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Book 1 – Noisy Neighbor: Femdom Chastity Punishment


Noise Complaint

Julie

Is there anything worse than a noisy neighbor?

I had my favorite vibrator out, my bottle of lube in hand, the candles lit, and some carefully selected femdom porn lined up. After a long, tiring week at work, I needed to get off. I had to escape into a fantasy world where men bowed down to beautiful women, and where the world worked as it should. But he had been having a party all night. Now he was arguing with some girl in the morning.

My noisy fucking neighbor.

Chad, or Chud, or whatever his stupid frat-fuck name was, had been getting worse. It had gone from the occasional bit of loud music to near nightly patties, and when there weren’t parties there was loud sex with some new girl, which inevitably led to some drunken screaming argument when she left, no doubt offended by his pigheaded behavior. It was turning my rent-controlled slice of heaven into hell, taking away the safe space where I relaxed after a hard day managing my engineering team.

And now it was even distracting me from the one thing that always helped me unwind- sex.

Well, masturbation. It had been a while since I had been in a real sexual relationship. It wasn’t for a lack of suitors. I was still hot, if I do say so myself, with the gym and hard shifts at work ensuring that my curvy body stayed tight even now that I was in my forties. I had long black hair and could finally keep my nails manicured now that I had ascended to management level. I was going for a glamorous but down-to-earth vibe, and I think I nailed it. No, my lack of a partner was more down to my own… proclivities.

As I had gotten older, I had become less interested in vanilla sex. Perhaps it was because I had taken more control in my work life, getting a taste for bossing men around, or maybe it was due to a string of underwhelming lovers and disappointing life partners, but I found myself increasingly drawn to notions of female domination. It took some time for me to break down my barriers and overcome a lifetime of social conditioning that told me “normal” was “desirable”, but eventually I started to accept my new interests. I explored the kink scene, at first online and then in person, becoming enamored of things like bondage and spanking. I was especially keen on the idea of controlling a man’s orgasm, even going so far as to buy a chastity cage to use with an occasional play partner. The concept of holding the key to a man’s entire sexuality in your hand was just so intoxicating, and the notion that you could make him desperate enough to do anything for you just opened up a world of possibility.

Still, between work and time wasters and crossed wires I had never really found the time to properly indulge my kinks, much less find a real partner. I hadn’t even gotten to use my carefully selected chastity cage in the end. Instead, I had spent the last year focusing on work, socializing occasionally,  and consuming kinky movies and books whenever the desire took me.

And now, even that small release was being denied to me.

I turned off my painstakingly selected video of a gagged man being edged to the point of madness, my distraction turning to rage. My mind began to swim with thoughts of the kind of punishment I would like to visit on my young, dumb neighbor.

Whips? Denial? A vigorous pegging or perhaps some dirty feet in his face?

A woman can dream. Still, on a more practical level my mind was made up. I had tried leaving polite notes, I had tried asking politely for him to keep the noise down. I was the neighbor who lived closest to him, and the only one likely to do anything about the situation. It was time for me to go nuclear.

I got ready, slipping into a smart business-orientated power suit to underscore my seriousness. A high ponytail and some understated makeup helped add to my take-no-prisoners look, while a pair of high heels gave me some stature.

On my way out the door I had one intrusive, intriguing thought. Giving in to fantasy, I quickly went back into my room and rustled about in my box of little-used toys, eventually finding what I was looking for. There was no way I would get to use this special little contraption, but some strange instinct told me that I should bring it along anyway, just in case.

I slipped the chastity cage into my handbag and steeled myself. It was time to sort this out, once and for all.

***

There was a note pinned to my neighbor’s door, hastily scrawled in an unmistakably feminine script. Evidently, the girl who had stormed out earlier had decided to leave Chad a piece of her mind, allowing me a little insight into his life. I smiled to myself as I read it.

I thought you might be a bit more respectful of women, considering the little “kinks” you asked me to indulge. You’re a fucking pig, and a pervert.

Amazing, I thought, and interesting. What exactly were these kinks she was talking about? Could that mean…?

No, I decided not to let my own worked-up, horny mind distract me from my task. I was here to put the fear of God into this entitled shithead, and return peace to my little corner of the world. Once that was done I could go home, frig myself silly, and think about maybe finding an actual boyfriend to play with.

Bang, bang, bang. I hit the door hard with the palm of my hand, wanting to signal my displeasure and keep him on the back foot from the start. I had been in enough pay negotiations and HR meetings with self-regarding “alpha males” to know that you had to get them on the defensive quickly. On the spur of the moment I took the note and slipped it into my jacket pocket, hoping I might get a chance to use it.

“I’m coming,” said a groggy, petulant voice from inside the house, shortly after my third round of knocking.

“We need to talk,” I said as soon as the door opened, not bothering with any pleasantries. Chad gawped back at me, bloodshot blue eyes wide under a shock of shaggy blonde hair. He was attractive, no doubt about that, and from my previous interactions with him I knew he did have some rich-kid charm that bordered on arrogance. In his current state, however, he looked faintly pathetic.

“Um, eugh,” he said, a mixture of sulkiness, surprise, and hungover resignation in his voice. He retreated back into the apartment, and I followed despite the lack of verbal invitation.

The layout was a mirror image of mine, with the long corridor leading to a modern bathroom and two bedrooms, a large open-plan kitchen-living room with gorgeous skyline views, and a small balcony. The difference was that my living space was kept scrupulously neat and tidy, while this was a mess. Beer bottles, takeaway cartons, and other accumulated detritus were strewn about the place. It was a fucking disgrace.

I didn’t know much about my neighbor's life, other than that his wealthy parents had rented this place for him to attend a college in the city, promising the co-op board that there would be no wild frat shenanigans. They had been good to their word, with Chad presumably partying on campus but cleverly not shitting where he ate.

Things had changed since he left college and got a job. From the look of this place, he was engaged in some kind of downward spiral. I was shocked that he could live like this and still hold down a job that paid enough to cover the rent of a luxury apartment like this.

“This place is a state,” I said, unable to disguise my disgust.

“Um, yeah, sorry. Bit of a late one last night.”

“I know, I could hear it going until 5 AM,” I said, voice even but steely.

“Sorry,” he said, sulky and groggy.

“And then that girl this morning, what a drama,”

“Yeah, well, that wasn’t me shouting.”

I could feel myself getting angry. I was being polite, and his hangover was no reason to throw that back in my face.

“Well, it’s your fucking problem. The parties, the music, the poor girls leaving your house crying. This has been going on for months and it has to stop. Now.”

“Or what?” he shot back, although the look on his face told me that he immediately regretted it. I could feel my blood boiling as well as a sudden urge to slap him, scratch him, and throw him down onto the floor.

“Or what? Jesus, if you’re going to act like a child then maybe I’ll treat you like one. Go tell your parents about your disgusting behavior maybe? Pretty sure the co-op board still has their number. Or maybe I just get the co-op board to review your lease,” I gestured around at the beer bottles and the tall bong on the kitchen counter, “they could make you clean it up. It’s either that or I spank you, since you’re being so immature.”

Wait, what? I thought to myself. Where had that last bit come from? I guess I really did need some action, because that weird threat had slipped out unbidden. Chad, at least, didn’t laugh or call me a pervert. Instead, his eyes stared down at my shoes. Finally, an appropriate level of shame.

“Sorry, really. I didn’t mean to disturb you.”

Yum. The sight of him looking all embarrassed and pathetic was more than just a sign of my imminent success. It was exciting. Thrilling.

Arousing.

Head in the game, Julie, I told myself. Go in for the kill.

“Well, good. I hope you mean it, because I’m serious. I’m not going to let you ruin this building for me and the other people who work hard to afford to live here.”

“You’re right,” he said, petulant aggression giving way completely to defeat. “Please don’t tell people about this, I’ll get my act together. I’ll do anything.”

I’ll do anything. Why oh why did he have to say those words, that exact phrase? It was something I had dreamed about hearing a man say while he lay broken at my feet, a desperate promise of submission that sent a rush of blood to my cunt whenever I imagined it in my dreams. I knew that I was in strange territory now, but it was a region I had to explore.

“What do you mean by anything?”

“I dunno,” Chad mumbled, suddenly shy and vulnerable. “Anything. I’ll be good. No parties, less drinking.”

“Why would you think I give a fuck about your drinking? I just came about the noise?”

“I don’t know, I guess I just know that it’s all part of it. You coming here is maybe a wake-up call?” He sounded unsure of himself. Unable to meet my gaze, he kept staring down at my peep-toed stilettos. Possibilities swirled in my mind and it went on autopilot, seeking out weakness wherever I could find it.

“I’m not your teacher, or your RA, or your housekeeper. I don’t give a shit about how you live, other than finding the state of this apartment a disgusting waste,” I said, voice cold and even.

“Yes, sorry, no, yes. You’re right.”

“But one thing that does bother me is how you treat women.”

I removed the girl’s note from my pocket and read it out loud in full while Chad stared back, red-faced and horrified. He looked on the verge of tears, and the moisture in his eyes was having a similar effect on my pussy.

“What is this? Tell me the truth?”

“I, um,”

“The truth.”

“I was texting another girl, flirting, asking for pics. Things like that. And she found out, and we had a big argument.”

“God, what a prick. That isn’t the first girl to leave your apartment in a state.”

“I know.”

To my surprise and perverse delight, he started crying, his body trying to control the gentle sobs in a last gasp of masculine self-control. “Since I left college, it’s just been hard. I don’t know what I want from life. All I know is partying and fucking around. It’s so empty, but I don’t know how to fix it.”

Wow. Existential but yet utterly pathetic. Despite it being the definition of First World Problems I did have some sympathy. I also sensed an opportunity.

“And the kinks she mentioned? What kind of a pervert are you?”

I didn’t know a face could go that red. “I’m not a pervert, I-”

“Some kind of misogynist frat boy? Typical.”

“No, not at all!”

“Ah, the opposite?” I asked pointedly, hoping that he couldn’t detect the hope in my voice.

“I, um-”

The pause told me everything that I needed to know. I had a sub on my hands. A sexy, vulnerable, young little sub who was already emotionally broken and just crying out for some female leadership. I knew what I was about to do was insane, but if not now, when?

“Shh, shut up. I have a suggestion. Something that might help you develop a bit of self-control.”

He paused, and I took his silence as an invitation to continue. Heart pounding in my chest, I fished the metal cock cage out of my handbag and held it up for him to see.

“Lock your cock up for a week and give me the key. Have a whole week with no parties, no fucking around, no jerking off, no drinking. It might give you the focus to clean up this place, and then maybe clean up your life.”

“I, wha-,” he stammered, searching for words. I decided to keep pressing forward, moving on instinct, taking his lack of no as a yes.

“Or, alternatively, you can just promise to make less fucking noise, and I’ll leave you alone.”

“Do you really think that would help?” Chad asked quietly, after a long moment of silence.

“Maybe. It’s worth a shot. To sweeten the deal, I might give you a treat at the end of the week when you get your key back, if I’m convinced that you’re behaving yourself.”

“I dunno,” he erred.

“Well, decide. I’m offering this to you as a favor, because you seem desperate for some motivation, but I really don’t need to do this.”

“OK,” he said suddenly, speaking to his desperation. He wanted this, I knew it. My heart soared with excitement, but I knew from negotiations that you had to always stay in control. Don’t let them know when you’re winning.

“OK, what?”

“OK, please?”

“Good boy,” I smiled. “Now let’s get you fitted.”

***

I could barely contain myself as I watched Chad strip off his clothes. First the hoodie, then the plain white t-shirt to reveal his impressively trim body. He paused for a moment before slipping off the grey sweatpants, but I simply waited in silence. If he wanted me to lock his cock then he was going to have to get used to me ogling him. I could see him visibly steel himself when it came time to bare it all, but to his credit he just got on with it. He whipped down his boxers to reveal a thick, semi-erect cock.

Nice, I thought. Locking up an impressive cock would be even more satisfying.

“Here,” I said, handing him the cage, “you’ve probably seen videos of this, but if not, I’m sure you can work it out.”

It was fun to watch him struggle with the cage, although I could tell that he wasn’t entirely unfamiliar with how they worked. He understood that the ring went on first, although it took him a moment to push his nuts through it. Chad winced in pain as he tried to connect the cage, his thick pubic hair getting caught in the mechanism. The sight of him in pain was another aphrodisiac to me, but I knew that we needed to make this tolerable if I wanted him to stick to our deal.

“Do you have an electric razor?” I asked.

He nodded, keeping his eyes down.

“OK, I’m going to go back to my apartment, I’ll be back in five. You should trim, maybe even shave it completely.”

I turned and walked out of the house without another word. I did want to get something to ease the process, but I also wanted to give both of us a chance to back out.

In the safety of my home, the ridiculousness of the situation hit me. Were we really going to do this? It all seemed so unlikely, yet so convenient. I considered not going back. I could just leave it as it was and go back to normality, safe in the knowledge that Chad would be quiet and leave me in peace.

But could I really pass this up? I had been dreaming of having a little pet for years, but the stars had never aligned. Now, I had a hot, young, desperate stud practically begging for me to take control. Opportunity had come knocking, and I had to answer.

I fetched the lube and let myself back into Chad’s apartment, the scared part of me wishing that he had locked the door. He was standing in the living room waiting for me, looking completely lost but with his cock successfully shaved. It looked magnificent, the lack of hair highlighting the size. I handed him the lube and gestured, supervising wordlessly because I feared that my voice would fail me.

And just like that, it was done. Chad forced his cock into the cage and I moved in, trying to stare into his avoidant eyes. I locked the contraption and slipped the key into my pocket. The rush was incredible, and I felt a thousand worlds open up before me as I thought about where this might lead.

“What now?” he mumbled, putting my thoughts into words. I hadn’t planned this far ahead (fuck, I hadn’t planned any of this!), so I simply moved on instinct, playing a role I had imagined in my head a million times.

“Now? I was thinking that I would go home to enjoy a quiet Saturday. You can do whatever the fuck you like.”

He looked adorably crestfallen at that. “Oh, OK, ummm. Sorry, for keeping you up and stuff. And… thanks?”

This was all too easy. He was so cute, so defeated, so vulnerable. The move from fantasy to reality was spinning my head, but deep down I felt confident. I was going to break this boy and make him mine.

“In fact, before I go,” I said, stepping back and appraising him. “Maybe there is something you can do for me.”

“Anything,” he said. So quick, so eager.

I sat down on his couch and put my feet up on the coffee table, using my high heels to push aside the detritus of his previous partying. “I feel stressed, probably from being kept up all night by your noise. A nice foot rub might help me relax.”

Chad took to my suggestion quickly, showing no hesitation. Clearly this was as much a fantasy of his as it was mine. He slipped off the shoes with an almost reverent level of care before beginning to gently stroke and knead my soles. His touch was inexpert, but that didn’t matter. It was submission that made it hot, the fact that he was doing what I said.

Anyway, there would always be time to train him.

His cock swelled in the cage as he rubbed my feet, pushing against the metal confines. Maybe he had a foot fetish or maybe it was just a reaction to the whole fucked-up situation, but either way his arousal provided further confirmation of his submissive nature.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the moment, basking in the knowledge that I now finally had a willing toy to play with. The thought alone made me unbelievably horny and I briefly considered using him to get off right there and then. I resisted the urge, though.

Finding a guy willing to rub my feet or eat my pussy wasn’t difficult, but it also wasn’t what I had been dreaming off for years. What I really wanted was to have a broken, desperate toy. A man willing to debase himself for me. A man that I could deny, shape, and mold.

Patience was important.

So, I denied myself some pleasure now in the expectation of greater pleasure in the future. I enjoyed the feeling of his strong hands on my feet and imagined some of the possibilities that might present themselves now that I had him under my lock and key.

“Do you like my feet?” I asked suddenly,  hoping to catch him off guard.

‘I, um, yeah. They’re pretty?”

“Yeah, but do you like them? Is that one of your little kinks?”

“I, eh, I,-”

“It doesn’t matter,” I said, pulling my feet away from him. His stammering and the foiled attempt at an erection told me everything I needed to know. “Put my shoes back on.”

He did as instructed and I stood, towering over his naked, kneeling body. I took a business card with my phone number on it out of my jacket and left it on the table.

“You can phone me if there’s a good reason you need out. Something medical. Otherwise,  I’ll see you next week,” I turned and walked to the door,  leaving him speechless before turning back. “Make sure to behave, now.”

The quick journey back across the hallway to my apartment felt like an epic trek, the seconds stretching out as my mind reeled from the delicious madness of it all. As soon as the door shut behind me I started to undress, kicking off my shoes at the threshold. Within moments I was in bed, furiously rubbing my clit as my mind replayed my interaction with Chad and imagined all the possible futures that lay before me.

I thought about how vulnerable he looked with tears forming in his blue eyes and how eagerly his cock tried to swell, his erection cruelly stopped by the metal bars of the cage. I imagined just how desperate he might be by the end of the week, and all the things I could do with him as his body and mind came under my control.

I didn’t even have to use any of my large collection of sex toys, such was the strength of my arousal. I just held the key to the cage in one hand, enjoying the cold metal and hot symbolism, while using the other one to get myself off. When I came I moaned so loudly that I thought Chad might hear me from next door.

I hoped that he did. It would be just another reminder of who owned his cock.


Obsession

Chad

I could hardly believe what had just happened to me, the whole thing feeling like some hangover-induced fever dream. When this day started, I had expected to nurse my headache, maybe rouse myself to some morning sex, and then spend the evening smoking and playing some games with the boys. Even when Ruth had blown up and stormed out, I hadn’t been particularly upset. I mean, I did feel a hint of shame about my shitty behavior, a loss at yet another relationship disappearing because of my self-destructive streak, but I was numb to it all. I planned to jerk myself off and go for a nap, resolving once again to deal with it all later.

Instead, I found myself unable to jerk off, unable to even get an erection. My now shaved cock was locked up securely in a metal prison, completely out of bounds. I had never experienced such a topsy-turvy, whiplash-inducing morning. Never had I been more confused, and yet never in my life had the path forward been so clear.

How?

Julie.

When I opened the door to my gorgeous neighbor I felt two conflicting feelings. The first was annoyance, because I knew I was about to get told off. The second. which I always felt when I saw her in the corridor or the street, was arousal.

Julie was achingly beautiful, with a curvy body that made me almost drool, and searching, intelligent eyes. She was also the complete opposite of the bubbly, easy-going college girls I usually went for, not only because of the age difference. Even in our few interactions, she was so smart, so mature, and so in control that I just couldn’t help but fantasize about her. And not just the usual thoughts that go through a man’s head when he sees a beautiful woman. Filthy fantasies, the kind I often briefly entertained but then pushed away, fearful of my own desires.

So, when she appeared at the door in the take-no-shit business suit, looking like an Amazonian goddess in six-inch heels, I felt immediately on the back foot. Her age and intensity gave her an intimidating sense of authority, while her looks set my mind reeling. I had always been able to charm my way out of trouble, but that shit wasn’t about to fly with Julie.

She was harsh on me. Harsh, but truthful.

My life was a mess, I was acting like a dick, and it was hurting the people around me. Girlfriends, first and foremost, but now even my neighbors. I had never wanted to become one of those privileged rich guys who don’t think of anyone else, but ever since getting a plum job with one of my dad’s frat buddies, that is exactly what I had become. I was self-destructive, flailing around in some desperate hope for attention or absolution. Pathetic.

Julie’s hard truths made me realize all that, as well as something more. I was in a tailspin and couldn’t get out of it myself. There was a craving, buried deep down inside, for someone else to take control and pull me out of the mire.

The realization of what I had become broke me, smashing through the numbing hangover and tough exterior to bring me to tears. The flood of pent-up emotions came with a sexual edge, too. My hot neighbor’s clear disgust with me, her stern manner and powerful aura, played into many of my hidden desires for domination at the hands of a beautiful woman.

That’s what made me entertain her bizarre offer. I had actually spent some time reading about chastity play and all the weird devices that came along with it, my late-night sessions of research coming on those nights when drunkenness or horniness or self-loathing managed to win out against shame, allowing me to actually consider my repressed kinks.

There were so many off-ramps between her pulling out that cage and her turning the key, so many opportunities for me to back out. I almost did, but I couldn’t draw myself away from the path I found myself on. On some level, I wanted this.

No, I needed this.

And so, there I was. It was midday on a Saturday afternoon and my hot older neighbor had the key to my cock. What’s a fella to do?

I decided to commit myself to the plan. This might just all be some kinky game, but it could also be a much-needed restart and an opportunity for some self-improvement. I showered, got dressed, and started cleaning up my apartment. As I filled bag after bag with garbage I could feel the fog clear from my mind, my entire body feeling somehow lighter. My hangover was gone by the time it was looking respectable, and I found myself motivated enough to go to the gym for the first time in weeks.

I struggled under the weights, knowing that my muscles would be burning tomorrow, but it felt good to be doing something useful for once. Part of me craved that pain, and I allowed my mind to drift back to Julie as I pushed and pushed, the feeling of the metal between my legs ever-present.

Would she be proud of my effort? Maybe, or maybe she truly didn’t give a shit about me. I reflected that her attention was probably more than I deserved, and found myself luxuriating in that feeling of worthlessness.

I went back to my apartment and showered, unable to resist thinking about Julie as I washed. My mind wandered blissfully, imagining what I could do if she were here. I would love to clean every inch of her body, soaping up her big tits and round, juicy ass. She might not be that nice to me, though, roughly scrubbing me or just hosing me down with cold water.

The sensation of an attempted erection broke me out of my reverie. It wasn’t painful, exactly, but it was a feeling that I hoped to avoid. I resolved to focus on more practicable tasks for now, hoping that whatever I achieved might be enough to get me that “treat” that Julie had hinted at.

After that, I made some food and decided to prepare some meals for during the week. It was satisfying to spend an afternoon productively, but there was still a heavy feeling in the pit of my stomach. There was one more task to be completed before I could really start building a new me.

I took a deep breath and stared at Ruth’s name in my contact. She was a sweet girl, maybe too sweet for me, in hindsight, and I had treated her like shit. In this kind of situation I would always either ignore a girl forever, moving on to the next one, or else gaslight her into giving me another chance. Instead, this time, I just apologized.

I’m so sorry Ruth, that was completely out of line of me. I was drunk last night and I was an asshole this morning. I don’t expect you to forgive me, and you probably shouldn’t. I just want you to know that I’m genuinely sorry.

Phew. It was hard to put down the truth in words, but I felt better once it was done. I put the phone down and picked my laptop up, deciding to give the video games and weed a wide berth tonight. Instead, I decided to start looking into language classes, something I had been meaning to do for a long time.

After half an hour of research, I found myself taking a break to flick idly through social media, yet another bad habit that I knew I should try to break. Without thinking, I navigated to my building’s community group, some part of my subconscious drawing me towards Julie. A look through the group members got me from her Facebook and her Instagram, while Google even got me to her LinkedIn. A treasure trove for my perverted mind, now freed from its previous repression.

Her professional profile showed just how impressive a woman Julie was. Normal high school, amazing grades, straight to Stanford, then MIT. She worked as an engineer doing something way above my head involving factory automation and now ran a development team. It put my career - legacy admission, straight into a high-paying make-work job - to shame. She was a self-made woman in charge of a team, and I was a spoiled brat.

I moved from LinkedIn to Twitter, scrolling through the media tab to find photos of Julie. They were all professional, but plenty hot enough to get me going. She looked stunning in her business suits, always paired with sexy high heels. There were plenty of subtle signs of her power in the photos, with her directing men in a factory and standing at the head of group photos. As I scrolled back, I even found some strangely sensual photos of her in overalls, working on complex machinery.

Facebook was even more fruitful. Lots of her pictures were only available to friends, and while I considered adding her, I quickly decided against it. Even the publicly available profile pics were a delight, though. She might be a bit of a workaholic, but her older photos showed a more playful side to her. I found myself, with only the barest hint of shame, pouring over pictures of my neighbor relaxing on holiday and posing in party dresses. They were all perfectly innocent photographs, banal even, but knowing that this woman held the key to my cock made even them unbelievably erotic.

Instagram, though, was the true treasure trove. I salivated while trawling through holiday snaps and pool party pics, perving over Julie’s gorgeous, curvy body in a succession of tight bikinis. There were videos of her dancing sensuously with her girlfriends in the club, and lounging in spas. My dick tried desperately to get hard but was confined by the cool metal of the cage, reminding me of what a strange and wonderful predicament I was in.

Over the next week, I found myself falling into a new pattern of living. Gone was the partying, womanizing, and hard drinking. I applied myself at work, getting compliments from my usually indifferent manager, and put my excess energy into the gym. When I got home each night I made a healthy dinner and tidied a little, feeling my environment slowly start to take order around me.

Keeping myself busy largely distracted me from the constant, unusual sensation of the cage. In the evening, though, it was impossible to ignore. It was my own fault, of course. I knew that I shouldn’t, but I couldn’t resist perusing Julie’s photos again, using them as fodder to imagine all kinds of sexy scenarios and potential treats for me if I impressed her with my good neighborliness. I zoomed in on pictures of her feet in heels, remembering how soft they felt in my hands and wishing I could soothe them again. Shots of her hanging out with girlfriends made me think about whether she was telling her friends about my predicament, laughing at me just across the corridor. Her gym videos sent me into a spiral of shameful fantasy as I imagined how her body would taste after a long session.

Unable to relieve myself, my horny obsession only grew. Night after night, I would torture myself, obsessing over Julie’s pictures and imagining more and more lurid fantasies. Would she spank me in front of her friends? How did her socks, her panties, her underarms smell after last year’s marathon? What boon could this goddess possibly grant me, and what would she make me do to earn it?

It didn’t help that Julie started posting more during that week, with pictures that seemed increasingly provocative to my sex-addled mind. Videos of her lifting weights in little bootie shorts appeared on Instagram, as well as several close-ups of her new hot pink pedicure. I saw my key in some of them, hanging on an anklet or a necklace as she flaunted her ownership of me. She even opened up her Facebook page to non-friends, giving me even more to scroll through. That made me vaguely wonder if she somehow knew about my browsing activities and was choosing to torment and titillate me further.

I existed for that week in two parallel states, like Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. During the day I was responsible, focused, and conscientious. At night, I degenerated into a frustrated, obsessed mess. I leaked in my cage, unable to relieve myself while becoming more and more focused on my keyholder and the erotic potential she represented.

I only saw her once in real life, through the peephole of my apartment, but other than that she was restricted to the screen and my imagination. By Friday night I was crawling the walls.

On Saturday I got up early, went to the grocery store, and then headed for a swim at the local pool to clear my head. I felt unbelievably awkward getting changed in a private cubicle, knowing that any other man seeing me naked in the changing room would result in instant humiliation.

I hoped that keeping busy would distract me until Julie made contact, and it worked until I got home. By 1 PM, though, I was jonesing like an addict and checking my phone every 5 minutes. It had now been 7 days, over 168 hours, since she locked me in this cage and changed my life. I wanted out of the cage, of course, but even more powerful was my desire to see Julie.

I drafted message after message, deleting it each time until I eventually decided on something simple.

I hope you’ve had a good week. Can I see you today, please. Thank you.

It was respectful to the point of obsequiousness, but it was less embarrassing than some of the things I could have said. I tried to distract myself with video games while I waited for a reply, but by 5, I had simply accepted my own pathetic desperation. I sat near the door, listening for her like some loyal dog.

About an hour later I heard her footsteps coming down the corridor, a sound sweeter than any music I had ever heard. I could feel blood rushing to my cock as it attempted to harden in the cage, an effect that only became more pronounced when I saw her through the peephole.

Julie was wearing the tightest little pair of bootie shorts I had ever seen, with a sports bra showing off her shapely curves and surprisingly well-muscled back. Her skin shone with sweat from whatever exercise she had just been doing. My cock swelled and I almost started salivating, such was my dangerous level of arousal.

I waited as long as I could before going over and knocking on her door, not wanting to anger her when she held the key to my happiness. Still, I lasted barely ten minutes before desperation overcame fear.

“Yes, I saw your text,” Julie said as she opened the door, still in her workout clothes. “I’ll call you when it’s time to see you. I’m busy, and don’t like being pestered.”

This was exactly what I had feared would happen. I could feel my heart sink and my hands get clammy. A week ago I wouldn’t have taken this kind of shit from anyone, let alone a woman twenty years my senior, but now her stern tone sent me reeling.

“I, um, sor-”

“Forget it,” she interrupted. “You’re here now, so you might as well come in.”

With that she turned on her heel and walked away, seeming almost disinterested in this man whose cock, mind, and soul she now owned. Still, I followed, desperate to know what would happen next and hopeful of my much-imagined reward.


A Mutually Beneficial Arrangement

Julie

“You’re here now, so you might as well come in.”

I turned and walked away, trusting from his flustered vibe that he would be quickly following behind. Sure enough, I heard the door close behind him as Chad entered my apartment. My web.

My bitchy, disinterested persona was going to be key, and I was pretty sure I had established it well from the start of our little game. Still, under the surface I was nervous and excited. I’d been picturing this all week, getting myself worked up and excited as I imagined what might happen today.

Not as worked up and excited as my neighbor, though. At least, I hoped so. I had spent many an hour this week picturing him all caged up and frustrated, knowing that the key to his freedom was just across the hallway. The pictures I had been posting on social media would have added fuel to the fire, if he was clever enough to find me and desperate enough to perv on my pics. From the look on his face, I think he was.

I was sure we had both spent the week obsessing over our little game, but the difference was that I was in control. That meant I could find release when my fantasies became overwhelming, using one of my many toys to bring myself to a satisfying orgasm. Chad, on the other hand, would have no real way of releasing the pressure building up inside. It was a delicious power asymmetry.

As an added bonus I had slept perfectly, no longer being bothered by loud music or even by the vague smell of weed smoke emanating from his bachelor pad. That had been my original goal when I decided to confront him, and on that front my little endeavor was already a rip-roaring success. Now, though, I had set my sights on something else. I wanted to play with my new toy, to realize my long-held fantasies, and relieve months of my frustrated desire for kink. I was nervous as hell about taking the next step, but I hadn’t gotten to where I was by being timid.

I flopped down on the couch and appraised Chad with a blank expression while he stood nervously, like a boy being told off by his headmistress. He was wearing a smart outfit, with a well-fitted pastel shirt and chinos, a far cry from his usual sloppy attire. I imagined him picking out the clothes in an attempt to impress me and thought about whether he had agonized over which of his pants best hide the metal bulge in his crotch. The realization that my cage and my key had probably intruded on every decision he made this week, big or small, made me shiver.

“So, how was your week?”

“Good. Productive. I’ve felt better,” he looked down at his feet, then up at me. “Thank you.”

Thank you. I almost burst out laughing. I had locked up his cock, denied him all week, ignored him all day, and he was thanking me.

“And more importantly, you’ve been nice and quiet.”

“Yes. I’m so sorry about all that.”

“So long as you’ve learned your lesson,” I couldn’t fight back the urge to smirk, taking my attitude from stern to bitchy. Fuck it, it would work. “And other than that, have you been a good boy for me?”

“Um, yes? I,- what do you mean?”

“Have. You. Been. A. Good. Boy?”  I spelled the words out, like I was talking to a moron.

“Sure. No parties, no drinking, gym every day. I tidied the house, and…”

“Yeah, yeah, that’s great,” I interrupted, pretending not to care. In truth, I was a little impressed. Perhaps I was onto something with this technique. Life coaching for horny, directionless submissives? It could catch on. “What I meant, though, is have you been playing with yourself?”

He looked unbelievably flustered by the question, designed as it was to make him explicitly acknowledge what our dynamic was.

“I, uh, couldn’t. Because of the…” he tried to trail off, but I simply fixed him with an expectant stare, happy to luxuriate in his unease. “… cage.”

“So, you didn’t try to get yourself off through the bars? Or use one of your little girlfriends’ vibrators on it? Or stick something up your butt? I’ve heard that can do the trick!”

His face went so red that I thought he might explode. It was all I could manage not to start playing with myself right there and then.

“No, I didn’t.”

“Why not?”

“I was keeping busy, trying to get my shit together. Plus…” he looked down, sheepishly. “I didn’t think you would want me to.”

Oh my God, he was too cute and this was too easy. I wanted to say good boy, but thought I should make him work for it a bit more.

“OK. So, you must be pretty eager to get out?”

He nodded and I sighed, as if he was asking me for some huge favor.

“Get naked.”

Chad’s hands shook nervously as he unbuttoned his shirt, but he didn’t delay. Clearly, he was as desperate as I had hoped. I sat back and enjoyed the show as he slipped out of his pants, revealing a telltale bulge in his boxer shorts, before pulling them down as well. Soon enough he was standing naked in front of me, as vulnerable as a lamb in a slaughterhouse.

I waited for a moment, watching him tremble deliciously, before getting up to take a closer look. Chad had a nice body, taut without being overly muscled, with soft pale skin that just cried out for scratch marks. The star of the show, though, was the caged cock. I had dreamed of owning a man like this for a long time, and now it was clearly within reach.

He shivered a little but remained silent as I circled him like a big cat, allowing him to feel the warmth of my body and smell my pheromones. The way he waited for my next move told me, if any further proof was needed, that this boy was naturally submissive.

I took his balls in my hand without warning, weighing them like a couple of plums at the farmer’s market. They were full, heavy, and, from the way he groaned when I handled them, very sensitive. I squeezed just hard enough to cause some discomfort and then stopped, drawing a moan of desperation. This young stud was aching for my touch.

“Wow, you really didn’t have any release, did you?”

He nodded, lost for words.

“Because you were hoping for a little treat from me?”

He nodded again, eyes bright with hope. I was going to enjoy crushing that hope, at least for now.

“The problem, though, is that I’ve completely forgotten where I left the key,” I walked back to my couch and sat down, crossing one leg over the other. “I’m so exhausted from the gym that it has just completely slipped my mind.”

This was a flimsy act and we both knew it. Still, I had all the power here, and Chad would just have to play along. And play along he did.

“What if I gave you a massage? Or another foot rub?”

His mumbling, halting delivery was adorable. I bet that for most of his life he would have considered himself the alpha in any situation. Not anymore!

“Oh my, what a forward young man you are! Are you coming onto me?”

The question seemed to stump him. He was quite clearly making a move, of a sort, but the power dynamics were all confused. He was used to hitting on younger coeds in dive bars, using his looks and charm and money to portray some false image of masculine power. The situation he now found himself in was alien and unfamiliar, no matter how much he had fantasized about it.

“I did an hour of weights, then a run, then a yoga class. A massage might jog my memory, as long as you don’t mind me being a little bit sweatier than last time?”

He shook his head and I pointed at the floor, making it clear where I expected him to start. Chad fell to his knees, exactly where I wanted him, and carefully untied my shoes. I hadn’t been lying about my hard workout and could faintly smell the results of my gym session when he removed my sneakers. I knew he wouldn’t mind, though, his frustration and submissiveness no doubt making him crave my pheromones.

He squeezed my arches and kneaded my soles through the moist cotton socks while I simply watched and enjoyed. I exercised power over men every day at work, and thoroughly enjoyed doing so, but it felt so satisfying to have a young, hot man literally serving at my feet. The symbolism mattered just as much as the sensation, and I was pleased with how perfectly I had curated this moment. I was clothed while he was naked, I lounged on the couch while he knelt on the floor. He had come to my door well-dressed and nervous while I was in my casual gym clothes. This was a man who had been my antagonist, a man who seduced and fucked and probably degraded younger women, and now he was practically begging for a touch of my sweat-stained socks.

Most of all, his once proud cock was locked up, and I had the key.

“How do they smell?”

“Um, they don’t?” Chad replied, unsure of himself.

“No need to lie,” I said, pushing my foot toward his face and scrunching my toes. “Can you smell how hard I worked?”

“Yes,” he said, after a pause.

“Do you like it?”

A longer pause this time, before a quiet reply. “Yes.”

“Pervert.”

I let him rub a little more, enjoying the redness in his face. As nice as his hands felt, though, we had already played this game last week. It was time to kick things up a gear.

“You know, I’m very happy with how well-behaved you’ve been this week,  but I still think I’m owed an apology.”

“An apology?” he looked up, face red and eyes dim. It was like his horniness was draining his IQ by the second.

“Yes, an apology,” I lightly prodded his slack face with my toe. “For keeping me up, for interrupting me today. Fuck it, for how you’ve treated women while we’re at it.”

Chad looked genuinely,  adorably contrite. “S-sorry?”

Time to move in for the kill. “I want you to show me you mean it. Kiss my foot.”

He barely hesitated, leaning forward to place a worshipful, almost chaste, peck on the top of my socked foot. I felt a little rush of power at the symbolic submission, receiving it like an ancient empress, but I wanted more. I wanted to degrade and humiliate this hot young stud, to revel in power. I wanted to be worshipped.

“Don’t be a little bitch. Kiss it properly, all up and down the sole.”

Chad did as he was told, dotting the bottom of my foot with firm kisses. The feeling was nice, but I knew what would make it even nicer.

“Take the socks off and put them in my trainers.”

He did exactly as directed before taking both feet by the ankles so he could kiss the soles from his kneeling position. I wiggled my toes playfully and admired my fresh pink pedicure while he went about his task.

A quick glance down at Chad’s crotch gave me another satisfying sight. His poor cock was struggling to get hard, the flesh poking painfully through the bars of the cage. The more humiliating I made this for him, the more he fell under my spell. God, what a perfect little pervert.

“Put a bit of tongue into it. French kiss them, like they’re one of your little girlfriends,” he added a little tongue, enjoyably tickling my skin but not quite hitting the depths of depravity I was looking for. “Properly, with fucking passion.”

Chad upped the ante, furiously Frenching my feet and even letting out a cute little moan of pleasure. I laughed and then stifled it, reasserting my bitchy, stern persona.

“God, you suck at this. No wonder you struggle to keep a girl, with kissing like that.”

Ooooft. That was a little harsh, and I instantly felt bad about it. He wasn’t a bad guy, I didn’t think, just a little selfish and immature. Chad’s response calmed me, though. Rather than walking away or breaking down, he instead kissed harder while his cock twitched in perverse delight.

So, he definitely liked being degraded. In that case, I was going to give him what he wanted- in abundance.

“Let’s see if you’re a better foot cleaner than you are a kisser. Lick up and down the sole.”

He did as I said, grimacing a little from the taste at first but soon falling into a pattern of long, worshipful licks. It felt amazing for me, the power rush making my soles feel almost as sensitive as my pussy.

“You should thank me for holding your key.”

“Thank you,” Chad mumbled in between licks.

“And for letting you practice your kissing on my sexy little feet.”

“Yes, thank you, Julie.”

“Call me Ma’am,” I suggested, on a whim. I wanted to remind him that he was submitting to a woman many years his senior.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I’m going to watch some TV while you take care of my feet. Maybe once I’m relaxed enough we can talk about your little treat.”

He nodded, that barest hint of a reward being more than enough to motivate him. For the next half an hour I watched some trashy reality TV while Chad worshipped my feet like his life depended on it. I largely ignored him, or pretended to anyway. In truth, my pussy was on fire, but I was willing to delay my own gratification to live out this little fantasy of having a desperate, subservient slave who I could afford not to pay attention to.

I occasionally broke my silence to give him directions, which he followed eagerly, or to make snide comments to keep him in his place.

“Lick in between the toes, get all the sweat and grime out. Do you like the way they taste? Is it better than pussy, you little perv? I was walking barefoot around that yoga studio as well, how often do you think they clean the floors?”

Chad licked and sucked, taking my humiliating comments and the occasional foot slap stoically until my show finished.

“I’m starving,” I said, with a relaxed little yawn. “There’s some salad stuff in the fridge. Why don’t you be a dear and throw that together for me? Fry some chicken to go along with it.”

There was no need for a threat to go along with this suggestion, with the dynamic between us now firmly established. I had a feeling that even if Chad wasn’t here for an unlocking, he would be eager to please me anyway. He was infatuated, as taken in by my newfound sense of power as I was.

I scrolled on my phone while Chad busied himself in the kitchen. Despite all my fantasizing about this kind of arrangement, I didn’t have a solid plan for what to do next. I enjoyed being mean to him. It let me work out a lot of those little life frustrations, and he seemed to get off on it as well. Still, maybe it was time to take a slightly more nurturing tone. Chad clearly craved direction, and to be fair he seemed to be responding well to it. Maybe if I added some honey to the vinegar I could keep this going, make it more than just a one-time thing.

That could be a mutually beneficial arrangement. At the very least, it would keep him on his toes.

I got up and made my way to the kitchen where Chad was chopping some peppers. He was doing an adequate job, better than a lot of men his age, but it was still an opportunity for me to show some firm but gentle leadership.

“You’re making a mess of that. Here, let me show you.”

I took the knife from him and started giving him an impromptu cooking lesson, showing him how to handle the knife and cut the vegetables neatly. After that, I instructed him on how I liked my chicken seasoned, walking him through a basic marinade. It was like having a naked butler, not like at a cheesy bachelorette party but in a real, tangible way. I felt like the lady of the manner, and I could tell from how Chad hung on my every word that he liked the attention, even if I was talking down to him.

At my direction, Chad put together one plate of chicken salad, his stomach practically growling. Normally, I was the kind of host who would insist on feeding a guest, but right now I had a point to prove. I didn’t want him to feel like a welcome guest. No, flush with power I decided that he had to learn his place - somewhere between a pet and a servant.

I sat down at the table and allowed him to serve me the food, sending him back to the kitchen for a glass of ice water. To spare his knees, I put a pillow on the floor next to me before telling him to kneel in silence while I ate.

My pussy was on fire now, demanding more direct attention. Still, I knew that no matter how desperate I was, he was suffering one thousand times more. It was worth waiting a little, savoring my own desire while teasing and torturing Chad. I scrolled on my phone and forced myself to ignore him, other than occasionally prodding his cage with my foot and offering him little bites off my fork as if he were a loyal dog. He accepted them gratefully, fitting into this role like he was a jigsaw piece.

I finished up and sent him away with the plate. Ideas for more games and torments ran through my mind, but I held back. There would be other opportunities to play with Chad, I hoped. If not, there would be other men and other opportunities. Now, it was time for me to come.

I turned the TV back on while Chad washed up, but not for more shows. Instead, I cast my phone to the big screen and loaded up some porn. I thought about going for something gay just to make him uncomfortable, but I was in the mood for some good old-fashioned BDSM. I found one where an older woman sat on a caged slave’s face, turning up the volume so that the dirty talk reverberated through to the kitchen.

As fun as teasing and playing with him was, my body demanded satisfaction. I went to my room to fetch a wand vibrator, telling him to come through when he was done. By the time he shuffled awkwardly back to the couch I was completely naked, using my fingers to slowly tease my clit.

“I’ll admit that holding that key for you, having you all locked up like this… it’s a massive turn-on,” I moaned, stating the obvious. “But waiting… frustration. Those are for bad boys who need to learn some discipline. I shouldn’t have to wait, should I?”

“No,” he replied, voice quiet but firm.

“So, what will you do for me?”

“Anything.”

Anything. Yes, that was the word I wanted to hear. I wanted to find the limits of anything, to push the boundaries of pleasure and pain and frustration until Chad became my mindfucked slave. Still, one step at a time.

“Kneel here,” I pointed at the floor in front of me and placed my feet on his shoulder.

He looked amazing, with a tight young body that just begged to be played with. The way he looked at me was as hot as his body, with wide, worshipful eyes drinking in every inch of my body.

I wiped my wet fingers on his face before roughly shoving them into his mouth. Chad eagerly licked my juices off, gagging but not giving up as I explored deeper and deeper.

“How does it taste?”

“Like heaven, Ma’am.”

“Oh, what a difference a week makes! You were so rude and now you are oh so eager to please. You want to make me happy, make me relaxed, right?”

“Right.”

“Do you want to eat my pussy?”

“Yes, Ma’am, please,” his voice was strained with genuine desperation. I knew he truly wanted it, which is why I had to deny him.

“No, no pussy for you. You haven’t earned it, and I’m not sure I trust you not to slobber on it like some over-eager pup.”

He looked devastated, like he might actually cry. Good. This is the kind of effect I wanted to have on him.

“If you like, I could teach you how to do it properly sometime,” he nodded eagerly, but I kept going before he had the chance to beg or bargain. “For now, I just want you to lick my ass.”

I rolled back and kicked my legs back so that he had full access, thanking myself for all the yoga and Pilates I had done. Chad didn’t hesitate, burying face in my most intimate area and searching out my whole with his tongue. I felt flush with power, loving every filthy moment.

“Spread the cheeks, really get in there,” I instructed, feeling no shame or sympathy as my body demanded that I act with complete selfishness. “I want you to clean every inch of my sweaty crack. You need to tongue-fuck it properly until I come. And savor the fucking taste while you do it.”

Chad moaned in agreement as I degraded him, a week of chastity already remolding his mind, or at least uncovering the latent submissiveness that was perhaps always inside him. His psychology was an intriguing puzzle, but it was one that I would have plenty of time to think about later. For now, all that mattered was that this sexy little stud, this ex-frat boy alpha male, was eagerly licking the sweat and juices from musky body, debasing himself for my amusement. I picked up my wand and turned it on, using one hand to rub it against my clit while the other pulled Chad’s face in, burying his nose in my cunt and his tongue in my ass.

I could have held back, but I had waited long enough. As the orgasmic brink approached I began to buck and gyrate against his face, rolling my hips with no care for his comfort. He was a sexy toy for me to use and abuse and take out my frustrations on, a cross between a dildo and a punchbag. As I reached the edge I pictured all the men who had wronged me, undermined and doubted me, imagining that it was their faces that I was coming on.

“FUUUCK YESSS,” I screamed, feeling an orgasm rip through me. It came in waves and I could tell before even the first one subsided that this was about to get messy. In other circumstances I might have held back, trying to spare my partner the full force of my squirt, but not today. I wanted to disgrace Chad’s face, to mark my territory by emptying myself all over him. I relaxed fully into the orgasm, squirting blast after blast of, well, whatever that liquid was. For his part, Chad drank it down eagerly like it was divine nectar, making me wonder again about just what I could make this little slut endure.

I kept my hand on his head as I came down from my high, telling him to keep licking gently. While he soothed my still throbbing cunt with his mouth I stroked his fair hair, murmuring sweet encouraging nothings. His back muscles were tense under my legs and his body occasionally twitched with discomfort, arousal, or both. Still, he kept going without complaining, submission winning its duel with desperation.

“Water,” I said, kicking him away gently. Part of me felt like saying please, my post-coital chill threatening to ruin my persona, but I made sure to stay in character. “And don’t wash your face, I want you to smell of me.”

Chad duly scurried off, his face still slick with my juices, while I idly thought about who I would share this story with. Perhaps some of my closest friends, or some old acquaintances from the kink scene, because I was too proud to keep this quiet forever.


Sweet Release

Chad

What the fuck was that?

A dream come true, a fantasy realized, a nightmare, a step too far? Was I acting in a porno, or a blackmail tape, or was this just my life now?

I pondered these questions while pouring Julie the water she had demanded. God, I loved it when she was demanding. Maybe it was the joy of turning my brain off by following orders, giving me the same kind of absolution through the annihilation that I got from weed. Or maybe I was just a pervert, with this being how I got my sick kicks.

Either way, it felt right.

Still, as right as it felt, my body was crying out for release after a week of obsession and abstinence. My heavy balls ached and my cock was sore from what was now over an hour of constant straining against the cage. Pestering her wouldn’t work, of course, so I simply brought Julie her water and knelt on the ground. Hopefully, subservience would be the thing that got me my reward.

Julie stretched out like a cat, yawning and dangling her feet off the couch near my face. For a moment I thought she was going to start the whole cycle over again. She might tell me to rub her feet or suck on those sexy toes while she fell into a post-coital slumber. That would be torture for me, with my desperate need for sweet release, but it was also a heavenly fantasy as I thought about serving this selfish goddess forever. I knew, deep down, that I would do whatever she said. What she said, in the end, was much scarier.

“Right, I’m going to go out soon, so we'd better get on with this.”

“Out?” I asked, dumbstruck. I quickly added a Ma’am to my question, hoping that speaking like a butler would stop her from getting angry at my obvious disappointment.

“Yes, out,” Julie said, slow and patronizingly. “To a bar, with some girlfriends. Might even find a man for tonight.”

A real man, is what she meant, not some silly little boy who lets someone lock his cock up. My heart sank, as I realized that she was running out of attention to give me.

“Awe, you look sad. Don’t you want to have your little pee-pee free? You can go home and jack it in peace.”

“I, um, yeah. It’s just-”

“I think I understand,” Julia interrupted me, a wry smile on her face. It was clear that she was playing with me, always one step ahead. “You think you deserve a reward?”

I thought carefully about what to say next. I didn’t want her to think I was selfish, greedy, or unappreciative.

“This week has been its own reward. It’s just… I’ll be sad to stop serving you.”

Julia pushed her lip out and made a face of exaggerated sympathy. “So needy! Since you’re so cute, how about this- I’ll send you some nice pictures of my feet to keep you busy while I’m out dancing.”

That was not what I was hoping for. I had wanted, perhaps on some level expected, a handjob at least. In the outer reaches of my fantasies I had even imagined fucking Julie, unleashing a week’s worth of frustration on her curvy body. Instead, it looked like it would be another night of obsession and desperation.

“Th- thank you, Ma’am,” I said, accepting my fate.

Julie padded through to her room and came back quickly with the key, having no trouble finding it now that she was “relaxed.” I marveled at the way she had played me, making me dance so gladly to her tune.

She fondled my balls while unlocking the cage, biting her lower lip in arousal. My cock sprang to full attention as soon as it was free, jutting toward her face all red and twitching. She laughed and then, to my surprise, blew on it carefully like she was trying to cool down a cup of coffee. Even that barest hint of sensation was enough to send waves of perverse pleasure running through my body.

“Wow, I’ve never seen a cock look this desperate! And I suppose you have been very good…” I held my breath as Jule theatrically pondered my fate. “How about this? I don’t have time to play with your dirty little cock, or much interest, but since you’ve been so well behaved I’m willing to let you hump my leg.”

“Hump?”

“Yes, hump it like a little horny puppy. Come on, I need to do my makeup. On your hands and knees.”

Julie got up and walked away, taking it on faith that I would follow. Of course, she was right. I might be free of my cage, but my desperation to be close to her was as strong as my desperation to come.

She told me to wait outside the bathroom while she peed. I listened and wondered just how far I would let her push me, knowing that it would take a lot to make me blink now. Maybe that would be different now I was free. The post-nut clarity might allow me to regain some pride and some limits. That thought made me anxious more than happy, though. I didn’t want my life to go back to the way it had been.

Julie opened the door and summoned me in, arranging me in front of the mirror. She pushed her big round butt back so that it was resting on my face, supporting some of her weight while she started her beauty routine. It was uncomfortable, but so sexy that I didn’t care.

“Go on, hump away. If you can come, you can come, but I’m leaving once I’m ready either way.”

She stood up straight and placed her legs together, apparently wanting me to fuck her creamy calves. I inched forward and placed my leaking, slick rod against her skin, my face pressed against her lower back. Julie ignored my frotting, focusing on her task while I ground against her pathetically.

I had started off being worried that I wouldn’t be able to come like this, denied a hand or a mouth or even a little scrap of attention, but after a week of confinement I was already shamefully close to the edge. The friction between Julie’s soft calves felt heavenly, while my mind spun with submissive pleasure. I was utterly broken.

“Ugh, I’m coming,” I moaned, feeling the need to warn her of the impending explosion despite already having permission. Julie opened her legs just as I reached the point of no return, her laughter both sweet and cruel. I thrust forward, fucking the air as I desperately sought out the kind of friction that could make my orgasm enjoyable. Instead, I found myself letting out my week’s worth of cum in a pathetic dribble rather than the mighty spurt that my heavy balls demanded. It was an orgasm, technically, but a ruined, frustrating one. Yet another cruel, creative trick of Julie’s.

“Look what you’ve done,” she said, turning to face me and pointing at her legs. There were sticky goblets of cum on her calves, ankles, and feet. “Time to clean up your mess.”

I could have said no, of course. I could have respectfully declined or I could have just left. I didn’t though. Instead, I just bent down, as if I was a puppet on a string. The tase of my cum was salty and disgusting, but part of my mind savored the shame that the degrading act brought on. This was sick, but I loved it.

“Fuck, this was fun,” Julie said, her hand drifting down to her crotch. “Now, let me ask you a question.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, looking up at her from my knees.

“You can let me keep that cage and we can forget this ever happened. You can do whatever you like, as long as you keep the noise down, of course, and I’ll find someone else to play with. Or… I can lock you back up and we can do this again next week.”

I hesitated. This week had been amazing, a possible turning point in my disastrous early move into adulthood, but it had also been a maelstrom of frustration and perversion. I had wanted to change, and I had, but I had no idea of knowing where this path would lead. Where Julie would lead.

She read my uncertainty and jumped back in.

“Have a shower, here, while you think it over. That way your cock will be nice and clean if you decide to take me up on it. There’s a razor in there, as well, if you need to shave. I’m staying in the room, though, I don’t want you playing with yourself in my shower.”

I did as she suggested, letting the hot water wash over my tense body as I considered her offer.”

This had been a mindfuck, but a glorious one. Julie had looked even sexier than I could possibly have imagined, with her sensuous curves and soft skin just begging to be worshipped. She had used my face and mouth so selfishly for her pleasure, yet it was me who felt blessed. Her cum tasted better than wine and even the sweat from between her ass cheeks made me want to keep licking until my tongue got sore. I had loved serving her and knew that if I didn’t get more, I would just keep craving it.

“So, what’s it going to be?” Julie asked as I left the safety of the shower.

I got down on my knees and bowed, deciding to make it theatrical. I kissed the top of each foot, before giving my answer. “Please lock me up, Ma’am.”

“Good choice,” she murmured, her voice a low and sensual growl. “We should set some ground rules, a safe word, things like that. First though… go pour me a drink. I wasn’t joking about going out.”

***

Julie sent me home with my cock securely locked and with a simple set of rules and instructions. We had agreed to use an amber, red safe word system, so I could let her know if this arrangement was getting out of hand or if anything she asked was beyond my limits. We would see each other at least once a week for my cleaning and potential release, as well as whenever she wanted during the week. I would follow any instructions that she gave me, so long as they wouldn’t put my job or personal relationships in danger.

And, of course, no loud parties.

She had started that one off by telling me not to brush my teeth until right before bed, to make sure I could taste what we had gotten up to.

My phone buzzed, breaking my weak attempt to distract myself from my unresolved arousal with video games. I was hornier than ever, with my partial release earlier being completely undone by the knowledge that Julie was now my full-time keyholder. I picked it up, to see a message from the woman who was at the forefront of my mind.

Get yourself to bed before 11. Send me a timestamped picture of you in bed, cage showing, and you’ll get a little treat.

A week ago, the idea of putting myself in such a vulnerable position by sending these pictures would have terrified me. It still did, but I trusted Julie to look after my interests, for some reason. That or I was just so desperate. Either way, I was all in.

Good boy, she replied quickly when I sent the picture she requested. My phone suddenly buzzed as it received several picture messages in quick succession. Julie in a tight party dress, posing with friends. A cleavage-heavy selfie in a bar. A picture of her high-heeled foot, with a gold anklet.

And on that anklet- my key.

Goodnight, pet.

Goodnight, Ma’am.




Book 2 – Naughty Neighbor: Domestic Femdom and Chastity


Storm of the Century

Chad

The first rumble of thunder gave me a jolt, with an involuntary shake running through my body and distracting me from my Spanish practice. It made me feel slightly pathetic, the way I reacted like a startled dog. It was only a bit of weather.

It had always been this way, ever since that big storm that had dislodged my family from our coastal home. I had only been four years old then, and nowadays I couldn’t remember anything tangible about it. I did remember how it made me feel, though, the fear and confusion, the sense that my once all-powerful parents wouldn’t be able to protect me. We had lost family members to that storm. Distant relations that I couldn’t remember, but it did have an effect on my family and our community.

Ever since then, storms had made me uneasy. Vulnerable. It was never a good feeling.

One thing was good, though- my relationship, if that was even the right term for it, with Julie.

She made me feel vulnerable, but in the best possible way. It was an exhilarating, life-affirming kind of vulnerability, the kind that made your heart beat faster with excitement rather than panic. No matter how far she took me out of my comfort zone, no matter how mean she could be with her games, she always made me feel like she was going to protect me. Like being on a rollercoaster, it was scary but safe. An adrenaline-drenched ride with some steady guardrails.

Since that first interaction between us, where she dressed me down for my hard partying ways and then suggested chastity as a solution when I broke down in tears, Julie had been using me as her personal boy toy. It was eye-opening, horizon-expanding, kinky fun for both of us. Of course, having my cock under lock and key was insanely frustrating, especially when my hot older neighbor so frequently insisted on teasing me, but I had always craved a strong woman to submit to.

On top of that, our sexy arrangement had brought other benefits to my life. I wasn’t drinking to excess, or gaming into the wee hours, or scheming on coeds in sleazy bars. Instead, I was hitting the gym, reading, and learning a new language. I still socialized a little, but I was slowly shedding my worst impulses. The knowledge that Julie was holding my key made me feel more focused, even in other parts of my life.

Plus, I wanted to make sure I was always fresh when she called me over for a session.

So, as I sat there with the storm swirling around our building, the newsreader telling us all to stay indoors and prepare for power cuts, I wanted nothing else than to go round and spend some time in my happy place, my safe space. Head buried between Julie’s legs, or lying at her feet, or even washing her dishes. Under her firm but fair leadership, I could turn my mind off and quiet any kind of buzzing in my brain.

I resisted, though. I didn’t want to impose, didn’t want to be needy. She was a busy, independent woman who liked to keep things on her terms. As much as I craved company and distraction, I couldn’t risk putting her off.

Even when the power went out, I steeled myself for a long night alone, trying to navigate my house with a torch and dying phone light.

When the phone went, though, my heart leaped.

***

Julie

The newsreader was calling it the “storm of the century.” Probably fearmongering, as usual, but I was well prepared anyway. I got up from the sofa and made a quick inventory, checking that my supplies were all in order. The storm wasn't managing to keep me focused, though. The truth was that I was distracted, thinking about that tasty little neighbor that I’d successfully turned into my toy.

I had been craving a particular type of dynamic for a while. I wanted a man to tease and torment, to use and control. I had long harbored fantasies of bondage and chastity, of domination and degradation. I wanted to mold another person into my perfect little submissive, to make them beg for attention and live to worship me.

My neighbor Chad provided all of that, in abundance.

I had gone over to berate him for this hard-partying, woman-disrespecting, sleep-ruining ways, but as he folded in the face of my verbal assault it had become clear how much he needed leadership, personally and sexually. Well, I hadn’t become this successful by passing up a clear opportunity. Soon, I held the key to this cock and to his mind. He swapped hangovers for gym sessions and all-nighters for early bedtimes, all under my watch. My nights were quiet and the corridor didn’t reek of stale smoke and beer anymore.

Those benefits were appreciated, of course, but even more important were the games we could play. I didn’t just lock his cock up. Every day, I made sure to keep him nice and frustrated, sending him sexy pictures and filthy messages to help cultivate his obsession with me. Videos of me in the gym, pics of my new lingerie, social media posts about my newest pedicure- I made sure that his wank bank was full to bursting, even as his balls ached for release. The knowledge that he was constantly on edge for me was an aphrodisiac and a complete power trip.

Of course, if I ever wanted a more personal touch, all I had to do was call and Chad would come running. I had promised him a weekly unlock for cleaning and release, but I always made him work for it. My toy wouldn’t get an orgasm until I had enjoyed several, making him tongue and rub every sensitive spot in my body until I was too tired to go on. Only then would I drain him, although I never let him have it all his own way. The first time, I had made him lick his mess off my legs and feet. In the weeks after, I started to experiment with ruined orgasms, edging him and then removing my hand just at the moment of explosion to give him a frustrating half-release. It was a fun skill to practice, and I looked forward to using all my creativity to come up with new torments for him.

Our weekly meetups weren’t the only time I found a use for Chad. He was eager to please and made himself available to me at the drop of a hat, even without the prospect of an early release. My recovery after a long, sweaty run was much improved by a massage, enthusiastically delivered while I completely ignored him. He happily agreed to handwash my smalls, a useful task that had the added benefit of cultivating his submission, especially since I instructed him to sniff every panty before he cleaned them. I felt a little bad when I found out that he had cut short a family dinner to come and eat my pussy after I had complained of a stressful day at work, but I also felt proud of his dedication.

Still, I tried to keep these extra sessions relatively infrequent. I didn’t want him to become truly reliant on me. Needy, obsessed, frustrated- yes, but only in a sexual sense. If he was getting personal and emotional benefits from this then I was happy with that, but I wasn't looking for another man that I had to look after and micromanage. There was a delicate balance to be struck, keeping this primarily sexual while also controlling so much of his life. I wanted to fuck with his mind, but not with his heart, if I could help it.

On top of that, it would be all too easy to become reliant on Chad’s attention, leaving me vulnerable when this dynamic inevitably ended. People in the kink scene know that despite apparent imbalance, the submissive often has a particular type of power over the domme. The relationship has a hierarchy, but it is ultimately symbiotic. If both sides need it, then both sides are vulnerable.

Dominance was a drug. I couldn’t afford to get addicted.

So, when the power went out I had a choice to make. It was the day before his scheduled unlock and the last time I had seen him I’d been very specific about him not seeing me before that. I had some work to catch up on and a book I wanted to finish, giving me a good reason to put some distance between us. On the other hand….

I was bored, I was horny, and the idea of fumbling about with some hot piece of ass during a power cut just felt right. Fuck it, Storm of the Century. If that’s not a good reason to bend your self-imposed rules, I don’t know what is.

I reached for my phone and summoned my pet, just knowing that he would come running.


Domestication

Chad

I appeared at Julie’s door at exactly the appointed time. Not the most difficult operation since she just lived across the hall, but I still took pride in being punctual. I had a pile of her freshly laundered socks and panties in a basket. Part of me wished I had gifts, flowers and chocolates to offer up like some peasant worshipping at an altar, but I reminded myself to dial it back. This was a sex game, to her, not a relationship. I had to respect that.

Julie opened the door wearing sweatpants and a sports bra underneath an open gown. She always dressed for her own comfort rather than my titillation, only letting me see her in lingerie if I was helping her prepare for a night out or if she felt like sending me some teasing photos. She dressed professionally for work, pretty for her friends, and slutty for the club. For me, she made absolutely no effort at all, wearing pajamas or sweaty gym clothes for my visits, knowing that I would worship her however she dressed. It showed a casual disrespect that reinforced our peculiar dynamic, arousing me more than any set of frilly lingerie ever could.

“Thanks for inviting me round,” I said, as if this were a dinner party.

She shrugged. “Seemed like the neighborly thing to do. Come in.”

I followed her inside and was shocked to see that she still had power. Not only were several lamps on, but the sound of alt-rock coming from the living room told me that her record player was still spinning. She laughed when I asked what was going on and showed me to a small cupboard in the hallway. Inside was a green box, with wires that went outside along the skirting board and connected to her lights and devices.

“It’s a mini-generator, solar-powered. Should be good for about three days. Just about to come onto the market.”

“About to?”

“Yeah, I made it. Well, my team did,” she said, with a hint of pride. I wondered for a moment if she was trying to impress me. If she was, then it worked. I vaguely knew that Julie was some kind of high-powered engineering genius, but seeing the fruits of her labor really brought it home.

“That’s amazing.”

“It sure is! Means we can still listen to tunes, watch TV. Well, I can. You can clean and maybe cook a little,” she laughed, already putting me in my place. “Only thing I can’t hook it up to is the shower, so I hope you’re nice and clean!”

True to her word, Julie quickly set me to work. First, she had me perform a torchlight inventory of her cupboards and supplies, giving me a pen and paper to catalog all the candles, batteries, and food that were available while she read a book in the lamplit living room. Once I had finished with that, finding the apartment exceedingly well-stocked, it was time for my inspection. She had me strip naked and stand in front of her with my hands clasped like I was a soldier at attention, feeling her eyes scan every inch of my body. Julie giggled as always when she saw the cage, a little laugh that sounded surprised as well as amused, like she still couldn’t believe I had agreed to this. She ran her hands across my chest, shaven at her instruction, and my smooth, hairless balls.

“Maybe I should wax your legs,” she murmured to herself. I said nothing, not wanting to encourage that turn of events but knowing that I would do nothing to seriously resist it.

Once that was done it was time for me to put away her underwear, but not before she picked out a pair of red panties for me to wear. My face burned with embarrassment as I slipped them on, the silky material against my hairless nuts reminding me of how emasculated I had become at the hands of this gorgeous older woman. Still, it amused her. That was all that mattered.

“The house is a little dusty. I want you to sweep up.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, using the honorific that we had settled upon.

“It’s a little dark in here, so you’re going to take my smallest dustpan and brush and get down on your knees.”

Julie gave me a little headtorch, the kind you might use for camping, and the brush, pointing to the floor. I got down on all fours and started sweeping, covering the floor inch by inch while she watched, no doubt enjoying the comical sight of my butt wiggling in her panties. It was utterly humiliating but also deeply satisfying. After a lifetime of selfishness, I wanted to be helpful. I wanted to take care of someone. Julie, the hardworking, successful, intelligent woman that she was, thoroughly deserved it.

My knees and back were aching by the time I finished my circuit of the apartment. It was a good ache though, the kind that comes from effort rather than a night of sitting in front of the TV. I kneeled in front of her, waiting for her attention like a loyal dog.

“Wow, what a pretty little Roomba you are,” Julie said, reaching out a foot to prod my caged cock. “Now, go make me a sandwich.”

I brought a carefully constructed chicken sandwich with a little salad on the side and a glass of water. By now I was fairly familiar with how she liked her meal served. She thanked me and then pointed to her feet, silently demanding that I rub them while she ate.

“Are you hungry?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, truthfully. I had skipped eating so that I could come over straight away. Making her food and then watching her eat it had made my tummy rumble.

“Well, I’ve got exactly what you want to eat right here."

Julie unceremoniously kicked off her sweatpants, replacing any feeling of hunger I had with ravenous arousal. She wasn’t wearing any panties, allowing her to simply open her legs and reveal her gorgeous pussy- my altar, my object of worship.

Her casual attitude towards using me for her needs was a massive turn-on, sexy and shameful in the right measure. Julie simply leaned back, still wearing her sports bra and gown, expecting me to get to work. I was her desperate, aching, worshipful submissive, but she often treated me with the kind of bored disdain that a Manhattan old money socialite might show to their maid or nail technician.

It was a form of role play, I assumed, since at other times she delighted in torturing me, or occasionally even showing me some tenderness. This dynamic was a constant whiplash mindfuck, but at least I knew where I stood- always beneath her.

I started by kissing her inner thighs, but Julie was clearly in no mood for a tease. She grabbed my hair and pulled me into her, pressing my nose into her small mound of hair and placing my mouth right where she wanted it. My only job was to lick, so I licked. The taste, the smell, the sensation of being so totally used- I loved it. I didn’t need to think about anything. All I needed to do was lap and suck and worship.

“Do you like munching on my cunt?” Julie asked, delighting in the lewdness of her words as well as the action.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I answered, muffled between her legs. She laughed at my response and stroked my hair like I was some silly pet or beloved teddy bear. Julie picked up something from next to her and placed the cool plastic on my back, presumably her phone. I kept licking, even as I heard her start scrolling through her social media feed.

I was putting my all into this, worshipping her body with every bit of skills and enthusiasm I could muster, but Julie was treating it like a trip to the spa.

Despite her casual attitude, my efforts did have the intended effect. Her giggles soon turned to moans as I found the right pattern. It felt like she was preparing for take off when suddenly she stopped me, pushing my head gently to the side and standing up.

“Stay here,” she said, walking bottomless to the bedroom with a sashay that seemed designed to draw my desperate eyes.

I stayed on the ground until she came back, far too focused on my goal to move. She reentered the room fully naked. I was so taken in by the sight of her that I didn’t notice what was in her hands at first. Dangling between her fingers was a set of small metal objects connected by a silver string.

“Nipple clamps,” she explained, although of course I recognized them. “A little present, just for you.”

I swallowed, suddenly nervous. The idea of suffering for Julie excited me. Having my cock caged for her, with all the discomfort and frustration that brought, certainly fit the bill. This was all together more direct, though. This wasn’t just teasing and control- it was sadism and suffering.

Still, there was no real prospect of me saying no.

Julie attached the clamps slowly and deliberately, smiling to herself as I held back a yelp of pain. It wasn’t a pleasant sensation, but it was bearable. And I was determined to take it without complaint. If taking pain would give her pleasure, I would do it gladly.

She jiggled the chain connecting the clamps playfully, giggling as she did. My nipples had always been sensitive, so this felt like a lot.

“When I take these off the blood will come rushing back. Your little nipples will feel everything much more. You might even come just from me playing with them. Would you like that?”

I nodded. I had my doubts about whether it was possible, but any kind of orgasm would feel amazing.

“But before you get to make any sort of a mess… it’s my turn.”

Julie placed a foot on my forehead and pushed until my head rested on the couch with my back against the seat. She turned and squatted, her gorgeous, round ass moving inexorably towards my pliant face. I started to lick eagerly as she settled, searching for her sensitive spots as her butt robbed me of my vision and breath. She reached back and spread her cheeks, ensuring that my nose was wedged firmly against her puckered hole. My cock twitched in pathetic desperation, drawing a laugh as it rattled my cage.

“Lick until I come, slut,” Julie said, gently tugging on the clamps as I moaned in acquiesce.

I tried my best to lick her the way she liked, focusing on the spots and techniques that had pleased her in the past, but in truth I was barely a participant. More like an object. Julie ground wetness against my face, using my nose like a dildo and my tongue like a vibrator, tugging on the clamps to elicit moans of pain as if I were a battery-powered sex toy. She was in the driver’s seat and I was her plaything. It was the way she liked it, and despite the shame and desperation coursing through me (well, perhaps because of that), it was how I liked it too.

“Keep. Fucking. Going. Don’t stop,” she moaned, as if I had any say in the matter. I drove my aching tongue inside her as deeply as I could, feeling her muscles contract and her body go into those telltale spasms. She came with an explosive urgency, bucking against me like a woman possessed.

I kept licking until she got the energy to roll off, finally giving me back my breath. We both lay there panting, me on the floor and Julie on the couch, until she regained the ability to speak.

“Time for bed,” Julie murmured. I nodded in agreement, fully expecting her to send me back to my apartment as usual, exhilarated but unsatisfied.

She made her way toward her bedroom on shaky legs before looking back, her hair falling over her shoulder with a coquettish look on her face. “Come. You can help keep me warm since the heating is off.”

I was shocked by the offer, but not enough to hesitate. I half-walked, half-crawled toward her, eager for the comfort of my mistress’s bed.


What We Both Need

Julie

I woke up with Chad cradled in my arms, me as the big spoon and him as the little one. Last night had been… odd. Not the sex, which had been precisely on my terms, just as I liked it. It was what had happened around the sex, and after.

Having my hot young neighbor cook and clean for me was a rush, playing into all my kinky fantasies, but I had found myself becoming far too comfortable with it. I enjoyed the power trip but also the company. The companionship. It was nice to have him there, but that was dangerous. That was how attachments would form.

What happened after our little game was even more strange.

Despite previously promising myself that I would never let him sleep over, the storm had left me wanting connection. I had taken Chad to bed and warned him to be quiet, wanting to treat him like a human hot water bottle or some kind of massive teddy bear. Plus, the idea of having him lying next to be naked body all night with his cock in a cage was a massive turn-on. The thought of his face when he got morning wood was delicious enough to make me break my own rule.

It all started well enough, with me falling into a post-orgasm slumber and Chad keeping nice and quiet. Soon enough, though, the storm kicked up, rattling my apartment’s windows as the wind whipped and thunder rang out. Chad woke with a jolt and, to my surprise, started shaking like a leaf, with silent cries racking his body.

I asked him what was wrong but he couldn’t form the words, just looking back at me in the half-light with embarrassment in his eyes. Instinct kicked in and I took him in my arms, shushing him and stroking his head.

The story came pouring out of him, with Chad revealing his traumatic childhood experience with a storm that destroyed his home and took the life of a relative. He spoke so intelligently about it, admitting how vulnerable it made him feel, musing about whether it had encouraged him to portray a front of machismo, and acknowledging how privileged he was that his family had the money to rebuild. I listened and encouraged, silently impressed with how open and sensitive this young man could be.

Two feelings fought inside of me. On the one hand, this wasn’t what I had signed up for. This wasn’t supposed to get emotional, not for me anyway. I wanted a toy, not a responsibility. At the same time, his vulnerability meant something. Underneath the cocksure frat boy surface, underneath the horny submissive I had created, was a sweet, thoughtful person.

I didn’t want to feel that connection, but I did.

We spoke for what felt like hours, sharing perhaps the first really meaningful conversation since that first one, until eventually Chad fell asleep in my arms. As I lay next to him, I knew that things had changed in our relationship. I considered whether maybe it was time to end this, to get out before one of us developed feelings that the other couldn’t reciprocate. After all, this little game couldn’t go on forever.

But no, fuck that, I decided. I hadn’t let fear hold me back in any other part of my life. Now that I finally had the sex life I wanted, was I really going to give up that easily? Fold in the face of a little emotional risk?

No. Never. I would just have to stay in control. I’d have to be kind without being soft, be close without getting attached. I could have my cake and eat it.

He woke gently, smiling with his eyes still closed and backing into me. Part of me wanted to just cradle him, to coddle and look after him like he was some lost little kitten, but I knew I would have to get this back on track. I couldn’t afford to lose my sense of control, of cruelty, even. I was training myself a submissive and couldn’t afford the luxury of a day out of character.

“Morning,” he said, sleepily, before correcting himself. “Good morning, Ma’am.”

Yum. That got me back in the mood. Plus, it was reassuring to see that he wanted to continue with our dynamic. If he was a boyfriend, I would probably have wanted to take a beat to talk about last night. But he’s not a boyfriend, I reminded myself.

“Do you have anything on today?”

“Nope. I’m all yours.”

“Address me properly,” I said, grabbing his ear and twisting slightly.

“Sorry, Ma’am, no Ma’am.”

“Good. In that case, go make two coffees and check to see if that hot water is back on.”

I pulled the covers off him and wrapped myself up nice and tight like a burrito while he scrambled out of bed, all naked and vulnerable. I would have liked to tease him a little before we got up, but I was pleased to be able to assert my authority first. When Chad returned I pointed to the bedside table and then the floor without a word. He got the message, placing both cups of coffee down and kneeling beside the bed.

“Rub my feet while I think about what to do today.”

Chad got to the task quickly, clearly still eager to serve. This little interlude would serve several purposes, an exercise in multi-tasking taken straight from my day job. It was good practice for him, and of course pleasurable for me. It would give me time to figure out what to do next, since I was kind of flying by the seat of my pants. I hoped it might help to further stoke his obsession with my body. I had always been into the idea of conditioning a man, training him like a dog. Most men were halfway there anyway, salivating at the sight of some bare skin, but I fantasized about messing with someone’s brain chemistry to the point where they struggled to handle a bare ankle, or the scent of cigarette smoke, or the sound of my whisper.

Chad clearly already had a big thing for feet, so he was on his way. Still, we could go further. I wanted him filling out that cage at the sight of sandals, at the scent of a dirty sock. Once I was done with him, he would be begging to kiss the ground I walked on, to sleep next to my sneakers.

Yeah, that gave me an idea.

“Here, have your coffee before it gets cold.”

I made to pass the cup to him but pulled it back, letting a wad of spit fall from my lips and into the thick black liquid before finally giving it to him. He stared back at me with a complex potpourri of emotions in his eyes, but when I just smiled back sweetly he relented, bringing the cup to his lips.

“Right, here’s the issue. I need to clean, but I can’t abide a cold shower. So, you’re going to clean the essential areas…” I paused for effect, although he could surely see where this was going. “With your tongue.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, that hungry look in his eyes telling me that I was on the right track. Still, I had exercised yesterday and hadn’t showered since, so he might not enjoy this as much as he expected.

“Start with the most important place.”

I opened my legs and pointed to my pussy, already wet and sticky from the fun I was having at his expense. Chad buried his face in there eagerly, searching instantly for my clit, but I pulled him back sharply by the hair.

“Listen when I talk to you. I said clean, not worship. Have you seen the way a cat cleans itself? Long, slow licks.”

He did as I said, using the flat of his tongue to clean my lips until I told him to drive it inside, gathering up all my pussy juice before swallowing as I stared down at him. His mouth felt amazing, but the power was even better.

“Fuck, you’re a nasty boy. And since you’re so nasty…” I rolled back and held my legs up, exposing myself to him completely, “You can clean my ass while you’re down there.”

Chad proved that he was, indeed, a nasty boy. With my big ass cheeks spread-wide there was nothing to slow him down. He drove his tongue into my puckered hole like he was searching for buried treasure, and I felt a powerful desire to touch myself as the electricity of his efforts ran through me. I didn’t want the distraction of an orgasm just yet, though. I had plenty of time for that in the future. After a moment, I pulled him back by the hair and began dragging his face up and down my crack, using his face like a rag. He got the message, sticking out his tongue as I wiped.

I pushed him back and put my feet on his shoulders, feeling a wide smile fix itself on my face. Fuck, this was incredible. He went to kiss my foot, but I pulled it back before lightly slapping his face.

“No, no, no,” I said in a sing-song voice. “Armpits first.”

Chad’s face, for the first time, betrayed something like disgust, but he still didn’t hesitate. I had him lie down on the bed while I smothered him with my body, telling him first to breathe in my scent and then to lick my pits clean. He did his job eagerly, but I could tell he was less into this than my feet, ass, or pussy. Good. My head filled with fantasies of training him, conditioning him with pleasure and denial until he was my desperate sweat rag.

“Your mouth must be dry. Go have some coffee.”

Chad fell to his knees by the side of the bed and eagerly gulped down the rapidly cooling liquid. I took in the sight of his body, all hard and lean. He looked even better than he had when this had all started, the weeks of clean living helping to strip away a little fat and emphasize the muscles. With his fresh face and hot body he was the very picture of a boytoy. The image was only improved by the sight of his dick struggling in its chastity cage, all locked up for me. I hadn’t just found myself an eager sub- I had taken a virile young man and turned him into my personal, chaste servant. Delicious.

“Right, now get to your place. Right, at the bottom.”

I had him lie with his back on the cold floor while I dragged my feet across his tongue. The sun was streaming through the window, casting beautiful rays all over his body. He looked magnificent, like a Greek statue, a work of art. That only made me want to humiliate him more.

“Lick in between my toes, just like that. Get all the sweat, and dirt, and grime. That’s your breakfast,” I laughed, as he tickled me with his tongue. “Now suck on my toes like you’re trying to get the paint off.”

The paint on my toenails was chipped and faded, and I was in need of a good pedicure in general, not that it seemed to hold Chad back. Still, that gave me a filthy idea, something I had seen or read in some porno but had never had the chance to act out. This was an opportunity for me to have a special kind of pedicure.

First, though, I had to get my pet cleaned.

“Time for your shower. Can’t have a stinky little boy in my house all day.”

“Um, OK. But Ma’am, isn’t the water still-”

I grabbed him by the arm and dragged him into the bathroom, shoving him into the shower before he had a chance to make some protest that he might regret. He gasped as the cold water from the overhead rainfall faucet hit him, and I quickly grabbed the hose to make sure his body was drenched. He backed into the corner like trapped prey as I blasted him, his cock no longer filling out the chastity cage as it retreated in the face of my assault. My pussy throbbed at his vulnerability and my own cruelty, picturing myself as some sadistic prison warden punishing her charge. Chad might be feeling cold, but this was hot, hot, hot for me.

I relented after a few minutes and quickly changed tone, grabbing my fluffiest towel and wrapping him in it tightly. He held onto me like a drowning man to driftwood as I vigorously rubbed him down, bringing warmth back into his shivering body. I spoke softly as I worked, taking him to the bed and laying him down with his head in my lap once he was dry enough. I was like a drill sergeant, breaking down my subject just to rebuild him in my image, making him dependent on me so he could serve me better.

God knows where that strategy came from, but it’s what I was doing now.

Chad seemed to fall asleep as I stroked his head, his breathing slowly down. I didn’t mind. In fact, it felt nice. I allowed myself to enjoy the moment without fear or anxiety. A moment of wholesome human connection between the decidedly unwholesome things I had done to him, intended to do.

Suddenly, he woke with a start as the storm whipped against the windows. I shushed him but could see something bubbling underneath the surface, some look in his eyes that differed from that sexy kind of shame I was looking for. A real anxiety. As much as I didn’t want to become his counsellor, I could tell we needed to meet this head-on.

“What’s wrong?”

“It’s nothing, really. Just got a little shock.”

“You can tell me.”

“No, honestly.”

“I’m telling you to tell me. I need to know what you’re feeling,” I tried to put some steel in my voice without sounding harsh, the way I did when I was dealing with people at work. “I’m enjoying our little game and I want to keep going, but I need to know that you’re OK. I need you to be honest.”

He took a deep breath, staring back at me with those wide eyes, looking so vulnerable where he had once looked so arrogant.

“I really appreciate you talking through things with me last night, but I feel… I dunno, vulnerable.”

“It’s OK to be vulnerable. I like you vulnerable.”

He laughed. “Yeah, but a different kind of vulnerable. Not the sexy kind. More like, I’m worried.”

“Worried about what?”

“About how much pressure I’m putting on you.”

That sounded faintly ridiculous. He was the one with the locked cock and the rules and the constant mindfuckery. I was the one getting massages and cunnilingus on command. Still, I let him continue, interested to hear about whatever was rattling around in that brain of his.

“It’s like I’m coming to rely on you to keep my life on track, and that’s too much to expect. I’m loving this, I don’t want it to end, but I don’t want to push you away either. I feel like I need this too much. Like I need you too much.”

For a moment, I was lost for words. His feelings were all too familiar, mirroring my own in many ways. I thought for a moment about whether we should take a step back, call this whole thing off, but I pushed that down. Fear should never be a motivator. Fear should never hold you back.

“Listen, I get it. This whole thing is crazy, a whirlwind. But if you’re having fun, and I’m having fun, then we don’t need to think too far ahead. We both have a safe word, and we should use it. Not just for sexual stuff, either. We can set boundaries, take a break, whatever.”

“But you’re in control. Does this still work if I can just dip in and out?”

“No, it doesn’t work like that. If I’m in control, I’m in control,” I stroked his face and smiled encouragingly. “But, despite how much of a douche you were, are, I do want this to work for you. So, we just need to communicate.”

He nodded, looking back at me with a shy, goofy grin. “OK. But I don’t want to take a break.”

“Sure, but I could dial it all back a little, if you want?” I didn’t think it was the sex stuff that was pushing his limits, but I still thought I should give him a chance to pull back on the throttle at this stage. I’d rather go slowly than risk breaking my new toy completely.

“I love serving you, even when you’re mean. Especially when you’re mean. I just want to please you.”

“Oh, you will,” I said. “But just be careful what you wish for. I have some pretty kinky ideas. As long as we’re sharing our feelings, I’m kinda worried that you might get scared off.”

“I can handle it,” Chad said confidently, a hint of that masculine pride creeping back into his voice. I was glad it was still there. I was going to have fun crushing it.

“Well, I did have one thing that I wanted to try out, if you’re sure. It’s sort of extreme though, kind of gross…”

He had already drank my spit, licked my sweaty armpits, and stuck his tongue up my ass. His mind must have been racing with the question of what I might consider to be “extreme.” Still, he didn’t hesitate.

“Anything for you, Ma’am.”

Sharing time over, I was ready to get back to training my toy. This was going to be fun.

***

Chad

Julie sent me on my way with a set of instructions about what I was to gather, giving me a moment to catch my breath. The last day had been a whirlwind inside a storm, but I at least felt like we had come through it stronger. I was still worried that I was catching feelings for Julie that I understood the hot, successful, independent older woman could never reciprocate, but at least I knew she had some care for me. She seemed to have my best interests at heart, which was just as well, because I knew my infatuation would lead me to do anything for her.

That made me vulnerable, yes. But it’s also what made this all so fucking intoxicating. It was better than any drug, any party. And after our talks last night and today, I at least felt like this relationship, as strange and extreme as it may be, wasn’t completely toxic.

I boiled the kettle and filled a basin full of hot water, while also bringing one cup of tea and one extra teabag to the couch, following Julie’s precise instructions. I was still amazed that she had an experimental mini generator running her house, a true testament to her intelligence and success. It seems she wanted a pedicure, a suspicion confirmed when I saw that she had looked out a home foot care kit. I had developed a real fixation with her gorgeous feet and would have been glad to worship them in any state, but she probably wasn’t wrong about them needing a little TLC. Her usually flawless polish, purple this week, was chipped and faded, while hard hours at the gym had given her a little dry skin. I set down the water and kneeled by her feet, wondering idly what was so extreme about this.

“I’m going to show you how to give me a nice pedicure. Maybe it will save me some time and money at the salon. Does that sound nice?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good boy. Maybe if you get good enough, I can rent you out to my friends.”

Now, that was an extreme idea. Terrifying, and possibly beyond my limits. I opened my mouth and then shut it again, considering whether to say amber, but Julie quickly silenced me with a laugh.

“Don’t worry, I’m just joking. For now, at least. No, today is just going to be between me and you. I’ll teach you how to take care of me. Plus, you’re going to do some things that the nice ladies at the spa would never do.”

“Like what?” I asked, intrigued, adding a quick Ma’am.

“You’ll see. Just do what I say, and remember your safe words. Amber and red. Now,” she picked up her cup of herbal tea and sipped on it, before passing me the unused teabag. “Put that in the water.”

A green tea foot bath. That made sense. It was the sort of thing I had seen in the drugstore or on a bottle of moisturizer that girls had left at my apartment. I put the teabag into the water and tested the heat with my fingers, seeing if it was ready. Once it was, I placed her dainty little feet into the basin and waited for further instruction.

“The hot water will soften up my feet so that we can get the hard bits off. For now, just rub them while they’re in the water.”

I did as Julie commanded, enjoying the idea that she was training me for a purpose. I wasn't just going to be her boytoy, I was becoming something like a servant. A few weeks ago, I would have scoffed at the idea of working in any service industry. Now I was feeling blessed to be learning at her feet.

“I imagine you’ve picked up on this by now, but as much as I love you doing things for me, it’s the humiliation that really interests me,” Julie said, her tone thoughtful and reflective. “Kink for the sake of kink is fine, but what I really love is finding boundaries and playing with them. I want to push your limits. That’s why it’s important that you’re willing to use your safe word. Because I will want you to do things that are uncomfortable, OK?”

“Yes, Ma’am, I understand.”

“Good. In that case, I want you to get any hard skin off my feet.”

That wasn’t so bad. I reached towards the pedicure set, seeing a scraper and a ped-egg that should do the job. Julie interrupted me, placing a hand gently on mine.

“No, silly, with your mouth.”

“My mouth?”

“Yes, your mouth,” she spoke slowly, as if I were simple-minded. “Nibble very gently on my soles and heel, make them nice and fresh. Go.”

Julie lifted her leg out of the water and offered it to me expectantly. What she was asking of me was beyond humiliating, but whether it was because of the chastity cage or infatuation or some deep-seated problem in my chemistry, her command did fire the neurons from my brain that told my body to respond. Cock twitching in shame and desperation, I took her creamy calve in my hand and placed my lips on her soles. I kissed up and down, but when she told me to get on with it, I did. Using my tongue to find any rough or tender patch of skin, I then sucked and licked and nibbled while Julie alternated between laughs and moans. I found myself falling into that meditative state of submission as I focused entirely on my task, responding only to her directions like a puppet on a string.

“This feels so good. I need to make a call. Keep going.”

I moaned in affirmation, hearing her words but barely registering them as I swapped foot. Julie leaned back, getting comfortable as she flicked through her phone.

“Hey girl! How’s it going? Is the power off where you are too? Yeah, yeah, I’m surviving.”

Julie made small talk for a few minutes, chatting about the storm and its aftermath with whoever was on the other end of the phone. I just focused on my job, using my mouth to pamper her as best as I could.

“Just a second, Grace. Just so you know, there’s someone here,” she took the phone away from her face and snapped her fingers at me. “Pick out a couple of nail colors, I’m going to need them redone.”

With that, she went back to her conversation, laughing as my face burned red. Julie hadn’t lowered her voice at all, meaning that her friend had heard the dismissive way that she spoke to me. I listened more closely to her side of the chat as I picked out three potential colors.

“Yeah, I have a man here working on my tootsies… yeah, a man! No, not from the salon… haha yeah, something like that. It’s a pretty fun story, but I’ll need to tell you about it later! Great, let’s figure out a night to hit the club. See you later!”

I must have looked worried, angry, or petulant given how I was feeling about the implication that I might be exposed to her friends, but Julie only laughed and pointed down at her submerged feet. I put my hands into the rapidly cooling water and rubbed, considering what to say for myself. She didn’t seem minded to say anything, seemingly content to luxuriate in my awkwardness and her own pampering, so I forced myself to speak first.

“Ma’am, are you going to tell people about our, ehm…”

“Arrangement?”

“Yeah.”

“You’re worried that I might tell some friends that I have a cute little neighbor who comes over to suck my toes and eat my pussy? That I might even tell them about your little downstairs situation.”

“Yes!” I said, trying hard to watch my tone.

“Well, yeah, probably,” she laughed. “Now, don’t look so worried. I’m not going to tell them your name, am I? I’ll always keep your little secret safe, and it’s not like we exactly move in the same circles. But I like to gossip! So yes, I reserve the right to brag to my girlfriends about all the fun we’re having. Do you have a problem with that?”

The amusement in her eyes showed how much she liked having fun at my expense, teasing my mind as surely as another girl might tease my cock. I could tell that nothing good would come from protesting, but I didn’t really want to anyway. I felt embarrassed at the idea of her telling people about what we got up to, but I also felt a perverse pride at the thought of her bragging about it. At the end of the day, I trusted her. I had to.

“No, Ma’am.”

“Plus, I think deep down you want the extra humiliation, don’t you?”

“Maybe, Ma’am,” I answered. The truth is, I didn’t know what I wanted. I was being dragged along by the tides, and god knows where I would end up.

“Good. Now, take that foot file there and get any rough bits you’ve missed. Do it over the basin.”

I started off being overly gentle, not wanting to hurt her by accident, but with some encouragement I was able to get into an effective rhythm. Julie’s lovely feet hadn’t seemed like they would need this much attention, especially after the regular pampering I had been giving them, but I was surprised by how much rough skin I was able to remove. I watched it fall off into the green foot bath while Julie scrolled on her phone, treating me like a servant. Eventually, she pulled her feet back from my hands and looked at them, nodding with satisfaction.

“Good job! Now, I want you to drink the tea,” I paused for a moment, and she pointed at the basin where her feet were, wiggling her toes expectantly. “I thought you would be more eager. I’ve brewed you a lovely cup of tea with some extra special ingredients. You should be thanking me.”

This was fiendish, disgusting, creative, and cruel. I had watched a fair amount of porn in my time, but I’d never come across anything like this. My stomach churned, but I couldn’t help but admire her mind. I was coming to understand that Julie wasn’t like some dominatrix, whipping men and making them lick her boots. Her style of domination was far more subtle. She was using denial and desire to make me do the unthinkable, throwing me this way and that, playing with my brain more than my body.

I didn’t want to do this, but I did want to obey her. I needed to make her happy, I needed to serve her. The only thing holding me back was pride, but even that was ambivalent and confused. This was a shameful, humiliating command, but it would be equally embarrassing to back out now, after promising her my obedience.

Julie was content to wait, not pushing me in any direction but simply waiting with confidence for me to wake up my mind. She studied my face carefully, clearly interested in my reaction and my thought process. It was probably only seconds, but it felt like hours in my mind as she observed me like a scientist observing an experimental subject. It would be better to get it over with.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” I said, before bending forward to put my face over the basin. I started lapping at the tepid water like a kitten, drawing a giggle from Julie. She put her feet on my bare back, making sure that I stayed in the awkward position, drinking that emasculating liquor.

“Fuck, I didn’t think you would actually do it. My God. What a filthy, nasty boy,”

I could feel tears welling up in my eyes as I lapped at the dirty tea, but my cock twitched in agreement with her words. I was a filthy boy, and this is how I wanted to be treated.

“How does it taste?”

In truth, it tasted mostly like green tea, with her feet already having been thoroughly tongue-cleaned by yours truly. I gave her the answer she wanted though, the answer that was true on some deeper level.

“It tastes amazing, Ma’am.”

“I’m going to have so much fucking fun with you.”

After a minute or so, she removed her feet and let me up, telling me to get rid of the basin and wash my face. She guided me through the process of removing her polish and then had me moisturize her feet while she watched a show on her phone. The power came back on, and we both shared a little cheer.

“Let’s look at the colors you picked out,” Julie said, considering my selection. “Red, white, and blue. How patriotic! Let’s go for… blue. That way, my toes can match your balls.”

I slowly painted her nails, enjoying the task despite how fiddly it was. Julie seemed quietly impressed with how well I had done on my first time, although she did need to touch up a couple of them.

“Good job! So good, in fact, that I think you deserve a little reward.”

I could tell that my eyes were lighting up at those words. Despite the emotional rollercoaster and my abject humiliation, I was still desperate to come. Now that it seemed possible, it was all I could think about. I knew that I would drink whatever she offered me if it meant that there was a chance of sweet release.

“Get a drink of water and then go lie down on the bed. There’s a sleeping mask on the table. Wear it.”

I scrambled to get ready while Julie went to the bathroom. I knew that whatever Julie had planned wouldn’t be straightforward; she was clearly far too creative for that. Still,whatever kind of reward she gave me would be gratefully received. I was desperate, and I was all hers.

Julie didn’t speak when she came into the room, letting the expectation build as I lay there in blindfolded silence. She moved around me, opening drawers and cupboards as she prepared for whatever she had planned.

“Are you just dying to be free, slut?” she asked, landing me with the ultimate rhetorical question.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I bet you would love a nice, firm handjob, or maybe some sloppy head?” I felt her get onto the bed with me, the warmth and proximity making me feel like a moth dancing around a flame even as I lay there prone.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Would you like to be inside of me? To feel my warm, hot cunt?”

“Yes!”

“Well, OK then.”

I could hardly believe what I was hearing. Was she serious?

“Really, Ma’am? That would be amazing!”

“Sure, I’ll let you choose. Hand, mouth, or pussy?”

There was no choice really. Any of them would be amazing, and if I had been fooling around with some co-ed like I was last month then I would probably have chosen a blowjob. After everything I had experienced with Julie, though, I wanted the closeness and intimacy of sex.

“OK!”

“Really?”

“Of course. I’m a woman of my word. One condition, though.”

Here we go. What was the sting in the tail? “Anything, Ma’am.”

“If I’m unlocking you, I want you to be tied up.”

Well, it could certainly be worse. As much as I had harbored fantasies of bending Julie over and fucking her hard, I hadn’t really expected to end up on top. I would be happy to lie there bound while she rode me: more than happy, in fact. My only worry was whether I’d be able to hold on for long once I felt her warmth.

“Of course, Ma’am.”

“OK, wait there.”

Julie fastened soft rope around each of my limbs and tied them to the bedposts, my arms spread eagle, but with a little slack in the legs. She worked slowly but confidently, clearly not an expert but also not entirely new to this. I would guess that she had done this before, but not recently.

“I’m a little out of practice,” she mused, confirming my suspicions. “Let me know if they are too tight, or if you're feeling any numbness.”

“I will. It feels nice.”

“Good. Because the next thing I’m going to do should feel nice, but the one after that… well, not so much.”

She took my aching balls in her hand and grasped the cage, giving it a playful little shake. Any worries about what my mistress had planned evaporated as soon as the key went into the lock. Finally freed from its confines, my cock leapt to glorious attention.

“How does that feel?” she asked, placing her mouth close enough that I could feel her warm breath.

“Amazing, Ma’am. Thank you.”

“You have a pretty decent cock. It would feel nice and thick in my mouth, I bet. Would you like that?”

“Yes, Ma’am, please,” I said, fully aware that I was jabbering.

“Well…” I could feel her blowing on it, my cock twitching as if it was searching for her lips. “Too bad. You picked full sex. You greedy, greedy boy.”

I suddenly felt some cool liquid envelop my cock as Julie squirted it on and spread it around with her hand. At first, I thought she was lubing me up, but it felt strange. Her hands weren’t bare, they were covered in some kind of latex glove, and while her gentle stroking felt nice at first, I was slowly losing sensation in my once-sensitive cock.

“It’s numbing cream. I got it for an injury a few months ago, but it’s still in date. Don’t worry, it’s perfectly safe,” she assured me, reading the panic in my eyes. “I want you to have fun, but not too much fun. Also, I’ll be needing you to last long enough for me to get off.”

She slipped a tight ring over my cock to help with that, ensuring that even as I lost sensation I would remain hard. I felt her roll a condom on, and then another, and then another. I had a feeling that was less about safety and more about denying me any pleasure at all.

I would be getting to fuck her, but not the way I wanted. Not like a man, not like a lover, but just like an unthinking, unfeeling human dildo.

“Perfect,” she announced, a laugh in her voice. I was aware of Julie stroking me, but I was now robbed of every pleasurable sensation. “You’re going to be inside me, but you aren’t going to feel a thing. Do you regret your choice?”

“No,” I said, hoping it was the right answer. I suspect that whatever I had said would have ended with some dastardly trick.

“Why not?”

“Because I just want to serve you, Ma’am.”

“Mhhh,” Julie moaned, seeming to like my answer. “Good boy.”

She straddled me and sat down on my hard but unfeeling cock, the warmth of her legs and hip on mine only serving to highlight the strange lack of feeling in what would usually be the most sensitive place. I could feel that we were having sex, but it was all deconstructed. The bed moved, her hips gyrated, I could hear the sounds and was aware of the motion, but that last crucial aspect was missing, buried under layers of latex and ingenious chemicals. It was utterly, utterly maddening.

“Fuck, this is hot. I want to see the look in your eyes.”

Julie whipped off the blindfold, allowing me to see what I couldn’t feel. She had taken her long hair out of its bun, allowing it to fall down around her shoulders and frame her gorgeous face, which sneered down at me in wry amusement. The nipples on her heavy breasts were hard as she pinched them with her fingers. I desperately wanted to run my fingers along the curves of her body, but that was far out of reach. I was bound tight, at her mercy, and completely under her control.

I could take some pride, at least, in the way that Julie seemed to be enjoying my cock. She moaned and gasped as she rolled her hips, clearly taking pleasure from both my prick and my predicament. I might just be a human dildo, but at least I was a good one.

“Fuck, this is hot,” she moaned, seeming to talk to herself as much as me. “You look so utterly helpless. It makes you think about all the things I’m going to do to you. I’m going to control how and when you come. I’m going to decide how and when you get hard. What you eat, what you drink. What you feel, what you fucking think. I’m going to make you mine.”

With that, Julie came, bucking wildly on me. I thrust my hips to meet her, following my instincts even if I was missing the sensation. She moaned and screamed in pleasure, bouncing with reckless abandon and dragging her nails down my ribs. I desperately wanted to explode along with her, but was held frustratingly on the edge by the combined power of the cream, condoms, and ring. She eventually slowed, then stopped, then rolled off and lay with her head on my chest.

It would have felt like a normal, intimate post-coital cuddle if it wasn’t for, well… everything.

“That was fun,” she murmured, exhausted by her efforts.

“Yes, Ma’am, it was.”

“You really do love this, don’t you?” she asked, sounding genuinely curious, almost nonplussed. Almost vulnerable. “I could slap you, scratch you, spit on you right now, and you would take it?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I answered, honestly but with a slight twinge of embarrassment.

“I could sit on your face and use you to come again and again?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Fuck, that’s hot. Lucky for you, I have things to do this afternoon, so I’m going to go for a shower and then come back and clean you. Then you’re going back in the cage, no orgasm. Serving me is reward enough, if you’re telling the truth.”

She rolled off the bed and slinked towards the door, looking back at me over her shoulder.

“Don’t go anywhere.”

I wouldn’t. Even if I could, I wouldn’t. This was exactly where I needed to be.


Book 3 – Degrading Date Night: Teasing in public


A Bold Idea

Chad

I’ll be home at seven. Come over, I’ve had a bad day.

My heart soared and my cock twitched in anticipation as I read the message on my phone, despite the ominous tone. My hot older neighbor often spoke to me brusquely, clearly taking pleasure in treating me like a servant or object, but her texts generally had a flirty, teasing tone to them as she tried to make sure that my cage was constantly tight and my mind constantly clouded by desire. She must have had a truly bad day, which didn’t bode well for me.

Since that fateful day three months ago, when Julie had come over to berate me for my hard-partying, neighbor-disturbing ways, I had gotten quite used to the jarring changes of attitude and tone. In fact, I enjoyed the way she toyed with my mind, using words and messages to tease me as much as her body. Our little chastity game that had started that day, ostensibly as a way to motivate me to better myself, had evolved into a depraved, delicious dance which she led expertly. She had become my mistress, my keyholder: my obsession.

Now, though, I was starting to wonder if she could become something more. Her leadership had helped me become a better, more rounded person. I was done with my immature womanizing and reckless partying, and now lived a much fuller life. I was working out more, learning a language, and excelling at work. While our dynamic was highly sexual, I had come to admire Julie’s intelligence and enjoy her company. While I spent most of my time with her giving massages or on my knees between her legs, the times when we shared a meal or discussed our days were fun, eye-opening experiences. I craved more of those, almost as much as I craved my weekly release from the chastity cage.

Julie had recently given me a pep talk while I rubbed her feet, explaining how I could progress in my career by being more forthright about what I wanted. She would know, having risen to the top of the corporate world despite her humble background. Inspired by her example, I was rapidly building up the courage to shoot my shot by asking her out on a date.

I was under no illusions that we were going to become a normal couple. Julie’s sexual proclivities were clear, and anyway, I wouldn’t want to change our relationship. I loved serving her and being under her control. Still, I wanted to spend time with her in a different environment, and I was willing to put myself out there to get it.

Julie got home at exactly 7PM, precise as always, with the click of her heels in the hallway announcing her return. I had dressed nicely, in chinos and a cardigan, although I knew I would soon be kneeling naked at her feet. Naked except for my cage, of course. Hopefully the boldness would impress rather than disturb her.

I gave her five minutes and then left my apartment and knocked on her door. In my hands was a bouquet of roses, a new addition. It was cheesy, overly romantic given our non-traditional arrangement, and perhaps a risky move, but I wanted to make her feel special. They certainly seemed to make her feel something when she opened the door and noticed them, her expression going from sneering to smiling to confusion and then back again, as she processed the information and went back into domme mode.

“What are these?”

“Um, for you. I,- um, just wanted to ask. I thought-”

“Don’t think, it’s not your strong suit,” she cut off my stammering with a commanding tone. Her clothes matched her attitude, with her curvaceous body squeezed into a carefully tailored pinstriped skirt suit that accentuated her assets while communicating a sense of power and professionalism. “Put them in a vase, pour me some wine, and then get naked, on your knees, in the lounge. I’ve had a hell of a week, and I need to blow off some steam.”

With that, Julie turned on her heel and sashayed away, the sight of her swaying ass blunting my disappointment. She had mentioned something during our last session about having a busy week, full of site inspections and client visits, all of it inflected with high-concept engineering and project management jargon that went straight over my sex-addled head. I was a smart enough guy by most standards, with an expensive Ivy League education, but I was fundamentally a trust fund kid who had ended up working in my father’s polo buddy’s company. Julie, on the other hand, was a technical whizz and a self-made corporate titan,  more intelligent and more experienced than myself in addition to being about twenty years older. Still, I liked hearing her talk about work, even if it was mostly to complain while I helped her unwind with a massage. I felt like I was learning as well as helping her relax. Tonight would be more of the same, although I sensed a harder edge to her mood than usual.

I stripped off and folded my clothes, leaving them in the hallway, before bringing a drink to her on the couch. As I knelt in front of Julie I felt that mixture of excitement and vulnerability run though me as I exposed myself to the gorgeous older woman who now held the key to my cock. I had been in this position many times now, but it never ceased to provide a thrill.

“Fuck, these heels are a killing me,” Julie complained. “I can’t believe we still have to wear these to impress men at work. What a fucking world.”

I nodded in silent agreement, noticing but not mentioning that she was still wearing them. The leather, red-soled stilettos looked sexy, but certainly not comfortable with their narrow, six-inch heels. Still, they would add to her imposing aura and were no doubt carefully calculated, like everything else she wore and said and did..

Julie pointed a leg straight out in front of me. I reached out to support it by the calf. Her face was set in a careful balance: half-smile and half-sneer on her red lips, with her eyes both hard-set and glimmering with amusement.

“I’ve had a bad week, cleaning up messes and pandering to arrogant, sexist pigs. I want to take it out on a man and, well, you’re the closest thing. If you want to get released this weekend, you’re going to have to be my whipping boy. Any objections?”

“None,” I said, unhesitant despite a little tickle of apprehension in my stomach. Julie had shown a little sadistic streak now and again, but her style of domination tended towards teasing for me and worship for her. I generally felt more like a pet or a toy than a punching bag. Still, I was eager to please, even if the promise of release hadn’t been dangling over me.

“Good. Now, suck.”

Julie pushed the tip of her high heel towards my mouth. I had to open it quickly before it hit me, the spiky stiletto looking like it could do some damage if it hit my teeth. Instead, I found myself taking it into my mouth, trying not to gag and not to think about where it had been. She watched my face carefully as I sucked, seeming to drink in the shame like it was a sweet nectar.

Julie had me switch sides, valuing symmetry even in these little games, before placing a red-soled shoe on my head and pushing me back. I allowed myself to fall heavily onto the ground. I knew she enjoyed the sight of me naked and helpless before her.

“Take them off and give me a rub,” she said, pointing with a perfectly manicured finger. I took off the shoes and placed them to the side before taking her soft feet in my hands. They were beautiful, well-kept with perfectly proportioned toes. There was a slight smell of shoe leather and sweat in the air as I started to massage, something which I found completely intoxicating.

“How do they smell?” she asked with a cruel smile, pushing a sole into my face. This was hardly the most sadistic move in Julie’s arsenal. After all, I did have a huge foot fetish, which she knew all about. Still, being literally under her foot never failed to put me in my place.

I opened my mouth to tell her they smelled better than the roses I had bought, but she silenced me by lightly slapping her sole against my face.

“No talking. Just rub and listen.”

Julie proceeded to vent all about her week while I rubbed, complaining about this incompetent colleague and that unachievable KPI. My mind started to go blank and the feel and look and smell of her overwhelmed me, coaxing my cock into uncomfortable life.

“Well, what do you think?” she asked, catching me unaware.

“Uhm, it sounds like a really tough week. But… I’m sure you killed it?”

Fuck. I was usually a better conversationalist than that, but I had allowed myself to get distracted. Julie raised an eyebrow, looking singularly unimpressed.

“I think that’s enough out of you,” she announced. Wriggling her hips, she reached up and found her underwear, removing them with surprising grace. She used a thumb and forefinger to open my pliant mouth and then shoved the balled-up panties inside. “No need to talk. In fact, no need to even look at me. Just keep quiet and stare at my soles as you rub. That’s all you deserve.”

I focused on my assigned task, sucking gently on the panty gag and massaging her feet while she played on her phone. Over the last few weeks I had been watching video tutorials, hoping to improve my massage technique. I walked my fingers across the key reflexology lines on her soft soles and took the time to individually squeeze, pull, and rotate her toes. I stuck a look up at her face, trying to see if my efforts were having the intended effect. She looked utterly unmoved, bored almost, but I still couldn’t help but be drawn in by her beautiful features. I had always known my neighbor was an attractive woman. I’d even made crass jokes to my frat buddies about the MILF Next Door. Now that she was my keyholder, though, I saw her in a new, angelic light.

Suddenly, Julie looked up from her phone and caught my eye, her expression changing from comfortable disinterest to annoyance in a second. I looked down at her soles but knew that I was too late.

“What the fuck did I just tell you,” she growled. She grabbed me by the hair and fixed my face forward so that I was staring directly at her feet. “You are to keep your eyes fixed on my feet. That’s all I want from you right now. That’s all you fucking deserve. Understood?”

“Yes, mis-” I started to mumble through her panties, before a pinch on my ear interrupted me.

“And no talking either, not until I say. If I ask you a question, a nod will suffice. I need to decompress. Until that happens, I do not want to hear you speak. I don’t even want to hear you think. Just focus on my feet. Count the wrinkles, memorize the shape of each toe, and put every ounce of effort you have into caressing them. That’s all.”

I nodded and renewed my effort. Being spoken to like that was devastating but undeniably erotic. Soon, following her instructions to the letter, I found myself drifting into a comfortable pattern of submission. Like a horse wearing blinkers, my world shrank to a manageable size as I focused all my thoughts and energies on those gorgeous feet.

“Lie down,” Julie said, after some indeterminate amount of time. “Feet here, head here.”

I arranged myself as she directed, glad that I wasn’t going to be completely ignored all night. She placed one foot on my neck and one on my stomach, tantalizingly close to my locked cock, before turning on the TV.

“I’m going to watch a show, and you’re going to be my catharsis. Remember, you have a safe word, if you need it,” she pulled the panties from my mouth and placed a foot on my lips. “Now kiss.”

I puckered up and did as I was told, wincing slightly as her other foot found my balls. This was no gentle caress, either. Julie pushed down heavily, deliberately and carefully ramping up the pain level.

For the next half hour she treated my body like some kind of stress toy. One foot explored my mid-section, pinching my skin between her toes and pressing down heavily on my cage, balls, and stomach. The other foot alternated between lightly crushing my throat , kneading my face, or invading my mouth. Through it all, Julie ignored me, only stopping to make me change directions.  By the end, though, her face had softened into a satisfied smile as the sitcom on TV and naked man at her feet helped to dissipate her bad mood.

“Tell me I’m a goddess,” Julie said, removing her toe from my mouth.

“You’re a goddess.”

“Louder,” she demanded, driving the ball of her foot into my heavy, aching balls.

“You’re a goddess, you’re a goddess, you’re a goddess,” I said, punctuating each declaration with a kiss on the sole of her foot. She laughed and removed her feet, folding them up underneath her.

“That was fun. I feel much better. Go pour us both a glass of wine and get started on dinner. Oh, and… thank you.”

I scrambled to my feet, still unsure if I was allowed to talk but delighted that my suffering had improved Julie’s mood. My hopes for a deeper talk and perhaps even a date might not be completely out the window after all.

***

Julie

My week at work had been hellish, dealing with demanding clients and incompetent colleagues galore, but an hour of attention from Chad had set me right. Now I was ogling his body, appreciating the way it looked in just an apron and his cage. We were sharing a bottle of wine and chatting while he worked. Everything felt right in the world.

Chad’s main role in my life was to be my cute little next-door sex toy. Ever since that argument and the beginning of our strange arrangement, I had been using him to satisfy my needs. His strong hands had become well-practiced at massaging me, while I frequently felt his tongue on every intimate inch of my body. Even more important, though, was the way he could satisfy my more unorthodox desires. Holding his key gave me a constant feeling of power, especially when I knew that all it would take was a text or a photo from me to make his cock ache in its metal prison. I loved having a man that I could tease, use, degrade, and humiliate at will, and knowing that it was a previously arrogant trust-fund frat bro twenty years my junior made it all the more delicious. And of course, on nights like tonight, I could even let my sadistic streak out, knowing that he would relish the suffering.

I would be lying, though, if I didn’t admit that there was something more to our relationship. The way that my control over his life had benefited him, making him focus less on partying and womanizing and more on getting his life together, gave me a more wholesome kind of satisfaction. I had come to admire his dedication to improving himself almost as much as I enjoyed his dedication to me. His company was enjoyable, as well. In those moments when his mouth wasn’t otherwise occupied, I found him to be charming, funny, and self-effacing. I worried that we might be becoming too close, that I risked losing control by becoming too dependent on this weird, no doubt temporary arrangement, but I had resolved not to worry too much.

I had a good thing going. I should let myself enjoy it.

Generally, I used dinner time as an opportunity to teach Chad his place, having him eat from a plate off the floor or rub my shoulders while I enjoyed what he had prepared. Tonight, though, I was in the mood for company. I knew that there would be plenty of time for games afterwards. Instead, I had him make himself a plate and pull up a seat, so we could continue talking about our respective experiences in college.

“I like the flowers. Thank you,” I said at the next lull in the conversation. It had been a cute gesture. As much as I didn’t like to admit it, under my boss bitch exterior I did sometimes crave a bit of romance.

“Thanks,” he said, blushing sweetly. “I actually wanted to ask you something tonight. How would you feel about, um, maybe heading out for dinner sometime?”

It was a question that was shocking, predictable, adorable, ridiculous, and terrifying all at once. The way he asked it, all nervy like he was requesting a date to the prom, was completely preposterous considering that he had at this stage spent literally hours licking my ass. It worried me that I had let him get too close, made him think that this was all something it wasn’t. Still, the idea that this hot young stud wanted to take me out for dinner was quite the ego boost. I knew that I had made him obsessed with my body, but it felt good to know that I had made him crave my attention in other ways as well.

“Why? We’re having dinner now?” I knew I was being obtuse, but I wanted to know what he was thinking. Had he grown too close, did he need reminded of our boundaries, or did he have something else in mind?

“I just thought it might be fun to spend some time together, outside the apartment.”

“Sure. But you understand our arrangement, right? This is a fun thing we have going on, but we aren’t a couple. This has its limits.”

I kept my voice firm and calm, but even as I spoke, I realized that I was only half telling the truth. There may be limits, but I didn’t have a clear idea of what they were.

“Yeah, totally. I don’t want anything to change, and I know that this is… well, it is what it is. I just… I don’t know. I thought it would be nice. I like talking with you and I feel like I learn a lot.”

He looked hopeful and dejected all at once, adorably vulnerable and incredibly attractive. I tried to think about what he was suggesting.

A nice dinner out with a boytoy could be fun. I had barely dated before I started playing with Chad, and I had fallen out of the local kink scene after too many false starts with potential subs. While I saw some girlfriends for drinks and still messaged some kinky acquaintances, I hadn’t had a nice meal out at a restaurant with an interesting man in a while. I risked becoming a bit of a homebody, albeit one with an on-call sex toy.

All work and no play makes Julie a dull girl.

Fuck it, why not? I’d give him a little date, if that’s what he wanted. Of course, it would still be on my terms. I was still going to have my fun at his expense.

“Are you sure you want to take me out for dinner?”

“I’m sure, Ma’am,” he answered, confident but deferential.

“And what would you be willing to do for it?”

“Anything, Ma’am.”

I tapped by chin thoughtfully, although I already had a suggestion locked and loaded. “How about… giving up your release this weekend?”

Chad went white at that suggestion, his eyes suddenly wide. He gulped, but didn’t take too long to think about it. “Yes, Ma’am, absolutely.”

Wow, I guess he really did want this. His weekly release wasn’t always the most satisfying orgasm imaginable. I always made him work hard for what was often a ruined orgasm. Even if I gave him a full release after a week of teasing and an hour of edging, he would always have to endure some kind of humiliation afterwards. Last week I had given him a long, luxurious handjob, but only with his legs propped up on the couch so that he took the load all over his own chest and face. Still, Chad always begged to come no matter what the cost, since it was the only thing that could provide relief for his full, aching nuts.

“Hmm, OK. Well, I have a pretty busy week next, so I might not see you until Friday. If you can wait until then with no release, then we can go for a dinner date. You pick the restaurant, I’ll pick the entertainment. Sound good?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, a smile creeping onto his face.

“Good boy. You haven’t quite convinced me yet, though. Crawl under the table and make sure I don’t change my mind.”

He did as he was told, almost knocking over the chair in his eagerness to taste my sweet cunt.

This could be fun. Chad must have been on dozens of first dates with naïve little coeds, usually ending with him getting a handjob in the cinema or the front seat of his car. Well, I was going to make this a date he wouldn’t forget.


Date Night

Chad

The week passed slowly, and my body and mind felt Julie's absence like an insistent ache. Being denied my usual release, double-edged as it often was, was awful, but not seeing her during the week was somehow worse. Still, I was excited to go out with my mistress. I had an itch to scratch. I needed to know if this relationship could ever be more than it was.

It hadn’t helped that Julie, despite apparently being too busy to see me during the week, had made sure to keep me on edge from a distance. She often sent me flirtatious pictures of her all dolled up to see friends, but this week they had become far more explicit, clearly aimed at driving me to the brink of madness. Saturday, the day when I would normally have gotten some release, brought a deluge of lingerie pictures as well as a series of salacious voice notes mocking my predicament that kept me up all night.

Julie only got bolder as the week went on. A friend from out of town was staying with her on Sunday, but that didn’t prevent her from sending me a video of her nighttime self-care routine. I watched with a twitching cage and bated breath as she moisturized her feet, legs and chest in a silk robe, tasks I wished I was there to perform. I couldn’t help but wonder what she and her friend were talking about, and whether her strange arrangement with her neighbor came up. Soon, my mind was filled with lurid fantasies, driving me to the brink of madness.

My mistress was travelling for work throughout most of the rest of the week, removing any hope that I might be called over for a mid-week service session. That didn’t stop her sending me more videos though, this time moving from flirtatious to downright explicit.

While I wasn’t there to satisfy her, Julie had brought along her trusty vibrator. She had mentioned it over text, sending my fevered imagination into overdrive, but I was shocked when the video came through. She had set up the camera at a low angle, giving the appearance that I was lying at her feet, looking up while she toyed with herself. Her moans were intoxicating, and I found myself watching the clip again and again, losing myself in her expression of ecstasy, wishing with all my heart that I was there.

A package arrived for me on Wednesday, a special delivery just after I got home. Inside was a gift box, complete with a bow, a note, and a ziplock baggie.

I’m looking forward to our date. Here’s a little present to help you look forward to it… and some gifts to keep you company. Ciao xx

The gift box contained a single, lacy thong. Something that Julie intended to wear on Friday, perhaps? But why not a full set? I had my suspicions, but pushed them to the side. The clear plastic bag contained more underwear, both socks and practical panties, but well-used rather than new. Sealed for “freshness”, it was clear that these had been saved up from her various runs and weight sessions. My face burning with shame even in the privacy of my own apartment, I stuck my face into the bag and breathed deeply. The smell was intoxicating and comforting all at once, making my cock twitch and my heart glad. Like a loyal dog, the mere scent of my mistress was enough to get a response from me. I knew that I would be sleeping with this perverted present by my pillow for the next few nights.

I wished desperately that I could touch myself in that moment, that I could stroke while I sniffed until I blew a full, satisfying load. I reminded myself that it would all be worth it. My denial gave me focus, my suffering gave me purpose. This arrangement had improved my flailing life so much. If this date went well, then I might not only get some satisfaction: I might also make this a more permanent arrangement.

By Friday I felt nervous, excited, and half-mad with desire. The restaurant was booked, a classy pan-Asian place recommended to me by a co-worker. I had bought a new suit, paid for with a bonus that I had received from my boss, who was increasingly impressed with my newfound focus, and felt like I looked about as good as I could. All I was waiting for now was Julie.

What time is the reservation for tonight? read the text that came through around midday.

7, Ma’am.

I’ll be over at around 6. I have a little gift for you.

Another gift? Well, that made me feel like the belle of the ball! Still, knowing Julie, it wouldn’t be something straightforward. Any gift from her was likely to be dirty, kinky, and creative. Something with a sting in the tail. The prospect scared and excited me.

True to her word, Julie arrived at 6. She was dressed in a black power suit, with blood red lipstick, leopard print heels, and her hair done up in a severe ponytail. My key hung on a necklace, a not-so-subtle symbol of her power over me. She looked like a caricature of a strong businesswoman, but I knew she hadn’t dressed like this at the office. Her outfit was a choice, designed to highlight her power. Emphasizing the sense of role reversal, she had brought me a large bouquet of flowers and another gift box, wrapped in a pink bow.

The message was clear: I was the girl in this relationship.

“Did you like your little midweek present?” Julie asked as I put the flowers in a vase.

“I did. I took the liberty of cleaning your underwear as well,” I said, pointing to the neatly folded pile I had left on a chair.

“Oh, no! Those were all for you to enjoy, like the horny little doggy you are.”

“Sorry, Ma’am,” I blushed. “I wasn’t sure.”

“Did you sniff them before you washed them at least? Be honest.”

“I did,” I said, unable to meet her eye.

“Good boy. I’ll be going for a big run on Sunday. I could save my sweaty undies for you after that. Would you like that?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Would you sniff them every night for me?”

“Yes.”

“Good boy,” she stood close to me, pushing me against the kitchen counter. I could smell her perfume, and felt for a moment like I might explode right there and then.

“So, where are we going for dinner?” she asked, moving away and breaking the spell.

“Miso. It’s Asian fusion, Ma’am.”

“Wonderful, that’s my favorite! You’re off to a good start. Now, would you like to open your new present?”

I nodded, peeling back the bow and putting it neatly to the side. A small, rounded plastic object lay inside, narrow at the start and flared at the base. It didn’t take me long to see what it was: a butt plug.

“And what do we say?”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” I said, trying to keep the nervousness out of my voice. I’d never worn a plug before, never had anything up my ass at all. Julie had mentioned it once or twice, moaning about filling my hole while I was going down on her, but I hadn’t expected it to happen so soon. I should have known better than to think that she might have been idly musing.

“You’re welcome! It’s actually a pretty nifty piece of kit. I can control it from an app right here on my phone. It has gazillions of vibration patterns and a fully customizable strength range. Now, do you have those other panties I sent you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good,” she fished a small bottle of lube out of her handbag and threw it to me. “Plug in, panties on. Chop, chop. We have a reservation.”

I knew that there was no point arguing or hesitating. Julie always had a plan, and I was just along for the ride. I went into the bathroom and lubed up the plug. It took a little bit of cajoling, but the thick part went in easily once the tip had passed the threshold. It wasn’t comfortable, exactly, but I could see how it might be pleasurable in the right circumstances. I slipped into the pink, lacy panties, feeling embarrassed at how much I enjoyed the feeling of the frilly material against my balls. I wondered how far Julie planned to take this part of the game. Was it just a bit of a mindfuck, or did she intend to feminize me further?

I came out fully dressed, but Julie swiftly indicated that I should pull my pants down to show her my situation. She giggled girlishly at the sight of me, my cage barely contained by the panties and the plug no doubt visible through the thin material. To my surprise and delight, she followed that up by grabbing me and pulling me in for a hard, possessive kiss. It was the first time she had actually kissed me on the lips. It felt electric.

“You’re mine,” she said, breaking it off. “You’re my good boy.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “All yours.”

“I love that you let me take your anal virginity. And it’s very cute that you wanted this date. And hot as fuck that you were willing to go an extra week without release for it. How was it?”

“Hard, Ma’am. But worth it.”

Julie bit her lip, looking ravenous. It was clear just how much she got off on my submission. That just made me want to give her more.

“I hope tonight will be worth it. I think it’ll be fun for both of us. But, ye’know, more fun for me. Because remember, you’re still my toy. That means I’m going to play with you.”

I nodded, wondering for the first time if this was a good idea. I was taking our weird, sexy, extremely private dynamic and moving it outside. I trusted Julie implicitly and truly believed she would never cross a line. After all, she had as much to lose as me. Still, going for dinner with my cruel, creative mistress meant that this was getting perilously close to the real world.

“OK, let’s go,” Julie said, tapping her watch. “I’m hungry!”

***

Julie

I had spent all week thinking about tonight, getting more and more excited as the delicious possibilities swirled around my mind. I had made enough plans to fill twenty date nights full of teasing and humiliation, full of pleasure for me and punishment for my obsessed little toy. I had jilled myself off repeatedly, taking a great deal of satisfaction in the knowledge that he couldn’t do the same, thinking about the ways I could torment him from a distance and in person. In the end, I had decided to keep it loose. The panties would send an appropriate message and the plug would give me easy control. I had a rough plan of action for the rest of the evening but was willing to improvise and see where it went.

The sight of Chad in the cage and lacy panties, a look of mild discomfort on his face as he got used to the plug, was absolutely priceless. He had been an arrogant, womanizing rich kid who thought he didn’t need to show me any respect, and now he was utterly mine. No matter how delicious the dinner was, it couldn’t be tastier than this.

He had thought ahead to book a cab and had picked a good restaurant, classy but not pretentious, with a well-balanced menu. He spoke surprisingly smoothly considering we both knew what was going on under his smart suit, and held open the cab and restaurant doors like a proper gentleman. So far, he would be doing well if this were an ordinary first date.  I could see that charm that had made him so popular with girls his own age.

“Good evening, welcome to Miso. My name’s Amanda, and I’ll be guiding you through the menu this evening,” the waitress greeted us. She was a pretty Asian girl, probably Chad’s age or younger. She let out a little giggle when my young date pulled out a seat for me. “Wow, he’s well-trained!”

“You don’t know the half of it,” I smiled back, enjoying the blush rising into Chad’s cheek from the corner of my eye. This was going to be a long night for him if he was in a bashful mood.

I ordered red wine for us both and we discussed the menu while we waited. It was a pleasant surprise to find out that Chad was knowledgeable and passionate about Asian cuisine, a favorite topic of mine. He knew his xiaolongbao from his baozi and his nasi goreng from his katsu. We fell into a comfortable conversation that continued easily even after I had ordered for both of us.

As the dishes came one after another I found myself enjoying his company more and more. He was more thoughtful and self-effacing than I had given him credit for, with wide-ranging interests and a sharp mind. Knowing what I knew - the cage, the plug, his desperate desire to serve me- made the whole evening more delicious, of course, but even without all of that it would have been a good date. The best date I had been on for a long, long time.

Still, that didn’t stop me from having some fun at his expense. I made sure that our server heard choice snippets of our conversation, hinting just enough at our dynamic to embarrass Chad without exposing our game.

“These heels are killing me, I wish you were rubbing my feet right now.”

“Fuck, this salad is delicious, does it taste as good as my pussy?”

“I hope you didn’t play with yourself without permission this week.”

While Amanda was a consummate professional, I did see her stifle a giggle each time she heard one of my well-placed comments. Chad didn’t protest and managed to smoothly continue with our conversation, but his face burned red each time she overheard us. Well, things were about to get even more difficult for him.

I excused myself and went to the bathroom, leaving him to sip wine in between courses. Sitting down on the toilet, I fished my phone from my handbag and opened up the new app I had downloaded. This was expensive, made by a company that specialized in bespoke and high-quality sex toys. Unlike a lot of remote-control vibrators, which had manual overrides or needed to be turned on at source, this one was fully controlled from the app. The same technology could be used for vaginal toys, and even vibrating, electrified cock cages, something that I was very much considering for the future. I loved the idea of having 24/7 control over him like that, but I wasn’t quite sure that either of us was ready for that.

Not yet, at least.

The phone felt heavy and useful in my hand, somewhere between a power tool and a joystick. With one little flick of my finger, I could control the most central sensation in Chad’s body. At the weakest setting, it would tease him, throwing him off his game and hopefully bringing him maddeningly close to the edge. On the highest setting, it would probably leave him in a puddle on the floor. And I would have complete control over where he sat on that spectrum. He would be dancing at the end of my string.

I waited for a few moments to let him stew in my absence, touching myself lightly through my trousers as I pictured him at the table. The blurb on the website assured me that the plug would be whisper quiet, and the restaurant was pretty bustling, but I knew Chad would be fearfully praying that our waitress didn’t hear what was going on, didn’t work out what was hiding under his smart suit.

God, this was fun.

I sauntered back over to the table, wrapping Chad in a big hug from behind and giving him a wet kiss on the cheek. I could feel the tension in his body and see his hand white-knuckling the table. Lingering for a moment, letting him feel my warmth and smell my perfume, I whispered softly into his ear.

“Thank you for tonight. I hope you’re having fun. I certainly am.”

“Uh huh.”

“How’s the new toy?” I asked, sliding back into my seat.

“Strong. A little distracting.”

“Aww. Would you like me to turn it off?”

He nodded eagerly, apparently struggling to form words. I smiled to myself, loving the feeling of total power.

“Well, that’s not happening. I could turn it down really low, though. Would you like that?”

“Yes, please, Ma’am,” he said, polite even in his desperation. Maybe I was a natural when it came to training boys, or maybe it was just his nature.

“Well done for asking nicely. But I want more. Beg.”

“Please, Ma’am. I’ll do anything,” he practically whimpered, earnest and believable.

“Specifics.”

“Umm,” he was momentarily stumped, the feelings in his body slowing his mind. “I’ll lick your feet, your ass, anything. You could step on me, I could eat my own cum.”

“You’ve already done all of that. Something new,” I affected a bored voice, although in truth this was the most fun I had had all week.

“Um, I would let you pee on me?”

“You would let me?” I snorted. “If I turn it down? You would let me do that anyway.”

“I would let you do anything anyway,” he said, eyes wide and pleading. “I’m all yours. You can do whatever you want. I’ll do whatever you want. I can’t think of examples or suggestions, but you can. All I can do is beg. So please, Ma’am.”

“OK. I’ll turn it down. All you need to do is pay our server a nice compliment.”

“Our server?”

“Yeah, Amanda. She’s a lovely girl and she’s worked hard. Say something nice to her.”

“OK,” he said, trying to compose himself. “I can do that.”

I smiled sweetly at him and got my phone out of the bag, preparing to hold up my end of the deal. As luck would have it, our waitress was making her way toward our table with the final dish of the night.

“Hi guys! This is a miso brownie with mochi ice cream. I hope you enjoy!”

“Thank you, Amanda,” I said, looking across at Chad. I hit a button on the app, changing up the vibration pattern but not the intensity.

“Yes, thank you. You’ve been amazing. So, uh, helpful,” he looked across at me, but I shook my head slightly. Not enough. I quickly slipped my right foot out of its shoe and placed it on his crotch, the long tablecloth keeping it safely out of view. “And uh, I love your necklace. It’s so pretty. Where’s it from?”

“Um, thanks! It’s from Sephora,” the pretty waitress said. She was taking this all in her stride, but clearly noticed his halting, distracted delivery as I pressed my toe into his balls. “Is there anything else I can get you?”

“Sorry about him,” I said. “He gets nervous talking to strangers, but we’re trying to practice. Isn’t that right?”

“Uh huh,” Chad nodded, face burning red.

“Well, I’d never know,” Amanda smiled, clearly wondering what exactly our deal was. She would be getting a big tip at the end of this, making the slight awkwardness worth it.

“Yes, he’s been very good. Hey honey, open up,” I scooped up a little cake and ice cream on the spoon and raised it to his face. “You deserve a treat.”

He leaned forward and took the delicious dessert into his mouth while our waitress watched, professionalism wrestling with curiosity.

“Would you mind taking a picture of us?” I asked her, passing her my phone with the camera open. She nodded and stepped back, taking several photos in quick succession. I would enjoy looking back at those later, knowing exactly why Chad’s face was so flushed.

I turned the vibrator back to its lowest setting and we finished our dessert and wine in comfortable conversation. It felt strange to be discussing movies and music and baseball after that licentious little interlude, but I enjoyed the contradiction. Letting him come back to normal would make it all the more fun when I pushed him to the brink again.

“I’m going to the bathroom, then we can go to a fun little cocktail bar round the corner,” I said, standing up as we waited for the check. You can pay. Make sure to leave a generous tip.”

***

We made our way round to The Glass Slipper, a favorite bar of mine even though I didn’t get out as much as I would like. It was a good place to grab a quiet cocktail during the week but turned into a fairly raucous spot with a house DJ at weekends. Perfect, since I was in the mood to dance.

I sent him to the bar with instructions to get an Old Fashioned for me and something fruity but low alcohol for himself. I wanted his head clear for the finale I had planned for tonight. We squeezed into one of the last free booths, watching the sexy crowd grind and shake it on the dance floor. Sometimes being in a place like this could make me feel old, but not tonight. Not with this hot bit of arm candy.

We chatted over our drinks, Chad seeming to relax a little, even with his little predicament. I encouraged him to share some of the weird and wild stories from his frat days, with a cock of my eyebrow being enough to overcome his embarrassment about his sordid past. He was clearly holding back some of the more salacious, or genuinely unacceptable, behavior for fear of offending me. This whole affair had started with me berating him for his lack of respect for women and general irresponsibility, after all. Still, he had some funny stories. In truth, I didn’t hold his youthful indiscretions against him, not now that I knew he had a good heart.

“Come on, let’s dance,” I said, grabbing his hand and pulling him out of the booth once we had finished our drinks. I was in the mood to shake it a little, and was even more excited to see what effect I might have on him.

I took Chad by the hand and started swaying with him, looking deep into his eyes as he followed along. He was staring at me all googly-eyed, with a brightness that seemed to emanate warmth. It felt like he didn’t just lust after me. It felt like… something more. Something dangerous, maybe, but something that made me feel good.

Leaning in, I kissed him and felt him melt. Fuck, this was fun.

The DJ was moving from funk and soul to some altogether dirtier music as the night got late, with the patrons all getting looser. The dancefloor grew busier, giving me cover to act as slutty as I liked without worrying about how I looked. Not that I ever saw anyone from work in this kind of place, anyway.

I turned around my pushed back, keeping hold of his hands so that he couldn’t escape as I pushed my ass against him. The hardness of the cage in his pants sent a shiver through me as I thought about how typical this might look to a stranger and how depraved it was in reality. Part of me wished that I was wearing some short, revealing party dress, although the tight trousers did wonders for my ass and made me look like the boss bitch that I was.

Chad looked like he was in heaven and hell at the same time, loving the attention but suffering the discomfort. I decided to turn it up a notch, knowing that it was cruel but unable to resist playing with my toy. He didn’t notice the phone in my hand as I embraced him, but he noticed the vibrations when they kicked in.

“Mhhmhgh,” he groaned, low and confused. “Julie, Ma’am, I-”.

“Shh, shh,” I said, “It’s OK. You can take it for me.”

I held him close, kissing his neck as he buried his face in my hair. He was shaking, clearly driven ever closer to the edge, but I didn’t let go. I moved my leg in between his so we were almost dry humping, body against body in the middle of the dancefloor.

And then, suddenly, the shaking became something more. Chad came, the teasing and denial and vibrations all working together to make him explode, right there and then.

It might have gone largely unnoticed to people around us, but with such close proximity, I could tell. His breathing, the shaking- it was unmistakable and unbelievably hot.

“My God,” I whispered in his ear. “Did you just come, you filthy boy?”

“I’m so sorry,” he said, sounding close to tears.

“Don’t be. It’s beautiful.”

I stood back and looked at him, giggling at his predicament. The idea of Chad coming in his pants, flaccid and caged as he was, was almost enough to bring me to the brink. Best of all, it hadn’t just been some little, partial release. He had exploded, and now his smart pants were stained with an obvious, sticky stain. I guess that lacy little thong he was wearing for me hadn’t done much to hold back the tide.

He didn’t seem to see the funny side of it, thought, or the sexiness. He looked mortified, sick to his stomach, and on the verge of a full panic attack.

Fuck. Had I gone too far?

My arousal was tempered by the need to save this poor, sweet submissive from dying of shame. I went into problem-solving mode, pushing guilt and protectiveness to the back of my mind as I looked for a solution.

“Here, come with me.”

I took him by the hand and dragged him back to the booth, using my body strategically to hide him from sight while turning off the vibrations with my phone. Our table still had our glasses on it, ice now melted into water. I sat him down and then immediately knocked over the glass, spilling it onto his cum-stained crotch with an exaggerated oops. Acting the apologetic girlfriend, I grabbed some napkins and started trying to pat him down, all the time apologizing loudly.

“I really am sorry,” I said, more quietly now. “I didn’t mean for that to happen. Not in public.”

“It’s OK,” he said, still blushing but seeming to have calmed down. “I’m sorry for coming without permission.”

“Oh, don’t be silly. Really, it was my fault. And anyway… it was hot.”

“I was, am, having a great time. I don’t want this to ruin it,” he said, sounding almost too sweet and sincere.

“Well, if you’re still up for more, I had one more place planned for tonight.”

“Yeah? And this won’t be a problem?” he asked, gesturing at his pants.

“Oh no. Not where we’re going.”


Something Real

Chad

Julie led me down the dark streets by the hand, the quiet streets and poor visibility making me feel better about the stain on my pants. I had been absolutely mortified, praying on that dance floor for a hole to open up and drag me in, but Julie’s quick thinking had saved the day. For that, I was eternally grateful.

Tonight had been a whirlwind, unlike any other date I had been on. Spending time with Julie was wonderful, with her easy humor and interesting stories. I had never felt more infatuated with her as a person, not just a mistress, and I think she might be starting to feel the same.

At the same time, the way that she took twisted joy in my embarrassment meant that I could never fully relax, while the cage and devilish addition of the plug meant that I had been constantly on edge. My explosion had been sudden, but now seemed inevitable. My intense, almost debilitating panic had now faded into a more familiar and manageable feeling of cringing, submissive embarrassment. I wanted to make up for my indiscretion, to serve and worship her like the goddess she was.

She led me down a series of winding alleyways until we arrived at a rundown building with Roxanne’s emblazoned on a red neon sign. I had spent time in some down-and-dirty bars, but this place looked genuinely seedy. I wasn’t even sure what it was. A club, a hotel, something else?

I wasn’t far off. Inside was a sign reading Rooms to rent by the hour, marking it out as that kind of hotel. But in addition to the reception desk and some seats, there were a number of neat aisles filled with all kinds of strange merchandise. There were clothes, mostly leather and dark with a few ridiculous-looking few costumes. More intriguingly, there were various toys and scary-looking implements hanging on the wall and on the display stands. High-tech plugs like the one still resting uncomfortably inside me nestled next to severe, old-fashioned whips. This was something far more than just a hook-up hotel.

“Julez!” came the cry as a woman stood up from behind the desk. She was on the larger side, with thick, black-rimmed glasses and a collection of intricate, beautiful tattoos. A far cry from the kind of women I would usually be attracted to, but someone with an undeniable magnetism and the perfect look for her career.

“Roxie, how are you!”

Julie leaned over the desk and hugged this strange woman, looking like they were from two completely different worlds. I knew that Julie had some experience in the kink scene, but she seemed so clean-cut and corporate that it was sometimes hard to picture, even when I knew how kinky she was. She was more of the gym bunny/businesswoman type, never bothering to dress up like a fantasy dominatrix.

“This is Roxanne, an old friend of mine from when I went to those kinky parties that I told you about,” Julie said, gesturing me forward.

“Enough of the old, you!” Roxanne laughed. “And who’s this little cutie? Is this the little neighbor boy you told me about?”

My face burned red as Roxanne looked me up and down with hunger in her eyes. Julie had implied that she was likely to gossip to her friends about me, and this woman was clearly unfazed by unorthodox sex, but it still felt strange to know that our arrangement was public knowledge. How much, exactly, had Julie shared?

“Well, it’s good to see you finally found what you were looking for. You never had much luck with the men in the scene.”

“Yeah, that was fun, but they always end up treating you like a kink dispenser. This is… real.”

My embarrassment was now tinged with something like pride as Julie showed me off to her friend. Confirmation that this was more than just some kinky arrangement of convenience was exactly what I had been looking for out of tonight. Now I was getting it, in this strange, sleazy place. At the same time, something about that kink dispenser comment rang true. I had been guilty of treating women like that, before Julie had found me.

“So, I’ve got a room booked for you, and those toys you asked for are out. Here’s the key, you know where to find me if you need anything. Have fun!”

Julie took the card and grabbed me by the hand, blowing her friend a kiss as she dragged me off towards, well… whatever she had planned.

***

This place had a deliberately seedy vibe, but as the door to our room closed behind us I noticed that it was cleaner and better kept than many hotels. The key had worked first time, the room was clean, there was a bottle of champagne sitting on ice and, more importantly for a place like this, the room was completely soundproof.

“Go get naked, take out the plug, and clean it and your cage. I’ll pour us some drinks.”

I did as Julie commanded, doing my best to clean the sticky cum from my caged cock. Working the plug out was a strange feeling, mixing pain and pleasure before providing my body was a tremendous sense of freedom. I submerged it in the soapy water without looking at it, glad to be free of it for now, but not hating the knowledge that it was unlikely to be the last thing that Julie put inside me. The bathroom was spacious, with a large walk-in shower. I wondered how much this must be costing Julie, even with a friend’s discount.

The sight when I walked into the room took my breath away. Julie had stripped down to her underwear, a spectacular bra and panties set of emerald green, adorned with a peacock pattern inlay. The panties were high-cut, showing off every kissable curve. It felt almost sacrilegious not to immediately fall on my knees in front of her, but she smiled and offered me a glass of bubbly alcohol.

“Cheers. Here’s to a lovely evening.”

“Cheers!”

“Was it everything you hoped for?” she asked, a wry smile playing on her lips.

“It was so nice to spend some time with you. Thank you.”

“I’ve enjoyed it too. I’m going to give you a choice. If you’re feeling too exhausted, you can just give me a massage, use a vibrator on me, and we can call it a night. Or, we can play properly.”

I was exhausted, but there was no way I was going to tap out now. If the younger man can’t bring stamina, what can he bring?

“You've gone to all this effort. Let’s play.”

“That’s my boy,” Julie stepped closer, running her hand along my thigh. “Guess what I would love right now?”

“What?” I croaked, suddenly losing my voice as her fingers danced closer and closer to my balls.

“A good, hard, fuck.”

Oh my god. My mind swam with visions of Julie underneath me, moaning in pleasure as I ravaged her sweet body. We had come close, with her riding my cock a few weeks ago, but that adventure had involved multiple condoms and a generous application of numbing cream. I wanted the real thing. As submissive as I had become, I had never stopped imagining what it would be like to rail her the way I had railed so many girls my own age. Could it really be on the cards?

“But, unfortunately, you’ve already blown your load tonight. We’ll need another solution.”

She stepped away, snatching that naïve hope away with a little giggle. Placing her drink down, she opened the dresser at the side of the room and started unloading toys. Cuffs, vibrators, and then finally a large strap-on dildo. An intimidating, scarily large strap-on dildo.

I had only just removed the plug, but it looked like Julie might have new plans for my ass already. This shaft, though, was much larger than what had just been inside me. I felt my eyes widen and felt myself gulp involuntarily.

“Oh, does this look a bit big?” she asked, noticing my nerves. “Don’t worry, I’m not that cruel. I am going to pound that cute little butt of yours, but I’ll have to build up to it a bit. No, this is for me. Just because you blew your load, just because you’re all locked up, doesn’t mean that I don’t want a big, hard cock. Put it on.”

Julie threw me the strap-on harness. I felt a mixture of embarrassment, humiliation, relief, and admiration for her creativity run through me, a now familiar combination. The harness was awkward, with the rubber cock having to sit uncomfortably above my cage, but I tried to see this as an opportunity. Maybe if I fucked her good enough with a fake cock, she would let me use the real thing?

She stepped in close and kissed me, taking the phallus in her hand with a tight grip. It felt strange to have her stroking this ersatz cock when the real one was so tantalizingly close, but her kiss felt good, passionate and warm.

“Fuck me,” she whispered as she broke off the kiss. “I want it hard.”

She stepped away, backing towards the bed in an almost submissive invitation for me to take the lead. I took her by the hips and lifted her, my recently improved fitness making her feel light in my hands, before placing her gently on the bed. I kissed up her leg, pausing at the thigh before pulling her panties to the side to tease her slit. She was already soaked, evidently as aroused by tonight’s activities as I was.

“I’m wet enough,” she snapped, “I need to be filled.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

I pulled off her panties and threw them to the side, guiding the head of the dildo to her entrance. She moaned as I penetrated her, taking my time to work the large, thick cock inside her. Her eyes rolled back in pleasure as I started to thrust, her hands gripping the sheets. She looked beautiful, strong even in her vulnerability.

“You’re mine,” she grunted as I started to build up the pace. “Even if you’re fucking me, you’re mine. You belong to me. Your cock, your body, your sex life. I want it all.”

“Yes,” I growled, the truth of her words cutting through even as the animalistic part of me fought to take over.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours. I’m all yours.”

“Good boy. Now fuck me harder.”

I picked up the pace, trying my best to give her what she needed. I knew that under normal circumstances I could fuck. I was young and fit, easily able to please my partners when I was in the mood. Frustratingly, I even had a pretty big dick. Now though, I was robbed of all that. The dildo was plenty large and thick, but the weight was awkward and was throwing me off my stroke game. I was struggling to find my rhythm, my cage dangling uselessly and distractingly while I tried to give Julie the pounding that she so desired. I wanted desperately to please and impress her, but it was a struggle.

“Eugh,” she tutted, placing two feet on my chest before pushing me off. “I’ve heard those things are pretty hard to get used to, so I don’t blame you, but I need a proper fuck. Lie down on the bed.”

I stammered, trying to find the words to get her to give me another chance.

“Lie down on the bed,” she said, a hint of steel in her voice. “If you want a job done properly, sometimes you need to do it yourself.”

***

Julie

I put the cuffs on Chad’s ankles and wrists before attaching them to the restraints that were helpfully positioned at each corner of the bed. In truth, his efforts hadn’t been too bad considering the undoubted weirdness of wearing a strap-on harness as a man, but I wanted to get him all tied up and vulnerable anyway. The look of almost tearful embarrassment on his cute face was just a welcome bonus.

Roxanne had really come through for me with this room, especially since I had barely seen her over the past year. She was more of an acquaintance than a close friend, someone I had run into at various kink events when I had still been active, but she was always good fun and eager to help. I made a note to make more of an effort to see her.

I made the finishing touches to Chad, stepping back to admire the view as I slipped off my bra. His desperate, glazed eyes and adorably lost expression, his increasingly well-defined abs, the way he was bound and helpless, the perverse phallus strapped to him and that caged cock that belonged entirely to me. It was all such a perfect picture.

“I’ll do all the work. You can just lie there and look pretty,” I said, fetching a wand vibrator and my glass from the dresser before stepping onto the bed so that I towered above him. I placed my foot on his chest, enjoying the feeling of power that came from knowing that I could literally crush the air out of this squirming, helpless man. I swirled some of the sweet champagne around my mouth, before bending over toward him. He followed along with my intentions, opening his lips so that I could spit some into his mouth. God, he was such a perfect little pervert.

Kneeling with my legs on either side of him, I guided the head of the cock to my pussy lips. It was bigger than anything I usually used on myself, preferring vibrations over size, but it felt appropriately emasculating for Chad, and I did enjoy the sensation of being filled. Luckily, my cunt was wet and willing.

“Fuuuuck,” I moaned, letting my body accept the entirety of the cock. It was easier to take the whole thing now that I was in control of the pace, able to rock and bounce to find the best angle. Chad, for his part, looked utterly distraught. So close to my pussy, that unattainable prize, and yet so far. I wondered whether this was crueler than my little game with the numbing cream, and made a note to ask him sometime.

I took one breast in my hand and kneaded it, reaching the other hand back to grab Chad’s balls. He squirmed but didn’t protest as I squeezed them, still somehow full and heavy despite his little accident. It was such a turn-on to know that no matter how much pain, humiliation, and denial I gave him, it would also bring him pleasure. I had become his addiction- his sickness and his cure.

His eyes widened as I spat on his chest, but I could see that it didn’t dent his desire one bit. He looked wild, on the brink of madness as I used him like a sex toy. Less than a sex toy, in fact. He was a dildo holder, a piece of furniture for me to use and admire while I got myself off. Less a lover than an object.

I picked up my vibrator and spread my legs out so that my feet were resting on his chest, impaling myself completely on the rubber cock and exposing my clit. Placing the head of the wand to my sensitive spot, I turned it on and felt the vibrations run through my body. It felt glorious, my body flooded with endorphins and my mind swimming with perverse possibility. I pictured Chad tied to a bed in my house like this, his tongue at my disposal and his cock under key. He could be strapped to the end of my bed in the winter, used as a foot warmer and alarm clock. I could share him with friends, showing him off at kink clubs and dungeon parties. He could be my under desk pussy licker while I conquered the corporate world.

“Fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck,” I screamed, my body succumbing to the sensation. My legs stretched out involuntarily as I came, kicking Chad lightly as my soles came to rest on his face. I writhed and shook on his prone frame, all control lost as the wild orgasmic rush consumed me.

I came back to earth with Chad desperately licking at my heels like a little puppy. I giggled and began the delicate process to removing the huge cock. Unlike a man, it stayed reliably hard. I disentangled myself with a slight squelch, the wetness of my climax having drenched the dildo and Chad’s neatly shaved crotch.

I made my way to Chad’s face and kissed him tenderly on the cheek. “Thank you, that was wonderful.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he said.

“Don’t thank me yet.”

I spun around and straddled his face, wedging his nose in my crack. He started to lick, but a quick slap on the chest and a tut gave him the hint. He was going to be a seat for me to relax on, that was all. My orgasm and a long night had left me physically spent, although my mind was more alive than ever. I decided that I needed to have another drink to wind down, perhaps with someone other than Chad.

Hey, when do you get off your shift? Fancy a drink? I text Roxie, flicking through the rest of my contacts to see who might be out and about. Luckily, she replied almost instantly.

Done already? You’re booked in ‘til morning. I’m finished in half an hour. I know a good place nearby. You can tell me all about your little boytoy.

I’ll get you downstairs, and give you all the details.

I threw my phone to the side and got off Chad, loving the little moan of disappointment that followed his gasp of air. I started looking at my clothes, deciding that I would probably have to go without panties since they were so sodden. At least I had some spare makeup to make myself presentable.

“What now, Ma’am?” Chad asked, his voice soft and weak.

“Aww, you sound parched,” I said. I brought some champagne and poured it into his mouth, the bubbly liquid dribbling out of his grateful mouth. “What happens next is that I get ready and then head out.”

“Out?”

“Out, with a friend. The night is young!”

“Oh, OK,” he sounded adorably unmoored. “But I thought-”

“Shh, shh, shh. Don’t think! I’ve had a lovely date, so good that I would do it again, but don’t ruin it by thinking. Don’t say something silly and needy that makes me wonder whether you remember who’s in charge here,” I took the dildo, still slick with my juices, and shoved it in his mouth. For good measure, I draped my used panties over his face. “Here, this should keep you occupied.”

I went to the bathroom and washed my face before starting to reapply some simple make-up, occasionally looking over at my boytoy. He looked gorgeous, ridiculous, perverse, and alluring all at once, tied up and helpless with a huge plastic cock sticking out of his mouth. He was sweet and funny, charming and good company, but he was also mine to use and abuse. I could mold and condition him, play with his sexuality and emotions to my heart’s content now that I knew he was strong and mature and desperate enough to take it. This was heaven.

After a lot of disappointments, I finally had the sex life I wanted.

I took the vibrator that I had used on myself and grabbed a length of soft rope from the dresser. It took me a moment to work it out, but I soon had the vibrator attached to Chad’s leg and angled so that it nestled in between his balls and the cage. I turned it on and got the moan I was looking for. It would give him a constant tease while I finished getting ready.

“I had a lovely evening,” I said, admiring the sight of him in the mirror while I brushed my hair. “Good food, good wine, good company. We should do it again sometime.”

“Mhhm huh,” he mumbled, attempting to affirm my suggestion despite the fat cock in his mouth.

“Now, though, I want to go meet Roxie. She’s keen to know all about our arrangement,” there was another noise from him, this one more anxious. “Oh, don’t worry, I won’t give her any personal details. Anyway, she’s very discreet, given her line of work. Just think about all the sports stars and politicians who have passed through this place!”

I slipped on my clothes and downed another glass of champagne, checking the time on my phone.

“Just imagine us in some bar nearby, drinking and chatting, me with no panties on. We might get talking to some guys, maybe do some dancing. More likely, I’ll just tell her all about what we do for fun. How you beg to suck my toes. How I make you lick me ass. How I own your fucking life.”

Suddenly, amazingly, an arc of cum came shooting from Chad’s twitching, caged cock. His body convulsed in frustrated pleasure as the sticky liquid dribbled out, the vibration enough to bring him to orgasm but undoubtedly less satisfying than a hand, mouth or pussy. He looked broken and pathetic as he strained against his bindings, panties covering his face with the used dildo still gagging him. I laughed, starting with a giggle but finding myself devolving into an absolute fit.

“This is too fucking good! I can’t wait to tell Roxie all about this,” I started undoing his bindings one by one, although he lay there too broken to move. “Now that I know how easy it is for you to cum in that cage, I might never have to unlock you.”

He groaned at that suggestion but couldn’t find the words to express anything more. I took my purse from my handbag and fished out $100 in small bills, something I still carried out of habit despite the ubiquity of credit cards. I removed the dildo from his mouth and the panties from his face, balling them up in his hand as a parting gift.

I dropped the notes one at a time on his prone body, treating him like a stripper or a common whore. It was an outstanding rush, empowering in a way that no amount of Women In Corporate Leadership courses could be. Chad just lay there, utterly ruined, the look on his face dreamy yet defeated. It was going to be hard to pull myself away from this delicious scene, but I was going to have to.

“Clean the place up, finish the champagne, and then go home when you’re ready. I appreciate you paying for dinner, but it’s on me, toots. I’ll see you when I see you.”

I gave him one last kiss on the cheek, smiled at his pleading face, and walked out the door.

Now that was a date night.




Book 4 – Punished Plaything: Caged and Pegged


Promotion

Chad

My morning was going exactly to plan. I had sent a worshipful wakeup message to Julie as I always did, then hit the gym for a pre-work session. The barista at my favorite coffee shop had flirted with me, some attention that I appreciated but didn’t return, and now I was walking through the park on a sunny day. Ever since I had let Julie into my life, things had been going better and better. I’d given up my bad habits, like drinking, partying, and womanizing, to focus on what really mattered. My health was better, mentally and physically, and I was able to spend time on self-improvement. I had even started to enjoy my job as a salesman at a fintech company, a cushy job that one of my father’s old fraternity brothers had gotten me but which I now found myself excelling in.

Still, the most important part of my new life was undoubtedly Julie. Her bizarre suggestion that she lock my manhood up and hold the key hadn’t just helped me turn my life around; it had unleashed my submissive desires. My gorgeous, successful, older neighbor delighted in pushing my buttons, teasing and controlling me, pushing my boundaries as she got more and more involved in my life. And I loved being along for the ride.

I tried not to daydream about her too much as I made my way into the office, waving to the pretty secretaries as I headed for the elevator. Thinking too much about Julie, about the things she had done to me or had me do to her, was a dangerous proposition. Such thoughts would undoubtedly cause me to swell in my cage, and I didn’t want to end up uncomfortably horny this early in the day. Of course, with her teasing pictures and texts, that’s often exactly how Julie had me.

Chad, come to my office when you get in. I want to have a quick chat with you.

It was a message from Stella, my boss. Part of me felt nervous, wondering if I was about to get fired. For my first months at the office I had been seriously underperforming, frequently coming in hungover. I could tell it was wearing on Stella, an ambitious and serious woman who I had fantasized about several times. Still, I was a friend of the CEO’s family and was basically untouchable.

We got on much better now that I had changed my ways. She regularly complimented me on my work and I treated her with the respect she deserved, hoping that I had never come across as lecherous in addition to lazy. I just hoped that this wasn’t about to come crashing down around me, a hangover from all my times showing up hungover.

I took a deep breath and steeled myself, using one of the exercises Julie had shown me. In addition to helping me control my vices and explore my submissive side, my mistress had started to take me under her wing in other ways. She had given me lots of tips about climbing the corporate ladder, something she had managed to do successfully without all of my inherited wealth and advantages. She had taught me how to stay focused, how to be firm in negotiations, and how to control my emotions. It had all just been talk in bed or over a dinner I had lovingly prepared, but it looked like I might be needing those skills sooner than I thought.

I imagined her stern yet soothing voice in my head. You’ve got this.

I finished my coffee and composed myself before knocking on Stella’s door. Her voice was bright and breezy as she called me in, and she met me with a big smile. “Sit down, Chad.”

For the next five minutes, Stella gushed about my attitude, my successful numbers, and my ability to learn. Still, it came as a surprise when she offered me a promotion- a big promotion. I was going to get jumped up to Senior Sales Executive, a job with a big increase in responsibility and pay. In the past, I would have assumed this was some family favor being called in, but my boss seemed genuinely delighted.

Still, I tried to remember some of Julie’s advice. When you have an opportunity, take it. When you have an advantage, press it.

“That’s amazing Stella, it means so much to have your confidence. I would love to move up here and keep learning from you. Still, we need to discuss the pay package a bit, and the clients I would be working with.”

When I left the office twenty minutes later, it was with a massive increase in responsibility, salary, and self-worth. The other managers and senior salespeople soon messaged or came to my desk to congratulate me, and several of them were insisting that I join them for celebratory drinks later. I wanted to go, of course, although I had come to enjoy my quiet Friday nights, often cooking for Julie before serving her more intimately. The idea of a night out with my famously hard-working and hard-partying colleagues also made me a little nervous. I decided to text her about the good news and maybe feel her out for more advice.

Congratulations!!! Julie replied quickly to my overly long message. And you should definitely go out tonight. You deserve to celebrate. I’ll survive on my own. You can make it up to me some other time.

Oh, I will, whatever you like, Ma’am. I’m just a bit nervous about all the drinking, the partying.

I waited nervously for her reply, watching the three dots on my phone.

You’ll be fine. Think about how much self-control you’ve shown in… other areas. Have fun, celebrate, just don’t take it too far.

Are you sure?

It’s cute that you’re asking my permission, but yes. I’m sure. I love how good you’ve been lately, but this is part of business as well. You have to network to get work.

That’s true.

I quite like the idea of having a corporate titan as my personal footstool. Even better than having a trust fund brat. Get out there and be the big man. Just remember who owns you.

There was a brief pause.

And text me when you get home safe.

Well, that was that. I had my good news, my go-ahead, my goal. I was going to have a night on the town.

***

Julie

Things were going well in my life. My work gave me just the right mixture of power and prestige to make me relish going in, but I still had the opportunity to work on tricky engineering problems from time to time. I was more financially secure than I had ever been in my life and had plenty of time to work on my health and my body. I might be in my forties, but life had never been better.

Key to all that, of course, was Chad. It might have all started with me telling him off for his obnoxious lifestyle, but meeting him had been the best thing to ever happen to me. I had finally gotten to live out my longtime fantasies of controlling a man sexually, teasing and denying him until he was putty in my hands. I had tried and failed with other men in the local BDSM scene, but now this hot young stud had just fallen into my lap. It was like some divine yet devilish kind of providence.

It wasn’t just sexually satisfying, either. Chad’s presence in my life was making everything easier. I could spend an extra hour in the gym when I knew that he would be willing to cook me dinner and provide a massage. I was even more focused at work now that I was getting my rocks off regularly. I had even gotten back in touch with some of my acquaintances from the kink scene, reviving my social life as I gossiped about my new boytoy. And on top of all that, I liked his companionship. He was funny, smart, and self-effacing, making for excellent company even when he wasn’t eating my pussy.

Things were comfortable. Perhaps too comfortable. After all, what would happen when this inevitably came to an end? He was twenty years younger than me, just starting out in this world of sexual exploration. As he became richer and more successful, he would surely want to explore everything else that life could offer him. With this new promotion, that day seemed closer than ever.

Still, I wasn’t going to let that nagging fear ruin what we had going for now. Chad was young, hot, and utterly obsessed with me. I had my fingers deep in his mind and the key to his cock hanging on a little chain. The constant sexual service was amazing, but even better was the fact that I had a pliable man to play with. I was able to experiment with him, to push his boundaries and live out my fantasies

Anyway, while part of me was selfishly worried that this promotion of his might be the beginning of the end, I was mostly proud. Chad had been an arrogant little shit, afflicted by affluenza and machismo, but now he was making something of himself. It was truly impressive, and I was glad to have played my part in it.

Of course, I didn’t want him getting too big for his boots. What I needed now was to keep him off balance and put him back in his place. When I got home from work that night I poured myself a glass of wine and got into a warm bath, giving myself plenty of time to think about what game I might play with Chad next. I took an artsy picture of my toes in the candlelit bubble bath and sent it to my pet, smiling as I pictured him swelling in his cage.

The reply was slower than usual, and shorter. Apparently, Mr Bigshot was getting distracted. That was fine. I hoped he had a nice night out on the town, because if he didn’t give me the attention I needed, well… I would be happy to correct his behavior.

I pinched my nipple gently between my fingers and slipped down into the warm water, picturing what exactly that might look like.


Funishment

Chad

Dry mouth.

Pounding head.

An ominous churning in the stomach.

Without opening my eyes, I already knew this would be a bad one.

I hadn’t even managed to make it all the way into bed, finding myself in the once familiar position of waking up groggily on the couch. I was still mostly clothed. As I reached down to check what I was still wearing, I suddenly felt the presence of the cage. That brought me back to reality somewhat, as I remembered what my lifestyle was now.

Fuck. Was Julie going to be mad at me?

No, I reminded myself. She told me to do this. As long as I didn’t do anything to disgrace myself.

That brought a fresh wave of worry, though. Julie might have given me the go-ahead, but had I embarrassed myself in front of my colleagues? I had only just won their respect and could only hope I hadn’t blown that already.

My memories were hazy, but nothing dramatic jumped out. Still, there was only one way to know. I searched around for my phone and found it, still holding onto dear life with a little battery.

A quick scan gave me nothing to worry about. I had plenty of nice messages, a few people cheekily checking I got home OK, and a good few new contacts on my socials. As my memories solidified, I became more and more sure that nothing had gone too badly. I had been the life and soul of the party but had stopped just short of any real social disaster. Perhaps Julie and her strange, sexy games had taught me more about self-control than even I had suspected.

A fresh worry appeared, though, when I checked my message chain with Julie. She had sent several suggestive messages, all without reply from me. I remembered being in a club underground with bad reception, and not wanting to wake her when I finally saw the messages. I realized, though, in the cold light of day, that I had fucked up.

Ignoring her messages was bad, but perhaps justifiable in the context of the lateness. Not telling her I got home safe when I was specifically asked to? That was a problem. I’d also missed sending her my usual good morning message, which was sure to make her think the worst of me. She was probably picturing me passed out somewhere, all of her and my hard work wasted. Even worse, what if she wasn’t thinking of me at all?

It took a while to decide on the words, but I had soon sent my mistress an apologetic message. The ticks on my phone screen told me that she had seen it, but she didn’t reply immediately. I went for a shower and brushed my teeth, trying to get the stale taste of beer and vape out of my mouth as my hangover threatened to pull me into the abyss. I contemplated the fridge to distract myself, but the turning in my stomach told me that it was too soon for breakfast. I accepted my fate and simply sat next to my phone, waiting nervously for Julie’s reply. When the beep came through I leapt on in, shamelessly eager to start the process of getting back in her good graces.

It's fine. I told you to go out. But you should have checked in.

Yes, Ma’am, I know. I’m so sorry. I hope you weren’t worried.

You’ll need to be punished.

I know, Ma’am. Absolutely.

Perhaps a week without seeing me.

I had no idea what punishment her creative, cruel mind would have come up with, but I hadn’t thought that might be on the cards. It was a dull but destructive notion, sending a bolt of panic through me. Julie had become such a key beat in the new rhythm of my life. Even a week without seeing her, feeling her, tasting her, would feel like an eternity. I knew it was ridiculous, but I could feel it in my body.

No, please, Ma’am. I need you.

A week off would let you think about what you did, and might help you focus on your work.

Please, no, Ma’am. I wouldn’t be able to focus without knowing I could see you.

There was a long pause. I was ready to go full Grovel.

I need to see you. I need to serve you. I’ll do anything to make this up to you, anything at all.

In a moment of desperate inspiration, I knelt naked in front of my bedroom mirror and took a photo, trying to show her how I would kowtow for forgiveness if I were in her presence. I was casting around with my mind to see what else I could do to degrade myself and show her the depths of my seriousness when a picture message arrived on my screen.

The picture had been shot from the ground up, making Julie look like an Amazonian warrior looming over her defeated foe. She was completely naked, except for one thing- a large, pink strapon.

There were no words with her message, only a single question mark. The implication was clear and, well, I had said anything.

Yes, Ma’am.

***

Julie

I waited giddily for Chad to arrive, not even bothering to dress or remove my strapon. I had been a little bit worried when he hadn’t checked in last night, and a little bit disappointed by his lack of attention, but I had never really been angry. He deserved a night out and I had told him to go and enjoy himself. Now, the only emotions I felt were excitement and arousal.

Chad’s “bad” behavior had given me the perfect excuse to push his boundaries through a new punishment. Truth be told, our dynamic didn’t really require me to have a reason to try something new, but I liked the roleplay and the opportunity to fuck with his mind a little bit. Locking up a man’s cock and becoming his cruel, capricious keyholder had been a long-time dream of mine, but once we started to settle into it, the old hedonic treadmill kicked in. I started to focus on new fantasies, thinking about what depraved things I could make my little slut do. Pegging had quickly gone to the top of the list.

There was a knock on the door and my heart skipped a little. I tried to put on my sternest face, getting into character while I walked down the hallway. The fake cock swung awkwardly between my legs, and I could only pray that none of our other neighbors were in the hallway.

Chad stood with his eyes downcast, the perfect picture of contrition. He had made an effort, putting on a nice clean suit, but I could tell from his pale face and red eyes that he hadn’t escaped a hangover. Good. I felt like a predator stalking a wounded animal, and all the more powerful for it. I was going to fuck this hangover out of him and make him beg for more.

He stared at me with a mixture of awe and fear, mouth open like a fish gasping for air. I quickly pulled him inside and shut the door, my pussy tingling with excitement.

“Thank you for seeing me, Ma’am, I’m so-”

“Shut up,” I barked at him, deciding to make him work for forgiveness despite his minor transgression. “Knees.”

He got down so quickly that it must have hurt his knees, making me feel like a drill sergeant rather than an engineering manager approaching middle age. He was suddenly eye level with my swinging dildo, although he kept his humble gaze directed at my bare feet, partly out of shame and no doubt with an admiring glance towards my blood-red painted toes.

“Did you put in the plug like I told you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Show me.”

Chad quickly stripped off and then got back down on all fours, this time facing away from me on the hallway floor. As instructed, he was wearing the small vibrating plug that I had used to such good effect on our first date night, and occasionally since. I hadn’t turned it on, but it should at least get his ass stretched out and ready for me.

“Good. Maybe you aren’t completely useless.”

I ran my fingers along his back and butt, feeling him shiver and tremble in response. I flicked the plug, drawing a little moan of pleasure, and then took his nuts in my hand. I weighed them like a farmer assessing a bull, noting how full and heavy they were. It had been just over a week since his last release.

“You poor thing. You must have quite the hangover. Do you have a headache? A dry mouth?”

“Yes, Ma’am, a little dry,” he replied, not trying to hide anything from me.

“Well, let’s fix that.”

I grabbed him by the hair and dragged him towards the bathroom, Chad scrabbling to keep up in his half-prone position. A swift kick to the backside took him over the threshold of my bathroom, with another helping position him just in front of the toilet. He looked up at me with a mixture of panic and excitement, his mind off-balance in just the way I liked.

“Maybe I should give you something golden to drink?” I said, standing over him like I was about to mount him. Chad had nothing to say to that suggestion, simply keeping his eyes forward. Luckily for him, I didn’t really intend to make him drink my piss. Not today, anyway. I had to keep something for further down the line.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to make you do that, even though you did say anything. Go ahead and drink out of the bowl,” he moved his head forward, but hesitated, clearly disgusted by the idea. “Oh for fuck sake, it’s clean. Now drink, you ungrateful little fuck. You begged for this, remember.”

The water was clean, as was the toilet. I was facetious about keeping the place nice, and I had given it an extra good scrub once this little scene had occurred to me. Still, I wanted Chad to get the feeling of being humiliated, treated lower than a pet. He was going to have his head in the toilet, like a bully victim on the receiving end of a swirly.

He put his head in the bowl and began to lap gently at the water. Fuck, how could something so gross be so hot? I laughed and put my foot on the back of his head, forcing his face into the water. Part of me wished he still had underwear on so that I could give him a wedgie. Instead I just reached down and pressed on the end of his plug, gently fucking his hole.

After a moment, I released him and slapped him on the back, letting him roll gratefully off to the side. Usually, I would build this up more, having him perform some menial task for me while I relaxed, before moving on to some pampering, then worship, then sex. Today, though, I was too excited to get to the main event. I was all strapped up with nowhere to go, and his tight little ass was waiting.

“Wash your face. I’ll be in the bedroom.”

I waited on the edge of my bed, idly stroking my fake cock as if that would get it harder. When Chad entered the room a few moments later, he was crawling on his hands and knees without even being asked. His appetite for submission and degradation never ceased to amaze me, and I often had to remind myself how much he loved this when I feared that I might be going too far. He felt at home beneath me.

He crawled to me and bent forward, placing his forehead on the ground between my feet in a pose of complete supplication. I had taken art history in my first year of college and had found myself fascinated by all those old portraits of men prostrating themselves in front of powerful women. Society in the past might have been buttoned up, but artists had always been able to smuggle some eroticism in there. Barbarian warlords flung at the feet of Roman dominas, mandarins kowtowing in front of an Eastern empress, worshipful men crawling towards Aphrodite. Whether in adoration or fear, the image of a broken man in front of a beautiful woman spoke to me. Now, I was getting to live that image.

“Look at me.”

“I’m so sorry, Ma’am,” Chad met my gaze with big, sad puppy dog eyes. Got, he really did feel guilty. That, or he was a better actor than I thought. I would have to reassure him later, but for now, I wanted to use that.

“Suck it,” I said, moving the plastic cock towards his mouth. “Show me how sorry you are.”

He took the tip of the cock in his mouth, hesitantly at first. I put one hand on the back of his head, pushing him down on it, before starting to direct him like this was my personal porno. Lick, suck, deeper, worship it. I made sure to let him know just how slutty he looked, demanding eye contact as he sucked and gagged.

I couldn’t feel a thing, of course, but the power rush was incredible. There was a thrill of role reversal, as I thought about how many girls must have sucked his cock, how many videos he must have watched of women degrading themselves. Now, Chad’s cock was locked and he was lavishing attention on this bit of plastic between my legs. A piece of plastic that was soon going to help me break through another barrier. I was going to make him mine and fulfil a filthy fantasy into the bargain. The whole thing was so perfect, I almost wanted to applaud.

Instead, I decided to move on to the next stage. Slipping the phallus out of his mouth, I slapped him once on the cheek for good measure and then stood up. Chad moved easily, like a half-living puppet, as I dragged him to his feet and positioned him on the bed. I got some lube from my bedside table, putting plenty on the strap and some on my fingertip. His hole clenched as it felt the cool liquid, resisting me instinctively.

“Shhh, just breathe,” I cooed, teasing his hole as I worked my digit inside. He relaxed into it, slowly accepting my finger. The plug had prepared him well. “Is my little pet ready to take it for me?”

“Yes,” he murmured, his eyes dreamy and unfocused.

I rolled his hips back and took his legs onto my shoulders, admiring the taut muscles in his thighs. Hopefully he had been keeping up with the yoga stretches I had recommended for him, because I knew from experience that this position could lead to cramp for the one on the bottom. Still, it was giving me unparalleled access to his ass and a very nice view to go with it.

I paused for a moment with the tip of my cock pressing just against his asshole, ogling his body and savoring the moment. Chad had been a hottie when he started all this, but a few months of clean living had brought out the best in his body. His muscles were well-defined and his abs were just beginning to show, with his skin still youthful and unblemished. It was the kind of skin you just wanted to bite and scratch and whip. His body was tense, but I could sense the excitement in him and see the hint of a smile on his pretty face. The metal cage between his legs was already filled by his swelling cock, that constant and hopefully uncomfortable reminder of his submission. No doubt some base instinct in his body was telling him that he should be standing over me right now, ready to pound away, but his mind knew better.

Chad’s body was prefect, and I was about to make it mine.

I entered him slowly, working it back and forth until I broke through the natural tension. Once I was inside I felt him relax into it, his most intimate part accepting the plastic cock gladly. Throughout the moment, I kept my focus on his face, reading the story of his submission on it. First, there was a little discomfort, even pain, quickly followed by the realization of what pleasure this could bring. At the first deep thrust, his grunt turned to moans and he stared up at me with hungry, desperate eyes that screamed more.

Holding his thighs tight, I began to gently fuck Chad. The bed rocked slightly, helping me find my rhythm, although the unfamiliar motion wasn’t easy to master. He seemed to be enjoying it already, his mouth half open while some decidedly unmasculine sounds escaped him.

“Do you like that?” I asked, already able to read the answer on his body but wanting to hear him say it.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he moaned in time with my thrusting. “It feels good.”

“Play with your little nipples. Be a little slut for me, and I might even touch this clitty.”

I laughed as he followed my instructions, lewdly rubbing and pinching the tiny nipples of his hairless chest. He looked beautifully, gloriously ridiculous. True to my word, I used one finger to rub the end of his cock through the metal bars, feeling the build-up of precum. I brought a long line of sticky liquid with me when I removed my finger. Making eye contact with Chad, I brought it to my lips, arousal making the acrid jizz taste pleasant, a strange transference that the scientist in me had always been fascinated by. He groaned at the sight, cage twitching in excitement.

“Ma’am… I think I might-”

“No,” I grabbed his nuts and squeezed, drawing a grunt of pain. “No coming until I say.”

That seemed to focus him a little but, much to my secret satisfaction, I could tell that he was close to the edge. I had read that it was hard to predict how a man would react to anal stimulation. Some would be turned on by the thought but find the feeling uncomfortable, while others would find it almost instantly orgasmic. Chad was clearly enjoying himself. Perhaps a little too much, considering this was supposed to be a punishment.

This was fun, but it might not be the kind of fun that could go on forever. Chad was clearly close, and my legs and hips ached from the effort of fucking him. It turns out pounding someone wasn’t as easy as it seemed! I decided that if I wanted to give my fuckpuppet a real railing, I might have to switch it up to one final position.

I slowed and then slipped out of him, feeling his body shake in relief and loss. He got the message when I pushed him back and patted the bed, rolling onto his knees and presenting himself like a proper slut. I remembered some old electronic song from my college club days- Face Down Ass Up, That’s The Way I Like To Fuck. Well, it was time to see if this doggystyle thing was everything it was cracked up to be.

His back looked broad and manly, painting a nice contrast to his submissive posture. I worked the dildo back into him gently, taking my time before grabbing onto his hips. Chad made it easy for me, rocking back and forth, clearly desperate for the stimulation. I had never tried anal, not seeing the point in it since women didn’t have a G-spot up there, but it was clear that the wonders of the prostate were paying off for Chad. Although maybe anything would feel good when your cock spent most of its time locked up.

I reached forward and grabbed his hair, pulling his head back sharply. I loved his sandy blond mop, which I was insisting he grow out for me. Having that small but symbolic bit of control over his appearance was hot, and I looked forward to it being long enough to put in pigtails. With a firm grip on his hair and his hip, I started to fuck him harder, almost animalistically, grunting from exertion but feeling myself pulled along by the rhythm of it all. Rising up so that I was almost mounting him, I slid one foot along so that it was near his face. Without even being told, he turned his head to the side and planted a kiss on my foot, struggling to hold his position without collapsing but desperate to worship me.

This was fun, a major power rush and thrilling role reversal just like I had hoped. I couldn’t keep it up much longer, though. Despite all my good work in the gym, fucking like a man would take some practice. I slowed, and then stopped, and then removed the dildo from Chad as gently as I could. He moaned as it left him, the sound running sending a tingle to my pussy.

He rolled off to the side, looking as exhausted as I felt. I could see that while he hadn’t quite orgasmed, he had left a puddle of precum on the bed. He would be sucking my sheets clean for sure, but not before I found another use for his mouth. I quickly straddled him, not bothering to take off the strapon harness before smothering his face. Chad might have been tired, but he was becoming well-trained. His tongue started working eagerly, driving into my pussy before retreating to search for my clit.

As I rode his face to a satisfying orgasm I had just enough brain power spare to muse about one thing. I had enjoyed fucking Chad’s ass, but he had clearly enjoyed it as well. That meant it wasn’t much of a punishment. As much as my anger at him was mostly a confected part of our game, I had to be a woman of my word.

This had been funishment. I would need to come up with a punishment.


Punishment

Chad

Well, that’s one way to cure a hangover!

I had expected to take a submissive pleasure from Julie’s punishment, as I always did. Having had a plug in my ass a few weeks earlier, I also knew that anal stimulation could be, well, stimulating. But I hadn’t expected to love getting pegged quite as much as I did.

It hadn’t been the same kind of satisfaction I might get from fucking a woman to completion, but I did feel like I’d been given a seeing to. The deep thrusts and the close intimacy had left me feeling exhausted, ruined, but happy. It had been humiliating, sure, but also exhilarating. The experience had left me feeling satisfied, but still horny and eager to please.

The only thing missing was my own orgasm. That might be too much to ask for, but Julie had seemed pleased by my willingness to give up my anal virginity to her. Maybe she would take pity and let me get my release.

I got cleaned up and then made my way through to the living room on my hands and knees, knowing that she loved that kind of performative display of submission. Julie was lounging there fully nude like some Renaissance painting. The only thing she wore was a necklace that held my key on the end of it, an elegant reminder of my predicament. I was struck, as I often was, by her almost unbelievable beauty. My neighbor was fit, with her body clearly in shape and gym-honed, but there was a fullness to her that I absolutely loved. Her breasts weren’t as pert as they might have been when she was twenty and her abs would probably never be visible, but she truly had a body befitting a natural, experienced goddess.

Julie ignored me as I crawled into the room, although I thought I could see a small smile play across her lips when she noticed me.

“Thank you for correcting me,” I said quietly, hoping that the formality would amuse her. She didn’t answer, but did dangle a foot off the couch and wriggle her toes in response. Happy to oblige, I bent down to kiss her dainty foot, admiring the deep red color of her nails and the alabaster smoothness of her skin. I kissed loudly and quickly, openly groveling for her attention, forgiveness, and grace.

“It seems like you enjoyed that as much as I did. Maybe more,” Julie said, smiling down at me.

“I did, Ma’am. Thank you so much.”

“Well, I’m glad you had fun, but… it doesn’t seem like much of a punishment, does it?”

It was a rhetorical question if ever I had heard one. That meant there was only one answer.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Maybe I should have pretended not to like it, or begged her to stop, but I never felt like there was any point in lying to Julie. She would know, and anyway, wouldn’t let it affect her choices. She was in charge, and all I could hope for was that my selfish, masculine urges intersected with her desires.

“If that wasn’t a punishment, then we’ll need to come up with one, won’t we?” Julie spoke in a soft, even tone, but with such certainty that I knew there was no point in even attempting a gentle argument. She was leading me down a path, and I was going to have to follow.

“Yes, Ma’am. I said I’d do anything to make it up to you, and I meant it.”

“OK. I think a month with release should do it. Added to the week you’ve already gone. So, four weeks from today.”

Five weeks without any release? Not even a ruined orgasm, not even if I paid some humiliating price? Fuck, I should have let myself come while she was pegging me, but that no doubt would have resulted in some even swifter punishment. As always, Julie had me trapped in a Catch-22, inside a trap, inside a maze.

I would do it, of course, for her. Or at least I would try. I was worried, though, that my balls might literally explode, or that I would suddenly come in my pants at work or the gym. I tried to squeak out another Yes, Ma’am, but to my shame found myself welling up. Julie reached down and began playing with herself slightly, clearly turned on by my torment, by my inability to resist her. I simply kissed with renewed energy, hoping that my pathetic devotion might cause her to have pity on me.

***

Julie

Pegging had been more physically challenging than I had expected, but the whole experience had been a dream. Chad had looked so good squirming on my cock, utterly wanton and depraved in the most delicious way. It had been a fun, satisfying experience, and I could have just left it there for the night. After all, he had more than made up for his little indiscretion. Still, I felt like fucking with his head. Just because I could.

The thought of Chad waiting a month for release was a major turn-on, and the look of badly disguised horror on his face only made it sweeter. I had no real intention of going through with it, though. Maybe one day it would be fun to see how long I could make him go, but for now I enjoyed seeing him cum too much. I liked coming up with fun, humiliating scenarios to make his sweet release that little bit more bitter. I liked seeing whether he could come in his cage, or how little stimulation it could take, or what he would agree to do. I wasn’t going to deny myself that fun.

This was a good joke at his expense, though, an amusing little mindfuck. Now that he was staring down the barrel of true denial, what would he be ready to do for me?

“I tell you what,” I said, pretending to flick through my phone as if disinterested in the naked stud at my feet. “If you’re really desperate, I could maybe be persuaded to let you jerk off on my feet.”

“Please, Ma’am, yes-”

I cut him off with a light kick.

“If, of course, you are willing to clean it up.”

“Yes, I can do that. Thank you.”

Chad began kissing my feet even more eagerly. Clearly, he thought he was simply going to be unlocked for a jerk sesh with the condition that he would have to lick his cum off my feet, something he had done several times before. Well, much like a drug, each time I humiliated him, my tolerance got higher. I needed new amusements, and I intended to get them until my imagination ran out.

“OK, go on then.”

He stared up at me in confusion, expecting me to use the key hanging around my neck to unlock his cage. I cocked an eyebrow expectantly and stared back, waiting for him to speak.

“Um, will you unlock me? Or can I do something for you first?”

“You can do it now, since you’re soooo desperate, but no. I won’t unlock you.”

“But, um,” he was halting, trying to find words without offending me, trying to figure out my game. “How will I…?”

“Not my problem. Maybe shake the cage, or stroke the little bit of skin you can reach through the bars, like you’re teasing a little clit? If you’re really desperate, you’ll figure it out.”

And I would enjoy watching the whole degrading process.

Chad backed away like a cornered animal, his face burning redder than I had ever seen it, but his hand started moving downstairs like it was drawn there by a magnet. He started prodding around his cage unsteadily. I was a little surprised that he seemingly hadn’t even attempted to play with himself in the cage when he was alone in his apartment. I know if I had been in his position, I would have been trying everything I could think of.

“Wait. Before the show starts, go and get me a cup of coffee.”

Chad scampered off to the kitchen to fulfill my request, coming back a few minutes later with my coffee and, apparently, a plan. He used his hand to jerk his cage forward gently while using the tip of his finger to rub the little bit of his head as it poked through the bars while I watched. I was enraptured. He looked utterly preposterous, with his nice big cock all locked away, unable to even jerk off. He just looked so slutty, so silly, and so cute. It made me want to touch myself, but I resisted the urge so that I could focus on him.

At first, his tactic seemed to be working well. His cock was swelling as much as it could in its confines and his eyes took on that dreamy expression. It didn’t take long for frustration to kick in, though, with the lack of a proper caress meaning that his orgasm was staying firmly in the distant horizon. He went from drinking in my body with his eyes to looking downward and then shutting them. I wondered if he was ashamed of his inability to come, or of the depths he had sunk to in general.

“Look at me,” I said, wanting to bathe in every moment of this. I had no idea what was going to happen next, whether he would manage it or not, but it almost didn’t matter. I had popped Chad's cherry and taken him to this new, strange place. Now I was just excited to see where it would go.

“Please, Ma’am,” he moaned, eyes desperate.

“Please, what? I hope you aren’t going to ask to be unlocked, when I’ve already told you no.”

He shook his head, silently trembling in frustration.

“I’m giving you an opportunity to come. You better make the most of it.”

“Please, Ma’am, can I have something to help? I just need… I don’t know, something.”

“Something in your butt?”

“Maybe,” he admitted.

“Hmm,” I thought for a moment about how I could help him out without making it too easy on him. “The strap-on is already cleaned and away, but I could let you use my wand on your cage. The vibrations might feel good enough on your pathetic little clit for you to squirt.”

Chad nodded quickly, as relieved by my silly, slutty suggestion as a drowning man being thrown a life jacket.

“And what the hell, I’ll even let you worship my feet while you do it,” I said, raising my legs and wiggling my toes at him. “But only if you let me video it.”

His eyes lit up in surprise and panic. He was desperate, clearly, but also afraid. No matter how much power I already had over him, this would be something else. He had sent me plenty of pictures, but usually with his face partially obscured if they were at all explicit. The notion had just popped into my head, but now I had to hope I hadn’t gone too far. Still, there was no backing down now. My authority depended on it.

“For my own personal use only, you have my word. After all, I need something to help me get off if you go AWOL again or if you’re big boy promotion keeps you busy, and a sexy little video would do the trick.”

He still looked doubtful, but the frustration he felt was still written in his tense body as he tugged helplessly at the cage. I pushed forward, knowing from years of experience that you had to press forward when you had a man on the back foot. “Is that a yes?”

“Yes, Ma’am. Just for you. Please don’t show your friends, even the ones that know about us.”

I considered rebuking him for that request, but it wasn’t unreasonable. “Deal. Stay here, I’ll be back.”

I got up and made my way to the bedroom, deliberately brushing my ass against him as I passed. He was still playing with his cage when I returned with my vibrator, instinctively seeking out simulation like some preprogrammed robot. I sat down, ready to enjoy the show.

“Here you go,” I said, handing him one of my small, cordless vibrators. I raised a foot to his face, pinching his nose playfully with my toes. “You can lick my feet as well. They got all sweaty when I was fucking you, and I know how much you like that.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he said, fumbling for the on switch while kissing my soles.

Chad experimented with a few positions before settling on a technique. He positioned the head of the wand above his balls but underneath the cage, where the sensitive underside of his cock would be if it wasn’t locked away, using the other hand to keep tugging. I switched feet, reminding him to get in between the toes and drawing a moan of submission. I positioned the other one just at the tip of his cage, gathered up the quickly emerging precum on my toes. It felt warm and a little slimy, but I knew it would be getting cleaned up soon enough.

I turned on my phone’s camera and began filming, making sure to get his entire face and body in shot. I genuinely had no intention of using this against him, but just knowing he was willing to make himself this vulnerable for me was a buzz. I did enjoy gossiping about him with my kinkier friends though, and hoped that one day I might be able to share a little more of my toy with them. Perhaps, if we kept on this path, he might even let me show him off in person.

He looked beyond ridiculous as I watched him through the screen, pulling away on that little cage while he vibed it like a girl. Still, it wasn’t just funny. It was fucking hot. I reached down and started playing with my clit, wondering if I could come before he could. No chance, as it turned out.

“I’m close, Ma’am,” he groaned, seeking permission or encouragement or maybe even denial.

“Look into the camera when you come, pet. Look into the camera and say I’m Julie’s property.”

“I’m Julie’s property,” he said, face red with effort and embarrassment.

“Good boy. Now come for me.”

Chad exploded as if on command. There was one hard squirt of cum and then, robbed of any proper thrusting, it just started to dribble out. I laughed and caught it all on my toes, drinking in my pet’s expression. Relief mixed with shame and humiliation, with the emotional release of his orgasm bringing him close to tears. Well, I was about to give him something to cry about.

I mashed my toes together, spreading his sticky liquid between them until both sets of digits were good and coated. I waited until his orgasm had fully subsided, wanting him to fully experience his humiliation.

“OK, time to eat up bitch,” I said, waving my feet in his face. He certainly wasn’t eager, but he also didn’t hesitate, submission now coming naturally to him. I zoomed in slightly with my camera, making sure to capture every flinch of disgust as he sucked his own filth off of my feet.

“Was that yummy?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he replied, eyes downcast.

“Look into the camera and say it.”

“Yes, Ma’am, it was yummy. Thank you, Ma’am.”

“And smile like you mean it!”

I placed a big toe in each side of his mouth and pulled it into a wide, rictus grin. Laughing, I shut off the video and snapped a few quick pictures before throwing my phone to the side. I snapped my fingers and pointed to the floor. Chad took the hint and got onto his back, acting as my little foot warmer while I turned on the TV.

He might be moving up in the world, but for now, he was still under my thumb and at my feet. Just where I wanted him.
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