
        
            
                
            
        

    

  Table of Contents


  
        1.  Seduced At Work

        2.  An Affair Begins

        3.  Owned by A Married Woman

        4.  Working With A Goddess

        5.  Mrs. White

        6.  Jasmine’s Show

        7.  Chore Boy

        8.  Jasmine’s Big Surprise

   



 
  


 
   
    Copyright Katt Ford 2022 
 
    Kindle Edition 
 
    All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen 
 
    Would you like to be notified when I publish new books? Go to my Author Page and click the big yellow Follow button: 
 
    Author Page 
 
    Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter here! 
 

  

  
    
  
  
  Jasmine's Office Toy: Parts 1-8 Complete

      
 
  1. Seduced At Work
 
      
 
    “Holy shit, look at you!” 
 
    Jasmine laughed. That rich dark laugh she had that sounded the way molten chocolate might sound if it could sing. Of course, I didn’t think of it like that back then. At least, not consciously. Trying to separate the way I feel about this woman now from the way I did back then is more or less an impossible task, and it’s not one I’m all that interested in even trying to perform. We all know, course, in our different ways, that the past plays its part in writing the present. What’s less well acknowledged is that the present rewrites the past, too. There’s no way for me to think back to those days without having to acknowledge how things have changed. There’s no way to think about Jasmine back then that isn’t a form of thinking about her now. And thinking about her now only ever has a single outcome. A messy tangle of confusion and regret and disbelief and even a strange sort of admiration. And desire, of course. Always desire. 
 
    Jasmine laughed when I spoke, pleased by my honest reaction to the way she looked. It was a bright morning, seemingly just like any other, my coworkers arriving one by one in the office that we share. And it’s not my present feelings about Jasmine that force me to admit that I look forward to seeing her, each and every day, as much as it is a desire to be truthful. This story can only ever be subjective. I can only tell you what I saw, what I felt, what I think happened and what I believe was going on behind it all. But I don’t know for sure. Just one guy’s opinion.  
 
    Still, I can say with confidence now that I always looked forward to seeing her, that she was a reliable bright spot in what would otherwise have been some very dull and uninteresting days. Maybe I wouldn’t have said that at the time. Maybe I wouldn’t have been willing to admit that. But now, I can say it, and know that it’s true. Honestly, at least of a certain sort, is one thing she has given me. 
 
    “You don’t like it?” Jasmine asked. But her warm brown eyes shone as she spoke, and again, I thought of liquid chocolate. Her delicate eyebrows climbed her flawless forehead, her strong white teeth showing between parted lips that had a faint tan color that helped to bring them out even against her olive -colored skin. She had no right to be that tanned so close to winter. Other women spend a fortune to have their skin glow like that. Then again, there was hardly anything about Jasmine that other women didn’t envy. 
 
    “No, I like it,” I said as I smiled at her. “I like it a lot. I’m just wondering how I’m supposed to get any work done today with you looking like that.” 
 
    Jasmine laughed again. After all, that was the way we talked to each other. We had worked together for years, and it didn’t take long after first meeting her for me to start flirting with her. It wasn’t even necessarily something I intended; just something that happened. A natural reaction drawn out of me by the presence of a beautiful woman.  
 
    Because she was undoubtedly that. There are plenty of babes in the office where we work, but still, she managed to stand out. Thirty-two years old, and seemingly growing more beautiful with each passing year. Her straight chestnut hair matched her eyes and her tanned complexion, the highlights glowing like caramel, the low lights heading toward mahogany. She was tall, nearly as tall as me, especially in her high heels. Those same high heels, whenever she wore them, served to emphasize the unignorable sex appeal of her body. Jasmine was curvy in a way that most women would pay a fortune for, that many women spend hours in the gym to achieve. Maybe she did, too. But there always seemed to be something effortless about her beauty, even if it was all an act. No matter how or when she showed up to the office, Jasmine never looked bad, as though she were incapable of it.  
 
    Still, there are different degrees of desirability. And on that day, as I looked her unabashedly up and down, I had to admit that my coworker rarely looked so good. 
 
    “What is it?” I said, peering closer at what she was wearing. 
 
    “It’s a corset shirt,” Jasmine said, smiling as she let me look. 
 
    “I never heard of that before,” I muttered. But looking at what my sexy coworker was wearing, I could see at once what she meant. Her shirt with a crisp white that should have been entirely appropriate for the office. But the front buttons were missing, replaced instead by a kind of steel peg and loop fastener that I had never seen on a shirt before. It was, as Jasmine said, more like the kind of thing you would see on the front of a corset. And that shirt clung tightly to her torso, accentuating her hourglass figure, and I could see the vertical lines that ran down the front of the garment, and I wondered if they contained some kind of boning to enhance what was already an incredible figure. The shirt had a high collar, but the neck was open quite low, showing off the beginnings of Jasmine’s cleavage. She wore the shirt tucked into a red leather skirt that hugged her hips, shining in the bright office light every time she moved. The skirt was kneelength, but I could see that beneath it she wore a pair of black fishnet stockings with a wide mesh that drew my eyes inevitably to her lovely legs. Her feet disappeared into a pair of black patent leather high-heeled pumps. 
 
    Our office never had a strict dress code. It kind of went without saying that we were all supposed to dress appropriately. And it would be difficult for anyone to say that Jasmine’s outfit wasn’t appropriate. But somehow, she had found a way to really push the envelope. Gazing at her beautiful body from my own desk, I wasn’t about to complain. 
 
    “It’s new. Jim bought it for me.” 
 
    “He has good taste,” I said. And I knew that Jasmine would see the meaning behind my words, too. Jim was a lucky guy. Jasmine was married to him before I ever met her. And the existence of her husband was maybe the only thing that had kept me from crossing the line from workplace Flotation to something more serious. But that day, as I stared at her with her obvious approval, I found myself wondering what it must be like to be married to a woman as gorgeous as this. Fun, clearly. But I couldn’t help feeling it would come with a substantial helping of insecurity too. 
 
    “I’m amazed he lets you leave the house looking like that,” I said, making Jasmine laughed again. 
 
    “Why? You think it’s too much?” 
 
    And as she spoke, Jasmine actually twirled on the spot. I sat back in my chair, watching the light shine on the red leather that covered her shapely ass, noticing the laces that ran in a zigzag pattern up the back of her shirt, emphasizing its similarities with an actual corset. She was a woman who enjoyed attention, and she never tried to hide that fact. But that day, she seemed to have outdone herself. And I never bothered to wonder why. 
 
    “No, it’s not too much,” I said, “if you’re interviewing for a position of the madam of a burlesque troupe.” 
 
    Jasmine laughed again as she turned to face me. 
 
    “I’m not,” she said, “but it never hurts to keep your options open.” 
 
    “Well, let me know when tickets go on sale,” I joked. “I’ll be there, front row. Opening night.” 
 
    “I bet you will,” she smiled. Turning away from me, she headed toward her own desk. I watched her go, her tight leather skirt creaking faintly as her hips swayed, her high heels thumping rhythmically on the floor, and I felt that spasm of desire for her that was in no way a joke, that was deadly serious in the way only desire can be. 
 
    “Oh, you’re just gonna walk away from me now?” I called after her retreating back. “Just gonna show me the outfit and then leave me here by myself?” 
 
    Pausing for a moment, Jasmine turned to smile at me over her shoulder. Her dark hair trailed across her shoulders, hiding the top of the black laces of the shirt that climbed her slender back. I wasn’t being kind. I wasn’t trying to flatter her. My coworker looked absolutely incredible, and I felt unable to do anything but let her know that. As if she didn’t know already. 
 
    “For now,” she grinned. “But at least you get to watch me walk away.” 
 
    And she did. And I sat in my chair at my desk, watching her, barely even considering that some of my coworkers might see the way I gazed lustfully after her. 
 
    When Jasmine finally disappeared from my sight, I turned back to my desk and tried to get on with my work. Tried not to think about her, as impossible as it might seem. But all day long, I was haunted by visions of her, my more or less always present lust for my coworker ignited to a fever pitch by the provocative outfit she had decided to wear today for whatever reason. 
 
    I didn’t know then what I know all too well now. Jasmine’s beauty, and even her sexy outfit that day, were a trap, and I was her target. And yet, even after everything that has happened, even after all the madness and the chaos, the frustration, the torment of unrelieved desire, if I could go back right now to that day, knowing everything that started from there, I wouldn’t hesitate. I would do it all again. 
 
    ***** 
 
    The day passed slowly. I was joking when I told Jasmine it would be hard to work with her looking the way she did, but I also wasn’t. The hours crawled by as I tried and failed not to think of her. And from time to time, in the office, I would catch another glimpse of her, and every time, I would feel lust growl inside me all over again. I would feel my heart contract with the pure force of wanting her so badly and knowing I couldn’t have her. All these years working together, and now I was practically pining after the woman, as smitten as a horny teenager who’s never seen a real and beautiful woman in the flesh. 
 
    But even the slowest hours pass eventually. And finally, after a workday to forget, I could look at the clock and see the freedom was approaching. Five o’clock was just around the corner, and I had no big plans for the night, but I knew that whatever I did with my evening, my beautiful coworker would be in my thoughts. But at least I wouldn’t have to see her. At least I could think about her freely and not worry about being seen lusting after her. 
 
    And then, she appeared. Walking toward my desk with her body swaying in her high heels, her eyes shining and her lips smiling and her clothes straining around her as though struggling to contain that unbelievable body. I was glad for the cover of the desk I sat behind as she approached. It had been a while since any woman got me hard just from looking at her fully clothed. But that was exactly what Jasmine was doing. And I didn’t want her or anyone else I worked with to know just how overcome I was by her looks. 
 
    Stopping at my desk, she paused for a moment. Her dark hair hung down around her face as she leaned forward, her fingertips on the top of my desk. It took everything I had not to look down the front of her shirt to where her magnificent breasts pressed against the fabric, accentuated by the narrow waist the unusual shirt she wore emphasized. Her smile suggested she knew the effect she was having on me. After all, she hadn’t dressed that way because it was comfortable. And I forced a smile onto my face while my heart pounded in my chest, suddenly nervous around this woman I had known for years. 
 
    “What are you doing tonight?” she said. Her voice was low, as though she didn’t want to be overheard by our coworkers, and its own way, that made my heart flutter even more in my chest as I wondered where this conversation was going. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said quickly. 
 
    “Want to get a drink?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Jasmine’s smile deepened. My agreement was a foregone conclusion, and she probably knew that. As she straightened up, I shut down my computer, grabbing my jacket from the back of my chair. 
 
    “You can drive,” she said as I rose to my chair. 
 
    “Okay,” I said again. 
 
    Jasmine walks beside me as we headed out of the office. If anyone noticed her slip into the passenger seat of my car, they gave no sign of it. I found myself wishing I kept my car a little cleaner as I got behind the steering wheel and turned on the engine. Neither of us said a word as we pulled out of the parking lot, leaving Jasmine’s own car behind, waiting for her to return. 
 
    “Where do you want to go?” I asked. 
 
    “Anywhere, really,” Jasmine said, not turning to look at me and instead staring out of the window at the drab suburban scenery flashing past. “Isn’t there place just up here?” 
 
    “The Village? Okay,” I said. I knew the place, had even been there once or twice, though not for a long time. Turning down a side street, I saw the sign for the bar and followed it, steering my car into a parking space close to the door. As I killed the engine, Jasmine opened the door and swung her legs out, her high heels making noisy contact with the pavement of the parking lot. Getting out and locking the car, I caught up with her, springing forward to open the door of the bar for her and making her smile at my politeness, even as I took the opportunity to check out her ass again. It was just as desirable as ever, tightly wrapped in red leather, her admirable curves sending a shockwave of desire through me. Jasmine strode toward a table in the quiet bar, and I followed, still wondering what her game was but eager not to do anything to put her off. She sat down on one seat, and I sat down in the other, and I hardly dared to breathe for fear I might jeopardize whatever this was that was happening between us. 
 
    Jasmine said nothing. Neither did I. Her eyes were down, looking at the table in front of her, shielded by her eyelids that bore the faintest dusting of gray powder and her long eyelashes that fluttered as she shifted her gaze. I was entranced by her long neck as it disappeared into the open collar of her striking shirt, not to mention the deep plunge of the shirt itself and the body that lay beneath it. Jasmine didn’t even look at me until a pretty waitress appeared to take our drink orders. She ordered a martini, and I ordered a beer, and the waitress headed toward the bar to get our orders, and we waited. We were almost the only people there at that early hour. The drinks soon arrived. 
 
    “Cheers,” I said, lifting my glass. I said it as much to break the silence as anything. Jasmine raised her eyes from the table and lifted her glass, clinking it mechanically against mine. She took a careful sip, her lipstick nevertheless leaving a faint smudge on the edge of the glass. And I swallowed the cool beer, the alcohol doing nothing to calm my nerves as I wondered what was going on here. 
 
    “How long have we worked together now?” Jasmine said at last, her eyes narrowing slightly as she spoke. 
 
    “Couple of years,” I shrugged. 
 
    “Guess so,” she said softly. “Time flies, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Depends what you do with it.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, I find the busier you are doing stuff, the quicker time goes. Spend two hours waiting for a plane, and it feels like forever. But if you’re doing something fun, a day just goes by like that.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess that’s true. Having fun makes time go faster. No wonder it feels like I’ve been married forever.” 
 
    I chuckled, more out of nervousness than genuine amusement. But Jasmine wasn’t smiling. She was staring right at me now, those deep brown eyes seeming almost black in the dim light of the bar. Uncertain of myself, I took another gulp of my beer. 
 
    “Problems at home?” I said as I set my glass down. 
 
    “I shouldn’t be talking to you about this,” Jasmine said. But she didn’t get up to leave. As she lifted her own glass again and took another careful sip, I caught the faint scent of her perfume, and it made me dizzy in a way the beer I was drinking had no power to do. Warmth seemed to emanate from her body, calling to me, making me desire her more than ever, and I felt a faint sense of shame as I was forced to acknowledge that there was a tiny spark of hope growing in my heart at what she had said about her marriage. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said reassuringly. “We’re friends. You can tell me if you want. It won’t go any further, I promise.” 
 
    A faint smile lifted the corners of Jasmine’s full lips, just for a moment. She seemed to hesitate a moment longer. Then, she lifted her glass to her lips and tipped it all the way back, draining it in one go. As I watched in astonishment, she set the glass down on the table and raised her hand, signaling the waitress. She ordered another drink, and the waitress hurried off to bring it to her. Meanwhile, Jasmine sighed and turned toward me. 
 
    “It’s not bad,” she said. “It’s just… boring. I’m bored of being married. There. I said it.” 
 
    But sitting across the table from her, I didn’t know what to say. The waitress reappeared with Jasmine’s drink and disappeared with hardly a word said. I took another drink of my beer, trying to wrap my head around the situation. Yes, we were friends. Yes, we had a great rapport at work, with our flirtatious little conversations. But that was as far as things had ever gone between us. We had never spent time together socially, never even had a drink together until that day. Why Jasmine chose to confide in me was a mystery. Though of course, if I tried to guess why she might be doing it, I could come up with an answer. Wishful thinking, perhaps. Or maybe not. Maybe there was more going on here than I thought. 
 
    Of course, there was. Much more, as I now know. But I didn’t find that out for a while yet. 
 
    “Well, that sucks,” I said. “I mean, I’ve never been married, so I don’t really know what it’s like. But I’ve been in some long-term relationships before. It happens. Things can get stale.” 
 
    “I know,” Jasmine groaned. “We tried so hard not to let it. We tried everything.” 
 
    “Have you been to therapy?” 
 
    “So much therapy,” Jasmine said, her dark hair shining as she shook her head. “It helped, for a while. They had some okay ideas, but nothing I couldn’t come up with by myself. You have to rekindle that spark, they said. Date each other again. Things like that. And we did. We do. But at the end of the day, when we climb into bed together, it’s just me and Jim again. The same guy. For the rest of my life.” 
 
    She took another healthy swallow of her drink. I paused for a moment, weighing my response. 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” I said at last, noncommittally. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Jasmine said. “I don’t want my marriage to be over. I still love Jim, and he loves me. But there just isn’t that spark that used to be there. You know what I mean? When you can’t stop thinking about someone? When all you want is to be with them? When you feel like you’ll die if you can’t have them?” 
 
    “Yeah. I do.” 
 
    Jasmine paused. Her pupils dilated slightly as she looked at me, as though she was seeing me for the first time. The ring on her finger shone treacherously in the light as she placed her hand on mine. And the warmth and softness of her skin, the electric jolt of that first contact, was almost enough to make me snatch my hand away from her. Almost. But not quite. 
 
    “You want me, don’t you?” Jasmine said. Her voice was quiet now, little more than a whisper as she leaned forward, her face framed by her silken hair. The smile had returned to her face, a devious smile this time, and I felt her fingers moving over the back of my hand. “Or is it just some harmless office flirtation? Just something to pass the time?” 
 
    “No, I wouldn’t say that,” I said. My mouth was dry now, the blood roaring in my ears, and unbelievably, it seemed that the thing I had been darkly hoping for, the thing I barely dared to admit to myself that I wanted, might be on the verge of happening. Under the table, my cock swelled into life, rising and fattening as the possibility of sex with Jasmine bloomed right in front of me. 
 
    “I think you’re gorgeous,” I said, clearing my throat. “I can’t imagine any man getting bored of you, ever. I think your husband should be worshiping the ground you walk on, and if I was married to you, I would make sure you knew just how I felt about you. But I’m not.” 
 
    “No. You’re not,” Jasmine said. Lifting her hand off mine at last, she sat back in her chair, and I was almost surprised by the disappointment I felt to have her no longer touching me. “But maybe that’s a good thing.” 
 
    I almost jumped as I felt something new. Something touching me underneath the table. It took me only a moment to figure out that Jasmine was touching me. Her high-heeled shoe was pressing against my thigh, and she smiled at me over the table as her foot moved slowly upward. Soon, her toe was pressing right into my groin, and my cock surged and throbbed at the unusual sensation. 
 
    “Someone’s excited,” Jasmine giggled, and I tried not to groan as the toe of her shoe traced the shape of my cock through the pants I wore. “I really do turn you on, don’t I?” 
 
    “So much, Jasmine,” I said breathlessly. “But — you were always married. I couldn’t ever do anything about it. It was driving me crazy today in this outfit you’re wearing. You look amazing.” 
 
    “Flattery will get you everywhere,” Jasmine grinned. She lifted her glass to her lips again and took another drink, and all the while, her foot continued to move over my cock. My own beer Sete on the table, abandoned. I couldn’t think about anything but her. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here,” she said. Without waiting for a response from me, she raised her hand toward the waitress again. The waitress appeared, and Jasmine ordered the check, and the waitress went to fetch it, and all the while, her foot didn’t leave my crotch. Instead, it shifted slightly, toying with my throbbing manhood, driving me to ever greater heights of lust until I was putty in her hands. 
 
    Jasmine wordlessly slid the bill toward me, and I pulled out a credit card. The waitress scanned it, and I barely heard her wish us good night, focused as I was on the woman sitting opposite me. Finally lifting her foot from between my legs, Jasmine turned in her seat and stood. I practically sprang to my feet, holding my hands in front of me, trying to hide the obvious erection that bulged in the front of my pants as I followed Jasmine across the nearly empty bar, through the door, out into the parking lot where my car waited. 
 
    I unlocked the car and climbed inside. Jasmine lowered her gorgeous body into the passenger seat beside me. I slid the key into the ignition and was about to turn it when Jasmine stopped me, lightly laying her fingers on my hand. 
 
    “Let’s just stay here for a minute,” she said. 
 
    “Okay,” I said at once, letting my hand fall away from the keys. She looked so beautiful in the falling light that as I turned toward her, I couldn’t keep myself from lunging closer, eager to kiss her. But seeing what I was up to, Jasmine placed her hand on my chest and pushed me firmly away, laughing as she did it. 
 
    “I’m not going to have sex with you,” she said. “Not today. No matter how badly you want it. After all, I’m a married woman.” 
 
    “I know,” I groaned. “But what about what you just said in the bar? About how bored you are?” 
 
    “That was all true,” Jasmine acknowledged. “And I have to admit, this is kind of fun. Definitely not boring, anyway. But that doesn’t mean I’m just going to jump into bed with you. If you want that, you’re going to have to earn it.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, grinning at her. Her eyes moved over my face, and I could almost see the gears turning in her mind. 
 
    “An office affair,” she said quietly. “Such a cliché. But you work with what you have. Want to be my little boy toy, my bit on the side? My office toy?” 
 
    “God, yes, I do,” I said sincerely, making Jasmine laugh again. 
 
    “Good. That’s a good start. But for now, we’ll have to leave it there. Still, I can at least help you out with this.” 
 
    Jasmine’s leather skirt creaked as she shifted in her seat, reaching over toward me. And I gasped as she took hold of the bulge of my cock in my pants. Leaning further forward, she skillfully unzipped my pants and reached inside, and just like that, the coworker I had been flirting with for two years was holding my cock in her hand. Carefully, she pulled it out into the light, and I glanced desperately around the darkening parking lot, making sure no one could see us. But no one could. And Jasmine didn’t seem to care. Her soft warm hand moved up and down my cock, and I pressed myself back against my seat, gritting my teeth as pleasure swelled inside me. 
 
    “This is the first cock I’ve seen since I started dating Jim,” Jasmine said. “It’s very different from his. Nice, though. You know, I found myself wondering once or twice over the years what your cock looks like. But I’m married, so I tried not to think like that. And now here I am, giving you a handjob in the parking lot after work.” 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I grunted. Jasmine laughed. She knew exactly what she was doing, and her hand slid up and down my cock, squeezing faintly, completely in control and knowing exactly what she was doing. And I didn’t even try to hold back the orgasm that erupted inside me. My cock surged in her hand, and I launched my cum into the air, my seed splattering on the steering wheel and falling to stain my pants while Jasmine laughed and continued stroking, milking my cock of every last drop. 
 
    “God, that was so naughty,” she said as she lifted her hand from my slowly shrinking member. I watched in disbelief as she lifted her hand to her mouth and wrapped her lips around it, tasting a drop of my cum that had landed on her skin. Her eyes were glowing above her hand, staring deep into mine, as though she could see right to the heart of me. And as I stuffed my cock clumsily back into my pants, she kept smiling, delighted with what she had just done. 
 
    “Drive me back to my car,” she said, reaching for her seatbelt at last. “I have to get home to my husband. But we should do this again sometime.” 
 
  
  
 
  
  
   
    2. An Affair Begins 
 
      
 
    Even as my after-work adventure with Jasmine was happening, it was hard to believe it was real. And with time, it only got harder. The thought that this beautiful married woman had done something so outrageous with me just didn’t seem to compute in some level of my brain. Of course I had always wanted Jasmine. Given the way she looked and the way she was, I would have to be crazy not to. But I had never thought anything would happen between us. I had never really considered it as a possibility. Stuff like that happened in movies, I thought, but not in real life. At least, not to me. I had slept with women I worked with in the past, though not at this company. But none of them had been married. I had never been the third person in an affair like this. And I wasn’t at all sure how I felt about it. 
 
    I was sure about one thing, though. I wanted Jasmine more than ever now that I knew she wanted me too. That all the flirting we engaged in was more than just a game, that it had an element of reality to it. Real desire. Real risk. I was almost ashamed to admit it to myself, but that thought excited me. And I didn’t want to damage the woman’s marriage, but she didn’t seem to care too much about that, so why should I? 
 
    Still, going into work the day after our adventure in the restaurant parking lot was a nerve-racking experience. As usual, I was at work before Jasmine was. And while normally, I would wait for her to show up with some low-level excitement, this time, it was pure nervousness. I didn’t know how I was supposed to act. I didn’t know how she would behave. Clearly, despite the years I had known her, Jasmine had a side to her that was way beyond anything I had anticipated. It made her even more exciting, but it made me nervous, too. 
 
    And before long, she showed up. Her outfit that day wasn’t as provocative as what she had worn the day before, but that didn’t mean she looked anything less than sexy. She was wearing a suit jacket that flared out from her waist, accentuating her hips, and a pair of dark pants that were cut tight around her body, emphasized by her high heels. Underneath the jacket she wore a plain white T-shirt with a modest V neck. She looked good in a put-together and professional sort of way. And maybe the pants were a little tighter than they needed to be, a little more figure-hugging the most other women would wear to the office. After the bar she set day before, her outfit seemed completely modest. Of course, that didn’t mean it didn’t turn me on. After what we had done together, just the sight of her was enough to do that. I remembered the feel of her hand around my cock, and the way she had raised that same hand to her mouth to taste my cum once she had finished me off in the car, and a tremor of arousal spread through my body. 
 
    And Jasmine smiled when she saw me. As soon as she stepped into the office, her face lit up, her eyes glowing brightly and those desirable dimples appearing on either side of her full lips. I was nervous and unsure of myself after everything that happened, but Jasmine didn’t seem to be in any way unsure of herself. And that smile gave me an almost embarrassing feeling of hope. I hadn’t really thought about it, but as soon as I saw her step into the office, I was forced to confront part of what had been making me nervous. That Jasmine would regret what we had done. That she would feel ashamed of betraying her husband like that and would try to pretend our adventure had never happened. If she did, I knew, I wouldn’t argue. Even if I wanted her more badly than ever, I wasn’t going to beg. But before she even said a word, just with that smile alone, I saw that Jasmine didn’t regret what had happened. And my cock surged in my pants not only at the sight of her, but at the thought that maybe we could take this unexpected game even further next time. 
 
    “Hi, Chris,” Jasmine said as she approached my desk. There was nothing unusual about that, of course.  Jasmine stopped to chat with me every morning, the indisputable highlight of my day, and none of my coworkers would find it at all surprising to see her there. It was only my own guilty conscience that made it feel so meaningful and monumental. 
 
    “Hi,” I managed to say, grateful that my voice didn’t crack embarrassingly as I spoke. Even though it felt like it would. Even though my heart was racing. I hadn’t felt so nervous around a woman since I was an awkward teenager. Our office flirtation had always been so easy and comfortable. But now that it was more than flirtation, I found myself struggling. Jasmine’s beauty made it difficult to concentrate, and that beauty had never seemed more available to me than it did now. As hard as it normally was to focus on work when Jasmine was around, I knew it was going to be ten times as hard now. 
 
    “Doing anything later?” 
 
    Ordinarily, the question might have seemed innocent enough. But after what had happened between us, it was anything but. 
 
    “Nothing special,” I said carefully. 
 
    “Good to know. Want to do something? With me?” 
 
    Jasmine’s smile never faltered. She was as bold as could be, propositioning me right there in the office. None of our coworkers were close enough to hear, but still, I glanced around quickly before answering. Somehow, I seemed to be more concerned about people learning the truth about us than she was, even though she was the one who had a marriage to lose. 
 
    “Uh, ok,” I feebly said. 
 
    “Good,” Jasmine grinned. “You can come to my place after work.” 
 
    It wasn’t so much a question as a statement. And Jasmine didn’t even wait to see my reaction. She just said the words then turned away, heading to her own desk as though it were a foregone conclusion. Of course, she was right about that. What was I going to do? Say no? I didn’t feel remotely capable of that. And why would I want to? And the implication of what she was saying seemed clear. I wasn’t going to her place to play bridge, that much I knew. 
 
    Her confidence was one of the sexiest things about her. But all through that day at work, my mind was assailed by doubts. Why were we going to her house? Wouldn’t her husband be there? In the hours that followed, I had plenty of time to consider what might be going on. Were they swingers? Were they one of those couples looking for a third person to join them and spice up their sex life? I wasn’t interested in that. I consider myself fairly open-minded when it comes to sex, but I wanted Jasmine all to myself, and the idea of another man being in any way involved repulsed me. 
 
    And rack my brains as I might and did all throughout long day of waiting, I never even guessed what was coming my way. I lacked the imagination to conceive of what this woman was up to. In the end, Jasmine was far too creative, too sexy, too wild for me. 
 
    At last, the end of the day rolled around. I saw Jasmine coming from the corner of my eye, the sexy sway of her body drawing my attention whether I wanted it to or not, and I raised my eyes my computer to watch her approach. Just seeing her was enough to suppress my doubts and fears, at least for the moment. The sight of her was enough to convince me to go along with whatever it was she had in mind. The promise of sex with Jasmine was too tempting to let fear and doubt get in the way. Every cell in my body seemed to scream at me to man up and do what it took to get what I wanted. That, I suppose, was what Jasmine relied on. 
 
    “Come on,” she said as she stood in front of my desk, smiling down at me. “You can follow me in your car.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. Rising from my desk, I followed Jasmine out of the office, entranced by the swaying motion of her ass in those tight pants, ready to put aside all caution and common sense if it would get me closer to this extraordinary woman. 
 
    Outside, without a word, she climbed into her car, and I climbed into mine. She pulled out of the office parking lot, and I followed. And once she reached the main road, Jasmine took off. 
 
    Swearing under my breath, I stepped on the gas to follow her. I had never seen her drive before, but I had never imagined that she drove like this. She was reckless, weaving in and out of traffic, as though she couldn’t wait to get home and put whatever plan she was working on into action. That thought kept my cock throbbing away between my legs as I drove, even as most of my attention was focused on trying to keep up with her. I swore at the cars that got in my way, cursed the innocent commuters that stood between me and my goal. A green light turned yellow, and Jasmine gunned her engine as she raced through it, and I was forced to step on the brakes. As I watched her car race off down the street, soon hidden from my view by traffic emerging from both sides of the cross street, I felt almost sick with loss. I didn’t have her phone number back then. I couldn’t call and see where she had gone. Dimly, I suspected that this was all part of the game. That my coworker wanted me to literally chase her, as if to prove how badly I wanted her. And the prospect of missing out on what I was sure would be some thrilling sex showed me just how badly I wanted this as I growled and cursed the traffic light that seemed determined not to change and despised everyone around me for getting in my way. 
 
    Finally, the light did change. I raced away from the stop line, the tires of my car screeching on the road. Someone behind me honked their horn, and I spat a crude insult in my rearview mirror as my car accelerated. At the same time, I scanned the traffic ahead, looking for Jasmine’s car with despair that increased by the second. And when I finally saw her, stopped at a light a few blocks ahead, I sighed with relief. I pulled up beside her and saw her turn her head to smile at me, waggling her fingers in a playful little wave. I smiled back. Even though I didn’t feel much like smiling at that point. I was stressed out and aggravated, and it was all because of her. But clearly, my married coworker had a certain way she wanted this little game to go, and that was what was going to happen. 
 
    When the light changed to green, Jasmine raced away again. But this time, I was prepared for it. Accelerated aggressively, I slipped in behind her car, staying tight against her rear bumper to make sure she couldn’t give me the slip again. She continued to drive erratically, barely signaling her intentions to turn before whipping down a side street, but I stayed with her. In the maze of suburban streets that followed, I quickly lost my bearings, but the truth is, I didn’t care much where I was. All that mattered was her car right in front of me, unable to lose me now that we had escaped the worst of the traffic, the red glow of her rear lights like a promise of heaven before me as I followed them blindly into a part of the city I had never seen before. 
 
    The classic suburban neighborhood. Big houses with well manicured lawns and middle-class cars parked in the driveways or pulling one after another into the garages. I had no idea what Jasmine earned, but it couldn’t be much different to what I made. And yet I couldn’t afford a house like this. The joys of being married, I suppose, that dual income helping to make a McMansion like these affordable. Of course, that was none of my business either. And it wasn’t like I was there to audit the woman’s taxes. These idle thoughts occurred to me as I followed her slowing car through streets that all seem to be named a variation on a theme, but I didn’t really care. It was the thought of sex with her that animated me, that made my heart pump in my chest and kept my eyes glued to her car, desperate to make sure she didn’t get away again. For me, for now, that was all that mattered. 
 
    Finally, Jasmine pulled in to the driveway of a large house with a fake Greek style portico, if that’s what they call it, above the door. The garage door opened soundlessly as she drove her car inside, and I pulled up on the driveway just outside. I sprang out of my car, suspecting perhaps some last-minute trickery from her, as though she might dash into the house and lock the door behind me as part of whatever teasing game she was playing. But she didn’t. As I stepped under the open door of the garage, Jasmine stepped out of her car, her high heels echoing on the concrete floor. The large door swung closed behind us, shutting out the daylight and the prying eyes of the neighbors. Finally, for the first time in all the years I had known her, the two of us were alone together in a room where no one could see us. And without a word, Jasmine threw her arms over my shoulders and pulled me close to her. She leaned up out of her high heels on her tiptoes, and as she pressed her soft full lips against mine, I remembered how she wouldn’t let me kiss her the day before. Clearly, something had changed since. I wasn’t inclined to waste too much time wondering exactly what it might be. 
 
    “My husband’s not coming home tonight,” Jasmine said in a soft voice as she finally lifted her lips from mine. Her eyes were half closed as she spoke, the grin still very much on her face as she looked up at me. Finally, all my doubts melted away. This was happening. I was having an affair with the sexiest woman I worked with, and if she didn’t care about betraying her husband, there was no reason I should. 
 
    Untangling her arms from my neck at last, Jasmine stepped away from me, but only enough to take my hand in hers. Turning, she led me toward the door and the side of the garage, the one that led into the house. My heart raced in my chest as I followed her. She led me up the few steps into the main part of the house and past the huge kitchen and a living room I barely saw. We climbed more stairs up to her bedroom, and as she led me inside, Jasmine paused at the foot of her huge bed to kiss me again. I kissed her back, frantically, feverishly, my cock throbbing in my pants now and pressing against her gorgeous body as we made out right there in her bedroom. My hands slid around her waist, inside her suit jacket, feeling the warmth and firmness of her beautiful body, and as I reached up toward her shoulders, sliding her suit jacket off, she responded. Her hands moved over the front of my shirt, deftly unfastening the buttons, and I tried not to think about how many times she had done the same in this very room with her husband. She pulled my shirt roughly off my shoulders, lifting her lips away from mine to smile at me, her dark eyes flashing as she held it for moment around my arms. Then she pulled it off, and I pulled my arms free of it. My shirt fluttered to the floor, and already, beautiful Jasmine was reaching for the front of my pants to unfasten my belt. At the same time, I reached for the front of her pants too, pulling down the zipper and struggling with the button that held the tight fabric close around her body. As my pants fell to the floor, I kicked off my shoes and stepped out of them, and Jasmine giggled softly as she took hold of my cock through the fabric of my boxer shorts. Slowly, she stroked it, feeling the desperate hardness of my arousal while I pulled her pants at last down over her hips and let them drop. She lifted her hand from my cock again as I lifted her T-shirt over her head, and as she dropped it to the floor of the bedroom, I stepped forward, pulling her closer against me. I kissed her lips, then kissed her long neck, chasing the warmth of her body ever downward while she sighed in pleasure. Taking hold of her breasts in the bra she still wore, I caressed them, lifting them and gently squeezing them, finding the hardness of her nipples through the lacy black fabric while I hungrily kissed the soft flesh of her cleavage. Her body responding to my touch, her other hand reaching down to caress my cock through my boxer shorts again. Then, she slipped her thumb under the waistband of my underwear and began to pull them down. I helped her, my cock springing out at last in recognition of her almost intolerable beauty. And as she began to stroke my manhood, bare skin on bare skin, I reached behind her and unfastened her bra, sliding the lacy fabric down off her arms and freeing her magnificent breasts. As I took one of her nipples between my lips, I reached down and pulled off her panties, too. At last, Jasmine and I were naked together, something I had often imagined but never really believed would happen. Now it was happening, and I was beyond the point of doubting and questioning and second-guessing. 
 
    Stepping away from me, Jasmine climbed onto the bed. Happily, I followed. She turned over, sitting up as I climbed on top of her, kissing her again. Then she lay back on the bed, her dark hair fanning out around her head to frame that gorgeous face, and I climbed on top of her as she spread her legs, bending her knees and hooking them around my back to pull me closer to her. At the same time, she hooked her arms around my shoulders, pulling me down toward her. I moved to kiss her again, but she turned her mouth away, instead staring deep into my eyes as she spoke. 
 
    “I never cheated on my husband before,” she said in a low voice. “Better make this worth my while. I want you to make me cum, Chris. I want you to make me cum right here in the bed where he fucks me.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said with a grin, and Jasmine’s serious face broke into a smile again. Reaching down, I guided my cock inside her, and we both groaned in pleasure as I felt her tight sex yielding to the intrusion. The wet walls of her pussy wrapped around my cock, and her state of arousal was obvious as I began to slide in and out of her welcoming sex. 
 
    Jasmine moaned. She closed her eyes as she laid her head back on the pillow. Her fingernails dug into my shoulders, her legs wrapped tight around my waist as she clung on to me, her body hanging off mine as I fucked her. I had always wondered what she would be like in bed, but now I had no need to wonder anymore. Jasmine was an active and vocal sex partner, a woman who clearly enjoyed sex and didn’t seem to have many inhibitions about it. I knew the stereotype that beautiful women make for lazy sex partners, but that clearly wasn’t the case with Jasmine. And I couldn’t believe that her husband could ever get bored with a woman like her as feelings of pleasure flowed through my body and I drove my cock into her streaming pussy again and again and again. 
 
    I wanted to cum. In the heat of the moment, I wanted nothing more. At the same time, I wanted to please this woman. I wanted to give her what she wanted. I remembered her half-whispered words, and they excited me. I did everything in my power to hold back my natural impulse, and soon, Jasmine was howling in my ear as I thrust my rock-hard cock into her over and over again. I felt her pussy clench around my cock, shaken by a series of tremors, and as she gasped and screamed, a warm flood of her juices washed over me, and I knew I had succeeded. I had given her an orgasm right there in her marital bed, and I felt like a king as her shaking body still clung to mine, trembling with the power of the bliss I had given her. 
 
    I felt Jasmine’s arms and legs relax their grip on me, just for a moment. She sprawled back on the mattress, her eyes closed again, and I heard her scream loudly as I plunged my cock more forcefully into her than ever. My own orgasm would no longer be denied, and with her sated, I saw my opportunity. I fucked her hard, driving my hips back-and-forth, making the bed shake with our movements. And I growled like an animal as I came inside her, my cock spurting every ounce of my passion deep inside her welcoming body while she lay beneath me, seemingly overcome by the moment we found ourselves in. 
 
    But it turned out Jasmine wasn’t quite as overcome as I had thought. 
 
    With a sigh, I lay down on top of her, suddenly worn out, exhausted by pleasure. I rolled off her, lying naked on the bed beside her, my cock sliding easily out of her well-lubricated pussy. As she climbed out of the bed and walked naked out of the bedroom, heading for the bathroom, I stared up at the ceiling of this unfamiliar bedroom, slowly shaking my head in disbelief. There was no going back from this. I had had sex with a coworker and helped her cheat on her husband, and no matter what happened after this, nothing could undo what we had done. Not that I wanted to. There was no denying Jasmine was a good fuck, every bit as good in bed as I had hoped she would be. And satisfied as I was as I lay there recovering, I already knew I was going to want a repeat performance. 
 
    As Jasmine returned from the bathroom, she paused for a moment in the open door of the bedroom. I lifted my head from the pillow to look up at her. Her bedroom was huge, and her beautiful naked body seemed a long way away from me as she stood there, just looking at me with who knew what thoughts racing through her mind. I wondered if she felt guilty for she had done. I hope she didn’t regret it. And finally, without saying a word, Jasmine raked her dark hair back from her face and sauntered back into the bedroom, moving back toward the bed. I sat up, ready to receive her, but first she stepped over to a door in one wall. As she pushed it open, I saw that she had a walk-in closet, and for a moment, she disappeared inside. When she reappeared, there was a mischievous smile on her face. She strode toward the bed still smiling, her hands behind her back, her naked breasts and her wet pussy totally on display to my hungry eyes as they moved over her approaching body. My cock lay flaccid between my thighs, satiated from what we had just done. But Jasmine was too attractive to me for my cock to stay soft for long in her presence. And as she climbed onto the mattress, I lifted my arms to take her in them, ready for round two. 
 
    So was she. But Jasmine had her own ideas of how things were going to go. Kneeling at my side, she leaned toward me, and I felt again the extraordinary feeling of her soft lips against mine. She lifted her arms, seemingly to embrace me, but she took me by surprise as she suddenly grabbed one of my arms and pulled it back behind me. There was a look of concentration on her face as she grabbed my other arm and pushed it down to my side as well. It all happened so fast I didn’t have time to resist. By the time I realized this wasn’t just the prelude to more sex, it was too late. I felt something hard around my wrists, and when I heard the click of a lock snapping shut, it was all over. Jasmine relaxed, kneeling up again and smiling at me as she waited for me to realize what she had done. As I tried to move my arms, I realized I was caught. She had locked my wrists to the bottom of her headboard with what felt like a pair of handcuffs, and I was trapped, sitting upright with my back against the headboard, unable to go anywhere and completely at her mercy. 
 
    It was a thrilling thought. And the wicked smile Jasmine fixed me with only made it more exciting. 
 
    “Kinky,” I grinned at her. “I didn’t realize you were into this kind of stuff.” 
 
    “You have no idea the kind of stuff I’m into,” Jasmine said darkly. “All this time, while you were drooling over me at the office, did you ever think something like this would happen?” 
 
    “No,” I admitted, “but I’m glad it did.” 
 
    “Be careful what you wish for, Chris,” Jasmine said. 
 
    At the same time, she moved on the mattress beside me. Shifting on her knees, she turned her attention to my lap. By now, my cock was fattening, excited by this strange new development. And as Jasmine took it in her hand again, slowly stroking the tender flesh, my arousal soared, and my cock began to harden. 
 
    “I’m going to use you for my pleasure,” Jasmine said, looking me straight in the eye and smiling as she spoke. “With my husband away, I need a toy to play with. And that’s you. For the rest of the night, everything we do is going to be about my pleasure. Got that, Chris?” 
 
    “Got it, Jasmine,” I said with a smile, hardly able to believe my luck. I had never been tied up in bed before, but I had to admit, it wasn’t the worst thing in the world. And even though I wanted desperately to take this beautiful woman in my arms, to throw her down on the mattress and have my way with her again, the thought of being used as her sex toy for the night definitely had its own kinky appeal. 
 
    “Good,” Jasmine said. “By the time I’m done with you, you’re never going to forget what a married slut can do.” 
 
    

  

 
      
  
   
    3. Owned by A Married Woman 
 
      
 
    Jasmine’s hand moved up and down my cock. Her fluttering fingers drew pleasure wherever they touched, expertly teasing my manhood and making me tremble where I sat up against the headboard of her bed. The handcuffs that held me in position rattled as I tried fruitlessly to free myself, and the sound made Jasmine laugh. She seemed to be having a great time being in charge, and as I stared at her, unable to do anything but endure this maddening teasing, I had to acknowledge that she had rarely looked more beautiful. She was completely unembarrassed, totally confident in her beauty and my desire for her as she continued to manipulate me. And if she felt the slightest trace of guilt doing this in the bedroom she shared with her husband, it didn’t show in her face or in her actions. I groaned as I watched her, and that only encouraged her to tease me more. I wouldn’t call myself sexually inexperienced by any means, but it was clear to me by now that I had never been with a woman like Jasmine before. She was so uninhibited, so sexually free, and apparently so kinky that it was all I could do to keep up. 
 
    In next to no time, Jasmine had my sated cock rock-hard again. I moaned and panted as I looked at her, her beautiful smiling face hovering in front of me as she expertly manipulated my cock. I was a trembling ball of need, and I knew that was exactly how she wanted me, and her sexual power stunned me as she so easily took complete control of my desire. Once she had my cock standing up at attention once again, Jasmine removed her hands, leaving me sitting there twitching desperately while she contemplated her next move. 
 
    “It’s funny,” she said at last, her dark eyes staring into mine, glowing with amusement and excitement and even a trace of malice. “I don’t remember giving you permission to cum. And I feel like my toys shouldn’t cum until I decide they can. If ever.” 
 
    “Well, I couldn’t really help it,” I said. “You’re too fucking sexy, Jasmine.” 
 
    She laughed at that, her dark hair shining against her neck and shoulders as she threw back her head. 
 
    “That’s nice of you to say,” she said. “But it doesn’t change the fact that I’m in charge here, and I decide who gets to cum and when. So from now on, I want you to tell me when you’re getting close. Tell me before it’s too late. Because if you don’t and you cum without my permission again, maybe I won’t want to play with you anymore. You’ll go back to just helplessly lusting after me in the office, and I’ll make sure I wear the sexiest outfits I can get away with to keep you horny and desperate for what you’ll never have again.” 
 
    “You’re evil,” I groaned, making Jasmine laugh again. 
 
    “Maybe I am,” she said. “Maybe I want to be. This is a side of my sexuality I’ve never gotten to explore. My husband would never be into something like this. But with you, my little boy toy, I can be the evil bitch I’ve always secretly wanted to be.” 
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned, while Jasmine giggled again. “Why do I get the feeling I’m in over my head here?” 
 
    “Because you are,” Jasmine said simply. “But don’t worry. It’s really very simple for you. You want to keep fucking me, right?” 
 
    “Of course I do,” I said while my cock throbbed and leaped between my legs. 
 
    “Then all you have to do is exactly what I tell you,” Jasmine said. “Just keep me happy by being an obedient little boy toy, and you’ll get to play with me a lot more in the future. Sound good?” 
 
    “Sounds great,” I said, my voice cracking as Jasmine took hold of my cock once again and slowly stroked it, looking me in the eye all the while. 
 
    “Glad to hear it,” Jasmine said. “Now, let’s see how obedient you can be. Let’s see if you can follow my directions like a good little sex toy.” 
 
    Letting go of her grip on my shaft, Jasmine rose up on her knees. Turning to face me, she lifted her leg and straddled my lap. Reaching down underneath herself, she took hold of my cock again and guided it into her dripping pussy. I could feel our mingled juices lubricating my entry as she sank down on top of me, my cock spreading the tight lips of her pussy easily apart as she impaled herself on me. She sighed in pleasure, and I groaned too, already feeling my pleasure growing inside me and wondering how I could possibly follow her orders. But for now, Jasmine didn’t seem to care about that. Draping her arms over my shoulders, she rode up and down on my cock, the bed bouncing beneath us with the force of her movements. Her pure joy in what she was doing was obvious as she closed her eyes, tipping her head back, her open mouth echoing with her cries of passion that bounced back off the ceiling.  
 
    And soon, I had to close my own eyes, voluntarily depriving myself of the sight of this beautiful woman. I couldn’t look at her anymore if I was going to try and resist the urge to cum. I tried to think of anything else, tried to focus on anything except the sensations I was feeling and the pure sexiness of what was happening. But as Jasmine’s cries of passion filled the bedroom, I could feel my body betraying me. I could feel myself surrendering to the most natural thing in the world, the urge to cum as a beautiful woman rode up and down on my cock. 
 
    In the end, Jasmine beat me to it. I grunted through gritted teeth as I felt her pussy tighten around me again, spasming in the powerful contractions of orgasm. Her cries of passion were deafening in my ears as she moaned and groaned, overtaken by sexual ecstasy. And even as her climax subsided, I braced myself against the bars of her headboard, breathing rapidly and trying to control myself. 
 
    “Jasmine… I’m going to cum…” I growled. 
 
    “Don’t you dare,” she hissed as her eyes snapped open. In a swift movement, she rose off me, my cock sliding out of her warm wet pussy and making me groan in pure frustration to be denied the pleasurable feelings she was giving me. My manhood stood straight up in the air, shining with our mingled juices, throbbing on the very edge of pleasure. And Jasmine stared down at it as she kneeled astride me, her dripping pussy mere inches away, everything I wanted and couldn’t have. 
 
    “Don’t you dare cum, toy boy,” she said again. “Don’t forget who’s pleasure you’re here for. If you can’t control that cock of yours, I’ll have to do it for you.” 
 
    With that, she stood up. I watched as she balanced herself carefully on the bed, one foot on either side of me as I gazed up her in lust and astonishment. She looked absolutely incredible as she stood above me, her legs spread far apart to straddle me as she stepped forward. She placed one hand on the top of my head for balance, and as her pussy drew closer to my face, I could smell the unmistakable aroma of sex. I could see the wetness of her, the juices that shone on her fragrant lips, and as she advanced closer toward me, I knew what she wanted. 
 
    My first thought was of rebellion. This wasn’t what I wanted. Ordinarily, I would’ve been more than happy to lick Jasmine’s gorgeous pussy. But I couldn’t ignore the fact that I had recently cum in it. Still, Jasmine didn’t seem to care. Using her grip on my head, she pulled my face toward her, thrusting her hips forward at the same time so that her wet sex shone just in front of my face. 
 
    “Lick it, boy toy,” she ordered above me. “There’s more than one way to please a woman, and you better learn how to make me happy if you can’t control your orgasms like a good toy.” 
 
    “Jasmine…” I began. But clearly, my new lover was in no mood for an argument. 
 
    “Get to work, slut,” she growled above me. “Lick your mess out of my pussy and make me cum again while I decide what to do with you.” 
 
    I can’t deny it. Her words excited me. This crazy new dominant side of her was totally unexpected, but unbelievably desirable. I always wanted Jasmine, but I wanted her even more now that I was seeing this other aspect to her. I had never been interested in being sexually dominated by a woman before, but now that it was happening, I was finding it irresistible. I was finding it unbelievably exciting, one of the most thrilling experiences I had ever had in my life. 
 
    And so I did as I was told. Reluctantly, I stuck out my tongue and ran it over Jasmine’s shining lips, and the moan of pleasure she gave offered some encouragement as I tasted our sex on my tongue. She thrust her hips forward again, smearing her pussy all over my face, and I licked with growing enthusiasm. Yes, the idea of tasting my own semen disgusted me. But the idea of tasting her pussy thrilled me. And the more she responded to my busy tongue, the more I got into the task she had given me. Soon, I was driving my tongue into the wet folds of her lips, and she was howling in pleasure. She was surrendering herself to it completely, overcome with passion as I ate her out. And I gulped down the wetness that poured out of her, trying not to think about what it consisted of. Trying not to think about what this woman was doing to me, the humiliating nature of the task she had given me. After all, this was what Jasmine wanted. And I wanted her. And she had left me in no way uncertain that if I wanted to play these games again, I was going to have to do it her way. 
 
    Soon, I felt her pussy spasming in orgasm around my tongue again. Soon, I heard her howling, my head bouncing off the headboard as she thrust her hips against me more violently. Her orgasm overtook her like a storm, making her body shake and tremble, making fresh juices pour out of her streaming sex while I lapped them up eagerly, letting them wash away the taste of my own ejaculate. 
 
    As her orgasm slowly subsided, Jasmine stepped away from me. I gazed up at her, my face shining with the juices of her pussy as she smiled down at me. She dropped down onto the mattress beside me, clearly tired out from the multiple orgasms she had had. But her dark eyes were still shining in that way they had, that way that told me this beautiful goddess was far from done with me and our kinky adventure. And as my cock surged and throbbed between my legs, I was glad to know there was more on the way. Glad to know that the night wasn’t over yet. 
 
    For a moment, Jasmine just sat there, looking at me. Her eyes were half closed with fatigue, but the smile never left her face. Not for the first time, I wondered what was going through her head. Was she as amazed at what was happening between us as I was? She certainly had more control over the situation. And maybe she had planned this out, the wild chase through traffic to her house, the handcuffs, the sudden turn toward sexual dominant she had taken. But maybe she too was caught up in something unexpected, the wild sexual chemistry that crackled in the room with us. Maybe she hadn’t expected her plan to go quite this well, or for it to be quite this much fun. But there was no doubt, as I looked into her smiling face, that Jasmine was enjoying every minute of this. And that thought made my heart surge with pleasure as I waited to see what was next. 
 
    Again, Jasmine climbed out of the bed. I watched her naked body disappear from view as she stepped through the open door of the bedroom. Her bare feet were almost silent on the carpeted hallway outside, but I thought I heard her going downstairs. With her gone, I tried again to free myself from the handcuffs, but I soon saw that there was no way. These were no toys, but solid steel implements like the ones cops might use, and the steel bedframe of her bed was just as substantial. The cuffs rattled but held, and I realize that all I was doing was hurting my own wrists as I tried and failed to break free. I was exactly what Jasmine said I was, a boy toy to be used for her pleasure, until she decided otherwise. And my cock kept throbbing as I acknowledged that I wanted that to be a good long time yet. 
 
    Jasmine was gone a while. So long, in fact, that even though my arousal never abated, my nervousness started to creep back. I had known this woman for years, though never quite like this. I was confident that I trusted her. Still, I had no idea what else she might plan. And the truth was, this was more than a game. I was literally helpless to stop her doing anything she wanted with me. She had never struck me as crazy in any way. Then again, I had never suspected she had this kinky side to her, either.  
 
    Plus, there was always the worry that her husband might come home. She had said he was away for the night, but maybe she was wrong. Maybe he would come home early and find me there, naked and aroused and chained helplessly to his bed. It was easy to ignore these fears and doubts when Jasmine was around, my mind taken up completely with her beauty and my desire for her. It was much harder to stay calm when she was gone, especially when she was gone for a while. 
 
    Soon, the smell of food came drifting up the stairs. In all the turmoil of what had been going on, I hadn’t realized how hungry I was. And soon, I heard Jasmine’s footsteps climbing the stairs toward the bedroom, and she appeared through the doorway with a plate in her hands. I watched as she climbed carefully onto the mattress, sitting crosslegged at the foot of the bed as she began to eat a plate of pasta. For a while, the room was silent, only the sound of her chewing keeping me company as I looked at her in disbelief. If anyone could make eating a plate of pasta sexy, it was Jasmine. And the fact that she was totally naked and completely unselfconscious about it certainly helped. But my stomach was growling as I watched her eat, and for the first time since we had left work, I felt a desire for something other than sex with her. 
 
    “Don’t I get any?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” Jasmine said, chewing carefully as she spoke. “You’re not here for me to feed you. You’re here for me to fuck. Boy toys exist to serve, not to be served.” 
 
    Her words hung in the air as she scooped up another forkful of food. She seemed to be taking this whole thing very seriously. And as much as it excited me, I still had my doubts. As sexy she looked sitting there eating, there was more I wanted to do than watch her have dinner. 
 
    After a few more forkfuls of food, Jasmine sat up. Rolling over onto her knees, she inched toward me. Piercing a ravioli shell with her fork she held it out to me. Delicately, I took it off the fork and chewed it, swallowing gratefully. Jasmine smiled as she fed me a few more morsels of food, then set the plate aside. 
 
    “As you can probably guess from that, I’m not planning on releasing you anytime soon,” she said. “I’m having way too much fun keeping you here for me to use whenever I feel like. My husband goes away a lot. I think it could be very convenient having a boy toy I can bring over whenever I’m bored or lonely to keep me happy when he’s not around.” 
 
    “I’m in,” I said, making Jasmine laugh. 
 
    “Yeah, you say that now,” she said. “But that’s because you’re horny and want to fuck. Boys are so simple that way. Once you get turned on, you’ll agree to just about anything. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Pretty much,” I said. At the same time, Jasmine reached forward and took hold of my cock again. It hadn’t softened while we ate. But now it surged aggressively in her hand as she stroked it, and again, I felt my pleasure, never far away, lighting up inside me again at her touch. 
 
    “Anything?” she said softly. “I have a lot of ideas for you, some of them pretty wild. Are you kinky, Chris?” 
 
    “I never really thought I was,” I said, staring deep into her gorgeous eyes. “But I don’t hate this. I mean, I want to cum really badly. But you’re so hot when you take control.” 
 
    “Good,” Jasmine said, her teeth shining in her tanned face as she grinned at me. “I like being in charge. It’s a nice change from the stuff I do with my husband. This is kind of the best of both worlds. I have boring married sex with him, and kinky adventures with you, and I don’t have to choose between an exciting sex life and a happy marriage. This could work out really well. I think I might keep you as a boy toy for a good long time.” 
 
    “God, I hope so,” I sighed. My cock was throbbing wildly in her hand right now, almost on the verge of orgasm, and I struggled internally. I knew I had to tell her, but I worried that would make her take her hand away. That she would keep me forever in the state of arousal without relief. And as wildly exciting as it was, my need to cum was only growing by the second. I had to balance that against the threat she had made that we wouldn’t play like this again if I disappointed her, if I did cum without her permission. Somehow, in less than an hour, this incredible woman had taken total control of my sexuality and made me grateful to her for it. 
 
    “Anything, you say,” Jasmine said, still stroking my cock as she smiled mischievously up at me. “Remember how you said my husband should worship the ground I walk on? Would you do that?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, without hesitation. 
 
    “I like the sound of that,” Jasmine said. “I could stand to have a boy toy worshiping me, begging for sex and not knowing if I’ll give him what he wants. What if I took complete control of your orgasms from now on? What if I owned your cock, and you didn’t get to cum ever again without my permission? How would you feel about that?” 
 
    “That sounds pretty crazy, Jasmine,” I said. 
 
    “It does, doesn’t it?” she said. With one hand still busily stroking my cock, the other swept her dark hair back from her smiling face again. “But it’s hot, isn’t it? That’s what I’ve been thinking about recently. Thinking about actually owning a man’s cock completely. Sometimes, I sit there in the office, and I look over at you working away your desk, and I wonder what would be like to completely own your body and use it as a toy for my pleasure.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Jasmine, I’m getting close,” I growled through gritted teeth, inwardly cursing myself as she lifted her hand away from my throbbing cock. But the things she was saying were driving me wild with desire, and I knew I didn’t want this to end. If she really meant what she said, about continuing this kinky affair, I was all for it. Even at the price of denying myself the orgasm I so desperately craved. 
 
    “Good boy,” Jasmine said admiringly. “See? It’s better when I’m in charge, isn’t it? It’s better when all you have to worry about is doing as you’re told and keep me happy. When you only have to focus on my orgasms and not worry about your own silly little spurts. That’s how it should be, I think. I think that’s what I’m going to do with you. I’m going to make sure your sexual pleasure depends entirely on me, so that you have to worship the ground I walk on if you ever want to cum again. The perfect little boy toy for me to tease and torture. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Yes,” I hissed, surprising even myself with my answer. “Yes, God, Jasmine, you’re so fucking sexy. This is so hot. I can’t believe what you’re doing to me.” 
 
    Jasmine stood. Once again, she balanced herself carefully on the mattress, standing above me with her legs parted. This time, as she placed one hand on my head for balance, she lifted her foot and put it on my shoulder. Then she leaned forward, her hands against the wall to steady herself. Her foot moved from my shoulder toward my mouth, her toes pointing down at my chest. 
 
    “Kiss it,” she ordered, looking down at me from above. “Kiss my foot and show me how your worship your goddess from now on.” 
 
    I didn’t hesitate. I kissed her foot recklessly, passionately, pressing my lips against the warm skin and showering her toes with my affection. I didn’t care; all pride was gone. Caught up as I was in the need to cum and in my unbelievable attraction to this incredible woman, I felt like I didn’t have a choice. I had to serve her. I had to give her what she wanted. I had to surrender myself completely, abandoning every scrap of pride and self-respect for the pure thrill of serving her. 
 
    Above me, Jasmine laughed. And her laughter sent a jolt of desire racing through me, adding to my shame and humiliation that was in turn fueling my list as I kissed her foot over and over again. 
 
    “Good boy,” Jasmine said again as she finally lifted her foot away from my mouth and placed it back on the bed, adjusting her balance. “This is going a lot easier than I thought it would, honestly. Are you sure you don’t have some submissive tendencies?” 
 
    “I never thought so,” I said, looking up at her. “Maybe you just bring it out of me.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Because that’s how I want you. Submissive and horny and completely subservient to me. And here’s how I’m going to do it.” 
 
    Turning, she walked toward the foot of the bed. She stepped off the mattress, and I watched her naked body sway as she moved back to her walk-in closet. When she returned, I saw she was holding something else in her hand. Something small, that she could conceal completely with her fingers. Transferring whatever it was to her left hand, she climbed back onto the bed and kneeled at my side again. I groaned as she took my cock in her hand all over again. 
 
    “I’m going to let you cum now,” she said. Her hand slid up and down my shaft as she spoke, drawing a series of moans and groans of desperate pleasure out of me as my orgasm boiled inside me. “I’m going to give you what you want. But only if you give me what I want. Which is complete control over you from now on.” 
 
    While I watched, Jasmine slowly opened her other hand. Something steel shone in her palm, some metal tube with a use I didn’t immediately guess. But something about the shape of it tugged at my brain, even addled as I was by my sexual pleasure. 
 
    “This is a chastity device,” Jasmine said slowly, making sure every word sank into my fevered brain as she spoke. “It’s like a little cage for your cock. Once I put it on you and lock it, that’s it. Your cock will belong to me completely. You won’t be able to touch it. You won’t be able to have sex with anyone. You won’t even be able to masturbate. From now on, you’ll have to ask me for permission to even touch your own cock. Basically, it will belong to me. My toy, to use or not use as I see fit.” 
 
    “You’re fucking crazy,” I groaned, but my words only made Jasmine laugh. 
 
    “Maybe,” she said. “I told you. Married life is boring. I need to find some excitement somewhere else. This excites me. So if you want to cum, if you want to carry on playing with me in the future, this is the price you have to pay. Give me your cock, and I’ll keep you as my boy toy. Otherwise, I can unlock those handcuffs and you can go home, and we’ll forget this ever happened. If you can.” 
 
    Jasmine smiled sweetly at me as she spoke. But there was no mistaking the seriousness of her words. And I hesitated, but only for a moment. What she was saying was completely insane, and I had never imagined anything like what she was proposing. I had never imagined such a thing was possible. At the same time, the last thing I wanted was to lose what I had only just discovered I wanted so badly. I didn’t want to lose her. And I may as well admit the truth to myself now, just as I did then. What Jasmine was suggesting sounded crazy, but in its own way, it sounded sexy too. This dominant side of her turned me on, and this bizarre arrangement would only make her more powerful. And therefore more desirable. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, breathing out in a long sigh as I spoke. 
 
    “Really? Oh my God! I didn’t think you’d actually say yes,” Jasmine said, bursting out laughing as she spoke. “But I hoped you would. Oh, this is awesome. This is going to be so much fun.” 
 
    Setting the strange device down on the mattress beside her, Jasmine pressed both hands to her open mouth. Then, turning suddenly serious, she swept her hair back behind her ears, trying to suppress the smile that kept threatening to break out on her face. 
 
    “Okay, boy toy,” she said as she took hold of my cock again. “I keep my promises. You can cum now. Time to have your last orgasm as a free man, before I take control of your cock completely.” 
 
  

 
      
  
   
    4. Working With A Goddess 
 
      
 
    It’s like a force field. Or an aura, if you prefer. The JasmineZone. When she’s close to me, physically present, even her wildest ideas seemed to make a certain kind of sense. Or else she just gets me that horny that I’ll put up with anything. It’s not like I was exactly thrilled when she proposed locking my cock away. But in its own weird way, it did sound kind of sexy. 
 
    It was. That was the truth. The thrill of power she so obviously got from taking control of me like that was a sight to behold. She was so clearly enjoying herself that I wasn’t going to do anything to jeopardize it. And once the device was locked onto me, her confidence seemed to grow even more. Suddenly, she was giving me orders, making me please her in the foreknowledge there was nothing I could do to secure my own pleasure. Her clear selfishness, her dominating personality, made everything unbelievably kinky and exciting. 
 
    Because she didn’t let me go. Not right away. Once I was locked up, Jasmine found other ways to get her kicks. She made me eat her pussy again and again, devoting myself completely to pleasing her and forgetting about my own desires. Soon, my cock was raging inside the chastity device, and I felt for the first time the painful constriction of trying to get an erection inside the unyielding steel toy. Jasmine ignored my pleas for release. In fact, she laughed at them. It amused her endlessly to keep me like this, to keep me in a state of frustrated holiness what she got to do whatever she liked. It was sexy. I don’t really know why, but it was. 
 
    And when it was all over, she still didn’t let me go. She released me from the handcuffs to held me cuffed to her bed, but she did not produce the key to the cruel chastity device. No matter how much I begged. In fact, every time I did, it only reinforced her sadistic power over me. 
 
    “No, I’m not letting you go,” she said, as though the very suggestion was insane. “I only just got you locked up. I know you think you’re unbelievably horny right now, but trust me, you’re not. Not compared to how horny you’re going to be by the time I decide to let you out. Besides, that’s what makes it fun for me. Knowing I have this amazing power over you. That I control your sexuality. That I own your dick. I mean, that’s what every woman wants deep down.” 
 
    Jasmine laughed as she spoke, making it impossible to tell how serious she was about all this. But she made no move to unlock the device on my manhood. That part, at least, I was in no doubt about. It was delighting her to have this kind of wild power, and for my own part, I had to admit it only made her more attractive to me. Which turned me on, which caused me to try to get hard, which caused the cage to bite into my cock once again. It was a perfect feedback loop of domination and submission, and I cringed with embarrassment as I reflected on how easy it had been for her to get me in this position. I had given up almost immediately, surrendering my manhood to my coworker just because she was so unbearably attractive. What turned her on, what made her feel like a goddess, was the exact same thing. But that, I was quickly learning, was its own kind of strange arousal. With this kinky sex game, Jasmine was introducing me to a lot of new concepts very quickly. But somehow, even with all the shame and disgrace and embarrassment I felt, I didn’t wanted to stop. I wanted to be released, of course, but at the same time, I didn’t. I was in turmoil thanks to her unpredictable actions. And judging by how much fun she was having keeping me guessing, I didn’t imagine that the turmoil was going to resolve itself anytime soon. 
 
    In the end, she sent me home. Still locked up, still horny, still frustrated. She dismissed me like a servant, and I got dressed and left, leaving her lying naked and satisfied in the bed with her eyes still shining with that glow of mischief and malice, her beautiful face perfectly framed by her gorgeous dark hair. That memory of her lying there like a goddess tormented me all the way home, and when I reached my own place, too. It clawed at me through the night, haunting me as I lay awake, my cock aching inside its new prison as I tried and failed to adjust. And as the night wore on, as the hours passed, I remained horny and helpless, my obsession with Jasmine growing all the while. She had said she wanted to own my cock. Well, she did. There was no denying it. It didn’t take much experimentation for me to realize that there was no way out. That the device, if it couldn’t be unlocked, would have to be cut from my body. And I wasn’t going to do that. Because if I did, I suspected without having to be told, then the game would be over. And as humiliating and degrading and even painful as it was to me, I knew I didn’t want that, either. 
 
    I didn’t sleep much that night. I couldn’t, with my thoughts helplessly orbiting her at all times. Just as Jasmine had said, I couldn’t even masturbate to relieve myself of the burden of desperate desire that I felt. All I could do was lie there and think about her. And I found myself wondering how far in advance she had planned this whole experience. Why did she have a device like this just sitting around? It was painfully obvious to me by now that I was completely overmatched in the situation I myself in. The Jasmine had hidden depths of deviousness and kinkiness that I had never even guessed that, that women who looked like her rarely had. She was one in a million, for better or for worse. And I was caught up in the slipstream of her magnificence, unable to say no even as she seduced me into the most humiliating situation of my life up to that point. She was wasted working in a mundane office like ours, I realized at some point in the long, sleepless night. Skills like the ones she had for sexual manipulation and seduction could have made her secret agent or something like that. Then again, Jasmine seemed happy enough being what she was. 
 
    The next day, I had to go to work. And if I had thought I was nervous before while I waited to see her, it was nothing like what I felt now. I dressed carefully, paranoid about the steel device between my legs being visible through my pants. Eventually, I got it covered. And at work, I sat at my desk nervously, waiting for her to appear, wondering what she would do to me today, if anything. Because underneath it all, I was already starting to understand that that was the real fear. Not that Jasmine would take control of me again, that she would use and humiliate me for her own sexual pleasure. The biggest fear I had was that she wouldn’t. 
 
    I heard her coming before I saw her. She wasn’t the only one who wore high heels to our office, but she was certainly the most consistent. And it was something more than the noise of the heels themselves thumping on the short carpet as she approached. It was the cadence of her walk, the sexy strut that nobody else in the office adopted. Or maybe I was just so obsessed with her by now that I was attuned even to the rumor of presence, as though I could detect her from a long way away the way a plant knows where the sun is. 
 
    And when she finally appeared in front of me, I still wasn’t ready for her. I still registered her unbelievable beauty and sex appeal with a kind of shock, as though seeing her for the first time. As always, Jasmine looked incredible. And as promised, she had clearly dressed to remind me of everything I couldn’t have. 
 
    That day, she wore a black dress that fit her like a glove, the dark fabric skimming the curves of her body as it flaunted them as though it had been made just for her. Two gray swoops down the sides of the dress accentuated her ultra feminine form, the narrow waist between the swell of her breasts and the curves of her hips accentuated even further by a black leather belt she wore over the dress. Beneath the dress, she wore a pair of black patterned pantyhose that inevitably drew my eyes to her legs, as if they hadn’t been headed there already. Unable to help myself, I studied the shape of her thighs, the firm muscle beneath soft skin that made her so desirable, and looking at her, I felt my obsession renewing itself all over again. Hard to believe a goddess like this had ever wanted to have sex with a regular guy like me. Hard to believe I had seen that incredible body naked, had heard her moan in orgasmic bliss. Hard to believe I had licked her pussy over and over again and tasted Jasmine’s orgasm on my tongue. I winced at the sight of her as my cock throbbed inside the chastity device, the tightness of the cruel prison my cock was in reasserting itself all over again. Just like Jasmine wanted. 
 
    She strutted toward me, her legs improved by the  knee-high black leather boots with a wicked spike heel she wore. The leather gleamed in the light, and I noticed with some surprise a thin silver chain around her left ankle, over the boots she wore. Jasmine had gone all out today, just like she had threatened she would. And as she smiled at me, her dark hair pulled back from her pretty face in a slick ponytail, I could see that she knew exactly what she was doing. That this provocative outfit, that once again just skirted the line of what was acceptable in the office, was for me. It was meant to entice me, to turn me on, to tease me with what I couldn’t have and couldn’t even masturbate over unless Jasmine decided otherwise. It was working like magic. 
 
    “Hi, Chris,” Jasmine said as she reached my desk. Her voice was a rich purr, a sound that sent a predictable tremor of desire racing up and down my spine as she spoke. Everything about her was sexy. With an inward flash of shame, I remembered how I had promised to worship the ground she walked on, how she had made me kiss her feet. But looking at her now in the full flood of her beauty, in this outfit that was designed to tease and titillate me, it didn’t seem that outrageous. She looked like a woman who deserved to be worshiped. A goddess who held my fate in her hands. And the power she had over me, that nobody in the office but the two of us would guess, added an incredible edge to the moment, a wild sexual thrill unlike any I had experienced before or even imagined. Really, Jasmine had me under her thumb the moment she closed the lock on the chastity device that put my cock under her control. If not before that moment. But maybe it’s fair to say that my pure helplessness, my total submission to her beauty and sex appeal, wasn’t clear to me until that moment. Looking at her, I was painfully aware that I would do whatever this woman wanted. That I would give her everything, my body and myself. And the fact that she planned all this only made it even more wildly erotic to both of us. 
 
    “Hi, Jasmine,” I managed to say, my mouth working more on muscle memory than anything else. The confident smile never left Jasmine’s face as she backed up toward my desk, then boosted herself up onto its surface. I watched, stricken with helpless desire, as she crossed her long legs, the skirt of her dress sliding higher on her pantyhose-clad legs, her boots and the anklet she wore shining in the light as she swung them through the air. Dimly, I could see some of our coworkers peering over as they watched this display of kittenish sex appeal. But Jasmine didn’t seem to care. Or, more likely, she welcomed it. It seemed she was feeling every bit of her outrageous sex appeal that day, and no one was going to argue. She looked fantastic, and from the way she was acting, I suspected she felt fantastic, too. And I felt all kinds of powerful sensations, some that I could barely name, as I gazed up at the goddess who owned my cock. 
 
    “Did you have a good night last night?” she asked, her carefully-tended eyebrows climbing her smooth forehead as she spoke. 
 
    “Parts of it were good,” I said, making the smile deepen on her beautiful face. 
 
    “I guess that’s better than nothing,” she said. “Was it the kind of night you’d like to repeat? Or one better left in the past?” 
 
    “Oh no,” I said firmly, shaking my head as I spoke. “I’d definitely do it again. I just wish a couple of things had gone differently, that’s all.” 
 
    There was no one really close enough to hear us. Our coworkers were busy about their own business as they went to their desks and started work for the day, and even though more than a few took a look over at Jasmine as she sat on my desk, looking resplendent in her severe black outfit, no one made a comment or try to join in on our conversation. Still, there was a pressing need to keep a lid on what was happening, for both of us. Jasmine had a marriage to protect. And I had what remained of my pride. The last thing I wanted was for anybody else to know that this woman had taken possession of my cock and robbed me of my manhood. As kinky and sexy and exciting as it was, I was still more than a little ashamed of that particular barely believable fact. 
 
    “Well, that’s good,” Jasmine said. She leaned back on my desk, interlocking her fingers and gripping her knee with her joined hands. Her gleaming boot shone in the light as she swung it back-and-forth, the silver chain flashing against the dark leather with every move she made. “What are you doing for lunch today?” 
 
    “No idea,” I said. There was a sandwich I had made at home waiting for me in the office fridge, but I knew better than to tell her about that. I sensed an offer was coming, and I wasn’t wrong. 
 
    “Have lunch with me,” she said. 
 
    “Okay,” I answered without hesitation, making her giggle. 
 
    “That was easy,” Jasmine said. Unhooking her hands from her knee, she quickly swung one leg over the other and slid down to the floor again. I watched her adjust her dress slightly, pulling the tight fabric back down where it had slid up her legs. Flashing me one last irresistible smile, she turned and strode across the office, her beautiful body swaying irresistibly with every step she took and drawing every eye as she moved. Especially mine. I watched her go with a hunger unlike any I had felt before, the lust I felt for her like an irresistible force, a hunger inside me unlike any I had ever known. This woman, I could see, was going to drive me crazy. Just for her own amusement. Just because it was all so much fun to her. And I was going to let her. Because even then, I knew, I belonged to Jasmine. She might be another man’s wife. She might be my coworker. But above all, behind everything else, she was my mistress. My goddess. The woman who owned my cock. And no matter how much it ashamed me to acknowledge it, I didn’t want that to change. 
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Lunch came around. As the hour got closer, my nervousness grew. Jasmine had that effect on me. I hadn’t been this nervous around a woman since I was a shy virgin, many years ago. But this new world Jasmine was introducing me to was intimidating, and so was her outrageous power over me. In fact, in a certain sense, I felt almost like that virgin all over again, having to navigate a new world of sexual desire that was so much more intense than anything I had ever known before, it might as well be the first time all over again. I couldn’t ask for a sexier guide, that was for sure. But as well as being unbelievably desirable, Jasmine was incredibly intimidating. Her beauty and my desire for her already gave her an almost intolerable power over me. With my cock locked away, I was completely helpless. And I had no reason not to think she was fully aware of that fact. 
 
    When lunchtime arrived, I saw her coming across the office. Her eyes were locked on me, that same maddening smile on her beautiful face as always. I couldn’t keep my eyes from doing a practiced dance over her body, taking in the magnificent shape of her breasts and her hips and her legs, all of it flaunted in front of me for the sole purpose of driving me crazy with lust and desire. Jasmine seemed somehow to know things about me that I didn’t. To know that the more I desired her, the more power she had over me. It was something I was only just discovering, something she had taught me. But the confidence it gave her seemed to radiate off her like a halo, making her even more desirable than she already was. 
 
    “Come on,” she said brightly as she reached my desk, standing in front of it like a vision of everything I wanted and couldn’t have. “Time for you to take me to lunch.” 
 
    Without a word, I stood up from my desk. I could feel the weight of the chastity device hanging down between my legs, could feel the increasingly familiar pain of my cock trying to harden inside the unyielding steel. At least it meant I didn’t have to hide the boner I would undoubtedly have had as I followed Jasmine through the office toward the car park. A few people watched us go, and I wondered what they were thinking. Jasmine and I had always gotten on well together, had always been fairly close as far as coworkers go. But she was, after all, a married woman and I was a single guy, and that’s the kind of friendship the causes whispers in the workplace that can be incredibly damaging. Still, Jasmine didn’t seem to care as she led me out of the office. And if she wasn’t bothered by what people might say, neither was I. 
 
    Without a word, Jasmine led me toward my own car. Reaching the passenger door, she suddenly stopped, placing her feet together with a sharp report of her high heel on the tarmac. She looked at me, not smiling for once, her brown eyes flashing impatiently. Understanding what she wanted, I cringed in humiliation, but that didn’t stop me from doing it. I hurried forward, unlocking the car with the keys I held in one hand and opening her door for her with the other. Jasmine smiled as she climbed in, lowering herself down to the passenger seat and swinging her legs inside, and I tried not to get caught by her peering at the darkness under her dress as she moved. It was amazing how she did it, reducing me to little more than a horny teenager as though I had never been with a woman before. As though I hadn’t been with this woman, hadn’t fucked that beautiful body and made her cry out in ecstatic pleasure just the night before. Again, I winced as my cock ached inside the chastity. And like a good servant, I closed Jasmine’s door and circled around the car to let myself in on the driver side. 
 
    “Go here,” Jasmine said as I shut the door behind me, typing an address into her phone and holding it out so I could see it. Without a word, I started the car and pulled out of the office parking lot, following the directions the robotic voice of her phone gave as we drove across town. I didn’t ask where we were going. It didn’t matter, I told myself. Clearly, Jasmine was in a dominant mood, and I wasn’t going to say no to her. As well as nervousness and embarrassment, wild hope was burning inside my heart. This was the only person on earth who could give me what I craved so badly, who could unlock the cruel device around my cock and allow me to have the orgasm I had been dreaming of since I was at her place last night. I wasn’t going to do anything to put that in peril. 
 
    “You have arrived,” the robotic voice intoned from Jasmine’s phone. 
 
    “Park here,” Jasmine said, and I pulled into a parking lot just off the busy street. At the same time, my heart soared with hope. We were at a hotel, barely ten minutes from the office, an unlovely grey tower block that nevertheless to me held out all the promise of paradise. My mind ablaze with wild thoughts of what might be about to happen, I killed the engine and all but sprang out of the car, racing around to the passenger side to open my goddess’s door for her. A faint smile showed on Jasmine’s face as she climbed out, adjusting her dress again while I close the door behind her. Then, with the same confident movements, she strode across the parking lot of the hotel. I hurried along beside her, desperate for what I hoped might be about to happen. Jasmine led me through the automatic sliding doors and into the bland lobby where a receptionist sat behind her desk, straightening up as we approached. 
 
    “We’d like a room, please,” Jasmine said. “Anything you have available now.” 
 
    The receptionist was a pro. She didn’t even react to Jasmine’s words or the implication they carried. As though it was just business as usual, as though it wasn’t plainly obvious what we were up to. Or at least, so it must seem from the outside. Probably she thought Jasmine and I were renting a room to have sex, and I hoped she was right. Of course, there were no guarantees. The receptionist didn’t know what Jasmine and I knew; that my cock was locked away in an inescapable steel prison. I desperately hoped Jasmine was about to free me. But for now, a hope is all it was. 
 
    Tapping on the keyboard of her computer, the middle-aged receptionist produced two key cards and ran them through the machine in front of her. Lifting her eyes from the screen at last, she quoted a price that made me scowl momentarily. Jasmine just smiled as she turned to me, waiting expectantly. 
 
    “Oh, you want me to pay?” I said. 
 
    “Of course,” Jasmine smiled back at me as though it were the most obvious thing in the world. “I can’t have hotel charges showing up on my credit card, can I? What will my husband think?” 
 
    Finally, the receptionist’s composure broke. She glanced down hurriedly at the desk in front of her, trying to stifle a sudden smile. Jasmine didn’t even look at her. Instead, she just looked at me, those deep brown eyes staring right into mine. It’s hard to describe the thrill of excitement I felt under that steady stare. Jasmine didn’t care who knew what we were up to. As though she had no shame at all about betraying her husband. As though she were proud of being such a slut. And that only made her more desirable to me. Hard to believe my luck, that a beautiful woman like this wanted to fool around with me behind her husband’s back. Then again, I reminded myself, I was certainly paying for it in other ways. 
 
    Reaching for my wallet, I silently handed my credit card to the receptionist, unable to look anywhere but at Jasmine the whole time. The woman ran my card and hand it back to me, along with the keys. 
 
    “Enjoy your stay,” she said, but neither me nor Jasmine responded. We were too caught up in what we were doing, the wild thrill of it all, as we headed toward the elevator. 
 
    We rode together in silence. When the doors opened, Jasmine led me down the hall. She found the room we had been assigned, and I slid the key card into the lock. Behind the door was a basic hotel room, nothing but a bed and a TV on the wall and a tiny desk in one corner close to a bulky air conditioner. I didn’t care. It had everything we needed. 
 
    Jasmine stepped further into the room, and the heavy door swung shut behind us. I followed her, the blood pounding in my ears, my cock aching for release inside the cruel steel chastity that only she could release me from. Turning, Jasmine sat down on the edge of the bed, crossing her long legs like she had done when she sat on my desk at work. And I gazed at her in pure astonishment, no longer even trying to hide just how badly I desired her now that there was no one around to see. Jasmine smiled, letting me look, no doubt enjoying the expression of desperate desire on my face as my eyes traveled over her body with abject longing. 
 
    “How badly do you want to fuck me right now, chastity boy?” Jasmine said at last. 
 
    “So badly, Jasmine,” I said truthfully, making her laugh as she looked up at me. 
 
    “I bet,” she said. “That’s what makes it so fun. But I haven’t seen your little locked-up cock since yesterday when I took control of it completely. Why don’t you take your clothes off and show me again?” 
 
    She smiled as she spoke, but I knew she was deadly serious. The air in the room suddenly crackled with tension, and I was all too aware of the predicament I was in. Jasmine was much smaller than me, so much prettier and more delicate, and yet there was no doubt about who held all the power in the situation we found ourselves in. I had to obey. We both knew it. 
 
    Without a word, I began to unbutton my shirt and pulled it off. Kicking off my shoes, I removed my pants and underwear. Jasmine leaned back on her hands, enjoying the whole show as I stripped off in front of her until I stood before her wearing nothing but the chastity cage. It shone brightly in the hotel light, the polished steel drawing attention to my humiliation and making my mistress smile as she looked me up and down. 
 
    “That’s a good start, chastity boy,” she said. “But we don’t have a lot of time on our lunch break, and there’s lots I need you to do. Get down on your knees where you belong.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
      
  
   
    5. Mrs. White 
 
      
 
    At Jasmine’s command, I dropped to my knees on the carpeted floor of the hotel room I had rented for us. Somehow, my dominant coworker seemed to become even more beautiful from this angle, as I gazed up her with pure lust. It’d been a long night, tormented by visions of her beauty, and even though it’d been less than twenty-four hours since I had sex with Jasmine, it seemed like another life entirely. It seemed like a distant dream, one I was hoping to return to, but I knew I could take nothing for granted. Jasmine smiled down at me, as powerful and capricious as any goddess of the ancient world, holding what felt to me like the power of life and death in her hands. Well, life, anyway. 
 
    “That’s a good boy,” she said in a soft voice, working approvingly down at me as I kneeled at her feet. “You know, I never had a boy in chastity before. I never owned a man’s cock like I own yours.” 
 
    “Really? I’m surprised,” I said. Jasmine’s sculpted brows drew together for a moment in confusion. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “It’s just – you’re so good at it,” I said honestly. Jasmine burst out laughing at that. 
 
    “Well, thank you,” she said. “I take that as a compliment. Now, why don’t you show your mistress just how much she missed her and how badly you want her? Worship me like the goddess I am. Kiss my boots and grovel at my feet.” 
 
    For a moment, I stared up at Jasmine in astonishment. After all, it’s not every day your beautiful coworker makes a demand like that. And I was in no position to resist, but still I hesitated. The woman wanted me to degrade myself even further that I already had by having my cock locked away and under her control. But the fact that my cock was locked away meant I didn’t have a lot of choice in the matter.  
 
    And after issuing her outrageous command, Jasmine just sat down on the bed, seeming to tower above me gorgeous and remote and completely out of my league. She was turning me on enormously, and the tightness of the chastity device around my cock was an unnecessary reminder of the fearsome power the woman had. There was little point resisting. I wanted to cum, and the only chance I had was by doing exactly as I was told, no matter how humiliating it might be. 
 
    Trembling slightly, I leaned forward at the waist, placing my hands on the floor. I heard the bed creak slightly as Jasmine shifted her weight above me, probably trying to get a better view. Probably trying to savor every moment of my humiliation, my further capitulation to her beauty and sexual power. Until I met her, I had never done anything like this for any woman. Now, in the space of a single day, I had kissed her feet and was about to do so again. And this was different, somehow. Kissing her barefoot in the bedroom after we had sex was different from this strange ritual. But this was what Jasmine wanted. And that meant it was what I had to do. 
 
    Leaning forward, I pressed my quivering lips to the leather of Jasmine’s boot. I could feel my cheeks burning with shame as I did it, this gesture of complete submission to her radiating through my body. Tentatively, I kissed her foot, feeling her toes move through the supple leather of her boot, and I knew neither of us were ever going to forget this moment. How would I ever look her in the eye again after this? But I had no choice. We both knew it. 
 
    “Again,” Jasmine ordered. “Kiss my foot again, bitch. My God, this is so pathetic. You know that? You know how ridiculous you look right now?” 
 
    “I have a feeling, yeah,” I said before pressing my lips to her foot again. Jasmine laughed, a vicious little laugh of sadism that sent another tremor racing through me and made my cock throb inside the chastity device. 
 
    “This is awesome,” she said above me. “All these years we’ve had our little office flirtation going on, I never realized you were such a bitch. That you’d grovel at my feet just for the faint chance of fucking me. That you’d give me your cock completely and surrender your manhood to me. We should have done this a long time ago.” 
 
    “I guess so,” I murmured against her foot. 
 
    “Lick them,” Jasmine said, malice now in her voice as she spoke. Cringing, I stuck out my tongue and ran it over the leather of her boot. I tried not to think about the dirt that might have collected there. My saliva left the leather shining with the track of my tongue as I licked her boots, completely dominated, completely overcome. And all the while, my cock kept throbbing urgently in its steel cell, continuing to drive me crazy with unrelieved lust while I debased myself at the feet of this goddess. 
 
    I heard a sudden sound I didn’t recognize. And before I had time to even guess what it was, there was a sharp crack that made me jump. A bright bloom of pain spread across my ass, and I groaned as I lifted my head from Jasmine’s boots, staring up her in shock. She laughed out loud at the sight of me, the thin leather belt she wore dangling now from her hand, folded in half. She must have removed it and used it like a whip on my ass, leaving a bright stripe of red pain where she had struck me. I could hardly believe her. I had never been interested in pain in the bedroom, either inflicting it or receiving it. But Jasmine was completely in control of the situation, and if she wanted to hurt me, we both knew that she would. 
 
    “Bad boys get punished,” she said, smiling savagely at me as she spoke, the improvised whip still hanging from her hand. “Make sure you don’t displease me, chastity boy. As well as keeping you locked up, there’s lots of other nasty things I can do to you to make you suffer if I choose. Now, keep licking my boots. I want them shining clean when we go back to work.” 
 
    “Okay,” I mumbled, turning my face back to her feet. But Jasmine shifted on the bed, placing the toe of one boot under my chin before straightening her leg to lift my face up toward her again. 
 
    “I think you should address me more respectfully,” Jasmine said thoughtfully while her gorgeous brown eyes peered into mine. “I mean, after all, I am the woman who owns your cock. You worship the ground I walk on, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, sneaking a look up her long legs before pressing another wet kiss to her boots. Strange to say, but I was getting more into my humiliating task that I would once have thought possible. There was much more I wanted to do to Jasmine than simply kiss her feet through the leather of her boots. At the same time, I was so deeply in lust with her that I would kiss any part of her I could get to, even the most insignificant. In its own strange way, it felt good to submit like this, to be humiliated and debased. To have any choice at all taken from me except the choice to say yes or no. To belong to Jasmine completely and worship her the way she deserved. 
 
    “So act like it,” Jasmine said. “You can call me… I don’t know. Mistress seems a bit much. I mean, dominating you is fun and all, but I’m not some dominatrix. What should you call me?”  
 
    For a moment, the only sound in the hotel room was the wet sound of my lips and tongue moving over Jasmine’s boots as I showered them with kisses. My lips moved over the tiny silver chain around her ankle as I groveled at her feet, my cock raging desperately inside the chastity device the whole time. 
 
    “Got it,” Jasmine suddenly said. “For now, you can call me Mrs. White. You can use my married name so you never forget that it’s a married woman that owns your cock, and that I’m not your girlfriend. That I don’t even have to let you go. I can have my husband’s cock anytime I want.” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White,” I groaned, making Jasmine laughed out loud at her new title. Her pantyhose whispered like silk over each other as she shifted her legs, squeezing her thighs together, and I found myself hoping she was even half as turned on as I was at this ridiculous spectacle. 
 
    “My husband comes home tonight,” Jasmine said in a sly voice. “Do you know what that means, chastity boy?” 
 
    “No, Mrs. White.” It astonished me how easily the words dropped from my lips. How easily we sank into our respective roles, her demeaning me and me worshiping her. This new title of hers was all part of that. New as I was to these games, I was surprised how a few words can enhance the dynamic of domination and submission between two people. But she was an absolute natural. Her dominance seemed unquestionable, her position of power unassailable. As if she was born to be worshiped and served like this. As if she was born to be the sexy and sadistic Mrs. White, the woman who took such wild joy in owning my manhood and making me bow to her will. 
 
    “It means I’m going to get fucked,” she went on. As she spoke, her thin belt whistled through the air again, and I grunted as it cracked against my ass. The blow was less forceful this time, but the implication was clear. My body was Jasmine’s toy to use as she saw fit, and she intended to make the most of it. 
 
    “It means I’m going to get fucked hard,” she went on. “He’s going to make me scream with his big cock, plunging it in and out of my tight little pussy. Don’t you wish you were the one doing that, chastity boy? Don’t you wish your goddess would allow you the privilege of fucking her?” 
 
    “God, yes, Mrs. White,” I moaned, making Jasmine laugh out loud as I showered her feet with more urgent kisses. Again, the belt whipped against my bare ass, and I tried to ignore the pain as I continued to grovel at the feet of this incredible woman. 
 
    “He always comes home horny,” Jasmine went on. “Anytime he’s been away, even if it’s just for a day or two, he always wants to fuck me right away. Like he wants to reclaim me or something. Well, this time, he really should. I’ve been a bad girl while he was away, having sex with you. But it was worth it to get you all locked up like this. Worth it to take possession of your cock. I’m going to be thinking of that while he’s fucking me and making me scream. I’m going to be thinking of you, at home, your cock all locked away, thinking about your goddess and unable to do anything about it. You can’t even jerk off and think about me, can you? You can’t have any sexual pleasure without my permission.” 
 
    “No, Mrs. White,” I said. Of course, Jasmine knew all of this as well as I did. But I could hear the excitement in her voice as she talked, and I guessed that this was all part of it to her. To reiterate and make clear the exact nature of the situation between us, and to tease me with my own powerlessness. It was working. My cock was raging inside the cruel chastity, and my head was filling with visions I didn’t want to contemplate. The thought of Jasmine getting fucked by her lucky husband while I was locked in chastity sent bright bolts of jealousy and rage and humiliation through me. But once again, they only served to make Jasmine more attractive to me. They only served to reinforce her sexual power and remind me how powerful she was, how sexy she was. I had never in my life wanted anyone as badly as I wanted her as I kneeled there naked on the floor, my cock locked up in steel chastity, showering her leather boots with kisses while she punished me. 
 
    “It’s going to be so fucking good,” Jasmine went on. “I can’t wait to see him again. I’ve missed him. And his big hard cock. That’s a man who really knows how to fuck. A man who would never let a woman lock away his cock like you did. Then again, I’d never want to lock away a cock like his. It’s magnificent. Big strong cocks like his should be free to fuck beautiful women. It’s just little chastity boys like you who deserved to be locked away.” 
 
    “But, Mrs. White,” I said tentatively, barely daring to lift my face from her boots as I spoke but needing to ask the question, “I thought you said your marriage was bad? That you were bored?” 
 
    The thin belt whistled suddenly through the air, and I braced myself as it cracked loudly against my ass, harder than ever this time, leaving a bright strip of pain on my punished skin. 
 
    “Don’t you worry about how my marriage is doing, slut,” Jasmine snarled. “We’re doing just fine. Maybe I exaggerated how bad things were just to get you going. Just to trick you into serving me. But it worked, didn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White.” Chastened, I lowered my head to her feet again, kissing and licking, afraid of the belt that hung in her hand and the pain it could cause while I kneeled submissively before her. 
 
    “That’s not to say I don’t get bored,” Jasmine went on. “I’m a horny girl, and even Jim isn’t enough to keep me completely satisfied. Not that he doesn’t do a good job. He’s an animal in bed, but sometimes, I want something else. A submissive little boy toy that I can play with. That’s where you come in.” 
 
    Jasmine moved above me. Finally, she drew her feet away from my face. Reaching forward, she wrapped the belt she held around my neck and used it to pull my face up toward her. I rose on my knees, lifting my hands off the floor, gazing up at her with unrelieved lust as she stared down at me, enjoying every moment of her ferocious power. 
 
    “I’m going to keep your cock locked away and keep teasing you,” she said slowly, staring right in my eyes as she spoke. “Oh, I’ll let you out now and again, when you’ve behaved perfectly and really pleased me. But I might never let you fuck me again. My pussy is for my husband, not for chastity boys like you. You’ll get to lick it and make me cum that way. Maybe once in a blue moon, I’ll let you have sex with me. But what you’re going to be from now on is a toy for me to use and get me worked up for my husband to fuck. That’s how you’re going to improve my sex life. Understand, chastity boy?” 
 
    Kneeling at Jasmine’s feet with her belt around my neck like a leash, I stared at her in astonishment. As wild as I knew she could be, I had never foreseen anything like this. And fear bloomed deep in my heart at the thought of what she was suggesting. The whole point of this, for me, was to have sex with her. The whole reason I bowed to her will, that I was willing to kneel naked on the floor and grovel at her feet, was the hope of having sex with her. Now, it seemed that nothing I did would be good enough to earn that reward. The role she had planned out for me was one of pure humiliation and abject servitude. 
 
    So why did it tempt me so much? 
 
    Kneeling there on the floor of the hotel room, a thousand thoughts raced through my brain at once. Jasmine’s new idea terrified me, of course. It was barely possible to believe what she was suggesting, and that this had been the plan all along. And a huge part of me rebelled against it. A huge part of me demanded that I refuse, that I put a stop to this madness 
 
    But, somehow, I didn’t. 
 
    I had never thought of myself as submissive. I had never even imagined a situation like this. But as Jasmine taunted me with a sexual inadequacy I had never thought about before, I couldn’t deny what it was doing to me. I thought of her beautiful body in the throes of passion, her voice ringing out as she screamed and moaned the way she had last night, only with someone else fucking her. My heart burned with jealousy, even though I had no right to be jealous. It was her husband who was the legitimate partner who should be sharing her bed, and not me. But I wanted her so badly, and I had felt so close to having her, and now it was all being snatched away. And yet, to my own astonishment, all of that only served to make her more desirable to me. They say you only want what you can’t have. Well, I wanted Jasmine more than I had ever wanted anything. I wanted her so much, in fact, that the wild scenario she was suggesting appealed to me in a way I couldn’t explain. To be her horny and frustrated sex slave, completely dependent on her cruel whims for my release, knowing it would happen rarely if ever since she had another, better man to fuck, made me wild with desire for her. It tugged at strings inside me I had never known existed. 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White,” I groaned, hardly able to believe my own words even as I said them. And Jasmine’s beautiful eyes went wide for a moment as she looked at me. She didn’t break character, her dominant persona still as powerful as ever. But even she seemed surprised by my consent. Though not nearly as surprised, I guessed, as I was. 
 
    “Good,” she said at last, visibly recovering herself from the shock of me giving into her. “That’s a good boy. I like a boy who knows his place. So now, chastity boy, you get a little reward. Undress me.” 
 
    I tried to keep the look of expectant hope off my face as Jasmine’s command registered, but I doubt I did a very good job of it. She smiled as she watched me reach for her with hands that shock with the pure force of desire. I started with her boots, drawing down the long zippers at the sides as she sat above me with her feet on the floor. It was only when I pulled one zipper down to her ankle that I realized I would have to remove the thin silver chain around her ankle first. I did that, setting it carefully on the floor at her feet. And I slid off her boots and set them down next to the bed. 
 
    Jasmine stood, and I stood with her. Turning her back on me, she pulled her hair forward over one shoulder to get it out of the way. Carefully, I drew down the zipper at the back of her dress, my cock throbbing urgently as more and more of her skin was exposed to my wide eyes. When I had the zipper of the dress all the way down, I slid it off her shoulders, pulling it down to reveal her torso. I couldn’t keep myself from looking over her shoulder to where her breasts strained against the skimpy bra she wore, but I stayed focused on my task as I pushed her dress down over her hips until it fell to the floor. Then, I hooked my thumbs under the waistband of her pantyhose and pulled them off too. I had to drop back onto my knees to get them all away off, holding them down while Jasmine stepped out of them. And then she turned to face me again, dressed only in her underwear, smiling down at me like she was giving me the greatest gift imaginable. And in some ways, she was. 
 
    Tentatively, as though afraid she might stop me at any moment with a word, I reached for her panties. But Jasmine didn’t stop me. She just smiled, her dark hair still over one shoulder, as I pulled her underwear down. Her pussy shone in front of me, the sole focus of my attention, the source of the desire that imprisoned me and made me her slave as I undressed her.  
 
    Once I had her panties off, I rose to my feet. Again, Jasmine turned her back on me, and I removed her bra. She let it slide down over her arms, tossing it carelessly to the floor of the hotel room. Just like that, she was naked in front of me again. But my cock was still locked, and I couldn’t do what I most wanted to do, to fling her down on that rented bed and make her howl and scream, to punish her for the wild things she had been saying to me and the wild desire she had excited in me. Instead, I was still very much under her command as she reached for the belt she had left on the bed beside her. 
 
    “Turn around,” she said softly. And I did as I was told. I didn’t resist as I felt her take hold of my arms and pull them back behind me. I did nothing more than let out a soft sigh as I felt the leather of the belt against my skin, Jasmine wrapping it around my wrists over and over again and binding them together. Finally, she slid the end of the belt through the buckle and pulled it tight, fastening my hands in the small of my back. Rendering me helpless, as though I wasn’t already. And of course, her actions only excited me more. 
 
    “Lie down there,” Jasmine said, placing her hands on my shoulders and turning me around. At the same time, she shoved me down onto the hotel bed. My caged cock bounced between my legs as I lay down on the bed like she wanted, and immediately, Jasmine climbed on top of me. Her beautiful body tormented me, her heavy breasts hanging down from her chest as she crawled on top of me, her eyes shining with pure sexual delight and the bliss of being completely in charge. All I could do was lie there, gazing up at her, hoping that she had the key to my chastity somewhere, unlikely as that was now that we were both completely undressed. 
 
    But for now, Jasmine paid no attention to my caged cock. Instead, she climbed on top of me, straddling my chest and moving steadily upward. Before long, her knees pressed down the mattress on either side of my head, and her pussy hovered above me, filling my vision as I gazed up at it in rapture. I could smell the unmistakable scent of her arousal, could see the beginnings of her juices shining on her moist and puffy lips, and the fact that all this humiliation and teasing turned her on made it even more unbearably erotic to me. I knew exactly what my mistress wanted as she lowered herself down to sit on my face, and as darkness enveloped me, I stuck out my tongue and slid it gratefully between her silken folds. As I heard the slow moan of her pleasure, my cock ached for the release it wasn’t going to get, and I licked and kissed and worshiped Jasmine’s pussy, channeling all my deep sexual frustration into pleasing her. 
 
    Above me, Jasmine gripped the headboard. I couldn’t see her, but I could easily imagine her beautiful body in the throes of passion as I tongued her wet slit. Soon, her cries of ecstasy filled the hotel room, heedless of being heard. And the bed bounced beneath us as she thrust her hips backward and forward, riding my face to orgasm. In the dark beneath her, I stuck out my tongue, tasting her juices as they flowed steadily out of her spasming pussy. I felt like I was drowning in her, and I didn’t care. Overwhelmed with lust, unable to do anything except please her the way she wanted, I lay there like the sex toy she had turned me into, enjoying being used by this cruel and gorgeous woman. 
 
    Jasmine’s body stiffened. Her orgasm came on her suddenly, sweeping through her like a flash of lightning as she moaned on top of me. As her pussy spasmed around my tongue, she crushed out one last throb of pleasure against my face, then flopped away from me to lie on the bed beside me. Gasping for air, I gazed up at the ceiling for a moment, feeling her juices cooling on my face and unable to believe what was happening. 
 
    Beside me, Jasmine moved. Rolling up onto her knees again, she reached out and wrapped one hand around my throat. I turned my eyes toward her to see her staring deep into mine. 
 
    “Don’t you dare wash your face,” she instructed. “I want you to go back to work tasting my pussy all day.” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White,” I said, making her laugh again. 
 
    “Okay. I’m done with you. Roll over.” 
 
    Obediently, I rolled over onto my side, and Jasmine unfastened the belt from around my hands. Holding it in her hand, she climbed toward the edge of the bed and stepped off. I sat up, gazing at her, no longer doubting what she was up to but still hoping there might be more. But as she picked up her underwear from the floor and began to put it on, I saw the horrible truth. Just as she had said, Jasmine had used me for her own selfish pleasure, and didn’t care about mine at all. 
 
    “Hurry up and get dressed,” she said, pulling up her pantyhose and covering the tiny panties she had just put on. “We’re going to be late back to work at this rate, and I don’t want people to talk.” 
 
    Probably too late for that, I reflected, but I did what she wanted. Rising from the bed, I reached for my own clothes and began to put them on, still unable to turn my eyes away from her as she shimmied her way into her tight dress and wrapped the belt around her slender waist again. 
 
    Jasmine sat beside me on the bed, pulling on her tall boots and zipping them up. When she was done, she reached down and picked up the silver chain that had been around her ankle. Smiling, she held it out to me, and I took in my hand. She turned on the bed, laying her legs across my lap, and I fastened the anklet around her left ankle right where it had been. If it wasn’t for the glow in her cheeks and the gleam in her eye, you might never know she had just been the recipient of enthusiastic oral sex on her lunch break. But I knew. And that was the point. 
 
    “Okay, take me back to the office, chastity boy,” Jasmine said as she swung her feet out of my lap again. “Let’s get back to work. And then, when work’s over, I’m going to go home and get fucked by my husband. And you’re going to be at home frustrated, thinking of me.” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White,” I said, making her burst out laughing again. After all, she was absolutely right. 
 
    

  

 
    
    
   
    6. Jasmine’s Show 
 
      
 
    “Wanna see something?” 
 
    Jasmine looked resplendent as ever. She had always been the center of my attention at work, but lately, that effect was magnified outrageously by the ferocious power she had over me. The chastity device locked around my cock was an unforgettable symbol of how completely enthralled to her I was. And in the days since she had first locked me away, and even more in the days since she revealed the depth of her sadistic desires to me, I had learned that that power only grew. The longer I went without sex, the more it was all that I could think about. She was all I could think about, whether she was there in front of me in the office or not. 
 
    My eyes did their predictable dance up and down her body, even though I knew it was only going to make things worse for me. I took in the details of today’s outfit, the crisp white shirt unbuttoned low on her chest, the tight red skirt hugging her hips and legs, the shining high-heeled shoes giving her feet a seductive arch and making her legs seem even longer than they were, and I registered it all with a dull kind of acceptance. She was teasing me, and it was working. My cock throbbed dully in its steel prison as though in recognition of its new owner. 
 
    But when I saw the silver chain around her left ankle, the same one she had worn over her boots last time we had played together, I froze momentarily in my seat. Because now, there was a tiny key hanging from that chain. And it didn’t take a genius to guess what it might be the key for. 
 
    “Not that,” Jasmine said with a smile, and with an effort I tore my eyes away from her feet to look her in the eye again. “Although I did want you to see that, too. Do you like it? It’s kind of like jewelry dangling down there, isn’t it? But I like wearing it. I like having it close. Not because I’m going to use it, necessarily. Because it reminds me of what’s mine.” 
 
    Jasmine didn’t dare say more than that in the office where other people could overhear, but she didn’t need to. We both knew exactly what she was talking about. And I was almost stricken dumb as I looked up at her, amazed all over again by her creativity and cruelty. Where did she get these ideas from? She was like a force of nature. I had known the woman for years, but had never imagined she had this side to her. And clearly, it was a side she enjoyed. I had never seen her so lit up, so excited, so filled with a sense of her own beauty and power. It only made her more attractive to me, and I wondered with a stab of unearned jealousy whether it had the same effect on her lucky husband. 
 
    “Here’s what I wanted to show you.” 
 
    As she spoke, Jasmine reached into the purse that hung from her shoulder. I saw her fish out her phone and press the screen a few times. A moment later, my own phone buzzed in my pocket. I could feel her eyes on me as I took it out and saw I had received a message from her. 
 
    “Don’t open it here,” she said in a low voice. “You want to be somewhere private when you watch that.” 
 
    And then, without another word, without waiting for any response from me, she turned and walked away from me again. Imprisoned in more ways than one, I watched her helplessly from behind my desk, watching the red fabric of her skirt strain over her thighs and ass with every swaying step she took. I watched the tiny key dangling at her ankle, flashing in the light of the office, a nearly unbearable reminder of my total submission to this woman. It seemed impossible that I would be able to work with her around, flaunting her power over me. Maybe I would have to quit my job. But of course, that still wouldn’t free me from her. Nothing would. The truth was, the woman owned my cock, and she loved that fact, and in my own sick way, so did I. I didn’t have the power to free myself, no matter what she did. I didn’t really want to be free. 
 
    And that realization did nothing to lessen torment I felt as I sat behind my desk, my cock aching painfully inside the chastity device, my erection denied again as it had been for days that felt like months by now. Jasmine didn’t want me getting hard, and so I wouldn’t. But she wanted me to want to. And that, from her point of view, was working beautifully. 
 
    As Jasmine disappeared into the depths of the office toward her own desk, I took a look at the message she had sent me. A video. The thumbnail gave nothing away, the screen mostly dark with only a few unidentifiable points of light here and there. Not knowing what it might be, I heeded her warning not to play it in public. If Jasmine had proved anything over the last little while, it was that she was capable of just about anything. Certainly capable of things I never would have expected from her. Betting on a woman like that to follow any normal standards of behavior or decency would make me an even bigger fool than I clearly already was. 
 
    Still, the waiting was rough. I shoved my phone back into my pocket, trying to forget it was there and busy myself with work. But it was an attempt doomed to failure. As always, and more than ever before now, my thoughts were filled with nothing but her. The memories of the things I had done, the things I had seen, merged with wild imaginings of what the future might hold. As always when it came to Jasmine, I was a complete wreck, and she knew it, and she wanted me that way as though my ego were tied to hers, and the more ashamed and disgraced of my lonely position I was, the more like a goddess she felt. 
 
    I could imagine her glowing with confidence now on the other side of the office. I could imagine her with terrible clarity, the exact angle of her back, her long legs crossed, her thighs pinned together by that wickedly tight skirt, looking absolutely radiant and smiling with the secret she hid from the world. Try as I might, I couldn’t stop imagining her as she must look with the key to my imprisoned manhood dangling from her ankle. The thing that mattered most to me in all the world was an afterthought to her. That was how Jasmine wanted me to feel. And she was succeeding easily in that goal. 
 
    But for the rest of the morning, she left me alone. I couldn’t decide if that was better or worse than having her there, continuing to tease me and toy with me. The embarrassing truth was that I missed her when she wasn’t around. Like a bird that longs for a cage to hold it, I was so bewitched by Jasmine at this point that I longed even for torture if it came from her hand. She had once warned me that if I didn’t play along, if I didn’t please her the way she demanded, this game might stop. And I wondered if she knew that that was the scariest thing of all to me. As insane as that sounded even to myself, I had to admit the truth. This delicious torture was what I wanted, and the thought of losing it now that I had found it was even scarier than the thought of what the future held now that I was Jasmine’s slave. 
 
    Lately, it seemed like much of my working life was spent anxiously waiting for my lunch break or the end of the day. This day was no different. The thought of what Jasmine might have sent me gnawed at me, even though I was confident it wouldn’t be to my advantage. I had to know. And so I waited with growing anxiety as the hours ticked around toward the middle of the day, and my lunch break came. 
 
    Rising from my desk, I headed out to the car park. I remembered Jasmine’s words about watching the video she had sent me in privacy, and my car seemed like a kind of oasis away from prying eyes. I hurried across the parking lot, feeling inexplicably guilty, carrying this wild secret in my pocket and feeling that somehow my coworkers knew all about it, even though my conscious brain told me that was impossible. Still, I felt a slight relief as I climbed my car and pulled the door shut behind me. It offered some isolation, at least. 
 
    But not much, I soon saw. Because before I could even begin to watch the video she had sent me, I looked up to see who else but Jasmine, stretching in her unignorable way across the parking lot toward me. Her dark hair hung loose around her shoulders, framing her beautiful smile as she advanced toward my car. Not for the first time, I felt almost hypnotized by her radiant beauty. The rhythmic sway of her body, the way her skirt tightened around her as she moved, the way her hips swung from side to side, all combined to lull me into near paralysis. I just sat there and waited, watching her approach like impending doom, until she pulled open the passenger door of my car and climbed inside, lowering her beautiful body down onto the seat as the smell of her perfume filled my nostrils and impaired my judgment even further. 
 
    “Were you going to watch it without me?” Jasmine said. 
 
    “Er, yeah,” I said. Jasmine’s tongue clicked. 
 
    “Silly boy,” she said. “Why would you do that when you could watch with the star actress in attendance? Come on, let’s go somewhere and watch it together. Not a hotel,” she added, quickly dashing my rising hopes. “I don’t have time for that today. Just somewhere around the corner where no one will see us.” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White,” I said, making Jasmine smile with my use of her self-appointed title. Twisting the key in the ignition, I started my car and pulled out of the work parking lot. We drove a few blocks, through the quiet industrial streets that surrounded our office. 
 
    “Pull over here,” Jasmine said after only a few blocks. Following her instructions, I pulled into the parking lot of what seemed to be an abandoned commercial building. There were no other cars around, and even the road that led to the parking lot was eerily quiet. As I pulled into a parking spot and shut off the engine, Jasmine turned to me again with that wicked smile on her lips. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “Now, let’s watch it.” 
 
    She had no need to elaborate further. I knew exactly what she was talking about. Pulling my phone out of my pocket, I found the video message she had sent me. Turning the phone sideways, I balanced it on the dashboard of my car, roughly halfway between us. At the same time, Jasmine unfastened her seatbelt and moved closer toward me, her eyes fixed on the screen as they sparkled with their usual excitement and malice. Even just that, just having her lean slightly closer to me, was enough to make my heart pounded in my chest and my cock throb in its cage. The key to my release still dangled from her ankle as she sat with her legs pressed together, and for just a moment, I thought of taking it from her. There was no one to stop me, after all. Jasmine herself had chosen this deserted place where no one could see us, and I wondered if it ever occurred to her that I might take the opportunity to overpower her and free myself. Or was she convinced she had me so whipped that I wouldn’t even try? That was a thought that could only add to the more or less constant shame I was feeling. Jasmine gave no sign either way. Her eyes were on the screen now, confident in what she had turned me, seemingly perceiving no threat from me at all. 
 
    And the worst part was, she was right. Locked or not, I was no threat to her. I wasn’t going to force myself on her. What I wanted from Jasmine was something only she could give me, and she could only give it willingly and as a gift. To try to take anything from her by force would render it at once useless to me. 
 
    Maybe Jasmine knew that instinctively. Or maybe the possibility simply never crossed her mind. But whatever the reason, she just leaned closer to me, eager for the show to begin. And I reached toward my phone and pressed play. 
 
    At first, the screen was dark. As the thumbnail had suggested, there were just a few points of light to focus on, and at first, it wasn’t clear what they were. I heard voices, and I pressed the button on the phone to turn up the sound. Immediately, I recognized Jasmine’s voice, the laughing tone of excitement in her words as she spoke in the dark. And with a stab of bitter jealousy, I heard a man’s voice too. I guessed it must be her husband I was listening to, and my heart contracted like a fist as I felt a stab of strange jealous hatred toward this man I had absolutely no reason to dislike other than the fact he had what I wanted more than anything in the world. But after all, in that moment with the blood roaring in my ears and Jasmine’s presence beside me turning me into an animal, that was more than enough. 
 
    Then, the lighting changed. Either someone turned on a light or the camera automatically adjusted, but the image became clear. The light was dim, but clear enough to make out everything I needed to see. And there was Jasmine, just as I had known she would be, standing in sexy black lingerie next to a wide bed. I tried not to groan with frustrated desire as I watched her step forward, crawling slowly onto the bed on all fours, her ass in the air, ready and receptive to be fucked. I could see at once that my mistress was putting forth all the seductive powers she possessed, and I knew from deep experience how formidable they were. 
 
    Smiling, her husband climbed onto the bed with her. And why shouldn’t he smile? This incredibly gorgeous woman was practically throwing herself at him, and any man would be delighted to be in this situation with her. I remembered again with bitterness the lie Jasmine had told me, or at least hinted at, about the nature of her relationship with her husband. From the way she spoke about it, I had thought their sex life was all but over, their marriage dead in the water. But now I knew the truth. There was my mistress on the tiny screen in front of us, acting like a horny slut in heat, and her husband, who I tried not to look at, captured as I was by the site of Jasmine in her underwear, was the unbelievably lucky recipient of her attention. 
 
    He climbed onto the bed. On his knees, he seemed to tower over Jasmine. And she smiled up at him as she reached for the front of his underwear. Smiling still, she pulled his shorts down in one swift motion, and I looked away hurriedly as a prodigious cock sprang out from between his thick legs. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I gasped, in shock and in disgrace. 
 
    “I know,” Jasmine murmured beside me, never taking her eyes off the screen that kept playing her nighttime activities with her husband to my shocked eyes. “Beautiful, isn’t it? That’s what a real cock should look like, chastity boy. Not this worthless little nub you have here.” 
 
    Although she didn’t take her eyes from the screen, Jasmine’s blind hand was as mobile and dexterous as ever. Reaching across the small space of the car, she had placed her hand on the front of my pants. Her fingers moved over the fabric, manipulating the steel prison that encased me. Toying with her property, I thought with another pulse of shame and desire. 
 
    “Now watch,” she said in a low voice, still staring at the screen, still enraptured by her own performance, “and see what a woman like me does with a real man’s cock like that.” 
 
    I groaned in despair, a sound that made Jasmine laugh as she sat beside me. And on-screen, I watched Jasmine lean forward, balancing herself on knees and elbows. She swept back her dark hair from her face, pinning it behind one ear so that the camera wouldn’t miss a thing. And I watched as she wrapped those thick, full lips of hers, the ones I longed to kiss every time I saw them, around another man’s shaft. 
 
    “His cock tastes so good, too,” Jasmine murmured inside me, still engrossed by the action was happening on the screen. “The thing is, I kind of love sucking cock. And I’m really good at it. Just about every guy I’ve ever been with has said the same. You’ll never know, chastity boy. I own this cock, but I’m never going to suck it. That’s something only real men get.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Mrs. White,” I groaned. Finally, Jasmine tore her eyes away from the screen to look at me. The wicked smile never left her face, her eyes glowing the way they always did as she took such pleasure in humiliating me. I was a trembling ball of need for her, as desperately horny as ever, unable to even think straight as I watched her blow her husband on-screen and felt her hand toying with my cock through my pants and gazed into her beautiful brown eyes while she savored every moment of her fearsome power over me. 
 
    “I know,” Jasmine smiled. “Awwwww, poor chastity boy. Are you regretting me locking up your cock right now?” 
 
    “Yes,” I growled, making Jasmine laugh again. 
 
    “Well that’s just too bad, isn’t it?” she smirked. “Because I fucking love this. It’s so fucking hot to me to know that I can still have great sex with my husband and know that there’s a silly little boy out there ready to worship the ground I walk on who doesn’t even get to fuck me. It’s such a turn on, you wouldn’t believe. Or maybe you would. If I tell you that I thought about you once or twice while I was sucking Jim’s cock, that I wondered what you were doing and if you were thinking about me and if your worthless little cock was hurting in the cage I put it in, does that make it better or worse for you?” 
 
    “I – I don’t know, Mrs. White,” I admitted truthfully. Jasmine smooth brow furrowed in an expression of mock pity, her lips pouting as she looked at me. 
 
    “No, of course you don’t,” she said. “You’re just a poor horny chastity boy who can’t even think straight in his mistress’s presence, right?” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White,” I grudgingly admitted. After all, it was more or less true. Forming a coherent thought in these circumstances was beyond difficult, and the only thing I could think of was her. I wanted her more badly than I would have once believed possible, and the warmth of her body so close to mine only inflamed that desire even further. Every fiber of my being was crying out to me that I needed to fuck this woman, and yet despite how close we were to one another, despite the unbelievable sexual tension that swam in the air of the car, both of us wildly turned on as we played this insane game, I knew that I wasn’t going to get what I wanted. After all, that was what turned Mrs. White on most of all. 
 
    On the phone screen, Jasmine was moaning deep in her throat as she took her husband deeper and deeper. And Jim was moaning too, his physical pleasure obvious as his gorgeous wife serviced him. He rocked his hips back-and-forth, sliding his cock in and out of Jasmine’s wet mouth, and she let him. She looked up at her husband with his cock in her mouth as though she adored him, and maybe she did. I cringed again at her cruel words, that I would never know how it felt to have those tempting lips wrapped around my own manhood. In fact, the way things were going, I found myself wondering with a kind of terror if I had had my last blowjob. After all, Jasmine wasn’t going to give me one, and she hadn’t mentioned any intention of releasing me from my slavery to her at any future date. Nor did I want to be released. The full terror of that sank in slowly while I watched Jasmine sucking Jim’s cock, her body gyrating on the bed as though she loved nothing more in life than giving pleasure to her unbelievably fortunate husband. 
 
    Finally, on-screen, Jasmine pulled away. Jim’s cock made a wet popping sound as it slid easily out of her well-lubricated mouth, shining with her saliva as it stood proud from his body. Still smiling that seductive smile, Jasmine turned. She stayed on her knees and her elbows, seemingly completely submissive to him now, an attitude I had never seen from her in our interactions together. But of course, as always with Jasmine, there was nothing accidental about that. 
 
    I watched as she turned her back on him, arching her spine to point her ass up in the air toward him. Getting the message loud and clear, Jim advanced. Reaching out, he took Jasmine’s hips in his hands and pulled her closer toward him. In a swift move, he pulled her black panties down, only to her knees. And my mistress howled as her husband plunged his big cock deep inside her waiting pussy. 
 
    “See?” Jasmine said, her voice a whisper now, her lips brushing my ear as she leaned across the car to tease me even more. “That’s how a real man fucks. I’d say you should take notes, but what would be the point? You don’t get to fuck women anymore. You get to watch better men do it instead. So watch my husband fuck me, chastity boy. Watch him fuck me the way a woman like me deserves to be fucked.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    I could tell myself I didn’t have any choice, and there was certainly more than a grain of truth to that. I could tell myself that Jasmine made me do it, that the power she had over me was too much to resist, and that I couldn’t afford to anger the only person in the world who could give me another orgasm. And all that was true. But it wasn’t the whole truth. There was a part of me that until recently, I had never known, that strange submissive side of me that craved exactly this. To be humiliated and disgraced. To be used by Jasmine as a living prop for her clearly very fulfilling sex life, the complete opposite of the sex life she had taken away from me in a single day. She is a goddess. That’s the truth. And goddesses are sometimes cruel and malicious. But that only makes us worship them more, not less. 
 
    On the screen, Jim was really giving it to Jasmine. His hips rocked back-and-forth as he pounded her, the whole bed shaking to their movements. I could see why Jasmine warned me not to watch the video in public, because her cries of passion and pleasure rang out from the speakers of the phone and filled the close air in the car until my ears were ringing with them. And every moan and gasp and shriek of pleasure she gave made my defeat more bitter, and yet I couldn’t tear myself away. I couldn’t stop watching, no matter how much it hurt. Because it hurt. Because if pain was what Jasmine wanted to give me, I would take it all. 
 
    “Fuck,” Jasmine said suddenly behind me. Her movements were abrupt, as if she had made a sudden decision, as she reached for the control of her seat and pushed it quickly back. She lay back, her head in the backseat my car as she reached for the hem of her tight skirt. With a wiggle of her hips, she pulled it upward, and I tore my eyes away from the sight of her getting fucked on-screen to see the real thing in action. Jasmine quickly pulled off her panties, swinging her long legs through the air in my car as she removed them completely. Then, sitting upright for a moment in her reclined seat, she reached toward me and wrapped her hand around my neck.  
 
    As she leaned back, pulling me toward her, I knew exactly what she wanted. And even though I knew it could only cost me more pain, I was eager to please her any way I could. I bent at the waist, shifting my position in the seat of my car to get a better angle as she guided my mouth toward her ready pussy. And as I began to lick her, the taste of her arousal filled my mouth, and my cock raged desperately in the prison to which she had the only key, and Jasmine moaned in pleasure as though harmonizing with the on-screen avatar getting fucked by her husband. 
 
    “That’s it,” she said, her voice a frantic whisper now. “Eat that pussy. Eat the pussy that Jim gets to fuck while you wish you were fucking me like a real man. Oh God, that’s it, chastity boy. Make your mistress cum while you watch a real man fuck her.” 
 
    I did. Knowing by now exactly how to please Jasmine in this way, I used all my skills to make her happy. I plunged my tongue inside her, slurping up the juices that poured out of her, recognizing at once that her wild arousal at everything that was going on was no act to tease me, but the real thing. Nothing turned my mistress on more than being cruel to me, and it pushed the same strange buttons inside me to be her victim. I ate her pussy while her screams of pleasure filled my car, both the real ones and the ones on video, and soon, Jasmine’s pussy was gushing as she anointed my face with the fluids of her orgasm. She lay back panting in the passenger seat as I lifted my face away, gazing once again at her incredible beauty, still struggling to believe that a woman like this wanted anything to do with me. And Jasmine smiled up at me, her face flushed with pleasure, her whole body seeming to radiate with the sexual bliss she took such pleasure in denying me as she recovered her breath. 
 
    “Good boy,” she panted. “Fuck, that was awesome. You know what we should do next time?” 
 
    “No, Mrs. White,” I said carefully, knowing that whatever she had in mind would be teasing, humiliating, and almost unbearably erotic. 
 
    “Next time, I should make you watch the real thing,” she grinned. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
    
    
   
    7. Chore Boy 
 
      
 
    There was a time, near the start of our strange relationship, that I didn’t have Jasmine’s phone number. I only saw her at work, and even when we started seeing each of outside of the office, things always started there. On lunch breaks and workday evenings, I found myself being Jasmine’s bitch, her submissive toy for her to tease and play with and rekindle the spark in her own marriage. 
 
    But soon, we exchanged phone numbers. And soon, I almost came to wish we hadn’t. Jasmine used her phone to tease me and torment me when we weren’t together, and sometimes, it felt as though she wanted to let me know every time she and her husband were having sex. Which turned out to be a lot. Clearly, having me as her frustrated sex slave was working wonders for Jasmine’s libido, because far from their marriage being dead, it seemed as though Jim and Jasmine could barely keep their hands off one another. 
 
    Sometimes, it was just a text message. Something short but cruel, letting me know that her husband had just blown her mind in bed and given her orgasm after orgasm. Other times, there might be a sexy picture of my mistress in her underwear, complete with a caption reminding me she was wearing it for another man. Once or twice, there were other videos, shorter than the first one she showed me, but more than enough to let me know what was going on in Jasmine’s bedroom. 
 
    It all served, of course, to drive me absolutely crazy with frustrated desire. And the more frustrated and horny I was, Jasmine knew, the more I fell under her power. I was her frustrated chastity slave, and there wasn’t a minute of the day that went by that I didn’t think about Jasmine and how badly I wanted her and how it seemed I would never have her. Sure, she would let me go down on her while she mocked me with my sexual inadequacy. But that seemed to be it. And all the while, she kept turning up at the office in these unbelievably sexy outfits, reminding me of everything I couldn’t have. 
 
    It would be more than enough to drive a stronger man than me to the brink of madness. There were times, especially in those early days but even now, too, when I wondered if I might not have gone crazy already. After all, letting Jasmine do this to me had to be a sign of at least some mental imbalance in me. Otherwise, why would I ever put up with it? But I already knew the answer to that. The darkness in Jasmine found some echo in me, and I was addicted to being treated so badly by her. I couldn’t explain it, and I still can’t. I just know that it makes me feel more alive than anything else I have ever known to be used as an object for her pleasure. 
 
    The weekends were no release. Not anymore. I might not be physically in Jasmine’s presence, but that didn’t mean she stopped teasing me for even a moment. I knew that throughout Saturday and Sunday, I would be kept updated on everything she and Jim were doing, keeping me boiling over with the desperate lust that made me so weak to Jasmine. And I was addicted to what I knew was bad for me. With my cock locked away, I was helpless. I didn’t even have the solitary outlet of masturbation. And I certainly couldn’t even think of seeing another woman and breaking free of the hold Mrs. White had on me. No, I was completely hers, as Jasmine knew all too well. I would do what she said and put up with the torture she delighted in putting me through because I had no other choice. Because deep down, in some strange way, I enjoyed belonging to her. 
 
    One Saturday afternoon, I got a text from her. I picked up my phone as soon as it buzzed. Somehow, I had a feeling she would be contacting me. There was nothing supernatural in that; Jasmine never let a weekend go by without teasing me in one way or another and reminding me how completely owned I was. But when I saw this particular text message, I couldn’t help but gasp alone in my house as I wondered what it all might mean. 
 
    Want to come over and play? Jim’s out. 
 
    I knew, of course, that I should say no. I knew that it was almost certainly a trap. But I was already trapped, after all. My cock was locked up in inescapable chastity, and just at this simple message, I felt it throb again as it tried to harden, recognizing its true owner. 
 
    OK. 
 
    Good. Come to my place in one hour. 
 
    That was all the communication I got from her, and really all I needed. As always, this encounter would go exactly the way Jasmine wanted it to go, and my only input was to say yes or no. Agreeing to submit to her was no joke. The moment I said yes to her strange games, I was hers, completely. By now, of course, I knew the deal. That was how things worked between us. That, for whatever strange reason, was what I wanted. 
 
    Before going over there, I took a shower. The silver cage of the chastity device locked onto my cock shone in the water, giving me an unnecessary reminder of just why I was doing what I was doing. I knew, no matter what happened, I was in for a day of teasing and humiliation. But there was always a part of me that hoped for more. Always that faint glimmer of hope that Jasmine might unlock me and allow me to cum. She knew how to use that weapon against me so well. And I kept giving her ammunition to use. 
 
    Once my shower was done, I got dressed without much care and climbed into my car outside. With every mile I got closer to Jasmine’s place, my heart beat a little harder in my chest. It didn’t seem to matter how many times we played together this way. Every time was like the first time. I was just as nervous, just as excited, and longing for her more than ever. I pulled up outside her house, and the memories of the things we had done there, the one and only time I had had sex with the woman I was obsessed with, practically assaulted me. 
 
    Trying to control myself and my fluttering nerves, I parked my car in front of her garage and climbed out, heading toward the front door. I rang the bell and waited. A moment later, I heard footsteps from inside. Jasmine opened the door, dressed in black yoga pants so tight they looked sprayed onto her body and a sports bra that her big breasts threatened to spill out of, and predictably, I felt another sting of pain as my cock tried and failed to harden in the prison to which she held the only key. 
 
    “There you are, chastity boy,” Jasmine said with a wicked smile as she pushed the door open wide. “Come in.” 
 
    As I stepped through the open door past her, I inhaled the smell of her body, and it made my heart ache. Despite her outfit, Jasmine didn’t look as though she had been working out. She looked as flawless as ever, her dark hair sleek and shiny, her makeup a little more subtle than she wore to the office but recognizably there. She seemed to have an intuitive ability to know how to turn me on. Or else the long period of denial I had been suffering, the constant teasing from her I enjoyed, was continuing to work its magic. I wanted her as badly as ever as she swung the door shut behind us. And I knew with a sinking feeling that there wasn’t much I wouldn’t do for the promise of even the least bit of mercy from this incredible woman. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    Jasmine’s ass looked incredible in her skintight pants as she led me deeper into the house. I followed along meekly behind her, noticing that her feet were bare, and that she was wearing the silver chain around her left ankle that my key dangled from. Of course she was. My mistress wouldn’t want me to forget for even a minute the power she had over me. Not that I could. But the key was a constant reminder, her way of throwing in my face the outrageous right she claimed over my body. Beside her wedding and engagement rings, it was the only jewelry she wore. 
 
    Reaching the living room, Jasmine sat down on the big couch. I had only glimpsed her living room for a moment before, hurrying through the house on our way to the bedroom that unforgettable day of our first encounter. The sex we had that day was the trap she had used to lure me into this wild world of domination and submission, but I still look back on it as some of the best of my life. Maybe the best. Although my judgment on that was clouded by the fact it was the last time I had ever had sex with anyone. And until Jasmine decided otherwise, it would stay just that. 
 
    “I feel like being pampered today,” Jasmine said as she looked up at me from the sofa, her dark eyes blazing. “Jim’s out, and I got bored. So I thought, why not play with my little boy toy? So that’s what we’re going to do. You’re going to do everything you’re told today and be the perfect little slave for me. And maybe if you’re really, really good, you might get a little reward at the end of it. Or maybe not. Depends on how I feel.” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White,” I said meekly, watching an evil smile spread across her face. 
 
    “Perfect. You haven’t forgotten your manners. Now, get your clothes off. All of them. I want to see your little cock all locked up while you serve me today.” 
 
    This dominant tone of hers wasn’t new, nor was I surprised by it. After all, this is what Jasmine did. She loved being in charge, and I loved her for it, and this was the game we played together. Still, I hesitated, if only for a moment, before pulling my T-shirt over my head. She had told me her husband was out, but she didn’t say where or how long or when he would be back. The last thing I wanted was to get caught by Jim naked in his house with his wife. And I had learned not to try and guess what Jasmine was or wasn’t capable of. I was her guilty little secret, her bit on the side. The boy toy she used to make her sex with her husband more exciting. I couldn’t see how it would be in her interest to have our secret found out. Then again, Jasmine was almost impossible to predict. 
 
    So I did as she said. I stripped off my clothes, leaving them in a pile on the living room floor until I stood before her completely naked except for the steel device locked onto my cock. Jasmine’s eyes traveled down my body, and her smile deepened as she looked at the chastity cage with my cock straining inside it, the source of all her wicked sexual power. 
 
    “Good,” she said at last. “Pick up your clothes and go put them in my closet upstairs. Then come right back down here for your orders.” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White,” I said. I could feel her shining eyes watching my every move as I bent to the floor and scooped up my garments. Her head turned to watch me as I walked out of the living room, heading for the stairs. I knew where her bedroom was. After all, it was burned onto my memory from the single blissful time I had been there before. Stepping through the open door of the bedroom, I headed toward her walk-in closet and placed my clothes on a shelf inside. Remembering her instructions, I turned to leave the bedroom, but paused for just a moment. The sheets and blankets were a messy pile on her bed, and as my cock surged and ached, I couldn’t keep myself from walking toward it. Bending over the mattress, I tried to pick out the shape of her body in the pattern of creases on the sheet. Her pillow smelled like her hair. I trembled, feeling almost as though I could feel the warmth of her body radiating from where she had slept. And more than slept, too. I didn’t have to imagine what it looked like when my mistress got fucked. Jasmine made sure I knew exactly what that looked like with her videos. My head was spinning, making me almost dizzy as I tore myself away from the bed and headed back downstairs to where my mistress waited. 
 
    “There you are,” Jasmine said as I walked back into the living room. “I have a lot of chores to do today. Which means you have a lot of chores to do today. And I don’t want to hear any complaining about it. Slaves like you speak when spoken to. Understand, chastity boy?” 
 
    Her flashing eyes seemed to dare me to defy her. But I had more sense than to do that. She sat with her legs crossed, the key to my chastity dangling prominently from her raised foot, and I wasn’t going to do anything to jeopardize whatever release she might intend to give me. 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White.” 
 
    “The vacuum is in a closet in the kitchen. Go get it. You can start with vacuuming the house.” 
 
    It was hardly the weekend I had planned. And hardly the game I wanted to play with this gorgeous goddess. But after all, these were her rules. So just like the slave she called me, I headed to the kitchen and found the vacuum cleaner in a tall closet. Wheeling it out, I brought it back to the living room. For a while, Jasmine watched as I plugged it in and began to vacuum her floors for her. But soon, she stopped watching me. Instead, she lay back on the sofa, her phone in her hands, peering at something on the screen as she pressed buttons. And I sneaked glances at her as often as I was able while I pushed the vacuum around the floor, my desire for her acting like fuel to keep me submissive and needy while she ignored her disgraced boy toy for now. 
 
    “Are you done yet?” she asked at last, raising her voice to be heard over the vacuum cleaner but not bothering to look away from her phone screen. 
 
    “Almost, Mrs. White,” I yelled back, running the vacuum over the last scrap of carpet in the corner of the living room. When I switched the noisy machine off, Jasmine finally turned her eyes away from the phone screen to look at me. 
 
    “Okay, put that away, chastity boy,” she said, looking me up and down again as she spoke. “Then you can clean the bathrooms. There’s one on each floor, but you can start on here on the ground floor where I can keep an eye on you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White.” 
 
    Jasmine laughed out loud as I humbly obeyed her. But the promise of a reward from her was just too strong to ignore. If all I had to do was a few household chores to win release, it seemed like a small price to pay. And even if I suspected Jasmine had more in mind than just housework, I knew I would go along with whatever her plan was. 
 
    I found cleaning supplies in a drawer underneath the sink in the downstairs bathroom and got to work. It had been a while since I last cleaned my own bathroom at home, and I never gave it the attention I paid to Jasmine’s. After all, I never had this kind of incentive to do a good job. As I scrubbed the toilet and made the porcelain gleam, hope continued to burn inside my heart, and my cock continued to throb inside its cage, Jasmine’s power never more apparent than it had been as I served her in such a humiliating fashion while she relaxed in the next room. 
 
    Her bare feet were silent on the carpet outside, so I didn’t know she was watching me until I heard her voice from the open door of the bathroom. On my knees in front of the toilet, I turned to look at her in her sexy black outfit, leaning against the open bathroom door with her arms folded under her tempting breasts. 
 
    “I’m having a date night with Jim tonight,” Jasmine said. “They say stuff like that keeps a marriage strong. What they don’t tell you is how having a pathetic horny chastity boy serving you can also remind you of how much you love your husband. Guess how our date night is going to end, chastity boy?” 
 
    “With sex, Mrs. White,” I said, trying to control the cracking in my voice as she grinned at me. 
 
    “That’s right,” Jasmine said slowly, savoring every word she spoke it. “With lots and lots of awesome sex. You know I put out for him. And he’s definitely going to want to fuck me when we’re done. God, I can’t wait to feel that big cock inside me. A man like him deserves to feel my tight pussy wrapping around his manhood, don’t you think, slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White.” 
 
    “Pathetic,” Jasmine sneered, shaking her head. She stepped forward, entering the bathroom, and as she reached me, she swung her leg gracefully over my head. Flipping the toilet seat down, she sat on top of it, spreading her legs in front of me. I barely had time to snatch my hands out of the way before the lid came down and her weight settled on top of it. And there I was, still on my knees, between her spread legs, gazing up at her with undisguised lust while she sat above me like the goddess she was. 
 
    “That’s what you’re really here for,” she went on. “I just thought I’d get you to do some chores while I have you. But your real job today is to make me look super sexy for my date with my husband. I want him to not be able to keep his hands off me. I want him to fuck my brains out. And I want you to help make sure he gets what I never give you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White,” I said. But I had to force the words out through gritted teeth. And Jasmine noticed. Of course she did. Her dark eyes flickered over my face, taking in every detail of my humiliated submission, the smile never leaving her full lips as she stared down at me. 
 
    “Good. It’s good to remind you of your place in my life. Now, you’re going to paint my toenails. In a drawer over there, you’ll find my nail polish. Bring me the one called baby blue.” 
 
    I didn’t get off my knees. Instead, I turned and crawled toward the drawer Jasmine pointed to and pulled it open, revealing bottle after bottle of nail polish and other makeup. I found the one she wanted and lifted it out, carrying it back across the floor to where she continued to sit on the toilet. Now, she had shifted her position, crossing her legs again, and the key to my chastity was dangling right in front of me from its silver chain, taunting me with my helplessness at the feet of my goddess. 
 
    “Ever painted a woman’s toes before, chastity boy?” 
 
    “Never, Mrs. White.” 
 
    “Well, maybe it’s a good time to learn. This is something you can do for me in the future, too. My own little beauty slave, there to help me look good and make sure my husband can’t resist me.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. Instead, I twisted the top off the bottle of nail polish and lifted out the tiny brush. Setting the bottle carefully on the floor, I took Jasmine’s soft foot in my hands. Carefully, scared of getting anything wrong, I began to paint her toes. And she just watched me, enjoying the feeling of being pampered, the key to my chastity never closer to me than at that moment as it dangled just inches from my shaking hand. 
 
    When I finished 1 foot, Jasmine recrossed her legs and offered me the other. I painted those toes too, trying to control my trembling. When that was finally done, I slid the tiny brush back into the bottle and twisted the cap back on, and Jasmine put both her feet on the floor, wiggling her toes, seemingly pleased with the job I had done. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said. “Now, guess what you get to do next?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Mrs. White,” I said while she smiled viciously at me. 
 
    “You get to help me get dressed. Come on. Come with me.” 
 
    Rising from the toilet where she sat, Jasmine headed for the open door of the bathroom. She didn’t seem to doubt that I would follow her at once, and she was right about that. Rising to my feet, I followed, bewitched by her swaying ass as she led me through the house. Her tight pants grew even tighter as she climbed the stairs, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away the firm flesh of her buttocks revealed by her clothes. But Jasmine didn’t even turn around to look at me. Instead, she led me down the hallway to her bedroom. There, she ordered me to wait by the bed while she headed for her huge closet. Grabbing something from inside, she stepped back into the bedroom. The light blue dress that hung from her hand matched the nail polish I had applied to her toes perfectly. That, I knew, was no accident. 
 
    “Help me put this on, slave,” Jasmine said. 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. White.” 
 
    Eager for the chance to touch her body, I sprang forward. Jasmine continued to hold the dress as I reached for her yoga pants and pulled them off with some difficulty. Pulling them all the way down, I dropped to the floor, and while there, I took the opportunity to pull off her tiny thong panties too. Her pussy shone in front of me, her sexual power seeming to radiate out from it as I rose to my feet again. Jasmine just stood there, watching calmly as I walked around behind her and pulled off her sports bra. Her breasts sprang free from their former prison, standing proud from her chest. My goddess was naked in front of me for the first time in what felt like forever, and the key to my chastity was still there on her ankle, and my racing brain screamed at me to take advantage. But I didn’t. Instead, I kept on doing exactly what Jasmine said. Still standing near the bed and holding the dress, she directed me toward her underwear drawer and told me what to select. I came back to her with the push-up bra she requested and stood behind her, wrestling her big boobs into the cups until it gave her the magnificent cleavage she was after. 
 
    Then, Jasmine told me to put on the dress. It seemed absolutely tiny in my hands as I pulled down the zipper and helped her into it. Sky blue fabric stretched around her curves as we both worked together to pull it into position, her enhanced breasts rising out of the low neckline and driving me crazy with desire while I tried to serve her to the best of my ability. 
 
    Once the dress was on, Jasmine stepped away from me, returning to her huge closet. After a moment, she stepped back out, and I could see she had put on a pair of black patent leather high-heeled pumps with an open toe that showed off the toenails I had just painted. She posed in front of me, one hand on her hip, the fabric of the tight dress straining around her with every move she made. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “You look like a goddess, Mrs. White.” 
 
    Jasmine smiled at the compliment. But I wasn’t lying. I knew from her daring workplace outfits just how stunning this woman could be, and the tight dress played that up to the fullest as she stepped toward me. I was reminded all over again what a lucky man her husband was, and what an unfortunate one I was to be nothing more than her frustrated toy. 
 
    But Jasmine wasn’t finished yet. 
 
    Stepping back toward the closet, she disappeared inside for only a moment. Then, she reappeared with a smile on her face and a pair of handcuffs in her hands. She ordered me to turn my back on her and place my hands behind me, and I did, knowing what was coming. Jasmine snapped the handcuffs into place. Then, taking me by the arm, she led me toward her bed and told me to lie back. I did, my cuffed hands trapped behind me. And Jasmine’s dress grew tight around her she climbed onto the bed with me, and my heart leapt for joy as I watched her reach for the tiny anklet around her ankle and the key that it held. 
 
    “You’ve been such a good boy today,” Jasmine said, as though she had any need to offer me an explanation for what she was about to do. “Plus, I want you to associate getting me ready to have sex with my husband with something pleasurable for you. So you’ve earned this reward. I hope you enjoy it.” 
 
    Bending over my lap, Jasmine slipped the tiny key into the lock of my chastity device. The lock clicked, and she took the cage apart, sliding it off my cock. At once, my manhood hardened in a way it hadn’t been able to do for weeks, and I felt dizzy as my blood rushed south. Meanwhile, Jasmine fussed with her dress, pulling the skirt up around her hips. She hadn’t told me to pick out any panties for her to wear, and so I didn’t, and so I saw her pussy displayed in front of me the moment she lifted the dress. With the dress around her waist, Jasmine straddled me, reaching down to take hold of my cock. As she guided it inside her tight wet pussy, we both moaned with the onset of sexual pleasure. 
 
    Jasmine fucked me right there in the bed she shared with her husband. The smell of her rising from the pillow and sheets mingled with the smell from her body, and the pleasure I was feeling was so pure and powerful that it was hard to believe it was real. I had dreamed of this many times over the last few weeks, longing for it with a force that astonished even me, that it was hard to believe it was finally happening. But it was, and judging by the moans and shrieks of pleasure she gave as she rode up and down on top of my cock, her breasts bouncing provocatively in the low neck of her sexy dress, Jasmine was having almost as much fun as I was. 
 
    I had never wanted an orgasm more in my life, but the last thing I wanted to do was displease my mistress. Somehow, despite going without for so long, I managed to hold my orgasm back. It didn’t take long. Soon, Jasmine was howling and moaning in her pleasure, and as her pussy tightened around my cock, I let go. My cock erupted like a volcano as I filled her with my long-awaited cum, and the power of my orgasm made me breathless. I closed my eyes, gasping and growling wordlessly at the pure and powerful feeling I had waited for so long. And Jasmine waited too, still sitting astride me, my cock still buried inside her, her blood slowly cooling along with mine. 
 
    “There,” she said at last, sounding extraordinarily pleased with herself as she beamed down at me. “Don’t say I never give you anything. Now, get up.” 
 
    With that, Jasmine climbed off me. My cock slid easily out of her wet pussy, and kneeling beside me on the bed, she pulled her tight dress back down. I sat up, and my mistress took hold of my arm again, guiding me toward the edge of the mattress. I stood, uncertain of what was happening but too overcome with my recent bliss to argue or even question. And Jasmine easily led me inside her walk-in closet, positioning me with my back to the wire shelves attached to the wall. Before I knew what was happening, she had grabbed a belt and used it to bind my handcuffed hands to the shelf. Her eyes flashed with that old dangerous beauty as she smiled at me again. 
 
    “There,” she said. “Now, you’re going to stay there all night. And when Jim and I come home from our date you helped me look so sexy for, you’re going to hear everything. You’re going to hear how a real man fucks your mistress. And don’t you dare make a sound. You wouldn’t want Jim to find you like this, would you?” 
 
    “No, Mrs. White,” I said as Jasmine laughed. 
 
    “No. Of course not. Now, let me go get your chastity cage and put it back on. And then the fun can really begin.” 
 
    

  

 
      
  
   
    8. Jasmine’s Big Surprise 
 
      
 
    I struggled, a little. But there wasn’t much point. Jasmine had all the leverage she needed. The handcuffs that held my arms behind my back were no toys, but serious restraints that were impossible to get out of without the key. And maybe I could’ve torn away from the shelf she had tied my hands to if I really wanted to. But what would I do then? I’d still be handcuffed. And handcuffed or not, I would still be in the power of this incredible woman. If I were able to resist her, she never would’ve gotten the chastity device on me in the first place. But I wasn’t, so she did. And now, as I stood there naked in her closet, momentarily sated by the rare gift of sex with Jasmine and still alive with excitement of what was happening, all I could do was wait as she retrieved the chastity device from the bed where she had removed it and brought it over to me.  
 
    Carefully, she slid my cock back inside the metal tube and locked the whole contraption together, imprisoning me once more in my dungeon of frustration and desire. And even as my heart sank at the sound of the lock picking shirt, I couldn’t avoid acknowledging that this, too, was what I wanted. This was what made the whole thing so exciting. That this was what gave her the power to control me, and that power was almost the sexiest thing about her. Which, with a woman like Jasmine, was saying a lot. 
 
    With the chastity device locked back on me, Jasmine smiled. Affectionately patting the cage with one hand, she turned, and I watched her head toward the door of the closet. 
 
    “Stay there,” she smiled at me over her shoulder, as if I had even the slightest choice in the matter. And I didn’t say anything. There was no need for me to say a word. Beyond my assumed consent, I had no input in anything that was going to happen. We both wanted it that way. 
 
    I listened to Jasmine’s footsteps recede through the house. I had no idea where she was going. I waited, almost in a trance, my body still glowing with the residue of sex even as my mind raced, hurling itself forward in the future in anticipation of what was going to happen. Jasmine really intended to make me listen to her fuck her husband. I had no doubts about that. She was many things, but she wasn’t a liar or a boaster. I had learned the hard way that if Jasmine said she was going to do something, that meant she would do it. I was in for a wild night, that much was for sure. And part of me welcomed it even as another part feared it. 
 
    Soon, I heard her high heels making their way back through the large house. I heard her step into the bedroom, and watched her walk through the open door of the closet. She had something in her hand, and as she raised it, I saw that it was a roll of duct tape. At the same time, she reached past me with her other hand, reaching into a pile of clothing on a shelf beside me and lifting out a pair of panties. I watched, hardly daring to breathe, as she pulled up the skirt of her tight blue dress, revealing her pussy underneath. For a moment, I thought she was going to put the underwear on, but she didn’t. Instead, she gathered the soft fabric up into a ball and wiped it over the wet lips of her sex. The fabric soaked up the juices of the orgasm we had shared, and as she lifted the panties away, stepping closer toward me, my fear grew.  
 
    Jasmine didn’t care about that. She pressed the damp panties against my face, and I inhaled the smell of our sex as I breathed. Calmly, patiently, she pushed the panties into my mouth, and again, I put up only a token resistance. Whatever Jasmine wanted to happen would happen. We both knew that. Those were the rules of the game. Sometimes, it seemed, the only rule. 
 
    Jasmine stuffed her panties into my mouth. Then, tearing off a strip of the tape, she pressed it over my lips, sealing them together. Still smiling that maddening smile, she tore of another strip and pressed it over the first, making sure I couldn’t speak. 
 
    “There,” she said. “That’ll keep you quiet. I don’t want to hear a peep out of you. You’re just there to listen to my husband fuck me. You’re going to hear what you can’t have, and I’m going to love every minute of knowing you’re in here, caged and frustrated, my submissive little office boy toy forced to watch me having sex right in front of you. Have a good night, Chris. I know I will.” 
 
    Teasingly, Jasmine kissed her hand, then pressed it against the tape that covered my lips. Then, pulling down her skirt, she stepped out of the closet. Turning out the light, she pulled the door shut behind her, but not all the way. She left it open just a crack, and I knew it wasn’t by accident. From where I stood, if I moved my head just right, I could see at least some of the bed. A shudder went through me as I wondered how much of the night’s events I would see from my vantage point. And I hoped that Jasmine’s guess was right, that with the light off and the door only open a little, her husband wouldn’t know I was in there. Because that scared me, and a different way to the sexy thrill of nervousness I felt when Jasmine did her thing. That was just downright fear, the simple fear of being found by another man naked in his wife’s bedroom and not being able to defend myself. 
 
    There was no point thinking about that, given that there was nothing I could do about it. After all, this is what Jasmine wanted. And therefore, in its own weird way, it was what I wanted too. 
 
    In the darkness I was left in, I listened to Jasmine make her way out of the bedroom, her footsteps once again growing fainter as they receded through the house. All I could see was that sliver of light coming from the bedroom itself, that teasing glimpse of the bed that she had left me. I had no way of marking the passage of time. My phone was in the pocket of my pants that sat on a wire shelf close to where I was tied up, but it may as well been on the other side of the earth. I couldn’t reach it. I couldn’t do anything but wait. Just as Jasmine wanted. 
 
    So that’s what I did. At some point, I heard a voice from downstairs. Voices. My heart contracted at the thought that Jasmine’s husband had come home, and the two of them were talking. But after a while, the voices ceased. I heard a door close, and very faintly from downstairs, a car starting up. They were gone. Out on their date, and I felt again the stab of jealousy as I imagined what it would be like to be the husband of a woman like her. To sit in the car beside her or across the table of a restaurant from her in that body-hugging blue dress she was wearing, her delicious boobs almost popping out of the top, her long legs exposed by the tight skirt, and know that he was going to get to have sex with that woman later. To not have to play the wild games that we did, not have to bow and scrape and grovel and earn every slight favor from beautiful Jasmine.  
 
    But would that make me happy? Would that be better or worse than the situation I found myself in now? I knew well enough by now that part of what made Jasmine so attractive to me was her power, her ego, her arrogance, her selfishness. Looking the way she did, she would always be an incredibly attractive woman. Would she be quite as attractive to me if she wasn’t capable of being such a monster? These were thoughts I usually tried not to pay much attention to. But in the lonely darkness of Jasmine’s closet, I had nothing to do but think.  
 
    Did I really want what Jim had? Yes, he got to fuck a beautiful woman like Jasmine, and often, I thought that was all I wanted in the world. But he didn’t, maybe, get the dark delights that I did. He didn’t get the razor edge between dark and light, the endless cut and thrust of desire and denial. As much as he might want his sexy wife, maybe he would never want her quite as badly as I did, because he never had to go without the way that I did. And sometimes, desire as potent as that can be its own reward. 
 
    Not that it mattered, I told myself. None of it mattered. Because this was the position I found myself in, and it wasn’t like I had a choice. It wasn’t like I had the option of being Jim, even if I wanted to. Jasmine, in some ways, was completely honest with me. Honest about what she wanted, about my place in her life, almost to a fault. But she had lied to me about that. She had let me to believe her marriage was on the rocks, the more evidence I saw, the more clear it became to me that she and Jim were very happy together. And I was there only to provide a bit of extra fun for her, the delicious thrill of being in control that she craved but for whatever reason couldn’t get or didn’t want to try and get from her husband. 
 
    Maybe she loved him too much for that. She could dominate me because she didn’t love me. 
 
    A strange realization to come to, and a strange place to have it, standing there naked in my chastity cage with Jasmine’s fragrant panties stuffed into my mouth. Did I want her to love me? Did I love her? Surely not, I told myself. I liked her. I always had. Back before this crazy relationship started, we always got on well, sharing our joking office flirtation that neither of us thought would ever come to more than it already was. But then it did. And since we had started playing like this, my relationship with Jasmine had changed completely. Suddenly, there were no more little jokes. Then again, there was more teasing than ever. Only now, it wasn’t a joke. Now, it was real. And yes, my feelings for her had changed. I had always desired her, but I never used to think about it. Now, it obsessed me. 
 
    When you want someone badly enough, it’s easy to persuade yourself that you love them. That doesn’t make it true. I wanted Jasmine with a desperation that was unlike anything I had ever felt in my life, but that’s not the same as love. Still, she was the only woman in my life. With my cock locked away like this, she was going to stay that way. My married mistress, a woman who could use me completely to indulge her sadistic side without worrying about the consequences. My sexy coworker had really maneuvered herself into a good position, I thought with some bitterness. Then again, I was the one who let her do it. 
 
    These useless thoughts gnawed at my brain as I waited in the darkness. There was no single aspect of my relationship with Jasmine that I hadn’t already thought about and analyzed to death. But there was nothing else to fill the time. And I couldn’t think of anything but her. The taste of her pussy filled my mouth from the panties she had gagged me with, and my cock was already trying to harden inside the cruel steel device she had used to lock it up again. She really did own my cock. She owned my sexuality completely. That meant she owned my thoughts and my mind, too. Especially now, when I had nothing to do except wait for her to return. 
 
    And I waited a good long while. Without any way to keep track of the time, it was hard to say just how long I spent in that closet, waiting to see what happened next. But it was hours, I was sure of that. My position began to grow uncomfortable, and I shifted from foot to foot, about the only movement I could make while I was tied to her shelves. And waiting, as Jasmine perhaps suspected, only made the obsession grow. It served to keep my thoughts tethered to her, constantly orbiting around her as I pondered what might happen next. 
 
    Finally, after an agony of waiting, I heard something from downstairs. For a moment, I felt a new terror. What if someone broke into their house while they were out and found me like this? But soon, that fear was dispelled as I had a female voice. Jasmine’s voice, floating up the stairs as she laughed too hard at something Jim had said. They stayed downstairs for a while, while I breathlessly waited for them to arrive in the bedroom. But I knew where Jasmine’s mind was that night. I knew what she had planned. And I didn’t think for even a moment that her husband would be anymore able to resist her feminine charms than I could. No man would, with her looking the way she did. Jasmine was always going to get whatever she wanted. 
 
    Finally, I heard footsteps on the stairs. And my fear and nervousness grew right along with my excitement as the married couple drew ever closer. Their voices drifted down the hall, engaged in chatter, sharing time-worn jokes that I, as an outsider to the marriage, barely understood. But I knew what I was in for. A front row seat to my own bitter humiliation. 
 
    They entered the bedroom. There was a moment’s pause, the two of them no longer speaking. And as I listened, training my ears to catch every sound even though I knew it could only make my frustration greater, I heard something I recognized at once. Kissing. The moist sound of Jasmine’s lips moving over her husband’s as they made out. It went on for long while, their kiss deep and passionate, making me clench my bound hands into fists as I imagined how it would feel to have those lips on mine. To have that beautiful body pressed against you, separated only by the thin fabric of the tight dress that revealed more than it hid. To know what was coming, to know that you were about to be granted access to paradise. I knew I was feeling everything Jasmine wanted me to feel, all the shame and rage and disgrace of being deemed sexually inferior to her husband. It was working. Once again, Jasmine was getting exactly what she wanted. 
 
    Their kiss finally broke. Through the tiny gap allowed to me, I watched as Jasmine suddenly appeared, for a moment. Stalking along beside the bed in her tight dress and high heels, teasing me with every move she made. She didn’t look over at the closet where she knew I was hiding, and I wondered how much willpower it took for her not to look. Patchy forgotten I was even in there? I doubted it. After all, she had said herself that she was going to be thinking about that while her husband fucked her. 
 
    Jasmine lay back on the bed, still fully dressed. I watched her raise one long leg, and she giggled at something. I heard the sound of something falling to the floor, and guessed that Jim had taken off one of her shoes. Lowering her raised leg, she lifted the other, and I heard that same sound, and knew I had guessed right. Then the bed sank slightly, and I saw Jim climbing on top of it, climbing on top of her, crawling toward her and smothering her beautiful body with his unlovely one. I listened to them kissing again, and through the gap of the door, I watched Jasmine reach for the front of her husband’s pants. Her experienced hands unfastened the buckle of his belt and drew down the zipper, and she bent her knees and lifted her legs and used her feet to push his pants down to his ankles. At the same time, Jim’s hands were all over her body, caressing her through the tight dress. I cringed with jealousy as I watched him lower his head down to her breasts, kissing his way down her body, no doubt savoring the unbelievably soft skin of her boobs as he nuzzled his face against them. And as his hands reached up under that skirt the way my own hands longed to do, I saw him pause for a moment. 
 
    “No panties?” he said, a note of delight mixed with the surprise in his voice. 
 
    “I figured they’d only get in the way,” Jasmine answered. And in despairing rage in the closet, I chewed on the panties that filled my mouth as Jim laughed, secure in his position as the only man in her life. 
 
    Jasmine sat up. I was able to see almost all of her now, her dark hair cascading over her slender shoulders as she tossed her head, her arms reaching for her husband as she unfastened the buttons of his shirt and pulled it off her shoulders. At the same time, he reached around behind her and began to unzip the dress I had helped her put on. Their movements grew quicker, more frantic, as they pulled each other’s clothes off. Sexual tension crackled in the room, the two of them mad with lust for one another, adding gasoline to the fire of jealousy that burned inside me. At last, Jim stripped Jasmine’s blue dress off and held it toward the closet where I watched. At the same time, he struggled out of his own pants and underwear, his hard cock springing free and pointing toward his wife. I tried not to look. I remembered what Jasmine said about how he compared to me, about how much she loved his cock and how mine was inferior and deserved to be locked away. I could feel the cock she had taken from me aching painfully as it tried to swell inside the chastity device, as though trying to compete with Jim. As though that were possible. Jasmine had made her choice, and she wanted me to know that as she reached down and wrapped her fingers around her husband’s shaft. 
 
    Jim moaned in pleasure. And Jasmine moaned too, as though she wanted nothing more than her husband’s cock inside her. His arms wrapped around her body, Jim all but tore her bra apart, pulling it off her and tossing it carelessly aside to free her breasts. Taking them in his hands, he lowered his face to them, his lips and tongue moving over her swollen nipples and making Jasmine squirm with pleasure. At the same time, she continued to stroke his cock, her legs wrapped around his hips now as they sat facing one another. There was a flurry of kisses, the two of them anointing each other’s bodies with affection, losing themselves in marital passion. How had I ever believed that this woman’s marriage was dead? Clearly, it was anything but. Jim and Jasmine couldn’t keep their hands off each other, like two horny teenagers on their first date. I saw her now that what Jasmine said was true, that knowing that I was tied up in the closet forced to watch make things even hotter for her, and clearly, it was working. The air in their bedroom seemed ready to ignite with the passion that vibrated through it, and even I could feel it from my prison. 
 
    They had worked each other up to a fever pitch. Lifting his face away from Jasmine’s boobs, Jim took her shoulders in his hands. Firmly but gently, he lay her down on the bed, her face disappearing from my view, hidden by the closet door. And as he climbed on top of her, I watched, unable to turn my eyes away. Whether by luck or by design, Jasmine had positioned the opening in the closet door perfectly so that I could see the middle of the bed and the middle of their bodies. The sight of her taking hold of his cock and guiding it toward her streaming pussy was almost all I could see from the darkness where I stood. And I watched. No matter how much I hated it, no matter how much it tormented me, I couldn’t bring myself not to watch every moment of my complete humiliation as Jasmine felt her husband’s cock deep inside herself. 
 
    Jasmine moaned from deep in her throat, savoring the feelings of Jim filling her. And Jim thrust forward, grunting like an animal, easily sliding his cock deep inside his gorgeous wife. The two of them trembled with wild passion as their bodies joined together, seeming to melt into one on the bed in front of me while I stood alone in a blizzard of ice. The steel of the chastity cage had never been tighter around my cock as Jasmine’s moans of pleasure soon filled the air of their bedroom. I had watched this couple have sex before, on the videos Jasmine loved show me. I had thought that was the most brutal mindfuck possible. But somehow, seeing it live and in the flesh took it to a whole new level. There are certain things a video can’t give you. It can replicate the sights and sounds, but it doesn’t have the same charge in the air that I was feeling now, to be in the presence of them having married sex. I could feel the way the air crackled with passion. Passion I couldn’t share. 
 
    Jim fucked her for a long time. Jasmine began to scream in pleasure, arching her back as she thrust her hips toward him, wrapping her legs around him to pull him deep inside her. I watched her hands grip his arms, his shoulders, raking her nails down his back, her feet arching to match her spine as powerful contractions of pleasure rolled through her. I knew what it looked like when Jasmine had an orgasm. For that matter, I knew what it felt like, too. But watching it without being involved allowed me to study every detail, to feel it burning itself onto my memory. I had never seen anything more beautiful or more frustrating, and I trembled where I stood tied to the shelf and watched my mistress cum with another man’s cock inside her. 
 
    Jasmine screamed as she came. Her wild cry left me in no doubt about the pure intensity of the pleasure she was feeling. But Jim didn’t cum. Of course not. Not yet, anyway. After a moment’s pause to let his wife recover slightly from her orgasm, he began thrusting his cock deep inside again. With every thrust, Jasmine cried out in pure passion. She was screaming his name, her voice bouncing back from the bedroom walls, and he was moaning to match her, panting with the effort of fucking that made the bed shake and tremble beneath them. 
 
    The smell of their sex filled the air, warring with the flavors from Jasmine’s panties that filled my mouth. And every thrust of Jim’s cock inside Jasmine’s pussy served to drive another spike of cruel desire right through my heart. As her cries of passion continue to fill the air, I felt like I was a complete wreck. The spell my coworker had woven over me was complete, her power beyond question. Jasmine owned me completely, and there was no greater proof of that than this, being forced to watch her get fucked by the man she loved while I stood there like the frustrated toy this woman had decided to turn me into. 
 
    Jasmine screamed again, her gorgeous body stiffening in gap I was allowed to look through as orgasm overtook her yet again. And at the same time, her husband climaxed too. I watched his body collapsed on top of hers, his cock driven as deep inside her as it would go, the two of them moaning and squirming in shared pleasure as they achieved orgasm together. 
 
    As the blissful moment passed, they lay like that for a while, recovering. Then, Jim rolled off Jasmine, his cock slipping free of her pussy. She squeezed her legs together, her hands on her thighs, fingernails raking the skin as though the pleasure she was feeling was too great even for her to tolerate. But finally, she relaxed. And in the suddenly still air of the bedroom, I heard them kissing again. 
 
    “Fuck,” I heard Jim say. “That was amazing.” 
 
    “Yeah, it was,” Jasmine said in a voice that dripped with pleasure. “I told you it would be.” 
 
    “Yeah, you did,” Jim said. “I have to admit, I had my doubts about this at first. But if the sex is like that…” 
 
    “I knew you’d come around,” Jasmine said. I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke, but I didn’t know what they were talking about. I figured I didn’t need to know. But then, her next words froze me to the spot. 
 
    “Now, I think you should meet him.” 
 
    “Really? I’m not sure I want to,” Jim said. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. He’s harmless. I have him completely pussy whipped. He’s just my little cuckold slave, and it would be so humiliating for him to have to look him in the eye after what you just did to me. Go on, just stay there. I’ll go get him.” 
 
    Jasmine moved on the bed. And in the darkness of the closet, I shook my head, barely able to believe what she was saying. But in a second, she was pushing aside the door of the closet where I stood, and I squinted as she turned the light on. Behind her, Jim sat up on the bed, staring right at me. Seeing me, tied up there in his wife’s closet with my cock locked away and her panties stuffed into my mouth. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, my heart fluttering with shame. But Jasmine stood in the doorway of the closet, naked and radiant, her recent orgasm making her glow, making her even more seductive than she already was. 
 
    “Come on out, chastity boy,” she said with a beaming smile. “Come out and meet my husband.” 
 
    She didn’t wait for a response, knowing I couldn’t make one. Instead, she walked toward me and reached behind me, unfastening the belt that held my cuffed hands to the shelf. Reaching up, she looped it around my neck instead, pulling it tight and holding it like a leash. Like that, she led me out of the closet, giving me no choice but to shuffle along behind her, bound and gagged, walking on the end of her leash like a well-trained pet being displayed by its proud owner. 
 
    “Oh my God, Jas,” Jim said in disbelief, his pale eyes looking me up and down. “This is unreal.” 
 
    And I could hardly bring myself to look at him. He sat up naked in the bed, as completely unselfconscious as his wife was, his fat cock resting on his thigh and shining with the juices of the woman he had just fucked, the woman who was parading me now in front of him at the foot of the bed, showing off her unbelievable power over me. 
 
    “I know,” Jasmine giggled. “But it’s fun. And let’s face it. You would never let me treat you like this. Besides, I wouldn’t want to. So this way, I get the best of both worlds. A horny cuckold slave who can’t have an orgasm without my permission and will do anything to please me. And a husband I love who fucks me like a real man. What’s not to love about a situation like this?” 
 
    Standing there at the foot of her bed with her husband still staring at me, I cringed and shivered with pure shame and disbelief. I had no idea that Jim knew about us, and no idea I would be exposed to him like this. And yet, even then, in the deepest pit of my humiliation, I knew that Jasmine was right. That I was never going to stop serving and worshiping her and helping her have the wild and fulfilling sex she craved with her husband. Because that was what my gorgeous coworker turned me into. A submissive cuckold chastity boy who existed to give her pleasure. 
 
    What’s not to love? 
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