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"Some of those girls hire me to spend the night with their boyfriends, to freshen up their training. How would you like that? Kate goes out for a night on the town and you get to have a long, nice night with me where I make sure you’re still behaving the way you should. I’d make you cook me dinner and amuse me and when Kate comes home it’d be time for your dessert, if you know what I mean…"

The Boyfriend Babysitter


Housebroken by the Boyfriend Babysitter

The ultimatum was clear as day: Bryan could either spend an evening with the so-called “boyfriend babysitter” or he could kiss Kate goodbye for good. Those were the choices, no ifs ands or buts about it. As Bryan sat across from Kate, mulling over his decision–she insisted he tell her now what he wanted to do–he wondered how things had come to this. Things had started off rosy enough between them: Picnics in the park, candlelight dinner dates, wooing and charming and delighting… all the hallmarks of the honeymoon phase of a relationship.

But no honeymoon lasts forever. Didn’t Kate understand that? Every couple has to settle into reality, and while sure, every woman would like to feel like they were constantly being courted, the whole damn point of all that courtship was so that a guy could seal the deal, get the girl, and enjoy the spoils of his hard work. Kate was a catch, Bryan knew that, and he had worried from day one that she was out of his league, but things had gone so well for so long that he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Why now? What had happened?
 

“I don’t understand,” Bryan said uneasily, trying not to say anything that might set Kate off. “This feels, you know, out of the blue.”

Kate folded her arms across her heavy chest and let a sigh out through her nose. “I’ve been patient,” she said. “And I’ve waited for you to get your act together, to realize that things are not alright. But clearly that isn’t going to happen, so I took matters into my own hands.”

“Wha- huh- uh- what? I’m, I… I don’t know what you’re expecting, babe. I don’t even know what I did wrong!”

“Don’t raise your voice with me,” snapped Kate. “You not knowing is even worse.”

How? Bryan wanted to ask, but with every word he could feel Kate was getting more and more irritable. That was one of the definite downsides of dating a hottie–they weren’t used to disappointment or to not getting what they wanted, and while the highs were oh-so-high with them, the lows could be a real fucking headache.

Bryan twisted his lips from side to side, trying to be as neutral as possible with his next words: “What is… a ‘boyfriend babysitter’?”

“That’s just what she calls herself,” Kate said, as if Bryan should’ve known that too. “Her name’s Vanessa. And she promises to save relationships by getting boyfriends on the same page as their girlfriends.”

Again, Bryan had a question burning in his mind he knew he could not ask: Why do the boyfriends have to get on the same page as the girlfriends and not the other way around? Of course, even without Kate’s high standards, he knew the truth–men had to please women and not the other way around because pussy ruled the goddamn world. Pretty much every major accomplishment throughout history was done either in the quest for or as a result of being rejected by pussy. Yeah, maybe there were some exceptions here and there, but if there was ever any doubt, all Bryan had to do was point to Helen of Troy to prove that men had been willing to do anything for pussy for over 3000 years.

“I see… so, she’s like a couples therapist?” asked Bryan, still genuinely unsure what this Vanessa woman did. “I’ll see her and then you will?”

Kate stared hard at Bryan. Her temper twitched. “Bry, I’m going to say it one last time: You spend an evening with her. And then that’s it. We’re good.”

Bryan opened his mouth to speak, half-laughing, half-confused. “Okay, alright. She must, I mean, she’s got to be pretty effective at what she does if it only takes one night.”

“She is,” insisted Kate. “She comes very highly recommended.”

“Listen babe… I am not trying to be difficult–and you know I’m going to do everything I can for us–but you still haven’t mentioned what she does.”

“All you need to know is that her method works–as long as you do what she says,” said Kate. Her temper rose a little. “It’s the easiest thing in the world for you: Do what you’re told. No need to plan or prepare or anything, just follow instructions. For the love of God, do you think you can do that?”

Kate’s question wasn’t just a prod, it was the ultimatum all over again–will you do this or are we over? Bryan knew his next words had to be a definitive answer either way.

He nodded. “Yes. Of course. Just give me the details and I’ll be there.”

“Thank you,” said Kate, much more icily than Bryan would’ve wanted.

She jotted down an address and a time for Bryan on a slip of paper while his mind spun with confusion. What the fuck was a “boyfriend babysitter”? Who was Vanessa? And what was she going to have him do?

◆◆◆

That Friday, Bryan went to the address he'd been given. It was in the West Village, smack dab in the center of all those impossible-to-get-into restaurants and bars that were full of girls like Kate and guys trying to get into their pants. The apartment building was small–just six stories–but charming and most certainly luxury, complete with a uniformed doorman who also manned the front desk. Bryan gave his name and Vanessa's apartment and with what seemed to be a hidden smirk, the doorman directed Bryan to the elevator.

Did that guy know what Bryan was here for? How many men came through these doors anyway? He tried to put those questions out of his head

Just follow her directions, he told himself. Do what she says so Kate can't bitch and complain… and so that no matter what, you know you did your part.

The wood-paneled elevator took Bryan to the top floor. Vanessa's apartment was at the far end of the building, with a courtyard view away from the hustle and bustle of the West Village. Bryan rang the bell.

The woman who answered the door was tall and beautiful and dressed in a disarmingly alluring way: A short, pleated teal skirt showing off her long legs and hinting at the curves underneath, a striped white and pink ribbed top to match her dyed pink hair and a pair of open-toed beige stilettos that displayed her fresh pedicure and the delicate toe rings she wore.

Bryan was speechless.

“Come on in,” purred Vanessa, ushering Bryan inside and closing the door behind them.

It was a cute, stylish apartment that looked barely lived in, like a cross between a boutique hotel lobby and a Barbie Dreamhouse, full of bold pinks and curious furniture pieces built for show rather than comfort; one even looked like a bubblegum pop version of an old timey pillory.

Weird, thought Bryan. He looked around, unsure what to do with himself.

“So, uh… where do you want me?” Bryan asked, trying to joke but feeling it fall flat.

Vanessa pressed her lips together in a confident smile. “Just have a seat on the couch for now,” she said.

Bryan sat down, sinking into the couch’s too-soft cushions, and Vanessa sat across from him in a much studier armchair, exaggerating her height so that she seemed to loom over him. Unable to get into a straight-backed position without sitting all the way back on the deep couch–and pulling his feet up off the floor in a belittling way–Bryan lingered between edge and back, feeling the strain of trying to hold himself upright.

“This evening may feel a little strange to you,” explained Vanessa with an authoritative air. “I'm going to tell you to do things and I expect you to comply. It won't necessarily come naturally for you to do so, but I expect you to comply nonetheless. And if you don't, or if I don't feel like you're taking this seriously enough, you will face punishment.”

Bryan couldn't help but snort a laugh. “What?” he asked in disbelief that bordered on irreverence.

Vanessa kept her composure. “Like that. That does not sound like you taking this seriously, and I think this is a perfect opportunity to show you what I mean by punishment. Stand up and lower your pants and underwear.”

“...what?” Bryan repeated, totally dumbfounded now.

“You aren’t doing yourself any favors,” said Vanessa. “Stand up now and do as I say and I won’t make your punishment any worse than I was going to already.”

Her words sent a chill down Bryan’s spine. Whatever she was on about, she was serious with it, and–much like Kate–Vanessa did not strike Bryan as a woman who liked to be disappointed. He shakily stood and nervously began to unbutton his pants. It was only a little awkward to drop those down to his knees, but as he started to tug on the waistband of his underwear, he paused, realizing how he was about to flash this total stranger. Bryan looked at Vanessa uncertainly.

“It’s fine,” she said, as if reading his mind. “Nothing I haven’t seen before.”

Bryan pulled his underwear down. There was no mocking laughter or snide comments–nor admiring glances or flattering praise, for that matter–and as soon as Bryan had his underwear down, Vanessa was up on her feet to retrieve a wooden spoon from the kitchen. It was severely weathered, its edges smoothed and its wood mottled dark with age and use. Vanessa held the underside of the large wooden spoon against Bryan’s balls.

“Here’s a lesson for you,” said Vanessa. “Think before you speak.”

Quick as lightning, Vanessa smacked Bryan’s balls with the spoon, causing him to double over and let out a loud, surprised and pained grunt. He instinctively reached for his crotch, but Vanessa smacked his hands away with the spoon.

“No, no, not yet. You have one more to take,” she said.

Another? Really? Bryan remained bent over and groaning, the pain between his legs dull and throbbing. After she’d had enough waiting, Vanessa directed him back up and placed the spoon against his balls once more.

“What was the lesson?” she asked him.

“Think before I speak,” Bryan quickly said, hoping his speedy response would spare him another blow.

It did not. Vanessa hit him again, a little harder this time, and again Bryan doubled over, grunting and wincing and shifting from side to side while Vanessa put the spoon away. When she returned she said:

“You can leave your pants and underwear off, as well as take off the rest of your clothing. You won’t be needing it for the rest of our time together.”

Compared to the spoon, getting completely naked in front of Vanessa was nothing. Bryan stripped off his shirt and his shoes and socks and left the entire bundle of his clothing in a pile next to the couch. He could still feel the dull ache in his balls and wished he could slip away to the bathroom to make sure Vanessa hadn’t done any real damage, but somehow figured that was out of the question. What the fuck was going on? This was the “boyfriend babysitter”? Did Kate know her idea of working through an issue was to dole out the kind of corporal punishment that wouldn’t have even been okay back in the 50s?

A thought occurred to Bryan: Maybe Kate knew exactly what Vanessa did. Maybe that’s why she had entertained the idea of Vanessa in the first place–which meant Kate wanted Bryan to experience this, and that to stay with her meant putting up with this, whether he liked it or not. Of course, he could always say “fuck it” and go on his way, turning him and Kate into a distant memory…

…but if he did that, Bryan suspected he’d never be with a girl as hot as Kate again. He was definitely punching above his weight with her, and even though he knew he shouldn’t be so shallow, it was glorious. Beyond the obvious–watching her perfect body grinding on top of his or getting to cop a feel any time he wanted–there was also the status lift he experienced from going places with Kate. Restaurant maître d's were nicer, bartenders gave them free drinks, and other hotties looked his way, as if trying to figure out how he had gotten a woman like her and thinking that maybe there was something about him they should want too.

Did he really want to give all of that up? No, not unless he had to. Which meant what Vanessa wanted, Vanessa got, at least for tonight. Bryan only hoped he could avoid any more run-ins with the wooden spoon–or whatever else the “babysitter” might have up her sleeve.

Vanessa sat back down, leaving Bryan standing. “I've worked with enough clients to know the situation you find yourself isn't your fault,” she said, crossing her legs. “It's not Kate's fault either. There's just simple market dynamics in play: Kate is very, very above average looks-wise, as I'm sure you've no doubt noticed, and as such she is used to a certain response from the world around her. Meanwhile, you are you, Bryan. Hardly a deplorable specimen, but let's not kid ourselves here… the response you get from the world is very different from Kate's. You two were bound to clash eventually. I'm actually impressed you've made it this long without a major problem, which is a testament to both of you.”

Bryan nodded. He followed–somewhat–but didn't know what Vanessa expected of him and so he said nothing, in no rush to feel the aching kiss of the wooden spoon again.

“There's no easy way to put this,” continued Vanessa. “But you're going to have to recalibrate your expectations with Kate.”

Bryan glanced at Vanessa, ready to speak but holding his tongue at the last minute.

“Go ahead,” said Vanessa, seeing he was eager to speak.

“What does that mean?” Bryan asked carefully.

“It means… Kate is the main character in your relationship. Your job is to support her story. To serve her.”

“Serve?” asked Bryan, risking more retribution. “Do you mean like an employee to a boss?”

Vanessa smiled coldly. “I mean like a slave to a master,” she said.

Heavy beats of silence passed between them. It was Vanessa who broke the conversational stalemate.

“How you feel about this is up to you. You could become resentful, bitter, incel-like… but if that's your inclination, I'd say maybe you should move on. Kate may just not be for you. However, if you take a moment and consider what a gorgeous, compelling creature Kate is–and that you have a chance to not just be with her but to worship and adore her–you might see this for what it is: An opportunity.”

“To be a slave,” said Bryan before he could think better of it.

Vanessa let it go. “To be her slave. We all serve someone, Bryan, in some way and in some fashion. It could be worse, that's for sure, but it's your choice.” Wiggling one foot out of her stilettos, Vanessa pushed her leg out and splayed her toes as wide as they would go. “Since I'm still sensing some ambivalence from you, I'll make things easy–if you want us to keep going, get down on your knees and suck this ring off my middle toe. If not… you're welcome to get dressed and we can call it a night. I'm not one to waste people's time.”

Bryan stared at Vanessa's wiggling toes. He knew what he was going to do and somehow it didn't even matter they it was to keep Kate–something about this self-debasement just felt right to him, the answer to a riddle he didn't even know he'd been trying to solve. He got down on his knees and stared at Vanessa's foot head on, vaguely aware that beyond it she was watching him with a placid smile. He wrapped his lips around her middle toe and started to suck.

He tasted the sweet, concentrated aroma of her foot. It was a mix of creamy lotion and perfume, with an unmistakable note of warm sweat, and as he searched for the edges of the toe ring with his lips, the taste intensified, and even though just a few minutes ago Bryan’s balls were aching, now he was getting hard just by putting his mouth on Vanessa’s bare skin. He found the ring and tried to suck it off. It would not come easily. His cock continued to grow hard as he struggled with the toe ring, sucking harder and harder and using his tongue to try to help wrench it free, becoming aware how much his on-the-knees position resembled sucking something else off.

Finally, after a minute or two of strained attempts, Bryan managed to get the ring sliding off Vanessa’s middle toe and soon held it on his tongue. He opened his mouth to show her, blush in his cheeks from the hard-on he was now sporting. Vanessa swung her foot down to tease Bryan’s shaft with her toes. He moaned softly.

“See?” remarked Vanessa. “Finding your place doesn’t have to feel bad. When you do what you’re told, you sometimes get treats, too.” She continued to tease him, toes drawing along the underside of him, brushing the head and gently squeezing him in the gap of her big and long toe. Then she let go, leaving him wanting and denied. “Go and wash my ring and leave it on the kitchen counter,” she ordered.

Bryan did as he was told, cock waggling about as he walked to and from the kitchen. He got back on his knees in front of Vanessa without thinking about it and she smiled wide.

“Horny boys are eager boys,” explained Vanessa, lowering her foot again, but not touching Bryan. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

Bryan nodded enthusiastically, ever so slightly pushing his hips forward in hopes she would touch him again. She did not.

Vanessa continued: “That’s what the honeymoon phase of a relationship is all about. A horny boy, trying to get a girl, willing to do whatever it takes. And, once the boy gets the girl, that feeling fades… or at least it does for most girls. But Kate isn’t like most girls, we’ve covered that already–and she deserves to feel that way all the time. Is that clear?”

It wasn’t that it was not clear to Bryan, but he’d been over these questions before–the honeymoon phase just didn’t last and that was that. He couldn’t go through the process of re-courting Kate, could he? Not without some kind of dumb romcom case of amnesia or something. His hesitation said it all to Vanessa, who–even after Bryan nodded flatly–hardened her gaze.

“Is it actually clear?” she prodded. “The rule I told you was to think before you speak, not just to blindly agree with everything. Kate wants an attentive, caring boyfriend, not a bobblehead doll.”

Bryan sighed. He thought for a moment and then said, “It’s not that I disagree, it’s just… keeping that initial spark going forever is impossible. You know? I can’t rewind time. I can’t be, like you said, always in ‘guy trying to get the girl’ mode. I got the girl and I’m so happy I did–I really am! I just… I think I just need to figure out some techniques or something to keep it feeling like the spark is there.”

Vanessa shook her head. This simply would not do. “No, no, no, Bryan. The spark has to be there. It has to feel real to Kate, has to be real. There can be no faking it.”

“But how?” asked Bryan, genuinely curious where Vanessa was going with this.

“It’s quite simple, really,” she said. “By keeping you nice and horny.”

Bryan blushed deeper. That didn't sound so bad to him, though little did he know just how Vanessa intended to achieve that state of perpetual horniness.

“Sure,” croaked Bryan, trying not to show his interest. “I mean, sounds good.”

The corner of Vanessa's mouth rose in a checkmark grin. “I'm so glad to hear you say that.” She stood up and smoothed out her fit, hands grazing over the tops of her bare thighs. “I'll be right back with something that is going to make sure you keep thoughts of sex on the brain 24/7.”

Vanessa strutted away into the back of the apartment, Bryan watching her ass sway under the pleated skirt. His mind raced with possibilities, like a kid staring at wrapped Christmas gifts under the tree. What would it be? He imagined her returning in nothing but lingerie or with a tablet full of racy porn videos or even, somehow, a friend who had been hiding in the back, another gorgeous girl ready to drive Bryan wild. None of these really made sense considering the circumstances, but his time with the so-called boyfriend babysitter had–mostly–been a feast for the senses, a far cry from what Kate seemed to be threatening days ago. He was beginning to feel the warm embrace of relief and thinking that not all surprises were bad.

And then Vanessa came back.

In her hand was a confusing contraption. It was as pink as everything else in the apartment, but small enough to fit in the palm of her hand, consisting of a big ring as wide as a golf ball and a stubby tube that looked an awful lot like…

…a penis. Not an erect one though, but a flaccid one, the tube looking uncomfortable at best to imagine himself being inside. Then Bryan saw the barrel lock built into the glossy plastic contraption and the key inserted into it. Dread settled into his stomach like concrete. His subconscious had intuited what this device was for even before Vanessa explained it to him.

“This is what you're going to be wearing from now on,” she said, holding it out to him like she was returning something that had always belonged to him.

Up close, Bryan could see it in more detail. The tube was very small and the ring too for that matter and etched into the glossy plastic over where someone's–Bryan’s–cockhead would be were the words, “Property of Kate Summers. If lost call…”

Bryan couldn't believe it. Her number was actually etched onto the device, like a tag hanging off a dog collar. Was this for real or some sick joke?

“What is this?” asked Bryan in a befuddled whisper.

“It's many things, though what it is the most is up to you, I suppose,” said Vanessa. “It could be your companion, your protector, your confidant… your warden. But to be more literal just in case, it is a chastity device. Your chastity device. And for as long as you’re with Kate, you will wear it all the time, 24 hours a day, 7 days a week, 365 days a year.”

Bryan’s mouth fell open. The reality of the device and of Vanessa’s purpose was sinking in, fast. Prickling anxiety spread across Bryan’s skin as he imagined being in that thing all the time. He desperately searched for some way out of this mess.

He laughed, uncomfortably. “I don’t think we need to go this far,” he said. He let out a shaky breath. “The message is definitely received though–I will keep Kate top of mind from now on, I’ll set reminders on my phone to do little delightful things for her day in and day out, I’ll get her gifts, I’ll–”

“This isn’t a negotiation,” Vanessa cut in. “You’re going into this chastity or you’re saying bye to Kate.”

“There’s always room for negotiation,” pushed Bryan, trying to summon the same charm he’d used to land Kate in the first place way back when; he might not be in her league physically, but he definitely had at least some game, that was for sure. “Listen, how about I–”

“Last warning,” said Vanessa, her voice darkening. “Accept this chastity and let me put it on you, or else.”

Something about Vanessa’s tone set Bryan off. Maybe it was how she spoke to him like a child, full of patronizing, condescending certainty. Whatever it was, it collided with Bryan’s rising anxiety and sparked him to speak in a way he knew was doing him no favors even as the words came out of his mouth.

“This is fucking nuts. I’m not going in there and you can tell Kate that I think you’re batshit insane if you think I am and… and… and that any guy who goes into one of those fucking things is a fucking moron.”

Vanessa stared at Bryan unblinking. There seemed to be a secret smile at the corners of her mouth and it pissed Bryan right off.

“Are you going to threaten me again with losing Kate?” he snapped. “Go ahead. Seems to be one of the only five things you can say anyway.” His blood was boiling by now and he could feel his emotions taking over.

“You already told me who you were and what you wanted when you got down on your knees and sucked the ring off my sweaty toe,” said Vanessa smugly. “So in a way, this conversation is already over–you just don’t know it yet.”

“Oh yeah?” asked Bryan. He felt less sure than he had just moments ago.

“Uh huh. Here, let me spoil it for you, it ends like this: With you putting on this chastity cage and bending over so I can give you a spanking.”

Bryan glared at Vanessa.

“Am I wrong?” she asked. “Go ahead. Get dressed. Go home. I’ll let Kate know she’s single again.”

Bryan didn’t move a muscle. His emotions waned and he saw his choices spreading out before him, like pieces on a board. Fuck. Vanessa was right. His shoulders slumped and an impotent rage bubbled him inside him, quickly dying out and bubbling up again, weaker this time. He knew, deep down, he wasn’t going to leave Kate. Which meant he was going to have to put on that device. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

“Let’s try this again,” said Vanessa, holding the glossy pink chastity out to Bryan. “Put this on.”

Glumly, Bryan took the device from her. She didn’t offer him any guidance, but it wasn’t that hard to figure out–once the tube and the ring were separated, Bryan had to shove his now soft cock and balls through the ring and then push himself into the tube. He went about the task, twisting and pushing and grunting as he tried to get everything to fit. The cage was agonizingly small and smaller still as he clumsily fit the pieces back together, feeling the whole thing squeeze around him. Vanessa chided him as he worked.

“That’s right. You’re going in there for the rest of your relationship with Kate. No more unauthorized jerking off, no fucking without her say so, no playing with yourself at all, unless it’s at Kate’s discretion. You won’t even be able to have dirty thoughts without paying the price for them in that device. No siree. The urges will just build and build and build, until you’re horny 24/7. That sounded nice to you before, didn’t it? How’s it sounding now? Ready to have pussy on the brain all the time? It’s hard at first–or so I’ve witnessed–but all of the boyfriends I’ve worked with break sooner or later. The device trains them. Masters them. And before long, they are eager, willing, devoted partners who are constantly thinking about how to delight their girlfriends, all without the need for phone reminders or any of that nonsense.”

Bryan finally clicked the chastity device shut and as soon as he did, Vanessa took the key from him. She put it in an inner pocket of her skirt and patted Bryan’s caged genitals, smirking to herself.

“Not so mouthy now, are we?” she asked. She then pointed to the back of the couch. “Stand over there and bend over, with your legs spread wide. Now.”

Sheepishly, Bryan obeyed, plodding around to the other side of the couch and feeling the device with every step. He almost wanted to cry. How was he supposed to walk around with this thing? He thought about having to shower with it on, having to sit to pee, having to sleep with it always encased around him. He was miserable just at the thought and his misery at least helped take his mind off what was sure to be an unpleasant experience racing towards him. He bent over the couch and Vanessa came around behind him.

“Legs wider,” she said, pushing his feet apart until they were uncomfortably wide and Bryan was left resting his weight on the back of the couch. He heard her stilettos–both back on now–clacking away and then back and Bryan prepared himself to feel the sting of the wooden spoon once more. But then something else happened–instead of feeling the weathered wood on his ass, he felt Vanessa slot the spoon’s handle between Bryan’s ass cheeks. “Hold your cheeks together,” she said.

Bryan squeezed his ass to hold the spoon. He had to squeeze very firmly to keep it there, noticing at once how any time he relaxed, the spoon began to slip. Already his muscles were starting to strain.

“You’re going to hold that spoon there,” Vanessa informed him. “Because if you let it drop, your spanking is going to turn into something much, much more unpleasant. Now, let’s begin.”

Vanessa rubbed one hand on Bryan’s ass cheek, warming it up. Then she pulled back and gave it a firm, cupped smack. Bryan flinched, almost forgetting to keep his ass tight, and squeezed his cheeks together even as he felt the hot sting of Vanessa’s hand spread across him. She spanked him again, on the other side, and the first, building to a thuddy, heavy rhythm; by keeping his cheeks tight, Bryan felt the spanks all the harder, each one drilling down deep past his cushiony buttocks and into the tensed muscle. He started to gasp and grunt, the heat building as Vanessa worked him over.

“You’re beginning to quiver,” taunted Vanessa, punctuating her observation with a smack to the underside of one of Bryan’s ass cheeks. He could feel he was–his feet were so wide and his ass squeezed so tight that it was making his legs tremble uncontrollably. He struggled to hold on. “And I’ve barely gotten started. Maybe what you need is a regular spanking regimen. Kate can watch: You bent over the couch or the bed or my knee, me spanking you until that butt of yours is pleasantly pink–as pink as the cage around your cock–and there are tears in your eyes.”

She spanked him three times in rapid succession, the hardest ones yet, and it was then Bryan realized he did have tears in his eyes, fat, salty ones that ran down his cheeks and dripped down to Vanessa’s couch. He gasped wetly. Vanessa raked her nails down Bryan’s ass and he twitched in hair-trigger sensitivity, almost losing control of his cheeks and dropping the spoon. Vanessa resumed her rhythm, switching from cheek to cheek in an endless slappa-slappa-slap beat. Bryan began to grunt more and more as the pain built, every fourth or fifth spank feeling especially nasty. Vanessa chuckled at the noises he made but didn’t let up, her stamina seemingly endless and Bryan, facing that stamina head on, let more tears roll down his cheeks and with them a pathetic, mewling sob in between his pained grunts.

“If only she could see you now. I wonder what she’s doing instead. Maybe out, having a drink by herself somewhere? Getting hit on by handsome men? Maybe she’ll take one home and let him fuck her, knowing that you’re safe and sound in my hands. Getting spanked. Chastised. Put in your place. Who knows, it could be a whole new side of your relationship–Kate getting some quality dick, you getting to stay horny and wanting for her, every single day. I’ve seen it happen before. A man like you with a catch like Kate, realizing that to keep her he has to let her do what she wants, no matter what he feels about it. They learn to accept it, you know. Some even learn to like being cucked like that. Getting their girlfriends ready for their nights out while they stay at home, locked up and denied. Some of those girls hire me to spend the night with their boyfriends, to freshen up their training. How would you like that? Kate goes out for a night on the town and you get to have a long, nice night with me where I make sure you’re still behaving the way you should. I’d make you cook me dinner and amuse me and when Kate comes home it’d be time for your dessert, if you know what I mean…”

Vanessa finally paused her spanking, but only to get right in Bryan’s ear so she could whisper:

“A big, gooey creampie for you. Mmmmm. Still warm and leaking out of her, put there by some stud. Have you ever eaten cum before? Frankly, I think it’s disgusting, but I’ve seen boyfriends get used to the taste. I mean, what choice do you have when Kate’s making you eat it out of her two, three times a week? Just suffer through it? Oh no, no no no. You might as well learn to like it. But don’t you worry–before the night is over, you’re going to get to have some fresh, yummy cum that I saved just for you.”

Vanessa leaned away. She did not resume her spanking. Miraculously, Bryan had managed to keep the spoon clenched between his buttocks and when Vanessa pulled it away he actually fought her a bit, thinking it was slipping out on its own. With the spoon removed, his muscles suddenly felt very, very tired.

“Stay there,” said Vanessa. “I have something else for that butt of yours.”

Bryan was grateful for the rest and for the time alone, though Vanessa’s words buzzed around in his head. Had she just been messing with him or was she serious? Would Kate really…? No, that had to have just been a taunt. But the other part of it–saving cum for him, making him eat it, tonight–that sounded all too real.

Just when he was beginning to really fret his fate, Vanessa returned and showed him what she had for him next. It was pink and bulbed and had a rubber ring at the end. Bryan didn’t need to be told what it was–he knew a butt plug when he saw one. He looked up at Vanessa with tears still in his eyes.

“Oh relax,” she said, with a derisive snort. “It’s not that big. Plus, with your cock locked up you’re going to want to start to learn how to play with your ass. That’s all you’re going to be getting for a while, I’m afraid.”

“Please…” whispered Bryan, not wanting yet another form of torment and humiliation.

“What?” snapped Vanessa, turning stormy out of nowhere.

Bryan hung his head and kept quiet.

“That’s what I thought,” said Vanessa. She clicked open a bottle of Astroglide and squirted it down Bryan’s ass. Then she pushed the plug in. “Your butt should be nice and tired by now, so I don’t think you even have the energy to fight me, but in case you do, you’d better think again.”

Under different circumstances, Bryan would’ve resisted, but he was indeed so tired that as Vanessa rocked the plug back and forth against him, he felt his asshole surrendering to its bulbed shape, the plug slipping deeper and deeper and deeper until all it took was one firm, steady push from Vanessa to sink it into him. Bryan let out a tiny little gasp.

“You can stand now,” Vanessa said.

As Bryan stood, he felt the plug more strongly in him; it may have not been huge, but it was certainly noticeable, like someone had thrust an oversized thumb up his butt and refused to remove it. His ass tingled from the spanking and, rather perversely, the stimulation from the plug caused his cock to stir, sending it swelling against the confines of the cage. He shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot.

Vanessa snapped her fingers in Bryan’s face. “Knees,” she commanded. He dropped to his knees. “Good. When you’re told to do something, you do it without thinking about it. Just let the order go straight past all that useless gray matter and right to your body. Let’s practice.”

Another snap.

“Stand.”

Bryan stood back up.

Snap.

“Knees.”

Back down on his knees Bryan went. Vanessa repeated this three more times and then changed things up: “Face to the floor. With your forehead touching the ground. Good. Now knees. Now floor. Now on your hands and knees. Knees. Floor. Stand. Floor. Hands and knees.”

Bryan felt like a wind-up toy, being sent up and down and up and down, enough times that he was starting to get tired. Finally, Vanessa ordered him to lie down and he was grateful to get a few moments to rest instead of having her drill him. She straddled his head and squatted down, and Bryan saw that underneath her teal, pleated skirt, Vanessa had no underwear on. Her pussy was dark pink and there was a thick, lush mane of pubic hair atop it. He couldn’t help but stare.

“Open your mouth,” she said.

He parted his lips and Vanessa let a bead of spit drop from her mouth to his, aiming it so it landed right on his tongue. As he swallowed it  he took a breath in through his nose, able to smell Vanessa's bright, musky sex. His cock tried to grow in its cage but was denied, leaving Bryan to shift his hips in discomfort.

“I see you looking at me,” said Vanessa with a smirk. “Do you want to know what my pussy tastes like? Don't worry, I told Kate I might make use of you. She understood, all things considered.”

Bryan looked away and nodded. His cock surged more and was beaten back, and even though he was feeling a nasty ache in his crotch, he nevertheless was hungry to taste Vanessa.

“Later,” she said, standing up and taking away his view of her. “After you've earned it. First you have more training to do.” She snapped her fingers. “Hands and knees and follow me.”

Bryan hoisted himself to all fours, feeling tightness between his legs. As Vanessa stepped deeper into the apartment, Bryan followed, crawling behind her like an animal. She led him into the bedroom, which was decorated in gold and black and far fewer pink accents than the living room. She sat down on her King-sized bed and opened her nightstand drawer, taking out a large velvet drawstring pouch. Bryan was shocked to see what was inside: A Fleshlight. Vanessa uncapped it and showed the faux silicone pussy to him.

“Just because you won't be getting your rocks off regularly anymore doesn't mean Kate will be forgoing pleasure… and that means you need to practice your cunnilingus skills because you will be eating a lot of pussy.” Vanessa held the Fleshlight between her legs. “Show me your skills.”

Or lack thereof, worried Bryan, knowing that while he had certainly been eager to go down on Kate and past girlfriends, he never felt like he was doing that great of a job, usually getting “tapped out” long before they were anywhere near climax. Plugged and chastised, Bryan gave it his best college try, feeling a little silly and stupid as he licked the silicone snatch, tasting the artificial yet surprisingly real to the touch skin. His tongue waggled up and down and then side to side and he tried licking the imaginary clit, feeling the weight of Vanessa's appraising gaze grow and grow.

It wasn't long before Vanessa stopped him.

“Well… it's not the worst I've seen, but it's close. Let's start with some basics: At first, always be teasing, with lots and lots of variation. Lick like you're a big, dumb St. Bernard, lick your way through the alphabet, tongue fuck her, start to lightly lick her clit, pause to kiss and lick all the other parts of her, like soft skin between her crotch and legs or her inner thighs. Now, you try.”

Bryan stared at the fake pussy, psyching himself up to follow Vanessa’s guidance. He took a breath and went for it, lapping his tongue up and down ridiculously, spelling out letters–words were easier for him than the alphabet, and kept him focused on choosing the next word to spell out: Pussy, Fuck, Tits, Cum, Kate–and pretending to kiss along the edges of the Fleshlight, like he was kissing warm crevices and special, sensitive spots. Going all in like this had the side effect of getting Bryan excited and he was soon throbbing in his chastity device, but no matter how hard he tried to get, the glossy pink plastic kept him in check. He could feel his balls beginning to hurt.

“Okay, okay, that’s better,” said Vanessa, chuckling to herself. “Next, which is going to be hard to do on this toy, is to be mindful not to overstimulate the clit. Some guys go way, way too hard with it, so you should focus first on the lightest possible contact, getting stronger as she directs you to. Try going side-to-side, working your way to circular motions, then up and down, which is naturally going from least to most stimulating. Figure out what works for her and do it. And while you do, make sure you breathe and focus on your stamina–this isn’t like making a cock pop off, it’s a marathon, not a race. You need to make sure you won’t tire yourself out. It’s her pleasure that matters and you should be doing everything in your power to deliver it for her. Go on. Practice some of those motions, knowing this Fleshlight can’t tell you if you’re being too hard or too soft.”

Starting with gentle, side-to-side motions, Bryan slowly worked his way in the order Vanessa had instructed. His jaw was starting to ache and Vanessa made him go for much longer than before, keeping the count of when he could switch movements and making him cycle through them. Each round lasted longer than the last, until Bryan was licking the silicone clit for three or four minutes before being allowed to change up his motions.

“You need to work on your stamina,” chided Vanessa. “This is something you should practice by yourself, every day, with a Fleshlight like this if you don’t have one already. I’d say… thirty minutes of practice a day should do it for the next month or two. You can stop now.”

Bryan’s tongue felt like it was made of lead and the ache in his jaw was enough to make him not think about the pain in his balls. It felt a little like he’d just been given a shot of novocaine, his entire mouth sloppy and uncoordinated.

“When you do find the spot she likes, you don’t stop. You’ll know you’re there because she’ll be grinding her hips into your face and will be gripping your head so hard it feels like she’s about to crush your skull. Stick to what she likes and don’t you dare fucking stop, not for anything. You fuck this part up and you might as well throw the whole meal away. That is why building your stamina will be key. The last thing I’ll say is to make noise. That’s right, believe it or not we like to hear you boys when you’re between our legs, even if your cocks are all locked up and your asses are full. Maybe even more so when you’re like that, to be honest. You should show her how much you’re enjoying this and how privileged you feel to go down on her–moan, groan, give a lusty sigh or three. Sound matters. Try putting it all together now. I’ll tell you when to move on to each next step and what this little pussy likes.”

With a too-tired tongue and a body that was chastened in more ways than one, Bryan got to work once more. He started with plenty of variation–big licks, letters, zig-zags, sloppy kisses–and made sure to moan in ways that, to him, sounded completely ridiculous but which Vanessa did not rebuke him for. After nearly ten minutes of this, he was allowed to move to the Fleshlight’s clit, more sighing and softly groaning now while he painstakingly worked his way to a V-like motion on the clit, Vanessa determining that was what was needed. He licked this way in a perfect, mind-numbingly boring rhythm for what must’ve been fifteen minutes, maybe more. The soreness he felt was tremendous, the muscles in his jaw begging for relief, but he didn’t stop, pushing himself until he was past the point of mere pain and was instead riding the adrenaline high of it, worried he might be the first man to ever get a sprained tongue. After an eternity of worshipping the faux pussy, he was rewarded with Vanessa performing a loud, moaning climax for him, signaling its cresting finish by pushing Bryan’s face away and ordering him to lower his forehead to the floor.

His face buried in the carpet–metaphorically this time–Bryan took stock of his body’s exhaustions. His tongue, of course. And his jaw and trapped cock and weighty blue balls. But he also felt the plug opening up his asshole and the low-grade heat still sizzling across his ass. His body felt so… used. Like a beat up old sofa or a broken open pinata. He wondered how much of this would be his life from now on, at least with Kate, and he sighed. Things had changed so suddenly and so drastically that Bryan had only just now begun to mourn for the life he had hours ago.

While he sat with his thoughts, he heard Vanessa shuffling about, but despite all the noise he wasn’t prepared for the sight when she eventually ordered him back to his knees. She had undressed almost completely, shedding the skirt and striped top so that all she was in were her beige, open-toed stilettos. Bryan’s heart skipped a beat. Some women rely on their clothing to heighten their looks, but not Vanessa–she was pure smokeshow right down to the flesh and bone.

“As a rule, I tell my clients to be very careful about spoiling their boyfriends, especially after we’ve started training. Kate seems like the sort to follow through though, so I think a little positive reinforcement for a job well done isn’t the worst thing in the world.” Vanessa pointed to her feet. “What I neglected to tell you about pussy worship is that it starts with foreplay–so what you’re going to do is, starting with my feet, you’re going to kiss and lick your way around my body. From my feet to up my calves and outer thighs, to my hips and belly and back, to my armpits and arms, to my breasts, my butt… and then we’ll see how things go from there.” She leaned back on the bed, lounging luxuriously. “You may begin.”

The next few minutes were as erotic as they were surreal. Bryan couldn’t believe how Vanessa let him put his lips and tongue on her, how he got to roam around her body like he was strolling through a country meadow, kissing and tasting and savoring all the private, intimate spots of her that most men would kill to put their mouths on. The ones that stuck out to him weren’t the ones he expected–he was surprised by the musky, stubbly-velvet skin of her armpits and how much it made him pulse in his chastity, as well as how he found himself not wanting to just kiss Vanessa’s bottom but to bury his face between it and taste all kinds of things that would’ve been unthinkable under different circumstances. By the time he was ready to move to her pussy, he was practically parched, having used every last little bit of moisture on her.

He moved slowly from kissing her ass to sliding between her legs, as directed by Vanessa. And also as directed by her, he kissed his way up her inner thighs, getting closer and closer to that fragrant sex of hers, so close he could taste it already… and then she stopped him.

“That’s enough,” she said, all too chipper.

Bryan looked at her despondently.

Vanessa was ready for the look and snapped her fingers the second she saw it. “Hands and knees!” she said.

Interestingly, Bryan didn’t have to think about obeying–they’d done so many drills already, he moved instinctively, sliding off the bed and letting the momentum carry him to all fours. Vanessa snapped her fingers again.

“Head to floor!”

He lowered himself into a kowtow position again, his ass jutting out backwards. He did not expect to feel Vanessa tugging on the rubber ring of the butt plug.

“Open,” she said, as if she was telling a dog to let go of a bone. “Open. Let it go.”

With a shudder, Bryan expelled the plug, feeling his asshole let wide open in its absence. Vanessa tossed it who knew where and went back to her nightstand, opening it and pulling something that jingled slightly. He didn’t want to know what it was, though he had his suspicions.

“Stand up,” said Vanessa.

When Bryan stood, his suspicions were confirmed: Vanessa now wore a leather strap-on harness, with a clear, jelly dildo threaded through it. She was stroking its thick, long length with one hand and holding a condom in the other.

“I won’t say your reaction just now was worthy of a punishment,” said Vanessa, her hand gliding up and down the realistic-looking shaft. “But it also wasn’t not worthy of one. So we’re going to compromise–we’re going to fuck.”

Bryan’s lips fell into a frown. The dildo was a good bit larger than the plug and even outside of the chastity cage would’ve dwarfed his own dimensions.

Vanessa snorted. “Relax, I’m going give you a nice view while I fuck you. But first…” She tossed the condom at Bryan. It landed by his feet. “Get on your knees and put that condom on my cock.”

As Bryan knelt down to get the condom in its gold foil wrapper, Vanessa moved into his personal space, continuing to stroke the dildo as it loomed above him. He struggled to open the condom wrapper and pulled out a large-sized, pre-lubricated condom, placing it nervously on the head of Vanessa’s dildo. She moved her hand down its length so that Bryan could roll the condom along it, the condom only reaching down most of the way with still a solid inch left uncovered. That had never happened to Bryan with condoms–there was always a little extra there.

Unexpectedly, Vanessa grabbed Bryan by the hair and pulled him to his feet. She then gave his chest a hard shove, knocking him backwards onto the bed, and stalked towards him with a leering grin.

“Grab your ankles!” cried Vanessa. “Or else you get no view at all!”

As Vanessa climbed on the bed, Bryan flailed about, trying to reach for his ankles even as his mind spun. Vanessa helped him, pushing his legs back, and Bryan grabbed his ankles, exposing himself to–for–Vanessa. She thwapped the head of the dildo against Bryan’s taint, nearly striking his balls. He pulled back harder on his ankles to spare his chastised genitals from being caught in the next thwap and before he knew it, Vanessa was pushing the head of the phallus against his still-gaping asshole.

It wasn't that it went in easily that startled Bryan, it was how easily his asshole gobbled up the entire length of Vanessa's dildo that shocked him. Even as he felt it stretching him, it went deeper and deeper, until Vanessa was right up against him, her perfect pendulous breast bouncing enticingly. The cock pushed up against something inside Bryan he had never felt before and suddenly his own smothered member was surging again and felt warm from the inside, like he was ever so slowly cumming, only without the satisfying burst of climax; this instead was like a hot spurt of cum was trapped on its way to freedom, lingering in Bryan’s shaft and head in a way that was both pleasurable and agonizing, that denied sense of closure driving him wild.

He didn't quite know it then, but for the first time in his life, Bryan was having his prostate stimulated.

Vanessa rolled her hips back and thrust again, filling Bryan with another one of those slow-mo, super heavy half-ejaculation sensations. He groaned loudly, overcome by it, and didn't know whether he wanted Vanessa to pull out of him or go somehow even deeper. Soon, Vanessa was rutting up against him, enjoying getting all kinds of expressions and exclamations from Bryan like she was playing some tawdry instrument. Bryan’s gaze darted from her jiggling curves to the ceiling to all around the room as he took it up the ass with his legs up in the air.

The cock buried deep in Bryan’s ass, Vanessa tickled her nails along his inner thighs and across his balls, tapping his chastity device mockingly. “You caaan’t cuuuum, you caaaan’t cuuum,” she said in a singsong voice, picking up her pace. “Though maybe one day you’ll cum like this. Like some sissy bitch. You do that, and Kate will really know it’s time to get herself a real man to fuck on the side…” Vanessa grabbed Bryan’s thighs and leaned forward, saying in between heaving pants: “You want Kate to be happy, don’t you? Well, don’t you?”

Bryan nodded; it seemed impossible to be anything but acquiescing with a fat cock drilling his hole.

“Of course you do. You’re a good boyfriend deep down, aren’t you? Good boyfriends want their girlfriends to be happy, no matter what. No. Matter. What.”

She paused to focus on fucking Bryan, her face beginning to glow a soft pink, with sweat rolling down her luscious body. The needy sensation between his legs was out of control and it engendered all kinds of perverse thoughts: Kate getting fucked by another man, Kate happier than she’d been in months, Kate being the one wearing the strap-on and riding Bryan like this. It’s hard to say if Bryan liked those images forcing their way into his head, but once they were in there, it was hard to get them out. They brought him a certain amount of relief, believe it or not, a kind of resolution that went, “I can finally stop fighting.” Yes, that’s what it was–ever since he and Kate had started dating, every single damn day had been one fight or another. A fight to win her, a fight to keep her, a fight to repel the staring eyes of other men, a fight against feeling not good enough. But this… all of this with the “boyfriend babysitter” wasn’t about being good enough at all, not really. It was more like the opposite: How low could Bryan go, for Kate? Being lower than Kate–and still having her–was a hell of a lot easier than trying to match her impossible level.

Bryan was so wrapped up in his own thoughts that he barely registered it when Vanessa slowed and started to pull out of him. She inched the cock out and stood up to strip off the harness, carefully plucking its condom off to toss in the waste bin before leaving it menacingly on the nightstand. She opened the drawer and laid back against the bed’s headboard, legs spread wide as she took a knotted condom from the drawer.

“It’s time for you to have a snack,” she said, nonchalantly.

Bryan’s legs fell back to the bed and he watched in silence as Vanessa opened the knotted condom and poured its contents–thick, milky white seed–onto her pussy, as if garnishing it. It dripped slowly down her dark pink lips. She snapped her fingers.

“Eat,” she commanded.

Bryan was feverish. He crawled over to her on the bed, his asshole wide open from being fucked, and went to town on Vanessa’s pussy, remembering all she’d told him before: Big licks, letters, teasing kisses. All the while, the bitter, salty taste of some other man clung to his lips and on his tongue, Bryan too pent-up to gauge how humiliating and emasculating the act was. He worshipped her until more of the cum was on his own face than Vanessa’s pussy and as she slowly guided him from eager puppy to focused devotee, Bryan soon found his tongue swirling counterclockwise around Vanessa’s clit, again and again and again and again and again, his mouth screaming for relief while Vanessa climbed up towards orgasm oh-so-slowly.

His face was covered in sticky wetness, his tongue numb, and Vanessa’s hips were grinding against him in the lead up to her climax. It was loud and throaty and she grabbed hold of Bryan’s head to ride out its more intense waves, taking away his breath and replacing it with her fragrant, dizzying scent. When she was done with him, she let him go and he gasped desperately for air, barely able to catch the weak snap of her fingers as she ordered him off the bed and to the floor on hands and knees. There he stayed as she cleaned herself up, coming back eventually in a black silk robe with an Asiatic design. She sat on the edge of the bed.

“You did well today, for the most part. I think you have a chance of giving Kate the kind of attention she deserves. But, like most boyfriends in your position, you have a ways to go. I’m going to recommend weekly joint meetings with Kate for the next month–I want her to see how you respond to being treated this way, I think it will assuage any lingering concerns she has about entering this new phase of your relationship with her.”

Vanessa paused, waiting for Bryan to say something, but he didn’t know what was expected of him. She cleared her throat, a little annoyed.

“I think you mean to say ‘thank you’,” she told him.

“Thank you,” Bryan said, a little unable to believe he was saying it.

“Yes, there’s definitely lots of areas for improvement. But you’ll get there. You were much more responsive to the cum eating than I expected. Latent beta male tendencies, most likely. Kate will be happy to hear that.”

Why she would be happy to hear that, Vanessa didn’t elaborate. But again, those worrying images of Kate with other men seeped into Bryan’s mind. The thought of them unnerved them but, also, he considered the source of his worry–that Kate would leave him for some other man. However, if all she was doing was fucking them, then that worry had less weight… didn’t it? Bryan stopped himself. “All she was doing”? What in god’s name was happening to him? How was he already thinking this way after one night with Vanessa? And how would he be thinking a month from now, after Kate had witnessed all of this?

“You can get dressed now,” Vanessa said.

Bryan was aware he hadn’t yet himself cleaned up. He looked at Vanessa, who grinned down at him.

“Do you have a problem?” she asked.

Sheepishly, Bryan shook his head.

“Didn’t think so. Ta-ta. Until next time.”


Epilogue

Date Night

It was date night. Again. But only for Kate. While Kate showered, Bryan laid out the outfit she'd picked out, allowing him to choose what underwear he thought was sexiest, in this case a matching red lace bra and panty set with black trim and embroidered hearts. A long, long time ago, somebody had once told Bryan, “People can get used to anything, even a hanging.”
He thought that had been a stupid thing to say back then, but now he wasn't so sure.
Kate languidly returned from her shower, her terry cloth robe short and loosely tied around her waist. She observed the clothing Bryan had laid out. “Ohh, the red lace. Carter will love that. Good job.” She tousled Bryan's hair, the gesture half demeaning and half affectionate, and sat down on the bed.
It had been six months since Bryan had been put into chastity by Vanessa, the boyfriend babysitter and his tormentress. In that time he had yet to cum, the closest he'd gotten being the more and more frequent prostate milkings Vanessa and Kate administered that made Bryan leak through his catch like he had a dripping pussy instead of a cock. For the humiliation of those milkings, Bryan had begun to look forward to them as some sort of stimulation and slowly he was noticing Vanessa's guidance was to make Bryan ask nicely for them. Soon he'd be begging for them and after that, they'd be a reward; that's how Vanessa worked, always taking, taking, taking, until Bryan was grateful for the most meager and undesirable of scraps from his former life.
Kate spread her legs wide, taunting Bryan with a view of what he couldn’t have. “Make sure you give her a kiss before I go,” she said. “To let her know you’re going to give her plenty of kisses when I come back…”
Bryan knew what that meant. He leaned in under her terry cloth robe and kissed Kate’s warm, freshly washed and perfumed pussy. By the time he kissed it again, it would have a different smell, a different taste. He was miserable just thinking about it.
“Okay, enough for you. Let’s get me dressed.”
On his knees, Bryan helped Kate put on the lace bra and panties and then her outfit, a ribbed white sleeveless sweater and a pair of stretch denim jeans so tight they looked like they’d been painted on her body. He readied her earrings and her other jewelry–a necklace, a bangle, a bevy of ostentatious rings–and went back to his knees while Kate admired herself in the mirror.
“How do I look?” she asked.
“You look lovely,” he said, jealousy beginning to rise up in his throat like bile.
“I hope Carter thinks so,” said Kate. “I mean, he’s dumb and kind of a douchebag, but when I get him going… my oh my, is it a fun time. I’ll record it again for you, Bry, this way you can listen to it the next time we’re at Vanessa’s.”
Great, thought Bryan.
Kate turned one way and then the other, admiring her profile in the mirror. “So many men hit on me when I go out, even when I’m with a date. They ask to buy me a drink or dinner and promise they’d take such good care of me if they were my boyfriend… but of course I tell them I already have a boyfriend, and he’s the sweetest, best boyfriend I can imagine.” She looked at Bryan in the mirror. “You’ve made me very happy, Bry. And your birthday is coming up, so I decided to get you something. Stay here.”
Giddily, Kate disappeared into the hallway, opening up the closet. She came back with a small pink shopping bag, full of white and pink tissue paper. She handed it to Bryan.
“Open it,” she said eagerly.
Bryan slowly took the tissue paper out, almost afraid to see what was inside. It was a thin golden hoop, roughly the width of a football at its widest part. Bryan didn’t know what he was looking at.
“It’s a forever collar,” Kate said excitedly. “Vanessa talked me into getting one for you. It unscrews with this custom little key wrench and can’t come off any other way unless you, like, go to the ER or something and they use a medical saw. Isn’t it neat?”
Neat was one way to describe it. To Bryan it felt like the next step in their strange journey, one that made him worry just how deep they’d go down the rabbit hole. Hadn’t she debased him enough? Hadn’t her ego been satisfied with his neverending humiliation and emasculation? Then again, Bryan could’ve put an end to it at any time… and didn’t. Maybe he and Kate were made for each other in this way–sadist and masochist–two parts of one kinky whole. He knew it would take much, much more before he truly started to doubt his relationship with Kate and he wondered if by then he would’ve been too far gone to ever come back.
He took the forever collar out of the bag. It was heavy in his hands and he could see it was inscribed with a familiar phrase on the inside of it: “Property of Kate Summers.”
“I love it,” he said, unsure anymore what part of that was devoted act versus reality.
Kate gave him a smirking grin.
“I knew you would,” she said.
THE END
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