered at her touch or was it closer to vibrating with anticipation?

"What would make it so hard for you, slut?"

"Thank you, Mistress. Just looking at you makes me want to come. You're gorgeous, Mistress."

"Good answer," she said, giving his ass a slap before going to his staircase. He jumped when she slapped him, but he kept his eyes on the ground.

"Thank you, Mistress."

"Oh, so you're one of those little sluts that likes to be spanked, aren't you?"

"Thank you, Mistress. I like any time your hands are on me."

"I'll remember that." Taking him to the bedroom right then tempted her, but she had something else in mind.

The first stair pressed against her coolly as she lowered her body onto it. The small white dress's hem lifted as she moved and Elyse made no attempt to hold it down and cover herself.

"Get on all fours and look at me, slut." 

Rob would have an excellent view of her panties.

"Yes. Thank you, Mistress." Once he was on all fours, he couldn't stop himself from looking at the space between her parted knees.

"Enjoying your new angle?" Her panties became wet in an instant. Rob's cock bobbed in the air and begged for her touch. He ducked his head to see his own hard-on for a moment, no doubt wishing he could stroke himself.

"It's a great angle, Mistress. Thank you for letting me look at you."

"Do you like these panties, slut?" The black lace panties matched the tops of her stockings. If he looked closely, he'd be able to see the outline of her wet slit.

"Thank you, Mistress. Those are very nice panties." Another drop of pre-cum beaded on the head of his dick.

"They are incredibly nice." She drew two fingers lightly over her slit, sending a bright pulse into her body and pulling the fabric tight against her. The simple motion mesmerized Rob and Elyse laughed at his rapt face. "Anything to say, silly slut?"

"I'm sorry, Mistress. Thank you. I... I'm having some trouble focusing."

"Ah, I see. Let me make it simple then: be a good bitch and crawl here." Elyse punctuated her sentence by stomping her right heel into the ground, making Rob jump. 

"Of course, Mistress," he said, already crawling to her. Clearly, she hadn't startled him too much.

"Now, lick. I want to see what you can do through the panties and, if you're very good, I might let you taste me." With that, she spread her knees further and leaned back on the stairs: a goddess reclining before her worshipping devotee.

"Thank you so much, Mistress," he said in a hurried voice as he positioned himself between her legs. He had to crouch and brace his elbows against the floor. It wasn't a comfortable stance for him, but her pleasure was what mattered.

The stubble along his jaw she'd admired so much the evening before grazed the delicate insides of her thighs. Elyse's head fell back and she groaned as his stubble pressed into her more. His tongue skated over the soaked fabric of her panties.

The tip of his tongue pressed against her clit and tension wracked her body. She bit her lip and tilted her head forward to watch him go down on her.

"You're off to a good start," she said as his tongue flicked over her clit again. "Mm, a really good start."

"Thank you, Mistress." The heat of his breath spread over her sex. Elyse rolled her hips against his mouth, pressing the swollen lips of her pussy against his soft lips and angular face.

"You have such a soft, slutty mouth, boy."  Rob's back arched as he lapped at her cunt through her panties. The muscles shifted powerfully.

"Thank you. I hope you'll let me pleasure you without your panties on, Mistress."

"Do you think you've earned that?" she asked. She lifted one foot from the ground and set it on his lower back. The new pose opened her legs more and his tongue pressed the fabric of Elyse's panties into her slit. She sighed and let her eyes close.

His lips skimmed over one of her thighs then the other. "I'd like to think so, Mistress."

"You sound a little too cocky, slut," she said, shifting to press the heel of her shoe into his back.

He wriggled under her heel. It made a deep dimple in his lower back. "Thank you, Mistress. I'm sorry I sounded cocky. I'm just eager really."

"Mhm, I think I'll let you have what you want and a little more, with a certain condition of course. Stay on your knees and go get my purse." When she lifted her foot to let him move, she saw a bright red circle where her shoe's heel had pressed into him.

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you so much." He rubbed a hand over his lower back as he knee-walked to the table she'd put her purse on earlier.

"You look ridiculous," she said as he came back to her. A grown man walking around his house on his knees with a purse in his hands wasn't something she saw every day, but she could get used to it.

"I hope it makes you happy, Mistress." He kneeled between her legs and held her purse out to her. She could have him find the lube in it himself, but she wanted the strap-on to be more of a surprise. Elyse took the purse from him, set it on the step beside her, and pulled the tube of lube from it.

"You'll need this," she said, dropping it onto the floor.

"Mistress?" Confusion clouded his voice.

"You mentioned an interest in anal play, pegging, and the like, so let's see how you like it. I imagine you'll need lube so there it is. Now, put some on one of your fingers and do as I say, slut."

"Of course, Mistress. Thank you," he said. Her tone left no room for disagreement.

As he uncapped the tube, Elyse caressed her nipples. They were so hard she could feel them through her dress and bra. Pinching them through the cloth, she sighed. 

"Focus on your instructions," she said when Rob started to look up at the loud sound of her arousal.

"Of course, Mistress. I'm sorry." She continued to play with her nipples while he squeezed a thin line of lube onto one finger and closed the tube.

"Are you nervous, slut?"

"Yes, I'm nervous, Mistress. Thank you."

"If it gets to be too much, say 'Orange,' but for now I want you fingering your asshole while you pull my panties off with your teeth. If you can't keep me pleased while playing with yourself, you'll pay."

"I understand, Mistress. Nothing matters more to me than pleasing you."

"Prove it to me." She leaned her head and shoulders against the step behind her and lifted her hips to let him take her underwear off. 

"Of course, Mistress," he said. Although she couldn't see him with her head tilted back, she felt the heat of his mouth on her thigh. His tongue slid against her as he gripped her underwear between his teeth and tugged at them.

In a minute he only managed to move the panties down her hips an inch. Elyse giggled: he was trying so hard and getting nowhere. Well, not nowhere: he'd succeeded in getting her even wetter by rubbing the crotch of her panties against her pussy.

"You're not doing a very good job, are you, slut?"

"Thank you, Mistress. I'm sorry. This is harder than I thought it would be."

"You may use your free hand to remove my panties. I expect you to set them on the stair once they're off. Don't just drop them on the floor."

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you for letting me use my hand."

His fingers ran up her thigh, caught the hem of her panties, and pulled them to her ankles in one fluid motion. Elyse shuddered and sat up to look down at Rob. She lifted her feet, allowing him to remove her panties. He folded them on the stair beside her with one hand, his other remained busy behind him.

"Look at me," she said, anger flattening her voice.

"Yes, Mistress," he said, obeying her.

"Did I tell you to stroke my leg, bitch?"

"No, you didn't, Mistress." His hand slowed.

"Did you ask permission to stroke my leg, bitch?"

"No, no you didn't. I'm sorry, Mistress. I didn't think about it. I'm so sorry."

"It's obvious you didn't think, slut."

"Thank you, Mistress."

Her open palm hit his face with a loud clap. "Be a little more thoughtful from now on, slut. And finger yourself harder. I want you to work that ass of yours and struggle not to climax."

"Yes, Mistress. I'm so—"

"Shut up and get to work," she said, reclining back on her elbows. Elyse wanted to watch.

To his credit, Rob did not disappoint once he put his mouth on her. His tongue set her body on fire as it slid along her lips. He groaned against her and the vibrations of his voice penetrated her core.

His lips brushed over her sensitive clit before he circled it with his tongue. Her body quivered uncontrollably, but he didn't put too much pressure on her clit. Instead he teased her inner thighs and soft lips, never spending too long on her opening or her clit.

Elyse's breath caught in her throat as warm heat pooled in her core. Rob's breathing matched hers. It warmed her thighs and cunt as she excited him and he excited himself. His hand worked more and more quickly.

"You seem to be enjoying yourself," she said, pushing herself against his mouth so he couldn't answer right away.

"I'm enjoying myself a great deal," he said once Elyse shifted her body to let him speak.

"What do you think of me fucking that ass of yours?" The idea of bending him over sent another quiver through her.

His arm and mouth paused. "I'd like that, Mistress." His voice was practically a whisper.

"Speak up, slut."

"Thank you, Mistress. I like the idea of you fucking my ass, Mistress," he said, almost shouting now. Not wasting a second, he lowered his mouth to her heat again.

Elyse gasped and said, "Much better, boy. Let's hope your neighbors didn't hear or they'll have some questions for you." She didn't hear his response. The sparking warmth of his mouth spread throughout her body. She could let herself come, but she wanted to wait and let her climax build more.

She stood, letting Rob fall forward against the stairs between her legs. Elyse took a step away to give him room to move. Getting away from the heat of his body helped her focus through the haze of her arousal too, but the haze still hung around the edge of her mind.

"It's a good thing you didn't bump me, slut. Crawl to your bedroom. But quickly—I'm not in the mood to wait on you."

"Of course, Mistress, and thank you," he said. He moved awkwardly, but she doubted he went up his stairs on all fours often. His stumbling gait made her smile as she followed him to his bedroom, her purse holding the strap-on in one hand.

"I feel like I'm taking you for a walk, like you're my little pet." Even hunched over and crawling she couldn't ignore the gorgeousness of his body: all taut skin and built muscle.

"I would love to be your pet, Mistress." Rob reached the top of the stairs and the beginning of a long hallway.

And I get to watch him for even longer than I thought. I hope the poor little boy doesn't get rug burn...

 "If you do well, you could become my favorite plaything, slut."

"Thank you, Mistress."

"I'm surprised you've remembered to thank me so well, boy."

"I want to please you so I'm doing my best, Mistress. I hate the idea of letting you down," he said, turning and entering the last door on the right.

As she'd expected, Rob's bedroom was simple and clean. The walls were a warm tawny and his low bed was made up with cream sheets. It put her in mind of an elegant hotel room: welcoming and open.

"It looks like you keep your bedroom quite organized, or you got ready for me."

Still on all fours, he said, "I did get ready for you, Mistress."

"Mm, good boy. Stand up and bend over. I want your ass on display. It's mine for tonight."

"Of course, Mistress." He stood slowly—either from soreness or nervousness.

I'll start slow. I don't want to hear him say "Orange," she thought as she pulled the strap-on from her purse. The strap-on was double-sided and she slid her end into her wet cunt easily. It was thicker and shorter than the side she'd use on Rob and pushed against her g-spot.

Elyse moaned and gave the dick-shaped side a tug that caressed her pussy inside and out. The harness slipped up her legs and over her hips and she was ready. It was her turn to feel a tinge of anxiety now. Though she'd had the strap-on for a couple months, she hadn't gotten to use it on a partner and Rob hadn't had one used on him.

Seeing the purple cock curve up from between her legs was different knowing she'd thrust it into someone soon.

"Are you ready, little slut?" she asked while squeezing a line of lube along the strap-on's head and shaft.

"I'm as ready as I'll ever be, Mistress." His voice wavered and it renewed Elyse's confidence. In spite of whatever apprehension he might feel, Rob still wanted to give himself to her.

Because she was in control.

Because he was her toy, just like the strap-on.

"Good, I want to see what you can handle," she said, walking to stand behind him. The head of the strap-on bumped his ass and Rob jumped, nearly falling forward. "Put your palms down on the mattress or I might fuck you right onto your face."

"Yes, Mistress," he said and did as he was told.

Elyse gripped her new shaft around the base and rubbed its underside over Rob's ass. Her short dress whispered over her bare ass as she shifted her hips. Goosebumps sprang up on her skin and her nipples became stiff peaks visible even in the low light.

The man groaned as she laid the strap-on along his cleft and held it there.

"You love this, don't you, slut?" she asked as she slid her hands over his ass. His muscles were tense, but he relaxed as she ran her hands over them.

"Thank you, Mistress. I do love it. You feel so good pressed against me."

"You want this cock then?" She dug her nails into him and then slapped his ass with both hands. He clenched under her hands, but then he pressed his hips toward her.

"I do, Mistress. I, I want you to fuck me. I want you inside me, Mistress."

Rob pushed his hips against her and the strap-on again, arching his back as he moved.

"Oh, you're practically begging for it, you nasty boy." Gripping his hips to hold him in place, Elyse pulled away to let the strap-on's head nudge Rob's hole.

He tried to pull away from her for a moment before settling against her and the purple dick's head.

"I am, Mistress. I need to have you inside me," he said in a raw, husky voice.

"You do sound like you're in need, poor thing." She bit her bottom lip and pushed forward, sliding the strap-on into Rob. He shook and moaned as she thrust forward until her hips were pressed against his with the strapped-on cock buried inside him.

"Thank you, Mistress." His words dropped off into another low moan when she rolled her hips against him.

"I want you to be loud for me, bitch. I like the filthy sounds you make."

The base of his end of the strap-on ground against her clit and made her gasp. Heat sprang up at the base of her neck. The drunken haze of her near climax returned in force and she had to take a deep breath before pulling her hips away from him.

The arch of his back deepened as Elyse thrust into him again and again. Sweat beaded along his back and his skin felt like it was on fire under her hands. Her own body heated up too. Who knew fucking Rob would feel so good?

She forced herself to move slower than the feverish pace she wanted to set. Going too fast and hard might scare him, but she wanted nothing more than to pound his virgin ass.

"Oh god, Mistress. Oh fuck, fuck," he gasped. His hands gripped the bed with white knuckles.

"You sound like you're enjoying yourself," she said, her own words barely more than rough exhales.

"Oh fuck, yes, Mistress. I am." Perhaps emboldened by her arousal, he worked his hips against her faster. "It's so hard not to come."

Hearing the word made her groan. Her own climax thrummed in her and over her skin: waiting. Just having her fuck him could get him off—it was nearly too much.

Elyse pulled out of him, panting. "Get on your back, slut."

"Thank you, Mistress." He half-kneeled, half-collapsed onto the bed before rolling onto his back. His cock's head glistened with pre-cum. Sweat sheened his flushed skin.

"Get these legs up in the air," she said, giving his calf a slap.

Rob couldn't move fast enough. She wanted inside him again now. Grabbing his ankles as he shifted, she held his legs up and dropped to her knees on the bed.

"Oh yeah," she said, pushing the strap-on into him. It took her a few experimental thrusts to work out the new angle, but soon she was slamming her hips against him again.

Rob slid toward the head of the bed as she pounded him. In this position, she could watch his chest heave and see how he threw his head back. Leaning forward, Elyse placed her free hand on his shuddering abs. She also tilted his ass up, letting her pump deeper into him.

"Oh fuck, Mistress. Oh god." He grasped at the sheets again and licked his lips.

"You want to come, don't you slut?"

"Thank—thank you, Mistress. I do, you make me want to come."

Elyse sighed and moved her hand over his hard stomach. His words sank into her core. She wanted to make him come too.

"How badly, boy? How badly do you want to finish, to get that release?" A pulse ran through her at the word "release" and she groaned.

"I want it so bad, Mistress. So bad, but I don't want to without your permission." He ran his hands over his face and through his hair. "I don't want to let you down."

"Do you even care that you're going to come on yourself?" Her hips moved of their own accord. A wild throbbing started in her pussy.

"I don't care, Mistress. I just want to come, but only if it pleases you. Please." His hands twisted into the sheets again. Elyse pulled her hand from his stomach and pinched her nipples. The sensation made her gasp,

"Then finish for me, slut. I want to see you get off."

Rob's body jerked against her and sent an electric charge through the strap-on into her cunt and clit. The throbbing in her released and filled her body as his cock jolted and shot cum onto his stomach and chest.

"Good little bitch, coming all over yourself," she said in a mumble as she let her eyes close and her mouth fall open. Heady lightness burned over her body and she collapsed forward, dropping Rob's legs and barely catching herself before falling into him.

"Oh my god," she said, or thought she did, who knew?

After a minute of feeling her body pulse with her eyes closed, he said, "Thank you, Mistress."

"You were a very good boy." She opened her eyes to find him panting and looking up at her from the bed. The evidence of his orgasm remained pooled on his body.

"I'm glad, Mistress. I wanted to please you so much." 

Elyse nodded and tried to catch her breath before pulling out of Rob. She shivered as the strap-on pulled on her sensitive body and Rob groaned.

"Go clean yourself up, Rob," she said before letting her exhausted body drop onto the bed.

"I really should," he said with a laugh as he propped himself up on his elbows and looked at his body.

"Mhm." Elyse nodded. "You look like a nasty, nasty slut." She stroked the shaft of the strap-on, not willing to remove it just yet.

"Thank you, Mistress." He sat up and exhaled loudly before standing.

"Good boy," she said, watching him leave the room. Alone, she sighed before loosening the harness around her hips and pulling the strap-on from between her legs. The tugging sensation set off a thrumming cascade through her and she paused, closing her eyes and taking a deep breath.

She worked it the rest of the way out and opened her eyes to find Rob watching her from the doorway.

"Enjoying the show?" she asked.

"It was quite a sight." His sentence hung in the air, feeling incomplete.

"You can relax for now and call me by my name. Come get in bed."

"Gladly," he said before taking an exhausted breath and heading toward the bed. He pointed at the strap-on. "So is this your favorite toy now?"

Grinning and surveying Rob's face and tired body, Elyse said, "I may have another toy I like more."


Her Disobedient Toy

 
 

"I think we all know you're supposed to be doing the second pass of hors d'oeuvres two minutes from now," Elyse said as she approached a group of servers chatting at the foot of a marble stairwell. Three pairs of wide eyes met hers before they mumbled apologies and scurried away.

She shook her head as the trio receded, one of them casting an anxious glance back at her. She'd never planned an event for this client before, a well-known charity, and Elyse intended for it go perfectly. No gossiping staff would ruin her plans.

With the servers taken care of, Elyse walked back to the manor's entrance hall, where the gala was in full swing. As she approached, she could hear the sounds of conversation, laughter, and drinking—just enough to ensure the charity would receive the desired amount of donations. The noise filled Elyse with pride. With the exception of the vendors, she'd coordinated this single-handedly.

She stood on the outskirts of the crowd, not desiring to intrude or take attention away from her client. Servers with food and drink wound their way through happy groups of people dressed in their finest cocktail attire. Elyse had opted for a simple black shift with a hem a few inches above her knees, sheer stockings, and dark grey heels.

As she looked over the crowd, always with an eye for any problem she could fix, she found a familiar figure. Her stomach tightened at the sight of Rob, the man she'd pegged only a few days ago.

They'd not seen each other since that night due to their busy schedules. They'd talked some and roughed out possible plans for the coming weekend, but Elyse had no idea he'd be attending the gala she'd planned.

It presented her with an exciting opportunity.

Fighting a grin, she made her way through the crowd toward Rob. The muscular blond man was talking to a shorter man she recognized as Adam Jones, the charity's vice president. He'd been her primary contact while setting up his organization's event.

Both men noticed her at the same moment and turned to face her. Elyse nearly paused in her movement when Adam greeted her first. Rob's eyes widened for a moment, but his expression went blank quickly.

"Elyse, this is amazing," Adam said, motioning to the filled hall. "You did an astounding job. We already reached the amount we'd hoped would be donated with hours to go."

"I'm glad you're so happy with how it's going. Working with you was a real pleasure," she said, her tone positive but business appropriate. Once she finished speaking, she smiled and looked at Rob, waiting.

But it was once again Adam who spoke.

"Oh, I'm sorry. Elyse, this is Rob, my brother. I practically had to blackmail him to come here instead of spending the evening locked in his office at work. He's an advertising workaholic."

His brother, Elyse thought. It was a feat of self-control to not say "Oh" or at least allow her surprised eyebrows to rise.

"It's nice to meet you, Elyse," Rob said, one hand outstretched.

She blinked and took his hand, giving it a brief shake as she would if he were a stranger.

"Pleasure to meet you as well. I didn't know Adam had a brother who'd be attending." Both she and Rob knew the real source of her surprise. Not only was Rob at her event, he was pretending to not know her.

"He gave me a hard time and only agreed to actually show up a few hours ago. And now he barely wants to mingle so I'm going to drag him around the room at least once. Is there something you need to talk to me about?" Adam asked, shaking his head and looking at his brother.

"Oh no, I just wanted to check in with you," she said. It felt like such a lame answer—she never interrupted a client to check in. Rob's lie hadn't left her much of a choice though: out him and potentially give away too much or go along with him like this.

"Thanks again, Elyse. This really is more than we hoped it would be. I imagine we'll be contracting you again in the future."

"That would be fantastic. Have a great evening." A moment later, Adam was walking away with Rob following him, the latter hadn't so much as said goodbye.

Elyse's body remained tense but not with excitement. She had never been snubbed by a man, certainly not one who'd submitted to her in any way. In as casual a manner as she could manage, she left the hall and headed up the staircase she'd found the servers at.

Rob had better have his phone on him, she thought as she pulled her own from her clutch. She avoided using her phone at events, instead setting it to vibrate and only using it for relevant business like checking in with a vendor or a client.

Rob's behavior warranted bending her rules.

Upstairs immediately, she texted before stepping into an alcove so that no one on the main floor could see her. No one should be in the hall anyway, but Elyse didn't want her plans interrupted.

Her phone buzzed in her hand and Elyse jumped, but it was only the caterer calling from the kitchen. By the time she sorted out that situation—a possible shortage of champagne—Rob crested the staircase, eyeing his surroundings.

He's nervous.

She cleared her throat to get his attention and then walked out of the alcove and away from the staircase.

"Someone's been bad."

"Elyse, I—"

"No talking," she said. His footsteps hurried behind her.

Obeying me, at least he's behaving himself now. This should be a small problem after all, only a hiccup.

Not eager to have any sort of scandal, Elyse acquainted herself with the "problem areas" of every venue she used. This location boasted a handful of lavish, out-of-the-way bathrooms and she led Rob to one now.

During the walk, his breathing quickened. Given how athletic his body was, she doubted it was from exertion. Turning down a corridor, Elyse focused on a stained oak door to her left. Moments later, she pushed it open with Rob on her heels.

"Go stand by the sink," she said. He didn't say anything, but he passed her and stood in front of the sink, which was made from the same marble as the staircase. Elyse locked the bathroom door and took a deep breath before facing Rob.

His face was flushed and his eyes darted from the door to her to the floor.

He wore a lean grey suit that fit him perfectly with a crisp white shirt and no tie. His appearance would have impressed her more if she weren't so irritated, but looking him over still gave her a thrill.

"Care to explain yourself?" she asked, crossing her arms and leaning against the door.

His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed.

"My brother convinced me to come here. I had no idea you'd be here—I didn't even think about it. He has no idea I know you and I didn't want him to ask questions because he doesn't know I like the sort of things we did together. I'm sorry. I know I was rude. And I don't know if I should call you Mistress right now and I'm going to stop talking because I don't know if I'm making things worse or better."

This is adorable, she thought, but she didn't want him to know his rambling amused her or endeared him to her. His anxiety and obvious desire to not disappoint her further also stirred something inside her.

"You were terribly impolite. You could always have said we met through Becca. That's the truth after all. Instead you treated me like a stranger intruding on your conversation with your brother."

"I'm so sorry," he said, head bowed.

"Are you ashamed of liking to submit? Are you ashamed of liking to submit to me?" Elyse asked, taking a step toward him.

"It's new to me. I feel private about it."

"Private," Elyse said with a nod. She would have handled herself better in Rob's position, but she wouldn't want her family to know everything about her "hobbies" either. "Well, we're in a more private setting. So take your pants off, slut."

His eyes widened again as he stared at her.

"Elyse—"

"Do you want to be more in trouble?"

"No, I don't. I'm sorry, Mistress." His hands moved to his groin and he bowed his head again.

"For your little protest and forgetting to thank me, undress fully. Start from the top." Elyse took a seat on a plush couch to her left without ever taking her eyes off Rob.

"Of course, Mistress," he said, already removing his suit jacket. He folded the jacket carefully and set it on the sink's counter before unbuttoning his shirt.

He's more careful than I thought. It didn't excuse his behavior, but it made it more understandable. The more she learned about Rob, the better she could dominate him.

"What lie did you tell your brother to get away from the party?" Elyse asked. His deft fingers revealed more and more of his athletic chest and stomach.

"I told him I got a text from work and I had to make a call to someone on my team. He wasn't happy, but he didn't put up much of a fight, Mistress."

"So you can lie?"

He paused and then removed his shirt. His tanned, built body couldn't have been more out of place in the elegant bathroom. Elyse shifted her hips, rubbing her sex against the couch through her dress's thin fabric.

"I can. I'm sorry I didn't do better earlier, Mistress," he said in a low voice.

He does sound ashamed. Good.

"That's why I'm giving you a chance to do better now, boy."

"Thank you for that, Mistress." Rob removed his belt and then his pants. His muscles flexed as he moved and Elyse's nipples stiffened against her bra.

He'd begun to get hard during their exchange. His half-erect dick pushed at the front of his boxer briefs.

"For someone who wants to be private, you don't appear to mind undressing in a public place. A public place rented by your brother's organization for that matter, slut."

"Thank you, Mistress. Being around you like this excites me no matter where I am. In here, I don't feel like I have to fight that excitement." As he spoke, he slid his boxer briefs off and folded them as he had the rest of his clothing. The bathroom's bright lights reflected off his body, highlighting every movement.

"Good boy, you remembered to thank me that time. I think we'll make that a permanent rule. It should help you remember who's in charge," she said, standing. "Face the sink. I want you to see yourself in the mirror, naked and turned on in the bathroom at a charity gala."

"Yes, Mistress." He shifted and did as he was told. Elyse stood to his right. He took in his reflection, and hers beside him. His dick grew harder.

Wanting to bring him the rest of the way herself, she wrapped a hand around his shaft and stroked. Rob moaned and grew in her hand.

"What sort of people do you think end up naked and hard at charity events, boy?" Elyse asked, hand still moving up and down his hot, velvety cock. In the mirror, she could see the hard peaks of her nipples through her dress.

"Sluts?" Rob's gaze shifted to her face, her hand, and her face—he couldn't decide where to look.

"Sluts and whores," Elyse said, giving his cock a squeeze and then releasing it. He sighed as she took two steps to stand behind him. "Lean forward and put your hands on the sink counter. Spread your legs too."

"Yes, Mistress."

His fingers splayed out on the sink's marble and Elyse inhaled deeply. This would be fun, but she wanted him to be more ready. Her hands cupped his firm ass, one round cheek in each palm, and rubbed.

Rob pushed back into her hands, eager for more of her touch. For now, she obliged him and continued to run her hands over and squeeze his ass. Once he fell into a rhythm of rocking his hips, she reached between his legs to massage his balls and the base of his shaft.

"Thank you, Mistress," he said after a deep, sharp inhale. "Thank you." His voice was thick already.

He'd forgotten he was there to be punished.

Elyse allowed him a few more moments of pleasure before pulling her hand from between his legs, pausing once it reached shoulder height, and then swinging it into his warmed up ass.

Rob cried out. His thighs slammed into the sink counter.

"Looks like you should've braced yourself against the sink better, slut," she said as she brought her hand up again and spanked his other cheek. He grunted this time, almost able to control himself now that the slap wasn't a surprise.

"Thank you, Mistress," Rob said. She barely heard him as she admired the two bright red handprints already appearing on his ass. They perfectly bookmarked the tight hole she'd fucked and would fuck again. Proud heat bloomed in her chest and her core.

"I'm not done yet so I advise you to get a better grip this time."

"Yes, Mistress." He took hold of the sink's edge, knuckles white and arms tense.

She didn't move. After two breaths, his muscles tightened more. In another three, he began to relax and Elyse slapped his ass twice in rapid succession. His body went rigid and she struck him again and again, vibrations traveling up her arm.

"Are you still hard, slut?" she asked, shaking out her arm. She wasn't ready to stop, but a brief break would relax him and let her spank him with more force.

"I am, Mistress. Thank you," he said, all but out of breath. Peering over his shoulder, she saw Rob was hard. Not only hard, he hadn't wilted in the slightest despite the pain and the absence of her hand.

Without so much as the lightest touch, Elyse got wet.

"Do you like being spanked, boy?" She caressed his ass again, barely grazing her hands over his red, burning skin. From his rapid breathing, Elyse knew he felt her touch. When he opened his mouth to answer her, she dug her nails into his tender flesh.

It took him a moment to recover.

"I do, Mistress. I wouldn't have expected it to feel this good."

"So it doesn't hurt?" Elyse asked, giving one ruddy cheek a light slap.

Rob inhaled and bit his lip before ducking his head. His once finely styled blond hair fell over his forehead, disheveled from their play.

"It hurts, Mistress, but I like it. I like that I can take this punishment to help make up for how I acted earlier."

"To help make up for it? Do you have other things in mind?" She returned to stroking his ass.

"I'll do whatever you want, Mistress, and I'll never do anything like that again. I will never disrespect you again"

"I expect you to keep that promise," Elyse said.

"I will, Mistress. I will."

She slipped one hand between his legs to cradle his balls. With her other, she wound up and delivered a flurry of ringing slaps. A tight squeeze around his delicate balls kept him in line the two times he tried to flinch away from her.

When Elyse stepped back and inspected her handiwork, pre-cum slicked Rob's dick. The handsome blond stood with his elbows locked. Tremors went through his muscles.

She pressed her lips together to contain a moan. Letting him know he had this effect on her would be too much of a reward, one he didn't deserve yet.

"Clean yourself up, boy," she said.

"May I come, Mistress?" Rob asked, motioning at his cock as though he needed to clarify.

Elyse laughed. You ridiculous, horny boy.

 "Absolutely not. Get that thing between your legs under control and get dressed. This is practically your brother's party after all and, as the planner, I won't let your absence distress him."

"Of course, Mistress," he said, but his desire to disobey roughened his tone. It would be difficult for him to calm down and he might even end up with blue balls later, but he'd earned those problems.

"Apologize again, slut." Elyse took a step back and watched as he wiped pre-cum from his dick.

"Thank you, Mistress. I'm sorry I disrespected you. I behaved badly by pretending to not know you. I never want to offend or hurt you in any way." Despite the slowness with which he tugged his boxer briefs up his legs and over his cock, he sounded sincere.

"Very good," she said.

"Thank you, Mistress." It was almost a shame to watch a man like Rob get dressed, but she could undress him again soon enough. Besides, watching him dress himself had an intimate feel rendered illicit by their current surroundings.

"We discussed making plans this weekend. I think now is a good time to finalize those plans, don't you, boy?"

"Whatever you want, Mistress. I finished a big project today so I can be more accommodating. I planned to call you and let you know once I got home tonight," he said, buttoning his shirt.

"I certainly hope so. Not informing me about your new availability would've been very naughty. In that case, you'll be standing in your home's foyer naked at 7:00 PM on Saturday with the door unlocked. Repeat the details back to me." Elyse sighed as Rob slipped his arms into his suit jacket and adjusted it.

"Yes, Mistress. Saturday, 7:00 PM, my home's foyer, naked, door unlocked." With a few final touches, mostly sorting out his mussed hair, Rob appeared almost presentable again. Although his erection had gone down enough to no longer be noticed, tense heat still filled Elyse's core.

"And you will not come before then. Is that clear?" She tilted his chin up with one hand and turned his head to one side then the other, inspecting him for any out of place hairs. His skin was hot to the touch and a finger drawn over his jugular informed Elyse his heart still beat rapidly.

"I understand, Mistress," Rob said, resolutely looking down and to the left to avoid making eye contact with her. "May I ask why you want my door unlocked?"

"I want you absolutely ready for me. And if one of your neighbors should stop by, knock, and find it open, I imagine you'll have a funny story for me when I arrive. In fact, be ready and waiting at 6:45 PM," she said, releasing his chin.

"Of course, Mistress. Naked, foyer, door unlocked at 6:45 PM Saturday."

"Excellent. You can look at me now and call me Elyse. We shouldn't spend any more time away from the party." His gaze snapped to her face immediately, brown eyes searching for something.

What does he want? Approval, assurance? He didn't ask for either so she opted to wonder about his look at a later time.

"Thank you, Elyse. Should we leave at different times?" he asked, nodding toward the door.

"No. It could be more suspicious for us to both come from the same part of the manor at nearly the same time." With that, she walked out of the bathroom, shoulders back and eyes up as if her panties weren't soaked.

Unlike the walk to the bathroom, Rob caught up to her and walked beside her. 

"It's too bad Jones isn't a less common name. It would've been less surprising that Adam's my brother."

"True, but it didn't work out too poorly. You can even talk about it now," she said, smirking at him.

Rob laughed and nodded. "I really am sorry about that. I just panicked. I hope I made up for it?" He turned to her now with the same searching look he'd given her in the bathroom.

So he does want approval.

"You can consider yourself in my good graces again."

Before he could respond, a loud voice from below shouted, "There you are. I've been looking for you for the last ten minutes."

Elyse's heart bounced into her throat as Adam appeared at the foot of the staircase she and Rob were about to descend. It took her less than a breath to recognize the situation as manageable, but it couldn't have been much more inconvenient. Of all the people to see them together, it had to be Adam.

"What are you two doing out here? Hopefully you're not saying awful things about me to each other?" he asked, watching them descend. He might be joking on some level, but the slight furrow to his brow evidenced his actual curiosity.

Elyse laughed. "Not at all. A few servers hid out in this hall earlier so I walked through to check it and found your brother on his phone. Well, first I just heard a man on the upper floor pacing and shouting and then I found your brother." She shook her head and caught Rob flashing a self-deprecating grin from her side.

"Like I told you, work call. And not a fun one," Rob said as he shrugged and passed her on the stairs.

Adam raised his eyebrows, but he smiled. "I hope you didn't scare poor Elyse. And Elyse, if he did tell you any stories, call me so I can even the score. I have a few good ones."

"No, no juicy gossip, I'm afraid. I may still call you for stories though. For now, I really should check on the caterer and make sure everything's going well."

Adam nodded, but opened his mouth.

"Come on," Rob said, heading to the main hall. Adam threw up his hands and followed his brother after giving her a parting nod.

Elyse returned his nod.

"'Poor Elyse,'" she said once the brothers were out of hearing range. Sometimes, she wanted to unrein her dominant nature in these moments, but she had a professional image to maintain. And it didn't involve strap-ons, spankings, or berating naked men.

At least Rob had managed to sell her story and her new knowledge would make any future business dealings with Adam more intriguing.

"If only you knew, you silly, silly boy," she said as she walked to the kitchens.

Of course she had her plans with Rob to look forward to as well. Ideas already raced through her mind. It would be a good weekend.

 

* * *

 

Elyse pushed the door of Rob's townhome and let it swing open. Had anyone been watching from the street or sidewalk, they would have been treated to quite a sight. Lucky for him, it was a rainy day.

Rob stood a yard and a half from the doorway with his feet shoulder width apart, his arms folded behind his back, and his head angled downward. The pose made him look like a tamed god, but his cheeks reddened as she let the door open wide, belying his confidence. 

The beginnings of a hard-on indicated he wasn't too scared.

"Look what we have here," Elyse said, taking her time in closing the door behind her. She leaned forward and tapped two fingers against the head of his cock. "You didn't get too nervous, I take it?"

"I've been anxious, Mistress, but it was worth it to work to please you."

"Good, good. And no one came up to your door?" She pressed her hands against the door. It still wasn't quite shut and they both knew she could fling it open at any moment.

"No one, I'm sorry. I hope this meets your expectations, Mistress," he said, his voice tight and his words clipped.

She let the door click shut. The muscles in Rob's shoulders relaxed and his broad chest expanded as he took a deep breath.

"This is satisfactory. I like that you stood at attention without being instructed to, boy." She set her purse at his feet, allowing him a view of the strap-on, before walking around him.

"I wasn't sure how you would want me to stand, but I thought this was appropriate, Mistress. I'm glad you like it."

"Mhm." Elyse drew the tip of one finger down the muscles that ridged Rob's back and watched him shudder. She stopped just above his ass, a part of him she'd save for later. Bruises from her spanking colored his ass. "Did you realize you have bruises?"

"I did, Mistress. I thought of you when I saw them."

His words and ideas of what she would do with him tonight set off a hot spark in her core. "Would you like to see what I'm wearing under my coat?" she asked as she finished her circuit and stood in front of him again.

A trench coat obscured her from her neck to her knees, leaving only her sheer stockings and heels in view. 

"I'd love to see what you're wearing, Mistress." The muscles in his arms twitched.

He's probably used to taking charge and ripping the clothes off women, but I am not those women.

"You're lucky it's warm in here or I might have made you wait even longer, but since it's stuffy and you've been such a good boy so far..." Elyse undid the belt of the camel-colored coat. Rob followed the movement of her fingers as she undid the coat's buttons and then slid it from her shoulders.

His cock twitched and stiffened as he took her in. Elyse wore a black lace shirt dress that cinched in and highlighted her slim waist and flat stomach. Normally, she wore a black slip under the sheer dress to make it work appropriate.

Today, she hadn't. Her deep red lingerie—bra, thong, and garter belt—showed through the lace like the heart of a fire through smoke. Under his lust-drunk gaze, her nipples hardened.

"Put this somewhere," she said, holding her coat out to Rob. He went to hang it on the coat rack beside his door and missed the hook the first time as he craned to still see Elyse over his shoulder. "I take it you like my outfit, boy."

"It's beautiful and incredibly sexy, Mistress." When he shifted to face her again after hanging up her coat, he was fully erect.

"It seems to have you excited. How well can you really control your dick if just seeing me in a dress gets your hard, slut?" Elyse asked.

Rob bit his lip.

He wants to say something about my dress and defend himself, she thought, but would he?

"Thank you, Mistress. And I'm sorry. I will do my best to control myself."

Good boy.

"Let's hope so," Elyse said. Idly, she stroked her hand down the small buttons that closed her dress. Her stomach tightened, turned on and eager. Since spanking Rob, all she'd been able to think about were new ways to push him.

"I want you on your knees in front of me, slut." She tapped her foot once and Rob lowered himself to the floor, dick bobbing as he rushed to crawl to her. Elyse laughed and shook her head.

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you," he said as he settled at her feet. He had the physical strength to dominate her, but instead he knelt before her—where he belonged. With his talented mouth so close to her, her pussy started to get wet.

"I want to tell you a story, boy. Would you like that?" As she asked her question, she lifted the skirt of her dress up to her waist and gave him an unobstructed view of her garter belt and thong.

"I would like that a lot, Mistress." His eyes wandered over her panties, hips, and thighs, tracing the lines of her body and her lingerie.

"I told you I'd never pegged anyone before, but you know I've dominated other men. Have you ever wondered how I had sex with those men?" Elyse hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her thong, stretching it away from her body without exposing her wet slit.

Rob's tongue darted out to lick his bottom lip. A tremor went through her core. "Yes, Mistress. I've thought about it." From the fresh pre-cum on his dick's head, she suspected he'd done more than think about it.

Perfect. Bending at the waist and keeping her back curved, she pushed her panties down her legs. When she stepped out of them, she spread her legs to let Rob see her.

"I used to tie those men up and ride them. I'd let them into my tight, hot cunt. Honestly, sometimes they fucked me as much as I fucked them," Elyse said. She lifted the dress's skirt again and then ran a finger along her aroused, swollen lips. Rob watched, mesmerized by her movements and words.

"What do you think about that, bitch?" Elyse asked, forcing him to focus on speaking instead of her pussy.

"I'm jealous of those men. It would be amazing to be inside you." Hunger glittered in his eyes and his cock twitched. She pulled her hand away from her sex and ran it through his thick hair. He shifted, leaning into her touch.

"Too bad you won't find out how amazing my cunt is. It's too much fun for me to fuck your ass. Does that make you sad?" Rob's dick didn't soften at all.

"I'm sure you know best, Mistress."

He really does like being toyed with, teased.

"Aren't you a good boy with a good answer? And you have some experience with my pussy—I did let you lick me after all, didn't I?" She returned her hand to her slit. She was becoming wetter by the second.

"You did, Mistress. You were kind enough to let me go down on you."

"Is that something you'd like to do again? Do you want to taste me, slut?" She let the dress's sheer skirt drop. With her now unoccupied hand, she undid the buttons below the dress's waist so it hung open.

"Thank you, Mistress. I would love to taste you again. It would be an honor to make you come that way."

Heat flashed in Elyse's core. Rob did have a skilled mouth, but she wanted to put it to use in a different way tonight. Giving him a taste wouldn't hurt though. She ran her fingers along her slick opening one more time and then smoothed them over Rob's mouth, painting his lips with her wetness.

"Thank you, Mistress. You taste even better than I remember," he said once she pulled her hand back.

"Savor it, boy. It's the only taste of me you're getting tonight." His chin jerked upward, forgetting his subservience in his disappointment. "Don't be naughty," Elyse said as she cupped the sides of his face and forced him to look at the pussy he wouldn't get to lick or touch.

"I'm sorry, Mistress. What would you like me to do if you don't want me to go down on you?"

"Oh, you'll still be going down on me, silly slut." She released his face and turned to fish the strap-on and harness out of her purse. "I'm going to fuck that slutty, little mouth of yours." Even from above, she could see Rob's eyes widen.

"Are you forgetting something, slut?" Elyse asked as she pushed her end of the dildo into her tight cunt. As it was designed to, the shorter end of the strap-on curved against her delicate inner wall just behind her clit and stimulated her g-spot. She gasped as she wiggled her hips to settle it in place.

"I'm sorry, Mistress. Thank you for calling me a slut," he said in a faraway voice.

She ran a hand along the dildo's shaft. "I need you to focus, boy. With your mouth full of silicone cock, you won't be able to say 'Orange' so if it gets to be too much, you'll knock on the floor. Is that clear?"

"Yes, Mistress. I understand. I'll knock on the floor if I can't keep going." Though his voice was more present, his eyes were still wide.

"Are you excited to blow me? Does the idea turn you on?" Elyse asked—his cock stood up stiffly from his lap. She didn't want to rush him, but she was growing impatient. Her pussy pulsed lightly around the end of the dildo inside her.

"I've never done this or anything like it, but I trust you. Everything about you turns me on, Mistress."

"You should start sucking then, shouldn't you, bitch?" Before he could respond, she added, "Though you'll need to ask permission first."

Rob licked his lips, maybe to get one last taste of her. "Mistress, may I please go down on you?"

"Mm, 'going down' makes it sound like you could be asking to lick my pussy. I think you can do better."

He swallowed. "May I suck your cock, Mistress? Please?" he asked in a rough voice.

Much better.

"Yes, slutty boy, you may." Tension surged through Elyse's body. Her waiting was nearly over.

"Thank you, Mistress." With virginal care, he leaned forward and the head of the strap-on slipped between his lips.

She was so keyed up even his beginning small, hesitant motions thrummed into her core. He sucked the strap-on lightly, only taking a few inches at a time.

That won't do, Elyse thought as she ran a hand through his hair and then cupped the back of his head. Rob paused, but he continued when she didn't apply pressure to force him onto the cock. She'd give him a chance.

Her clit throbbed hotly each time the strap-on ground against her—thank fuck for the dick-shaped end flaring before it narrowed into the shape meant to stimulate her. Wanting more, Elyse pressed her free hand into her stomach, the tip of one finger barely grazing her clit. That small touch sent a lightheaded rush through her body.

She let her head tilt back as she gasped.

Encouraged or emboldened by her sounds, Rob took more of the strap-on into his mouth. It jerked against her g-spot and she rolled her hips against his face, seeking more of the rough pleasure.

He almost gagged, but he didn't knock on the floor. Instead he sucked the cock like he was hungry for it, like he had something to prove.

"Aren't you just a little slut?" Elyse asked, looking down at him as she shifted her hips forward.

He began to pull away to answer, but she did press her hand against the back of his head now, not allowing him to take the strap-on out of his mouth.

"No talking when your mouth should be full, boy. Let's see if you can take more." She increased the pressure on the back of his head, working the strap-on deeper into his mouth and into his throat with every stroke. "Just like that, let yourself relax."

Elyse expected him to protest, either by shaking his head or knocking, but he didn't. The strap-on shoved her finger harder against her clit and pleasure seared through her as Rob took more and more of the dildo. Pre-cum dripped from his hard-on while he groaned around the silicone shaft.

When his nose pressed into her body, a building sensation started in her core.

"You're a deep throat natural or close enough, boy. Do you think you could handle something rougher?" She pulled her hips away so he could answer her this time. The strap-on slipped from his mouth with a wet pop. He eyed its wet shaft hungrily and a throb burned through Elyse.

Who knew he'd be such a cock-starved animal?

"I think I could, Mistress, especially if it would please you," he said, his voice thick.

"It would, boy. Since you're doing such a good job, you can play with yourself, but no getting off or getting distracted." His dick already looked ready to burst with cum.

"Thank you, Mistress," Rob said as one hand wrapped around the base of his shaft and started stroking. He grunted and then swallowed the strap-on again. She could have scolded him for not waiting for instruction, but his enthusiasm made her wetter.

"Good, good boy," she said as the strap-on rubbed her g-spot and she rubbed her clit. She thrust into Rob's mouth, her hand on his head not letting him pull away.

It didn't deter him at all. As he masturbated, he bobbed up and down on the strap-on eagerly, soaking it. Even when he struggled to take the full length of the cock, he didn't pause. His fierce sucking set a rhythm of intense, heady friction in her core.

"I'm going to give you a real introduction to having your throat fucked, slutty boy." He didn't knock on the floor so Elyse gripped the sides of his head and rammed her hips and the strap-on forward. Rob grunted, but there was still no knocking.

"Just keep your mouth open," she said, pounding the cock deep into his throat. Every thrust thrilled into her pussy and clit, making her feel wild. His hands still moved on his dick and balls—he loved it too.

I could get off like this, she thought, her hips grinding against Rob's face.  But I want to fuck him too. Reluctantly, she pulled her hips back. He tried to lean forward, but she caught a handful of his hair and held him in place.

"You want this cock in your ass too, don't you slut? Stop touching yourself." She pressed the heel of one shoe into his thigh, making sure he understood the seriousness of her instruction.

"Of course, Mistress, I want whatever you want." His hands stilled in the next moment.

"I asked if you want me to fuck your ass, slut. Do you feel like you answered my question?" She tapped his shaft lightly with the toe of her shoe, a warning.

"Thank you, Mistress, and I'm sorry. I didn't really answer you and that was rude and stupid of me. I want you to peg me, Mistress. I'd love to have you fuck me." His lips and chin were wet. An electric wave charged through her core and then outward, amplifying the building feeling between her legs.

"You look like a sloppy whore. Stand up and put your hands against your door, legs spread and ass out. Filthy sluts like you don't get taken up to their bedrooms to get fucked. I doubt you could wait anyway, bitch." Her own breathing sped up as she spoke. If he weren't already following her orders, Elyse might have shoved him against the door.

She pulled the lube from her purse and found him waiting for her just as she'd described.

"You've been very good about following my orders today," she said, squeezing lube onto the strap-on's shaft.

"Thank you, Mistress. I've been doing my best," he said in a rush. He ducked his head, no doubt to get a view of her and her preparations. Tension wracked his muscles, practically making his body vibrate with anticipation.

"As you should, slut." Elyse walked to stand behind Rob and dabbed lube over his hole. In the next instant, she slid the shaft of the strap-on over his hole and between his cheeks. He jumped, but then settled against the strap-on.

"Thank you, Mistress," he said, the tension in his body straining his voice now.

Not willing to give him what he wanted too soon, she kept running the strap-on over him and letting the dildo's head push against his hole. She pushed the strap-on just into his hole and he shivered, the muscles of his broad back rippling.

"You really do want this cock in your ass, don't you?" she asked, popping the strap-on out of him and giving his ass two light slaps. Although he jerked forward, he didn't stay pulled away for long.

"I do, Mistress, I do. Please, please fuck me, Mistress." He pushed his hips back, seeking the silicone cock.

"You are ready to be fucked, naughty boy." Elyse pushed the strap-on inside him again. Rob groaned and he clawed at the door. She dug her fingers into his hips and yanked him back, not stopping until her thighs made contact with his body.

"Thank you, Mistress. Thank you so much." His body stretched around the dildo and she gyrated her hips, moving the shaft in a circle inside him. His back arched and he shoved back against her. The pressure on the strap-on and her clit pulsed through her brightly.

Her hips rocked against him and his ass bumped her as they both moved. They soon found a rhythm and the strap-on sunk deeper and deeper into him, rubbing his prostate while teasing her g-spot and clit.

Her hands slid upward from his hips. She brushed her fingertips over the hot, flexing muscles of his back. Resting her body against his, Elyse reached forward and ran her hands over his abs. Her breasts pressed into him, her nipples like hard pebbles trying to peek through her bra and the lace of her dress.

She could hear Rob's breathing grow rougher as her hands slid downward, drawing closer and closer to his cock. "I bet you could come at any moment, couldn't you slut?" she asked, her lips grazing his shoulder.

"Thank you, Mistress." His body surged against her, giving neither his ass nor her cunt a moment of rest. Her orgasm grew with every move, burning hotly and begging for release. "Oh god. I, I could come if you want me to, Mistress, anything for you."

Laughing, Elyse batted at his shaft before sliding her hands back up his body. "Anything for me? For me, you won't be coming yet. I'm not at all done with you."

I might let him come soon, but he doesn't need to know that.

Gripping his shoulders, she angled her hips upward and slammed into him at a new angle. Rob gasped and his back arched deeply.

"Mm, whatever you want, Mistress," he said, working his hips to take her deeper.

"Good. Boy," she said, thrusting fiercely to punctuate her words. He groaned and shook as electric heat sparked over her body.

Not ready to finish, she slowed her hips and moved her hands up his arms. His muscles tensed under her palms like metal rods. He was so strong and all hers. Lightheadedness clouded her mind with a warm haze. He felt so good.

When Elyse's searching fingers reached Rob's, she found he'd balled his hands into white knuckled fists. She forced him to spread his fingers out and she placed her smaller hands over his, pinning them to the door.

"You like having me fill you up, don't you, slut?" she asked before stretching upward to nibble one of his earlobes.

He moaned and said, "Yes. Yes, Mistress. And thank you." Harsh breaths broke apart his words.

"I misled you earlier, boy." Elyse tilted her hips forward so their rocking hips stimulated her hypersensitive clit. She gasped and fucked him harder and faster.

"What, Mistress?" he asked in a ragged voice.

"I want you to come, silly slut." The words barely left her mouth before her own orgasm throbbed through her. Fiery satisfaction flooded her body and mind. She squeezed his hands as tension wracked her, yielding to sweet release. Her pussy clenched around the strap-on, which shook from Rob's orgasm.

He groaned as his body jerked. His cock shot cum onto his door and floor, not that he minded. The sounds of his pleasure only fueled the bright heat pulsing through Elyse and she pumped into him once more for good measure.

With her body still wrapped in warmth, she pulled out of the shaking man. She leaned against the wall beside Rob, not trusting her legs to carry her to the stairs, much less a piece of furniture. Her chest heaved and the sight of him still absorbed by their fucking only amplified her satisfaction.

"You were a very good boy," she said, reaching out to stroke his side.

"Thank you, Mistress." His legs quivered as he knelt, barely avoiding his cum though she didn't think he cared.

"Tired?" she asked, her own body was exhausted.

Rob laughed. "Yes, Mistress. I can try to stand again if you'd like, but it will be hard for me."

"I think you should stay where you are and recover." Taking a deep breath, Elyse untied her dress's waist belt and unbuttoned it completely. He was too fatigued to notice, even as she slipped the dress off.

He only noticed when she dropped the sheer lace onto his back. He looked up at her, confused. His confusion didn't prevent him from surveying her now entirely exposed lingerie though. "Mistress?"

"Eyes down. Once you recover, I want you to wash my dress so it doesn't smell of your sweat. You should clean up the floor as well. I'll be upstairs in your bed and you may join me when you're done. Do you understand, slut?"

"Thank you, Mistress, I do." Rob reached behind him and pulled her dress from his back.

"Good. I'll see you soon then," Elyse said. Crouching, she kissed his feverish forehead. She stood again and smoothed a hand over his shoulders before heading up the stairs to his bedroom. They would both need to rest if they wanted to continue their fun after all.


Her Caged Toy

 
 

His brows knit together. A "V" formed at the top of his nose. Rob's eyes were wide and they had yet to leave the clear plastic device on the table.

"You know what it is, don't you?" Elyse asked, leaning back in her chair. The motion displayed her cleavage. Rob looked at her face and then breasts for a moment before he returned to staring at the gift she'd given him.

He tugged at the collar of his shirt.

She could turn him from the confident, authoritative man the world knew him as to her plaything in no time.

"It's a cock cage," he said. She cocked an eyebrow and he added, "Mistress."

"Exactly. Smart boy. You've been good about not playing with your silly, little cock when I ask, but I thought why not? We can have even more fun with this."

"I'm sure you're right, Mistress," he said, shifting in his seat.

"Are you not sure?" she asked. Dominating a sub wasn't just about telling him what to do and pushing him, but Elyse suspected she'd been right to buy the cock cage.

"I am, Mistress. It's something I've thought about. I am sure. I want to wear it." Determination and, no doubt, some nervousness tightened his jaw.

So I was right, she thought.

She picked up the cage as he spoke and ran her fingers over its smooth surface. Then she slipped two fingers into the cage. "Looks snug, doesn't it?" she asked and wiggled her fingers.

"Yes. It does, Mistress."

"I hope you're excited to put it on." Elyse smiled and continued, "Not too excited though or you'll have a difficult time. This one is made to let you get hard but only a little—and you certainly won't be touching yourself."

His downward tilting head didn't hide his blush. Her grin widened.

He's so much fun to play with, she thought.  "Well, stand up and take your clothes off so you can put it on."

"Right now, Mistress?" he asked, still sitting.

"Yes, now. You like my gift, don't you, boy?" She laid the cage back on the table and pushed it toward him. Shifting, she pulled a tube of lube from her purse and then set it beside the chastity device. "Here, for putting it on."

"Yes, Mistress, I do. I just thought maybe we would do something before I put it on," he said, finally standing. His cock pushed at the front of his pants.

He did get too excited, Elyse thought before covering her mouth and stifling a laugh. "Oh, you poor, slutty boy, but it's time to undress. Don't make me wait any longer."

"Of course. I'm sorry I made you wait at all, Mistress." He took off his shirt and then pushed his jeans down, followed by his boxer briefs. His half-hard dick sprang away from his body.

"I don't think that will work, boy," she said. "Use some willpower."

"Yes, Mistress." Bending forward, he picked up the cock cage. Then they waited. Rob's body went rigid as he willed his cock to soften. The tension around his eyes filled Elyse with a satisfied warmth.

Eventually, his hard-on went down and he was able to put the cage on. He moved carefully as he pushed his balls through the plastic ring that held the device on. He put the pins and spacers in place, spread some lube over himself, and then slid his dick into the cage.

"Very good, boy. Now, come here so I can lock you in." She pulled a small padlock and key from her purse.

"Yes, Mistress." He held the cage as he walked, forcing his arms into an awkward shape.

"How does it feel?" she asked as she swatted his hands away and took hold of his cock.

"It's strange, Mistress, but not bad, sort of heavy. I'll get used to it."

"Good, you'll be spending some time in it," she said. As he watched, she locked the padlock in place and then returned the key to her purse. Elyse flicked the tip of the cage. "You're locked in now, slut."

"Thank you, Mistress, for calling me a slut and for this new toy." His arms hung by his sides as he studied his locked away dick.

"I'm glad you remembered our rule about when I call you 'slut,' but don't show off, boy." The warmth she'd felt grew hotter. The chastity device had been a good call.

"Yes, Mistress, I'm sorry," Rob said.

"When we made these plans earlier, you said there was something you wanted to talk to me about."

"A new hire has been flirting with me, Mistress. I know we haven't discussed my being only with you, but I would like that. I'm not interested in other women. I'd like to turn the woman at work down because I'm in a relationship—with you."

Not what I expected. She hadn't spent much time wondering about what he wanted to discuss once they got off the phone, but a relationship had not crossed her mind. Elyse stood and drew her finger up his stomach and chest.

"What sort of relationship do you have in mind, boy?" She rested her finger beneath his chin and tilted his head up so that they made eye contact.

She knew the answer she wanted him to give.

"I want to be yours. If you're open to a female led relationship, that's what I want. Nothing makes me happy like serving you."

Perfect, she thought.

"Very good answer, boy. I'm open to a female led relationship and I'll consider it. I am your keyholder now after all." She wrapped her hand around his caged cock and felt the heat of him through the plastic. She brushed her fingertips over his balls.

"Thank you, Mistress. I'm very glad to hear that." Strain hardened Rob's voice.

Taking a step back, she released him. His stiffening dick pushed at its plastic case.

"You remember our plans for tomorrow?"

"Yes, I'm meeting you at the Morton Gallery downtown at 8:00 PM. I'll dress well," he said as his cock bobbed and tried to rise despite the cage's weight.

"Exactly. And you'll contact me in the meantime if there's any sort of issue with the cock cage, won't you?"

"Of course, Mistress."

"Good." Elyse pointed at the seat she'd occupied. "Now, bring me my purse."

"Yes, Mistress," he said as he obeyed. She ran her hand through his hair as Rob handed her the bag.

"Good boy, I'll show myself out. You're not exactly dressed to stand by your open door." She turned to leave and, over her shoulder, added, "I'll see you tomorrow. I think we'll have an exciting time."

Elyse closed his door behind her and smiled as she imagined the still naked man standing in his living room. Reaching into her purse as she walked away, she clasped the small key.

 

* * *

 

Planning for Rob to get anywhere they met at least ten minutes before her had become a habit of Elyse's. When she walked into the gallery, she picked out his tall, broad form within seconds. He'd dressed well in a dark blazer that was tailored to his shoulders and chest perfectly.

The dark blond man stood in a wing of the gallery housing a smaller exhibit: a series of portraits done in oil paint. 

It is a little safer than the real show, she thought.

He stood alone with a drink in one hand and his back to Elyse. He didn't spot her as she walked up to him.

"You look good. I can't even tell your dick's shoved into a plastic tube," she said. Her lips brushed his ear as she spoke.

"Good to see you too," he said as he turned to face her. "You look gorgeous."

"Thank you." She wore a dark red, draped dress that went to her knees and hugged her body just enough to tease anyone who saw it with the curves of her breasts and hips. Black lace stockings hinted at what she wore under the dress.

He tilted his head as he surveyed her body and his gaze stopped just below her neck.

"You like my necklace?" Elyse asked. She rested a fingertip just below the small key she wore on a thin silver chain. Some people might think the piece of jewelry looked odd, but Rob recognized it.

He parted his lips, closed them, then said, "It's very nice, Mistress. It suits you perfectly."

"I think so too. Come get a drink with me."

"Of course," Rob said, already moving to follow her to the small bar in the main gallery.

"So did you prefer the art in the smaller wing?" she asked.

"The main show is a lot for me to handle. Right now." He spoke in a slow, taut voice, taking enough time to consider every word. "I think it's why you wanted me to come here with you."

"Really?" She picked up a flute of champagne and faced him. "Why would you think that?"

He shook his head. "You're enjoying this a lot, aren't you?"

"What do you mean?" she asked. Walking forward, she sipped her drink. "Oh, you mean sending you to a gallery show featuring sexually explicit photographs of women? And doing it while your cock's locked up?"

Elyse raised her eyebrows and took another sip. She swallowed and said, "I might take pleasure in doing something like that."

Looking away to the art on the walls and then back at her, he laughed. He ran a hand through his hair. "Well, I can take pride in working that out, I guess."

"Mhm, very good, boy," she said, squeezing his shoulder. He was tense, his muscles hard. He felt good under her hand. "Now, let's look at some art."

"I didn't work it all out then. I thought the next part of your plan would be going back to my place or yours," Rob said as he walked beside her.

"No, I want you to suffer a little more."

With her hand still on his arm, she guided him to stand in front of a large-scale photograph of a woman with her robe fallen half off. Underneath she was naked.

"What do you think?" she asked and then released his shoulder.

He exhaled loudly and looked around the room. No one stood within ten feet of them.

"I think you have a much better body than the woman in the picture," he said.

One track mind, she thought. Not necessarily a bad thing.

Her gaze went to his groin. She couldn't blame him. With the chastity device on, he had to be thinking of his cock, the key, and her constantly.

Elyse grinned. "What an interesting and artistic perspective."

 "Can you blame me?" he asked in a hushed voice. He took a step closer to her. She could feel the heat of his body. "I told you the first day we met how distracting you are. It's impossible for me to be around you without thinking about being with you, Elyse."

"You seem worked up," she said, turning her head to study him. His eyes were bright, alert.

"You excite me."

"I wonder if a certain toy might be adding to that excitement." She walked to the next photograph and let Rob follow her. He did, as closely and quickly as if she had him on a leash.

He nodded. "Yes, and it makes me nervous too. I can't shake the feeling everyone around me knows."

"Knows what?" she asked and his face went blank. "I want to hear you say it. Here, now."

His jaw tensed and relaxed. "I keep thinking everyone around me knows I'm wearing a cock cage, that I'm the sort of man who fantasizes about a woman taking charge of his dick," he said, voice low again.

"You are very eager tonight. I suppose your desire to keep certain things private doesn't outweigh how much you want me to take you out of here and fuck you." Elyse didn't bother to lower her voice.

Warmth rushed over her skin as she said the words. The small key lay against the soft skin of her chest. After resting against her body throughout the day, the metal was no longer cold.

"I would love that." He paused then added, "Mistress."

She laughed. "It's like chastity makes you crazy. And it's barely been a full day." Before Rob could respond, she asked, "So tell me what you think of this piece? Maybe then we'll leave."

"Okay." His eyes moved as he looked over the photograph. It showed a fully naked woman lying down with both hands working her pussy. Another naked woman caressed the breasts of the first.

He ducked his head for a moment and said, "It has good contrast."

Elyse pressed her hand to her mouth to keep from laughing. She took a breath. "Good contrast . . ."

Facing her, he said, "Dark blacks, light whites, you know." There was a spark in his eyes.

"Naughty boy—but clever," she said. "I imagine focusing on the artistic aspects of these makes your predicament easier to handle. One more and then we'll go, as long as I'm pleased that is."

Before she could move, he walked toward the next photograph.

She slapped his shoulder lightly and he stopped. "Not that one. I have something special in mind. Think of it as the grand finale."

She didn't have to look over her shoulder to know he was right behind her.

He really does want me to take him home right now, Elyse thought as she stepped into a separate room within the main gallery space.

A sharp inhale from behind her broke the silence.

"It's something else, isn't it?" she asked, turning to face Rob.

He looked past her, eyes focused on the photograph across from him. He swallowed.

"Yes, Mistress."

The photograph featured a woman in a black leather corset and lace-topped stockings standing with a riding crop in hand. At her feet, a small, naked woman crouched with the end of the riding crop on the back of her neck. The corseted woman wore no underwear and the soft, engorged lips of her pussy were visible.

Elyse could feel the tension emanating from her sub and it gave her goose bumps. Her own pussy got wet and shifting her weight caused her panties to rub against her slit.

She sighed and collected herself.

"You can imagine yourself in that kneeling woman's position easily, can't you, boy?" she asked.

He nodded and then added "Yes, Mistress, I can."

"Are you jealous of her?" She turned to face him and played with the key at her neck.

"No, Mistress. I don't want to submit to anyone but you," Rob said with his eyes fixed on the key. He was mesmerized.

"Excellent answer, but why don't you tell me more about the photograph? Then maybe we'll go to my place for the rest of the evening. And you've never been to my place before."

Rob nodded and turned back to the photograph. His frustration and desire left his skin flushed. She could imagine how warm he would be if she touched him.

The things I can do to him . . . 

Hot excitement came to life in her core.

"It's a good photograph. They all are. The woman looks very strong and sure of herself. If the model doesn't actually dominate women or men in the bedroom, I'm sure she wants to. I don't think she's as strong as you are though. I hope that satisfies you, Mistress. I really don't know much about art."

There was a strain to his voice, like he didn't know how much more he could take.

She nodded. "You're so complimentary tonight. Chastity suits you."

"Thank you, Mistress. I'm glad I can please you."

"I think we should go then. You?" she asked as she turned to him, hand once again on the key.

"I would love that, Mistress."

"Get a cab while I collect my coat then. I'll meet you outside in a moment." Without waiting for a response, she headed for the coat check. She'd told him her address before. This would be a nice, small test.

By the time she retrieved her light coat and walked outside, Rob had caught a cab and stood beside its open door.

"Good boy," she whispered as she got into the cab. He followed in the next second, almost jostling her in his eagerness to leave. The cabbie pulled away immediately—apparently Rob had remembered her address and maybe he'd offered a bigger tip if the driver was quick.

Rob's body relaxed into the seat beside her. His breathing deepened. Anticipation kept him from being completely calm, but the change was still obvious.

He's relieved, but I'm nowhere near done with him yet, she thought.

Elyse leaned into him, letting her body rub and then rest against his. His muscles tightened immediately. His body was as hot as she'd imagined in the gallery.

"I want to share something with you." She spoke too quietly for their driver to hear and her lips grazed Rob's ear.

"Anything, Mistress," he said, his own voice low and hurried.

"Being in the gallery excited me too."

His swallow was twice the volume of either of their words.

"It did, Mistress?"

"It did, boy." She caressed his thigh. His muscles hardened under her hand. "Seeing the effect it had on you and knowing I orchestrated all that . . ." She slid her hand up an inch and squeezed. "How could I not be turned on by it?"

"I, I don't know, Mistress," Rob said.

"I got so wet, my little slut. Would you like to feel?" She traced circles with her fingertips.

He gave a rapid nod. "Of course. Thank you, Mistress."

She imagined the disappointment on his face as she released his leg and then imagined it disappearing as she slid her hands up her skirt. Sitting behind the driver hid her lower body from view and she was quick.

Her thong slid off easily though the wet fabric teased against her pussy. Her breath caught in her throat. She closed her eyes as she slid the lacy panties down her legs and let the sensation from her core expand through all of her body.

"Put your hand out," she said, voice breathier now.

"Yes, Mistress," he said as he extended his open hand palm up. He knew what was coming.

Not bothering to check to see if the cabbie's eyes were on them or the road, Elyse dropped her underwear into his hand. His fingers closed around the black lace and hid it from view.

He held his closed hand against his leg the way an anxious student folded his hands on top of his desk.

"Don't you want to look?" she asked. "And feel? They must be so soft and wet." She pressed against Rob again.

"Of course. I'm sorry, Mistress." He unballed his hand and spread the panties on his lap. Her wetness glistened even in the low light. Two of his fingers rested on the lacy fabric.

"What do you think, boy?" She placed a hand over his and guided his fingers to where her pussy had soaked the delicate thong. "Just imagine how wet I feel right now."

Liquid warmth built between her legs. If it weren't for the driver, she would've pushed Rob's face between her thighs.

At least I don't have to wait long. A glance out the window showed they were close to her building.

"They feel good, Mistress, and I'm sure you feel even better," he said in a halting voice.

"I do have the problem of what to do with them now. I don't want to put them back on. Maybe you can hold onto them for me, boy?" She took her hand off his and rubbed his thigh again.

"Of course, Mistress. I'd be happy to." With slow care, he folded her panties and then placed them in a pocket inside his coat. He smoothed the fabric down. No one who saw them would guess a wet thong was tucked inside his blazer.

"Excellent, what a good boy. And what good timing too. We're here."

Her building's doorman greeted her as she stepped out of the cab and Rob paid their driver. Thanking him, she walked through the open door with Rob just behind her. She headed for the elevator.

"Your building's very nice, Mistress," he said.

"Thank you, boy. My apartment has a great view of the city too. If you're very good, I might let you enjoy my view while I fuck you against the window."

The elevator doors opened and she stepped inside, but she didn't hit the button.

"I think I would like that, Mistress," he said, stepping in after her.

"I think you would too. Now, get on your hands and knees, boy." Elyse pointed to the floor of the elevator. Her building was nice so at least it was clean.

"Mistress?" He looked at her and blinked.

He didn't sound this thrown off at the gallery.

"Hands and knees." She motioned at him as she spoke. "I know you know what those are. Get on them. I'm waiting to hit the button and every second you wait makes it more likely someone else gets on this elevator."

"I—yes, Mistress. Whatever you think is best." Rob kneeled then leaned forward to place his hands on the floor.

She hit the button and turned to him as the doors closed.

She brushed her hand along his back, sweeping away imaginary lint. "Keep your back straight. You want me to be comfortable, don't you?"

"Of course, Mistress," he said, shifting position.

Turning back to the doors, Elyse sat down on his back and crossed her ankles.

"This is more comfortable than I expected. Well, you are more comfortable than I expected to be accurate," she said and tapped her fingers against his back.

"I'm glad, Mistress. I would never want you to be uncomfortable." Something tightened his voice.

"Is holding me a strain or are you nervous, boy?"

"Having you on my back is nothing, but I am nervous about someone else getting on the elevator, Mistress." His voice remained tight, but now she knew why. It wasn't a surprise.

She curled her fingers into his hair. "You know I can take care of you. Nothing will happen even if someone gets on the elevator with us, silly boy. Trust your Mistress."

Under her hand, Rob turned his head, seeking her touch. "I'm sorry, Mistress. I do trust you. I'd hate for you to think otherwise."

"Good boy," she said, patting his hair. "Besides, this is my floor."

The elevator halted and the doors slid open to reveal an empty hallway.

His body relaxed under her as he exhaled loudly. Elyse laughed.

"So tense. You'll have to loosen up and stay that way so I don't ruin your tight, little asshole. Though you might like that."

She planted her palms on his back and pushed herself upright. He didn't even shift his weight.

Smoothing the front of her dress, she turned to him. One of his knees pressed against the floor as he began to stand.

"No, slut. I like you on all fours. Go to my apartment that way," she said with her finger pointed at the floor.

"Thank you, Mistress. I want to please you any way I can." He returned to all fours and crawled out of the elevator.

"Turn right and then go to the second door on your left. I want to watch this. It's been too long since I had you scramble around on the ground like an animal."

"Yes, Mistress, of course." Without another word, he started crawling. His blazer stretched over his muscles, riding up and revealing the shirt below.

A thrill built between Elyse's legs. "I bet you're the best-dressed pet in the whole building, boy. A well-dressed human pet, of course, but still a pet."

"Thank you, Mistress. Being your pet means everything to me," he said as he moved past her out of the elevator. She walked after him into the hallway.

"Stop," she said and he halted. "I don't think it's fair to the other pets in the building for you to be dressed so much better. Don't you agree? Or do you think you're special, better than all the others?"

On his hands and knees with his head down, he moved to face her. "I agree with you, Mistress. It's not fair. Should I take off my blazer?"

"Yes, I think that's an excellent idea, slut. To make it easier, you can kneel to remove the blazer as well as your shirt. Fold them on the floor."

"Thank you, Mistress." He pushed himself upright and slid the jacket from his shoulders. He laid it on the floor. His head swiveled as he undid the buttons of the shirt.

"Keep your head still, boy. Looking around won't keep one of my neighbors from deciding they need something and walking into the hall. The idea of getting caught excites me to be honest. Don't you want me to be excited?" she asked.

He nodded. "Always, Mistress." The lines of his jaw and neck went taut and he continued undressing.

If one of the tenants opened his or her door, it would affect her more than Rob. He didn't live with these people. The risk still turned her on though.

As much as she enjoyed savoring the danger of playing with him in the hallway like this, Elyse needed to get him inside her apartment to start the real fun.

Besides, he might actually break if I let him get any tenser tonight, she thought.

At her feet, he crouched and folded his shirt. His tailored pants didn't go with his shirtless body by any logic she knew, but she liked it. With a sigh, she bent forward and picked up his shirt and blazer.

As she straightened, she drew her hand over the muscles of his back. He pressed his body upward into her hand like a needy animal. She could picture his dick trying and trying to get fully hard despite the cage.

Elyse dropped his clothes onto his back. He didn't flinch or start to look at her. He knew to wait. Satisfaction warmed her.

"I'm certain you wouldn't want to force your Mistress to carry your things. Don't let them fall off. Now, do you remember which door I instructed you to go to?" she asked.

"The second door on the left, Mistress. Should I go there now?"

"Go. I'll have a nice view from behind you. It reminds me of fucking you. And aren't you a clever slut for remembering the right door?"

"Thank you, Mistress," he said, crawling toward the door.

"You look even more like a pet. I might have to buy a leash for you," she said as she followed him. "What do you think of that, slut?"

"Thank you, Mistress. I've never thought about it, but I think I would like you having me on a leash." The volume of his voice increased as he spoke.

Someone's getting lost in a new fantasy, Elyse thought.

Rob stopped in front of the apartment door and waited. He shifted his weight from his right to his left side.

"Oh, you want to go in, don't you?" she asked. She kneeled beside him and patted his head. "My mind must be somewhere else. This isn't my door at all. I'm two doors down."

She snapped her fingers and pointed to a door almost directly across from the elevator.

He turned his head to look at the door. "Should I go there now, Mistress?"

"Obviously, slut. Don't waste time. It's like you want to get caught out here. It would be interesting to hear you come up with an explanation for this," she said, standing.

"Thank you, Mistress. I'm sorry. I won't waste your time again, but I can stay here and let myself get caught if you like." 

Elyse raised her eyebrows. He was being sincere. She didn't expect him to lie—that would earn a severe punishment—but his willingness still surprised her.

"Unnecessary for now, but I won't forget this. Go to my apartment and open the door for me." She pulled her keys from her purse and tossed them to the floor in front of Rob.

"Yes, Mistress." Without another word, he lowered himself to the floor, picked the keys up with his mouth, and crawled forward.

He's being such a good boy tonight, she thought. His desire for a female led relationship from the night before flashed into her mind. She'd considered it, but now wasn't the time.

His ass flexed under the fabric of his pants and that was enough to focus Elyse back on current fun.

"You can stand to open the door. Be careful of your clothes," she said once he stopped in front of her apartment. Letting him into her home, her territory, fascinated her.

He opened the door and stepped to the side. He held his folded clothes under one arm and offered Elyse her keys with the other. She took them from his open palm as she passed.

"Good boy. Come in and close the door."

"Thank you, Mistress." The door clicked as it closed.

She looked at a nearby light, but then walked past it into the dark apartment.

"There's the view," she said, motioning toward a large window. Outside, the different colored lights of the city shone, breaking up the darkness of the night and buildings. "For now, you need to follow me though."

Her heels clicked against the floor as she walked down the hall to her bedroom. After a few moments—looking at the view, she imagined—his footsteps broke the silence behind her.

As much as she enjoyed the view from behind him, there was a rightness to leading him. It thrilled her, stiffening her nipples and tightening her core.

Patience might not come easy to me tonight, she thought, but she knew she would stay in control. Dominating Rob was second nature to her now. 

She walked to her nightstand and switched on a lamp. Low, warm light filled the room. It illuminated the massive bed that was the room's focus. Soft furniture with clean lines and canvases on the walls gave the room a peaceful feel. It was her haven.

Tonight, it would be much more than that. The room's calm contrasted fiercely with the tension pulsing between Elyse and Rob.

She turned away from her bed. He stood in the doorway still.

"I appreciate your hesitation, but it's time to come inside, boy," she said. He stepped forward, a slow, short stride. The next was longer, faster.

"Thank you for inviting me here, Mistress," he said. Despite the tilt of his head, she could tell his eyes were on her bed.

Right where I want him.

She placed two fingers under his chin and forced him to face her.

"Look at my eyes. Can I tell you something I've wondered? Of course I can," she said, unzipping her red dress. It was the only sound in the room—Rob was barely breathing.

"What is it, Mistress?"

"I've always suspected that submissive men still fantasize about their lovers giving in at some point, in some way." Two light pushes sent her dress off her shoulders and slithering down her body to the floor. She stepped out of it, revealing the sheer black lace bra, garter belt, and stockings she wore.

The room's cool air embraced her hot, exposed sex. She reached down, drew one finger along her cleft and over her clit, and shuddered.

"I think you've fantasized about me," she continued. Another step left her standing in front of Rob. His pulse beat rapidly at the base of his throat. In one slow motion, she kneeled. "I think you've fantasized about me, like this, on my knees in front of you. Have you, boy?"

Face angled up at him, she drew her hands over her breasts and down her body. Excitement tingled and seared over her skin. She'd never given Rob this view before.

"Yes, Mistress. I have." His gaze flicked between her and the floor, unsure of where to look.

"Is it something you dream about?" Elyse asked. She smoothed her hands over the front of Rob's pants and felt the hardness of the cock cage. It only took her a moment to find the button and zipper and undo them.

"I have, Mistress." His words were clipped, short.

"Do you fantasize about it when you're awake too?" She pulled his pants and boxer briefs down his legs and guided him as he stepped out of them. His legs were taut under her fingertips as she drew them back upward.

Rob stood before her naked and exposed.

"Sometimes I do, Mistress, but I know it's not my place. I know." His dick pushed at the confines of the cage, hardening as much as the cage allowed before her eyes.

Her breath fogged the plastic as she leaned in with her lips parted. She tapped her fingers against the clear tube encasing his shaft.

"It's good you know your place," Elyse said. "But I wonder if sometimes you want to give in to that temptation. Maybe someday it'll become too strong for you. What do you think, boy?"

With her mouth still open, she leaned forward and licked the plastic covering his cock's head.

From above her, he whimpered and let out a long, deep breath.

I can hear his desire. His poor little dick can't be too comfortable in its cage right now. More importantly, he didn't answer me, she thought.

"You forgot something, bitch. Looks like the temptation could be too much for you so let's try to fix that," she said, rocking back onto her heels. Before he could answer, she slapped his balls first one way and then the other.

His knuckles whitened as he clenched his hands. A choked gasp sliced through the dreamy anticipation that filled the room.

"Oh, don't exaggerate." She smoothed her fingers over his balls and then over his hands. "I know I didn't hit you hard enough to do damage—and you know why I did it."

She cupped his balls and added, "You do know, don't you? Or do you need another lesson already?"

For a moment his hands tightened into fists again. Then his whole body loosened.

"I forgot my place, Mistress. I didn't answer your question and I am sorry," he said.

Elyse tapped her thumbnail against the cock cage. "Do you remember my question, slut?" she asked. She clicked her nail against the cock cage one more time and stood.

Her heels lessened their height difference, but it didn't matter. Rob kept his eyes low in perfect deference to her.

"Thank you, Mistress. You asked if I thought I would ever give in to the temptation to try to take control. I'm not perfect, Mistress, but I'm trying. I know you're too strong to ever let me do something so stupid, but I don't want to put that on you. You do so much for me, just now you kept me from being foolish. I want to do better on my own. I want to be better for you." Rob's words came faster the longer he spoke until he finished in a rush with his face flushed.

She exhaled—without realizing it she'd held her breath. "Quite a speech, boy."

"I hope it wasn't too long. I don't want to disappoint you again, especially after what I just did, Mistress."

"You didn't disappoint me. You did surprise me, but it was a good surprise. I didn't expect such an outpouring from you." Elyse brushed her fingertips over his chest as she spoke. His breathing roughened.

"I'm glad I could surprise you and please you, Mistress." He leaned forward into her touch but not too far. He was learning.

She pulled her hand back and tapped her chin. She hummed then sat on her bed and left him standing.

"If I got myself off in front of you and went to sleep, how would you feel, slutty boy?" She spread her legs and drew a finger along her swollen pussy.

"Thank you. I would love watching you touch yourself, Mistress. It would be hard for me to only observe, but I would do what you wanted. I know you would have a reason," Rob said, voice tight.

"Very honest." She played with herself for another moment and said, "In the bottom drawer of my dresser, you'll find the strap-on, harness, and lube. Bring them here."

"Thank you, Mistress, thank you so much. I don't know how much more I could have taken." He moved so fast he half-stumbled.

Elyse laughed. "Someone's excited."

He returned in seconds to kneel before her and offer her everything she'd requested. She took the toys and lube from him and set them on the bed beside her.

"I like the kneeling, but I'm not finished being cruel yet," she said, standing. He was so close she could feel his breath against her sex.

"Whatever you want, Mistress."

"I'm in the mood to sit on your face, boy. Get on the bed, on your back, and don't make me wait."

Rob moved into position with the same speed and enthusiasm he'd gotten the strap-on with. "I'll never make you wait, Mistress. I love how you taste," he said as he reclined on the bed.

"Very good boy," she said. She reached to pull off one heel and then climbed onto the bed instead. Having the heels on added a wickedness she liked.

She crawled up his body, letting her breasts touch his legs, stomach, and chest. They even brushed his plastic-encased cock, not that he could feel it.

He groaned as she kneeled over his face and displayed her pussy. "Not yet," she said. She turned so that she faced his feet and then lowered herself to his face. "Now, slut."

"Thank you, Mistress," he said in a rushed, muffled voice. His lips pressed against her opening and she moaned.

He dragged his lips along her inner thighs. His stubble grazed her smooth skin. Pleasure sparked over her, centered on her core.

Through the barely there fabric of her bra, she caressed her breasts. They were so sensitive the pleasure almost stung and hurt. Her nipples hardened immediately. She pinched the two stiff buds and moaned again, longer and deeper.

Obviously eager to help her enjoy herself, Rob, drew his tongue along the outside of her lips. The skin there was soft and his wet touch made her core ache. She'd put up with his teasing but only for so long and only because she loved it.

Her breathing sped up and she slid her hands over her taut stomach then to his chest. His muscular body sprawled before Elyse.

And it's all mine. A thrum deep in her core accompanied the thought. Bracing one hand against his chest and leaning forward, she reached out and covered his cock and balls with her other hand.

Below her, he groaned and the vibrations traveled deep inside her. Her eyes fluttered closed and then she gave him a light squeeze.

"Lick me if you love when your Mistress plays with your cock," she said.

One long stroke of his tongue covered her entire opening up to her clit.

"Mm, good. Maybe someday I'll let you out of this cage and play with all of you again, but I like this for now. Don't you?" She massaged his balls and the base of his shaft before tapping her fingers along the plastic. His poor dick did everything it could to harden and escape, but the cage trapped him.

He answered her with another long, slow lick. He went deeper this time, his tongue almost entering her. He lingered on her clit and circled it with his tongue before pressing his lips to it. He got better with his mouth every time she had him service her.

Tension pulsed through her body and she squeezed him again. He groaned and pulled his lips from her before the sensation became too intense. He returned to the skin around her swollen sex. He kissed and nipped her.

Her entire body shivered in euphoria as she cupped his balls and stroked his caged cock.

She continued to tease him. His mouth moved closer and closer to her soaked core.

"You know you can't stay away from my cunt for long," Elyse said.

She rolled her hips against his face and drove herself down onto his lips. She massaged his balls in time with her motion. Already, they were full and tight, drawn up close to his body.

His tongue slipped into her and then flicked her swollen clit.

"Just like that, good little slut," she said.

Before he could pause to thank her, she ground her hips against his face. She fucked his face and tongue, only letting up so he could play with her clit.

The building feeling of her climax started as he lapped at her clit. Elyse closed her eyes and gasped. With her pussy on his face and his caged dick in her hand, it would be so easy to get off. She could get off now, but what she really wanted was to lose herself in an orgasm as she thrust into his ass.

She smacked his inner thigh and rolled off his face.

"On all fours, slut," she said in a husky, hard voice. She'd left his face sopping and the wetness shone in the dim room. He licked his lips and her body tightened.

She thrust her end of the strap-on into her body. The shorter, curved end pressed against her most sensitive places from inside and she sighed. She pulled the harness on quickly and picked up the lube as she positioned herself behind Rob.

She was not in the mood to be patient.

"I'm going to fuck you until we both scream," Elyse said. His muscles flexed as she slathered lube on his hole and then the dildo. "Are you ready for the sweet torture of getting pegged while your precious, little dick is locked up, slut?"

"Thank you, Mistress. I think I'm ready. I want this. I know our safe word if it's too much and I want this." Uncertainty and lust mixed in his voice. She dropped the tube of lube to the bed and spread her hands over his round ass.

"Let's find out. Remember, no coming, boy. If you're good, maybe I'll let you take off the cage tomorrow and play with yourself. Or maybe I'll fuck you again and you can get off that way."

As she finished speaking, she pushed the head of the strap-on against his hole.

A shiver rippled through his muscles.

Elyse gripped his hips and thrust forward. After a moment of resistance, his body gave in to her. She filled his ass slowly and Rob inhaled sharply as she let inch after inch slide into him.

"I think you've come hard every time I've fucked you, haven't you, slut?" she asked as she pulled out as slowly as she'd entered him.

"Thank you, Mistress. Yes. Yes, I have. I love when you peg me." His hands clenched the sheets of her bed.

"I love pegging you." She slid into him again, faster but still at a leisurely pace. "The way you move and the way the strap-on moves in me and rubs my clit. It's amazing boy. I have the most intense orgasms when I'm in control of you."

Deep in her, the building sensation grew. Warmth flowed outward from her core and played over her skin.

She let her right hand slip from his hip and slapped his ass. Rob yelped and flinched, his muscles clenching too tightly around the dildo for a moment. Once he relaxed, she pumped into him completely. Her hips met his ass and they both gasped.

She drew her free hand over her body and to her breasts. Electricity pulsed in her as she played with one nipple through her bra and then other.

The current reached down to her clit and pussy as she worked his ass with quicker and quicker strokes. She matched her speed with force and fucked him hard.

His body jolted forward with her thrusts and every impact throbbed into her clit and core. The rough, ecstatic touches seared into her.

She slid her hand upward from his back and he arched his body for her. Under her palm, his hot muscles surged as he pushed back to meet her hips. He couldn't get enough of her. Licking her lips, Elyse dragged her nails down his back.

With a whimper, the curve of his back deepened. Bright, scarlet scratches showed on his skin immediately.

"Thank you, Mistress," he said, his words more gasps than speech.

"What was that, slut?" she asked. Slamming forward, she stayed deep in him and rolled her hips. A long shudder wracked Rob's body and she dragged her nails down his back again.

He inhaled sharply and said, "Thank you, Mistress. That feels so good."

"Oh, it does. Just don't forget yourself and have some sad, little orgasm in your cage. Do not let your Mistress down." She punctuated her sentence with two hard, rapid thrusts.

The second one set off a charge deep inside her and Elyse moaned. Her own back curved and her head fell back. She was so close.

She bucked against him and he groaned and panted. Her pussy throbbed around the strap-on. Her breaths came faster and faster.

"You want me to come, don't you, little slut?" she asked though she could barely get the question out.

Rob's head dipped closer to the bed and his muscles rippled. The sheets pulled at her legs as he gripped them harder, balling them up in his fists.

"I do, Mistress. Thank you. I want you to get off. It's more important to me than ever coming again," he said in a strained shout.

"Very good boy." She cupped her lace-covered breast with one hand. The stiff, pink nipple pushed into her palm and she almost jerked her hand away. She was so sensitive.

Returning her other hand to his hip, Elyse pulled Rob's body back as she drove the strap-on into him.

"Oh fuck yes," she said, her voice rose to a triumphant scream.

Her eyes fluttered closed and her orgasm crashed through her. Ecstasy thrummed over her skin and through her muscles. Bright liquid heat bloomed in her core and exploded outward.

The wild pleasure filled her and left her gasping.

She collapsed onto Rob's back and let his solid body hold her up as tremor after tremor of euphoria rocked her exhausted body. Under her, he shuddered. He could barely control himself, but he did it.

For me, he's obeying his Mistress, she thought through her satisfied haze.

With a moan, Elyse pushed herself off him. The strap-on slipped from his body and a sweet pang went through her. He whimpered, but he remained on all fours.

She sat with her legs folded under her and reached for him. He trembled as she stroked his ass and thighs. She'd never seen him so drained.

"Sit back, boy," she said. He shifted and she ran her hand over the scratches on his back and up to his shoulders. "You did well."

"Thank you, Mistress. I was scared I'd fail you and come. Focusing so much on your pleasure instead of my own was amazing," Rob said. 

"Good. My slut is still enjoying his cage then?" she asked. Stretching forward and around him, she ran one finger over the plastic shaft. "Look at me when you answer."

After a deep breath, he turned to face her and said, "Thank you. I am, Mistress. I hope you'll let me out soon so I can have my own release, but I know you'll choose the best time."

His dark brown eyes studied her. He trusted her. It was as tangible to Elyse as the orgasm lingering in her sweetly sore body.

"Good, I want chastity to be part of our relationship going forward, our female led relationship. You'll submit only to me and I will lead you as your Mistress," she said.

Rob blinked and then smiled. "I would love that, Mistress."

"Then we both need to rest," Elyse said, also smiling though hers had a naughtiness to it. "We have so much to do and explore."

New ways to tease and dominate him already filled her mind.
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