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Julie’s Predicament







Hogtied with cuffs around her wrists, shackles on her ankles, and a ball gag in her mouth, Julie heard the front door to the apartment open. Her eyes got huge behind her blindfold as she froze.



Voices.



Julie couldn’t recognize them at first, but there could only be one explanation. For some reason, Tessa had come back. But why? She was supposed to be gone all weekend!



Confusion rushed through her head, but she told herself that this didn’t matter. Tessa and her friends, whoever they happened to be, wouldn’t actually come in here. She wouldn’t discover Julie in this vulnerable position.



Inhaling and exhaling, Julie simply relaxed as best she could. She bent down and felt the saliva gather round the ball gag.



As she felt the dildo tease her opening, she squirmed slightly, only to feel the floor creak beneath her. Had it always done that?



Julie probably never noticed.



“Didn’t you say that bratty roommate of yours was going to be around?” asked one of the voices. Distantly, Julie thought it probably belonged to Kelly, Tessa’s personal sycophant. Yes, Tessa carried herself with a certain dignity, but Julie viewed her mostly as being a conceited jerk. She thought that, just because she was a little bit older and more successful, that she could tell everyone else what to do.



She was a bitch.



“Actually, yeah. I thought I saw her car in the parking lot.”



Julie bit down, hating the fact that they were talking about her. But restrained and helpless, she couldn’t attract any attention. She blushed brightly, just imagining what it would be like if Tessa found her like this. What would she say? Tessa was already such a judgmental ass. She would never understand why Julie enjoyed being helpless.



Just relax, she told herself. Relax and enjoy this.



The fear coiled through her body, sneaking along her spine and pumping straight into her brain. Her heart beat fast, especially as she heard Tessa say, “I can’t find my new blouse.”



“Do you really have to wear it?” Kelly wanted to know. “You look really good right now. We can just head back to the club.”



“No. I want my blouse,” Tessa said. “I swear, if that little brat borrowed something from me again without asking…”



Julie’s eyes widened at the prospect even as those words beat down against her.



No. No way.



Julie reminded herself that she had locked her bedroom door. She was safe in here. There was no way Tessa could get in.



Just then, she heard the handle jingle.



Torn between outrage that her roommate would try to burst into her private space and the fear that Tessa might somehow succeed, Julie whimpered pathetically. She imagined her roommate, tall and imperious with her blonde hair straight and lustrous. She had bright blue eyes and the cunning, arrogant expression of a runway model.



Just because Tessa was a young lawyer, already making six figures, she thought she was so great. But she couldn’t get through the lock. The handle jiggled again, all without yielding.



Julie let out a gasp of relief.



“That little bitch locks her door when I’m not even around,” Tessa growled. “I’m going to have a talk with her about this.”



Yeah, right, Julie thought as she rolled her eyes.



But then she heard another sound, the sound of the key sliding into a lock…







About an hour before Julie panicked on the floor of her that room, she came home with the excitement buzzing through her body. This was it, something she had been looking forward to for weeks. Anticipation alone kept her panties damp.



Time alone!



This would be fantastic because economics and logistics didn’t give her much time to indulge in her favorite hobby/fantasies. As Julie walked back to the apartment she shared with Tessa, she already enjoyed the heat building up in her body.



Tessa would be gone all night, giving Julie plenty of time to enjoy herself.



Julie smirked as she dropped her stuff by the front door. Yeah, she needed a roommate. That happened. At twenty-one, Julie just couldn’t afford to live on her own. And when she found the ad online for Tessa’s apartment, they seemed like they would be a really good match.



That had been six months ago. In that time, Tessa had turned out to be a controlling, narcissistic bitch. Seriously, the girl had no idea what it took to have fun. She had all the stupid rules about cleaning the bathroom, scrubbing the countertops, and making sure their apartment looked like a showpiece every hour of every freaking day.



Tessa didn’t even want Julie to put her feet up on the couch. The couch! Wasn’t one of the great joys in life getting home from a hard day of work and throwing up your feet to relax as you watched some stupid reality TV?



Whatever.



Tessa would be gone, so Julie didn’t need to feel frustrated for a little while. In fact, she could embrace something else.



She rushed back into her bedroom and felt her heart beat faster, her breathing quickened, and a fresh wave of nervous energy. Those anxieties nearly held her back, but she locked her bedroom door even though this was completely unnecessary.



Puffing out her cheeks, she went into her closet, found her tote bag, and pulled it out.



Ever since she moved into this apartment, Julie had started collecting these different toys. It had taken her a long time, mostly because she would get horny, go online with her phone or her laptop, search for the different possibilities, get off, and then set everything aside with a little hint of embarrassment at the back of her brain.



After all, Julie doubted other girls did this kind of thing. Among her friends, she had to be the only one.



It sucked. She really wished she could find someone, a nice guy, who would be willing to play with her.



In her fantasies, Julie yearned to surrender to a powerful individual. She imagined herself with the collar locked around her neck and a leash leading to his hand. He would smile down at her, condescending and controlling. He would punish her, smacking her ass.



Some of the moisture drained away from Julie’s mouth as she remembered something in high school. She had been friends with a couple of boys. At one point, for whatever reason, they had needed to stop by a pet store. One of the guys, just joking around, pulled a pink collar off of the stand and held it out for her. “This would look really good on you,” he said, obviously joking.



Julie had quickly glanced back at her friends, only she blushed brightly. Luckily for her, that happened all the time. She was sensitive, and it was easy to fluster her.



“Yeah right,” she had snorted.



“Go on,” said the other guy.



Julie’s eyes darted from one point to the other and back again. These were some of her best friends, and she trusted them. But they must’ve picked up on that little edge of eager anticipation. Or maybe they yearned to explore something different as well. She shook her head, but then one of her friends stepped behind her. When she retreated back, bumping her shoulders into his chest, she had actually felt grateful when he grabbed her breasts. She pulled deliciously against his grip, savoring all of it as they played and pretended.



“Put it on her,” he said.



Her other friends stepped forward.



Maybe he was waiting for her to get serious or angry. If she had snarled or started swearing off, he probably would have stopped. But instead, she kept her eyes fixated on the pink collar. He came closer and closer, inevitably sliding it around her neck.



Click.



She first heard that sound, she had felt it, that quick, desperate little spasm between her legs. Had that been her first orgasm? Maybe?



Luckily for her, the boys didn’t notice. Instead, they stepped back, uncertain of what to do with her now.



“Take it off me,” she had complained.



The boys looked at her and laughed.



“I’m serious,” she complained. But she wasn’t, and they must’ve been able to tell.



Finally, one of the clerks employed by the store walked by, and the three teenagers quickly pulled the collar off of her. They set it aside and never said anything about it again.



But when she finally made it home that night, Julie had slipped back into her bedroom. With her little sister off in another room, Julie slipped her hand into her panties. She was so warm and wet. She felt that heat between her legs, so she touched herself, gently pushing one finger down.



Oh yes, that was good, so good!



Julie craved more.



She let her thoughts wander and drift. At first, she pictured herself back at the pet store, but then she imagined herself as a Disney princess. She pictured herself in some harem girl outfit, with shackles around her wrist and a powerful man who could take her. He could force her to her knees, make her crawl, force her to lick his boots, and then other things.



Since then, Julie had started exploring online. A lot of the stuff she found had been pretty gross, forcing her away. But inevitably, she always came back as she searched for the right tone, the right quality, and the fitting level of brutality. After all, she wanted someone who could be cruel to her.



She took out the handcuffs with the actual locks. She pulled out the small, solidly plastic safe, the ankle cuffs, and then the harness. It was something she found online, a specialized piece of gear that would allow her to hogtie herself. If she applied a lock, she could actually restrain herself and wiggle around for as long as she liked. With a real padlock, the key trapped in that time safe, she could enjoy herself for a set period of time.



Normally, Julie didn’t get to play these games, not with that bitch Tessa around. Her roommate never would have understood something like this.



But there was one more piece of equipment in her tote bag. It was the one thing that probably frightened Julie the most.



Her chastity belt. The letter straps, metal plate, buckles and rivets always made her skin hot. Even as a cold dread lodged itself in her stomach, she imagined what it would be like to wear something like this for some powerful man. He would insist on a chastity belt because he would want to own her sex drive. She would never be allowed an orgasm, not without first earning it. She would have to beg and debase herself before him.



Swallowing back her trepidation, Julie stood, stripped, pulling off her blouse from work, that stupid, cream-colored skirt she hated wearing, along with her shoes and socks, bra and panties. She pulled the bands from her hair and let her chestnut brown tresses fall around her shoulders before stepping in front of the mirror.



She examined herself.



While other girls hated seeing themselves naked, Julie actually enjoyed it a little bit. In fact, she lowered herself down onto her knees, crossed her wrists behind her back, and imagined a powerful man standing above her. Authoritative and controlling, he might grab her by her hair, turn her head from side to side, or maybe he would circle her, examining her like a piece of meat.



That had always been another one of her fantasies. She liked the idea of being on display and for sale. Some guy could walk in, pull out his credit card, just buy her. She could be loaded up into a cage and sent home with him like some Amazon package.



She was already getting wet.



Timidly, she imagined that man, whoever he would be, and she looked at her reflection, “Master, my name is Anything, and I wish to serve you. Please, Sir. Allow me to be your eager slave girl. I will lick, dance, suck, and take whatever you want. I belong to you now, Master.”



She just barely whispered those words despite the fact that Tessa wasn’t even home. Besides, when she kept her voice low like this, she felt utterly timid. As a slave, she needed the right frame of mind. She couldn’t be aggressive or try to think for herself. In fact, she needed permission from her Master to do anything.



That was the nature of service and servitude.



Puffing out her cheeks, she wiggled her hips. She counted out the seconds, but she really, really wanted to touch herself.



Finally, her discipline broke, so she spread her legs, leaned back on her shins, and braced her weight against one palm. With her other hand, Julie gently stroked herself. She pressed two fingers along her slit.



Fresh waves of desire and anticipation pulsed through her.



Just one small orgasm, she decided.



She touched herself, savoring the rush of anticipation, the heat, the pleasure. Satisfaction swelled through her as she slipped her fingers in and out, up and down. She knew exactly what it took to touch herself and get off.



This orgasm wasn’t earthshaking or anything, but it still took the edge off. Red-faced, she turned away from the mirror. Her hair fell around her face, making her feel used and wanton and as she crawled over to the tote bag.



First, she opened up the timer-safe. She pulled the keys from each of the small padlocks, dropping them inside. From there, she turned on the timer, setting it for three hours.



She had never gone this long before, but she hoped she could take it.



Before putting on the chastity belt, she examined one of the accessories. It was a small, built-in vibrator. It could slide into her opening, teasing her. Theoretically, this would allow her Master to use the remote control on her. He could make her, again and again or deny her. He could tease her, bringing her to the edge of one orgasm after another, never really allowing her the completion she needed.



Shivering, Julie had never tried this before, but she decided to slide the small toy in place. Feeling especially dirty, she leaned down first, gently sucking on the dildo as she pretended it was her Master’s cock. Then she slipped it into place, locking it in the chastity belt.



All set, Julie put on the chastity belt. She pressed the plate down over her sex, denying her access. She pulled the straps around her waist and between her legs. She felt the imprisoning material against her skin, restricting her access just the way she craved.



It was already snug, but she pulled it tight anyway. Her nostrils flared as she tried something. She attempted to work her fingers underneath that plate, to get access. She just wanted to touch herself a tiny bit.



Her initial instincts have been correct. Julie couldn’t get access. No matter how she wiggled or squirmed, she wouldn’t be able to get access to her pussy. Until she took this belt off, she would be utterly denied.



The inserted dildo pressed deliciously against the walls of her opening. Knowing she didn’t have the keys and that they would remain out of reach for several hours, Julie picked up the first lock. Right now, she could take off the belt and pretend that this never happened.



No.



Making up her mind and determined to feel as helpless as possible for as long as possible, Julie slipped the first padlock in place. She pushed that curved bar down into the lock and heard it click.



The sound rushed along her body. She inserted the other three locks, making sure they were in place. And when she finished, she decided to try.



Julie stood, grabbed the chastity belt, and pulled on it. She could hardly believe it, but it was well and truly locked on. The waistband pressed into her skin, tight just the way she liked it. And yet, she grimaced, thinking that she was genuinely trapped in this thing.



Breathing out again, she knew she wasn’t done. She walked over to the mirror one more time, ran her fingers through her hair, and marveled at how she looked. She didn’t have the appearance of a young, professional woman, not anymore. Instead, she looked like a sex slave, a slut who would belong to a man.



“I’m property,” she said with another shiver with excitement.



Her nipples were so hard. Yes, Julie could have touched those, but she had never been able to play with her breasts enough to get her off. That would only amplify the desires.



As she walked back to her tote bag, Julie felt the dildo slide against her opening. She felt it tease and penetrate her with every stride. It stimulated her, turning her on more than she had expected.



And yet, the knowledge that she would have to wait several hours held her in place, making sure Julie didn’t try anything.



This next up scared her more than she admitted, but Julie did it anyway. The nervous longing made it so much more intense as she picked up her ball gag. She slipped the rubber sphere into her mouth, pulled the straps tight along her jaw and clasped the gag at the back of her head.



Julie tried to spit it out, pushing on it with her tongue. She shook her head from side to side, but it didn’t do any good.



Unable to resist the temptation, she scurried back over to the mirror and stood there. If she had looked like a slave girl wearing just the chastity belt, her ball gag added to the effect.



This was amazing.



She headed back to the tote bag, stared down, and wondered if she could do this. Part of her said this was insane. She shouldn’t make herself helpless, but the prospect felt so good! Anticipation kept building, sending those little shivers of excitement running hot through her body. She wanted and needed this. She couldn’t hold back, not anymore.



Eager to continue, she lowered herself to the floor, and picked up the blindfold. This This eye-mask was padded and would completely block out all light; with it on, she wouldn’t be able to see a thing.



Julie put it on.



Having already set the rest of her gear out, she grabbed the ankle cuffs, and slipped them in place, securing them with another lock. Next, she slipped her hands behind her back, pulled the cuffs on, and blindly secured those as well. Once she finished, Julie looked over at the harness. This part was the most difficult, but she wiggled and squirmed on the floor, getting the right angles.



Although she had never been able to truly lock herself in this harness, she had practiced. The straps connected her ankle and wrist cuffs, making sure she had to stay there on her stomach.



And once she was finished, Julie closed her eyes behind the mask’s pads and relaxed for several long seconds with her hands pulled behind her back, her ankles up, and her body completely trapped.



After several more seconds, Julie tested her restraints. Part of her worried that she had made some sort of mistake and that the shackles wouldn’t hold. Something could go wrong; she could slip out far too easily. Safety had always been a concern, so she practiced again and again, making sure she could get out.



Now, she had done an excellent job, locking her breasts and her ankles, trapping her pussy, and even silencing herself. Sure, she could still make some noise by shouting or screaming, but the rubber in her mouth muffled it, making sure no one would be able to hear her.



Three hours.







Ninety minutes into her self-imposed captivity, she heard the voices, the jiggling handle, and the key sliding into the lock.



No, no, no.



Julie tried to lift her head and stare at the lock. She wanted to will it to jam with nothing but the strength of her personality. She wanted to force the universe to obey her, yet none of that worked. Obviously. This girl was stuck, strapped down and hogtied, her arms and legs useless even as she started to struggle.



Over the last hour and a half, she had squirmed, enjoying how helpless she had become. Normally, she had to be responsible for so many different issues and problems. But when she played with this kind of self-bondage, Julie discovered a whole new level of relaxation and arousal.



Until now.



This wasn’t what she wanted! She never thought anyone would really try to burst in here. It wasn’t supposed to be possible!



Hot indignity sizzled at the back of her psyche as she wished Tessa hadn’t been such a controlling jerk. That girl wasn’t supposed to have the key to her bedroom! Probably violated the terms of the lease…



Not that any of this mattered.



If they got in here before she managed to break those restraints, she was screwed.



Then Julie froze. All of her strength dissipated, suddenly imprisoned along with the rest of her body. She didn’t writhe, not as she heard the door open.



“What the—?” Tessa asked.



Julie didn’t make a sound. She didn’t move. Maybe some part of her mammalian brain told her that if she just froze and stopped, she wouldn’t be noticed.



“Oh my gosh. You think there was a robbery?” Kelly asked.



“No,” came Tessa’s voice. “That’s not what I think at all.”



Still blindfolded, Julie had no idea what was happening. All she could be certain of was that she was mostly naked, on her stomach. She had the cuffs around her ankles, the shackles around her wrists.



They could see her. That much was obvious. Then she felt someone grab her and roll her over onto her side. Julie was squirming. The keys were trapped in the plastic timer-safe, so she would need at least another hour and a half before she had any hope of getting out.



“My oh my. I knew you were a little freak, but I had no idea you might be this interesting, Julie.”



“What do you mean?” Kelly asked, simpering and nave.



Turning to her friend, Tessa said, “Isn’t it obvious? Julie here has a secret fetish. She likes to hang herself up. You see that safe? There are the keys to these padlocks. Oh, wow. She didn’t just tie herself up. Look at that. You put yourself in a chastity belt.”



How did you recognize the belt so quickly? How did she understand everything that was happening?



“You know what that is?”



“I do.” Tessa must’ve been grinning; she sounded like a feline eager to play with a meek little mouse. “Julie, if you wanted to be a slave, you should have just told me. I would have been happy to take control of you.”



For the first time, Julie made noise.



She screamed!







Julie shouted into her ball gag, desperate to make real sounds. Obviously, Tessa was just messing with her. There was no way she could possibly be serious, but then Julie shivered as she felt soft fingertips glide along her skin. “I don’t usually go for girls, but it might be fun to play with you for a while. Besides, now that I have your keys, you’re going to be a much better roommate, aren’t you?”



Trying again, Julie shouted into her ball gag. She tried to get them to understand her, yet that rubber sphere made it impossible for her to utter a single coherent word. She could make noise, but that was all.



“I asked you a question,” Tessa said.



Julie kept squirming, wiggling from side to side until she felt it.



SMACK!



The strike against her naked, unprotected ass came all at once. Blindfolded, Julie couldn’t see it coming. She squirmed again, but Tessa struck two more times in quick succession, making her bottom glow a bright shade of red.



“Settle down,” Tessa commanded.



This time, Julie listened. Panting through her nostrils and the corners of her mouth, she tried to get enough oxygen into her lungs.



“Better,” Tessa decided. Then she grabbed Julie’s hair and forced her head back. The restrained girl obviously couldn’t see Tessa, but the act had meaning all on its own. “I have your keys, Julie. They’re right here, and I’m going to take them away. I’m going to make sure they are kept somewhere nice and safe. In the meantime, you’re going to learn to obey me. How does that sound?”



“The timer says it needs another hour,” Kelly pointed out.



“True,” Tessa replied. “I wonder if there’s anything else we can use to—” Julie’s roommate stopped midsentence. “Oh, what do we have here?”



No, Julie thought to herself. She begged the universe. Tessa didn’t find it. There was absolutely no way she found it!



“Is that the controller for her stereo?” Kelly asked.



Julie couldn’t see, but it was so easy to imagine the bright, condescending grin on Tessa’s face. Although these roommates didn’t like each other very much, Julie still had to admit that Tessa was a beautiful girl. She was the kind of woman who could walk into a bar and have three guys rush over to buy her a drink.



“It’s not a controller for a stereo,” Tessa said. She rolled the device around in her hand, studying the buttons. She saw the wavy little lines, recognized the symbols, and grinned as she looked down at her utterly helpless roommate.



Crouching down beside Julie’s bound and powerless form, Tessa stroked the top of her head. Julie twitched, struggling against her bonds. At this point, she attempted to speak again. She tried to get real sounds out on the air, but nothing seemed to help. As hard as she worked, she just couldn’t communicate!



“Tell me, Julie. Is this the controller for a vibrator?”



“A vibrator?” Kelly wanted to know.



Tessa ignored her friend and kept going. She ran her fingers gently along the top of Julie’s head, as if petting some cat or dog. “What was that, Julie? This is a vibrator you’re wearing right now? I can turn you on as much as I want? Is that it? Is that what you’re trying to say, girl?”



Behind the pads of her mask, Julie’s eyes got huge. No way! Tessa wouldn’t do it. She didn’t dare!



But then the gorgeous roommate stood up, straightening her back. She looked down at Julie, and it was clear from that look on her face that she really, really enjoyed this. For a moment or two, Tessa just reveled in the moment as she brushed her thumb along the controller. Having this kind of power could be quite intoxicating.



Then she pushed the button, and both Kelly and Tessa could hear the vibrations rumble between Julie’s legs. Not only that, the trapped girl squeaked, then screamed, desperate to make it stop, but that device worked itself against her slit, gently thrumming and pulsating. Hot pleasure coursed through her body.



Julie tried to stop it, especially with her nipples rubbing on the carpet as she writhed there in front of these women, but she couldn’t help it. If she could just clench down or somehow block those sensations out, Julie might have been able to get a hold of herself.



But then it stopped.



Panting now, Julie tried to rebuild her equilibrium. Before she could even start, the vibrations started again. They raced along her skin, starting between her legs, pulsing out into her legs, her torso, her arms.



Fumbling, she tried to work the clasp on her restraint. If she could get just one of the cuffs off, then maybe she could free herself.



Tessa watched and said, “Isn’t that adorable? She’s trying to get out.”



“Can she succeed?” Kelly asked.



Tessa chuckled, “No way. Do you see those padlocks? When this girl decided she wanted to tie herself up, she was serious. She made sure she has exactly zero chance of escape. Isn’t that right, Julie?”



As the humiliation raced through her body, Julie bit down.



Toying with the vibrator, Tessa decided to speed it up. Suddenly, fresh waves of pleasure pulsated through her body, crashing down on Julie. Drenched between her legs now, she thrashed about as much as her restraints allowed. She fell to one side, revealing her breasts.



“Wow. She’s really turned on look at how stiff those nipples are,” Kelly said, her voice loaded with amazement.



“Exactly. This girl is into some freaky stuff. I bet she loves the idea of being trained as a slave.”



Then the vibrations stopped, and Tessa crouched down again. She finally pulled the mask off of Julie’s face. Her younger roommate blinked rapidly as she tried to get her eyes to adjust to the sudden illumination.



With the gag in her mouth, she couldn’t say anything, but she communicated well enough. Hot blush coursed along her cheeks, over the ridge her nose and forehead. She must’ve been so humiliated, trapped and naked on the floor.



But then, Julie had no idea how much worse things could get…



“Would you like some more?”



Julie shook her head with frantic determination: no, she obviously didn’t want any more! Pretending not to understand, Tessa just grinned with one corner of her mouth, “Since you can’t talk right now and you’re on your side, I’m not sure if you want to nod your head or not.”



Julie shouted, snarling into her ball gag.



That bitch! Tessa knew exactly what Julie wanted, but the girl stood up, smiled down again, and shrugged, “Since you can’t be clearer, maybe an orgasm will help.”



The moisture drained away from Julie’s mouth. No way. No freaking way. They couldn’t make her climax, not in front of them!



Perhaps Julie had fantasized about scenes like this before, but never with a pair of girls in the room.



“Let’s see what this button does,” Tessa decided, pressing down. Suddenly, the vibrations doubled, hard and fast right between Julie’s legs. She twisted as much as the restraint allowed, bucking her arms and legs. She fought so hard to escape, but she still couldn’t get free or break her bonds. These were industrial grade and designed to hold a captive.



They worked.



Julie tried to speak. Both Kelly and Tessa could probably guess what the bound girl intended to say. She worked to get the words out, “Please, please, Tessa! Please, I can’t take this!” The exact sentences didn’t make any sense, not to either of the girls standing above her. They couldn’t understand Julie, not while that ball gag was wedged into her pretty mouth.



“She likes it,” Kelly finally said.



“Oh yeah. I bet she’s an eager little slut. That’s why she’s going to come very soon. She doesn’t even care how she gets it. She just wanted it so badly. She’s willing to do anything for it. Isn’t that right, Julie?”



Julie couldn’t answer, not with her eyes clenched shut as she tried to hold back that humiliating experience. She didn’t want to come, not in front of these two! Nothing could be worse than having an orgasm in front of her hated roommate.



But the vibrator was insistent and refused to back down. The relentless stimulation rushed through her body, pulsating and thrumming until this cute girl had no choice. Finally, she tried to arch her back, but she couldn’t, not while hogtied. She tried to scream out. She barely made much noise. By this point, her lungs felt utterly drained, and she could barely keep up as she gasped through her nostrils.



“It looks like someone had a pretty powerful orgasm,” Tessa decided.



Julie collapsed down onto her side again.



“I bet you are thinking about being trained as a sex slave. I bet you are thinking about what someone might do with that cute mouth of yours, especially since you are all locked up in chastity. You’re a cute, cute girl. Don’t worry. We can make all of your fantasies a reality,” Tessa said, gently whispering those words.



Still on her side, Julie twitched through the lingering orgasm. Her body still hadn’t caught up, but she would get a few more seconds to relax.



Tessa stood as her friend looked at her, “What are you going to do?”



With a wicked grin, Tessa said, “whatever I want. Whatever I want.”







Over the next few minutes, Julie concentrated. She tried to assess the damage. Obviously, she couldn’t live here with Tessa anymore. The other girl had always been pretty close to unbearable, but this wrecked everything.



If Julie moved out right away, she could probably find a new place to live. She would need to be fast, but anything would be better than walking around with Tessa nearby, knowing this had happened.



Finally, Tessa reached down and loosened the strap on Julie’s ball gag. She pulled it away and set it aside. “How are you feeling?”



“Release me!”



“I can’t. It looks like your key is still locked up for quite some time.”



“Find something to break it open!”



“I don’t know,” Kelly said as she picked up the plastic timer-safe. “This thing looks pretty solid.”



“I’m sure we could figure something out,” Tessa said. “Maybe we should just call the paramedics?”



Julie’s eyes got huge. “No! Don’t do that! Please, please don’t do that!” She hated begging. Even worse, she hated sounding completely pathetic and powerless.



“Then I guess you’re going to have to stay in the restraints for a little while. Don’t worry. We will come back when it’s time to let you out.”



“What? No! You can’t just leave me here!”



“But isn’t this what you wanted?”



“I didn’t think anyone was going to find me! This was supposed to be private!”



“Oh? Is that what you want? You want privacy?”



“That’s not what I meant,” Julie said. “So stop being such a bitch and listen to me!”



“Oh, did you just call me a bitch?” Tessa asked. Then she turned to her friend, “Did you hear that? Did she just call me a bitch?”



Julie tried to stumble for an apology, but Kelly spoke over her, “Yeah, she did.”



“If that’s how you feel, then you can definitely stay here for the next hour.”



“No, don’t! Let me go!”



“And since you don’t know how to ask for help, I guess I should teach you. Don’t worry. We’ll be back in a while.” Tessa shrugged, realizing something. “It might be longer than an hour.”



“You can’t do this! You can’t!”



“Who’s going to stop me?” Tessa teased, grinning wickedly. “You?” That’s when both girls burst out laughing.



Kelly held onto the safe as Tessa headed toward the door. Both of them were about to leave. “Don’t do this! I swear, I’m going to get back at you if you leave me here like this!”



Tessa snapped her fingers, “That’s right! You’re right. I’m sorry, Julie. I couldn’t possibly leave you here like this.”



She walked back, and Julie looked up as much a she could. Tessa seemed so tall and powerful. Despite her recent orgasm, another spark of arousal seemed to run through her body. Julie never imagined herself serving another girl, but the desires were there.



“What, what are you doing?” Julie demanded as her cruel roommate picked up the blindfold.



“You said I couldn’t leave you here like this. I’m going to put you back the way we found you, you know, the way you wanted to be in the first place.”



“That’s not what I meant!”



“Isn’t it?” Tessa asked as she carefully pulled the eye mask over her roommate’s face. With each second, Julie attempted to jerk her head from side to side to keep Tessa from succeeding, but this woman knew what she was doing. She pulled the mask up and over, clasped it into place, and pulled the straps tight, making sure it wouldn’t fall off.



“Stop this! You can’t do this!”



“I’m pretty sure I can,” Tessa said, obviously enjoying this.



She waited several more seconds for Julie to say something. She didn’t have to wait long. As her trapped roommate tried to say something, Tessa picked up the ball gag, shoved it into Julie’s mouth, and quickly strapped it in. Fresh murmurs and whimpers vibrated through that rubber ball, but none of her words were intelligible, not anymore.



“We’ll be back in a while. When I come back, you had better be prepared to apologize.”



Julie shouted, desperate to convey her anger. It worked. “Oh, since you need an obvious attitude adjustment, I’ll turn this back on for you. I wonder what Random will do to you.”



Tessa pressed the button, stood the controller in her pocket, and she left with her friend.







Random.



This setting on her vibrator meant that the plate would speed up, slow down, stop altogether, all at random intervals. Julie had no idea when she might get an orgasm or not.



The device seemed to have been designed specifically to keep its user from getting off on the setting. It would tease her, bringing her closer and closer, only to stop. At other points, Julie would try to fight, desperate not to take that mandatory orgasm, only for her to give up.



And at that exact moment, it would slow down or stop altogether.



Like some little slut, Julie tried to work her hips forward and back as she attempted to rub herself on the tip of that toy.



None of it worked. Nothing helped.



Soon, she was coated in sweat and utterly exhausted, yet the machine kept going.



At several points, Julie thought she heard someone open the front door. Each time, she had shouted out, desperate to get Tessa or her little suck-up friend to come in here and help her. Yet each time, it had only been in her imagination, that pathetically desperate need to escape making her think she heard something.



But eventually, the door opened. Julie heard it distinctly this time. And that’s when she heard the laughter as well. “Oh well, look at her. She is a mess!” Kelly chirped.



“I know you are nothing but a stupid little slut who can’t think for herself, so that’s why I’m going to train you, Julie. When I pull that gag out of your mouth, you’re going to beg for the chance to become my chastity slave. If you say anything else, I’m going to leave you here for the rest of the night.”



At this point, the vibrator gently worked her slit, teasing her and keeping her wet, but at least it allowed her to think.



Tessa couldn’t really mean any of that, could she?



Julie’s roommate pulled the mask off of her. Her set, serious expression made one thing clear: she wasn’t joking around. This wasn’t any kind of game.



“Say it,” Tessa commanded just a she pulled the ball gag out.



“Please, can I become your chastity slave?” Julie asked, breathless. She just barely whispered the words, as though the reduced volume might somehow invalidate her request.



Tessa stood above her, raised her foot, and placed it right there against her side. Julie shivered at the indignity. She didn’t want to feel Tessa’s nasty shoe there, but Julie couldn’t stop her either.



“Do better,” Tessa ordered. A few feet back, Kelly snickered.



Panting now through her mouth, Julie pressed her lips together for a moment, but her defiance didn’t last long. She had already spent so long on the floor like some piece of furniture. “Please, may I please become your chastity slave?”



“Will you serve me?”



“Yes,” Julie answered.



But then she felt a little bit more weight against her side has Tessa applied extra pressure, “Is that how a slave addresses her Mistress?”



Mistress? Julie wanted to snort, thinking this had to be some stupid joke. But then she glanced up again and saw that determination on Tessa’s face. Had she done this before? This almost seemed normal or natural for Tessa, but that couldn’t be possible.



Could it?



“Yes, Mistress.”



“Good. Now, it looks like that chastity belt is on pretty securely, so I don’t need to worry about that. Oh, and I took the liberty of removing the keys from that safe. Don’t worry. They’re somewhere safe.”



Julie’s lips parted as she heard all of this.



“From now on, I think our relationship is going to be a lot better, don’t you? I mean, you aren’t going to leave messes around the apartment any longer. If you ever want to get out of that chastity belt, you’re going to make sure that everything is nice and tidy. You will also do any other chores or errands I give you. Isn’t that right, slave?”



With every second, Julie wanted to look up and see that her roommate was joking. Tessa should have burst out laughing, but she didn’t. That same solemn, serious expression remained locked on her beautiful face.



Realizing this wouldn’t end anytime soon, Julie dropped her chin back to the carpet as she mumbled, “Yes, Mistress.”







As though talking to another servant, Tessa dismissed Kelly. The other girl hugged her friend before glancing down at Julie and smirking as though she knew what the newly christened slave girl faced.



Then Julie and Tessa were alone.



“You can let me go now. Your friend isn’t here. You don’t have to show off.”



“Oh, did you think I was showing off?” Tessa asked. “Sorry, but this is going to be our new arrangement.”



Julie inhaled, filling her lungs as she got ready to laugh herself, but she stopped at the last moment. She couldn’t risk angering her roommate, not here, not now.



Tessa leaned to down, and she said, “I’m going to get do whatever I want with you. From now on, you belong to me. Say it.”



“From now on, I belong to you.”



“Good girl.”



Tessa released Julie from the restraints. She used one key to open the cuffs, another for her anklets. Layer by layer, she removed the bondage, everything except for the chastity belt.



“Get up,” Tessa ordered.



In spite of her stiff muscles, Julie nonetheless obeyed. She pushed herself up onto her feet and soon found herself gazing downward. But why?



With a jolt, she realized the truth: Tessa intimidated her.



Before, they could have argued or shouted about doing the dishes and keeping the floors vacuumed, but Julie wore nothing but a chastity belt. Worse, she knew she couldn’t remove it on her own.



On her feet, Julie looked down along the length of her body. She shivered, drained and humiliated, but Tessa seemed energized as she commanded, “Cross your wrists behind your back.”



Julie obeyed. She straightened her back, her pert breasts on display, her tight little waist there for inspection. “Do a slow turn for me,” Tessa ordered.



“Yes, Mistress,” Julie said, thinking her roommate would start laughing and that this could finally be over.



“Are you turned on right now?”



“Yes, Mistress,” Julie confessed.



“Me too,” Tessa said.



Up until this point, Julie had kept her eyes downcast, but now she jerked up and looked at her roommate.



Tessa pulled up her little black dress, hitching her skirt. She kicked off her flats, yanked down her stockings, and removed her panties, all in just a few seconds.



Uncomprehending, Julie could only watch as Tessa strolled over to the edge of her bed and leaned back, her palms bracing herself as she spread her legs. “Get on your knees, come over here, and lick me.”



“You can’t be serious,” Julie stated.



“Where’s the key again?” Tessa asks, tilting her head to the side.



As heat rushed along Julie’s cheeks, she looked downward. Damn it. Her roommate could bring that point up again and again. But then, Tessa didn’t want to be Julie’s roommate anymore. She wanted to become her owner, her Mistress.



“Get over here right now. If you don’t, I will spank you.”



“You wouldn’t dare,” Julie said, spitting out the words before she could stop herself.



Tessa pulled her skirt down, smoothing it out. Then she strode forward. As every step brought her closer, Julie tried to stammer out her apology, “I, I’m sorry!” The pitch of her voice shifted as the desperation crawled into those words. “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean it!”



Too late, her Mistress had already been insulted, so now there would be consequences.



Tessa grabbed and yanked Julie’s hair, her fingers tight around those thick tresses as she forced the chastity slave down across the bed. Bent forward, Julie didn’t know what was going to happen. After all, she had never imagined a girl like Tessa taking charge this way.



With her hands flailing out, Julie tried to stop this, but she couldn’t formulate any plan. That meant Tessa had no problem holding her down, her face pressed into the mattress.



“This is what you really wanted,” Tessa decided. “This is what you really needed. I bet you were hoping I would come home early and find you all trussed up like livestock.”



“No! That’s not what I wanted!”



“Liar,” Tessa replied just as she jerked her hand back, swung down, and spanked Julie for the first time.



The pain caught the chastity slave off guard, mostly because she had never been spanked before. She never anticipated could sting so badly!



“Stop it!”



“No,” Tessa said. “You have been a disrespectful little slave. You need to understand that I’m smarter than you and better than you. I’m in charge now.”



“No! You can’t be in charge!”



“I am,” Tessa said before spanking her roommate again. She struck hard, practically leaving a red handprint on Julie’s rear. Raising her hand again, she said, “This is what you get for being such a dumb little slut. Say it.”



Refusing, Julie kept her mouth shut and her lips sealed even as she tried to convince herself the spanking wouldn’t be so bad. But three other blows landed in quick succession, one after another. The staccato rhythm made her cry out, shattering her defiance until she gave Tessa what she wanted. “I’m just a dumb slut! This is what I get for being a dumb little slut!”



“Good. Now, are you ready to go down on me?”



Tessa had her hand on Julie’s naked ass. She squeezed, pushing her fingertips down.



“Yes.”



Another smack punished Julie for her mistake.



This time, she didn’t even require any kind of verbal correction. Her lips stumbled as she fumbled out the words, “Yes, yes, Mistress!”



“Good,” Tessa said, finally releasing her slave.



With a hot glower on her face, Julie retreated back a step. She lowered herself onto her knees and watched as Tessa languidly sat on the edge of her bed once again. Julie hated that she had to do this in her own bedroom, but it wasn’t like she had any choice either.



“I bet going down on me is going to get you all excited. You’re going to hear me come, you’re probably going to want your own orgasm. I’m sorry, that’s a special reward for girls who have earned it.”



“Don’t do that.”



“Don’t do what?” Tessa asked, her eyes sparkling with the light.



“Don’t talk down to me,” Julie insisted.



“Do you need another spanking?”



“No!” Julie squeaked.



“And can you get off without my permission?”



Julie squirmed there on the floor. She was kneeling now, looking up at her Mistress. Tessa had always been older and more mature. She had always enjoyed her looks and wealth. While Julie was just getting started, Tessa liked saving money. She could buy whatever she desired.



“No, Mistress.”



“No, you can’t. You’re just a chastity slave now. Say it.”



“I’m just a chastity slave.”



“And should a chastity slave contradict her owner?”



“No, Mistress.”



“Have you ever gone down on a girl?”



“No, Mistress,” Julie said. After she spoke, she hoped maybe Tessa might change her mind.



“Then this will be a learning experience for you,” Tessa tittered. She lifted her skirt, spread her legs, and Julie found herself looking up along the length of this beautiful girl. From her shapely toes to her slender legs and her tight waist underneath her dress, Tessa possessed every attribute a guy would want.



But now, Julie would service her.



Wrinkling her nose with distaste, Julie wanted to pull back or retreat. She wanted to get up and just run away. Or better yet, she would kick Tessa out of her room. But ultimately, none of those options were realistic.



Impatient now, Tessa reached out, grabbed Julie by the back of her pretty little head, and forced the girl forward.



“Remember, use your tongue. Start licking me. Lap at my opening like you are thirsty dog.”



Julie bristled, unsure if that advice was supposed to be helpful or not. It was definitely demeaning.



Still, she didn’t want to endure another spanking, so Julie started to lick. She started slowly at first with timid little swipes of the tip of her tongue. “Very nice. It feels very good. You’re good at this.”



Unable to speak now, Julie kept licking. All the while, she imagined what it’d be like to have someone do this for her. She had dated a couple of guys, yeah, but they had all been selfish. None of them had volunteered to go down on her.



For her part, Julie kept shivering with embarrassment. She couldn’t help it. After each second, she felt that tingle of disappointment in herself. She was supposed to be better than this! How could she let this happen?



And yet, she tasted Tessa, and maybe some part of her thought this was right.



What? No! She wasn’t supposed to be a slave! She wasn’t supposed to be a slave to some bratty roommate!



And yet, she kept licking, moving her tongue up and down, sliding her chin forward and back, then up and down as she worshiped this woman.



“Good girl. That’s right. Very good. And if you keep this up, I might let you give me a foot massage after.”



Julie stopped, freezing up. She pulled her head back. “I’m not your slave,” she grumbled.



“If you ever want out of that chastity belt, you are.”



Julie bristled again, groaning, but Tessa was eager for her own stimulation, so she put her hand on the back of her slaves head and forced her forward. Without even waiting for the instruction this time, Julie kept licking, sliding her tongue up and down. She penetrated this girl, tasting Tessa’s pussy for the first time. It would not be the last.



“Remember, I own you now. You might not believe it. You might still want to think you can go back to your old life, but that’s not how this is going to work. You stay in that chastity belt until I let you out. I own your key, so I own your pussy, and I own you!”



Julie wished she could have answered, but this was even worse than having the ball gag between her lips. She kept licking, nuzzling, servicing this girl with everything she had.



“Good. That’s right. Keep licking. Show me who’s boss.”



Julie did just that, servicing her owner with her eager tongue.



Soon, Tessa grabbed onto her hair again, but this time it wasn’t about punishment. Instead, she took control, guiding Julie’s head forward and back at the exact pace and rhythm she craved. All the while, Julie’s adroit tongue kept darting up and down, pleasing her Mistress with everything she had.



Tessa cried out, gasping, moaning, screaming. Maybe their neighbors would complain. Maybe not. At this point, Tessa really didn’t care.



The ecstasy surged through her body, that kind of primal completion people can only derive from this rush of power.



Satisfied, Tessa pushed her slave girl away. Julie thought about standing and thought better of it. No, she should stay on her knees.



“Good girl,” Tessa said. “Now massage my feet.” She raised her right foot first, and Julie glared for a second. All the while, Tessa just smiled like this was some kind of game. For her, it was.



Julie could hardly believe it, but she raised her hands, took Tessa’s foot between her fingers, and she started to massage. “Oh, that feels really good. I would suggest you get yourself your own slave, but I think you’re going to be busy doing whatever I want from now on.”



“This can’t last,” Julie said.



“Oh, why not?”



“Because I’m not going to let you get away with it,” Julie called back.



“I bet I can have you begging to be my slave in the next few minutes. Want to see?”



Tessa gracefully took her foot back and braced herself on the edge of Julie’s bed before picking up the controller.



Throwing out one hand, Julie called out, “No wait. I didn’t mean—” Before she could finish, Tessa pressed one of the buttons.



The vibrator came to life, pulsating, teasing, tantalizing. Julie jumped to her feet, and she scrambled to get the chastity belt off even as the attached toy continued to work. Those relentless vibrations shot through her body, sending the excitement rippling through her.



Ripples became waves. She hoped for a tsunami.



Tessa pressed another button, stopping the toy.



Julie collapsed, looked up, and was about to apologize, only she didn’t get the chance. A fresh wave of need shot through her as the next burst of stimulation caught Julie unaware. It started, lasted for maybe two seconds, and stopped again. Julie was about to start begging, pleading, but Tessa knew how to break this girl. She pressed the button again, sending swift pulsations through Julie’s petite frame.



Before she knew it, Julie was on her back, tickling and writhing. Her hands scrambled around the chastity belt as she attempted to free herself. The locks, metal bands, and leather reinforcement made sure she couldn’t get access to her opening.



“What have you learned?”



“I’m a slave!”



“For how long?”



“Permanently!” Julie shouted out that one-word answer, yet some part of her held onto another idea: she would find a way out. If nothing else, Tessa would need to release her to let her get cleaned up.



When the vibrations stopped, Julie realized she was desperately horny.



She gasped and panted, working hard to fill her lungs, but that wasn’t what her body really craved. She needed something else, but Julie couldn’t ask for it right away. Instead, she got up onto her knuckles and knees, she crawled over to Tessa’s feet.



“I know what you want. Maybe if you beg really well, I will let you have it.”



“Please, Mistress, please, would you let me get off? Please, I need to get off so badly! I’ve never been this horny before!”



“Never?” Tessa asked with amused, aristocratic disinterest.



“Never! Please, I can’t take it! It feels like I’m going to go crazy!”



“Just relax. Focus on your breathing, and I’m sure you’ll settle down. In the meantime, go do the dishes.”



Julie’s eyes widened when she heard that command. The moisture drained away from her mouth, and she tried to get her tongue to work properly, but she couldn’t make a sound. Her brain had turned blank.



“The dishes,” Tessa said, snapped her fingers as though giving a command to a dog. “Now.”



Julie rose to her feet, paused, and dipped her head down again, “can I at least put on something?”



“A T-shirt,” Tessa said, glancing around the room. Sure enough, there were little piles of discarded clothing. She reached down and grabbed the pink shirt, tossing it over to Julie.



“Please, can’t I wear more than this?”



“Say thank you and be grateful,” Tessa answered, crossing her arms over her chest.



“Thank you,” Julie finally growled out from between her teeth.



“Get to it,” Tessa ordered.



Julie turned around. As she walked forward, she could feel the toy slide against the walls of her opening as she moved from one stride to the next. Hot embarrassment rushed through her, yet she soon found herself in the kitchen, standing over the sink with piles of dirty dishes all around her.



As Julie worked, she held onto one hope. There would be a time when Tessa had to let her out. There would be that moment, and she would seize the opportunity. She would rush out, break Tessa’s hold over her, and get her freedom back.



When Julie finished the dishes, Tessa reappeared and said, “Now vacuum.”



“Yes, Mistress,” Julie said, bowing her head down again. For the next few hours, Julie obeyed one command after another. By the time Tessa walked around the apartment, checking every surface, inspecting her work, Julie was exhausted.



“Come back to my bedroom,” Tessa ordered.



Wondering what she would face, Julie obeyed, following her Mistress.



Julie had never been in this room before, and now she saw the fourposter bed, and her eyes were immediately drawn to the black, leather straps at each corner. “Lay down.”



“Why?”



“Because I told you to lay down, slave.”



Julie must’ve understood what was about to happen, but she was drained and exhausted. Between orgasms, denial, spanking, struggling, and one debasement after another, she found herself meekly climbing up onto the bed. She fell to her back and obeyed when Tessa ordered her to spread her arms and legs.



“Very good,” Tessa purred. Very, very good.”



“Please, don’t strap me down,” Julie whimpered.



“But you need to understand what’s going to happen. You need to realize that it’s foolish for you to look for escape.”



“What, what are you talking about?”



Her Mistress didn’t answer. Instead, Tessa strapped her down, pulling the cuffs over her wrists first, then her ankles. Finally, Tessa walked over to one of the drawers and pulled out a key. “I know what you are thinking, Julie. You’re still think that you’re going to be able to break my hold on you. But the moment you decided to tie yourself up, it was all over. I own you now. And don’t worry. I’m going to let you have an orgasm every few months, assuming you behave and earn it.”



“Every few months?”



No. No way. Julie touched herself at least once a night. There was no way she could go for months without climaxing!



“Before, you were clinging to one hope, weren’t you?”



Just as Julie started to deny it, Tessa lifted the controller again and made it clear she could make this very unpleasant for her slave.



Already exhausted, Julie fell back against the mattress. She relaxed, the tension draining away from her muscles as she said, “Yes, Mistress.”



“That’s what I thought. You really believed I would have to let you out eventually, and you could take that opportunity get away, didn’t you?”



“Yes, Mistress.”



“You silly little slut,” Tessa said. “Do you see where I have you right now?”



“I’m in your bedroom,” Julie replied.



“You’re in my bedroom, and you’re strapped down and completely powerless. Let’s check on that pussy of yours,” she said. She used the key on the locks, opening them one after another. Then she pulled the belt away, and Julie was completely naked from the waist down.



“Look at that. You’re still so hot and wet. Getting enslaved must really turn you on. You had better get used to being horny pretty much all the time, slave.”



“Please, please let me go. Please, I can move out!”



“Why would I let you move out when I can keep you? You’re a slave girl now; just get used to it. Whenever I need you to clean, I’m going to tie you down just like this. But you know, you did a good job cleaning up the apartment, so you deserve a reward.”



“An orgasm?”



“No, no,” Tessa answered with a patronizing chuckle. “Like I said, you’re going to have to work for a couple of months at least to earn an orgasm. But hey, I can let you taste me again.”



Tessa never replaced her panties, so it was easy to climb up onto the bed, straddle her slave, and press her pussy down against Julie’s mouth.



Finally, the chastity slave was starting to learn what it meant to be owned. Her fantasies now became the reality she never expected but couldn’t escape.







The End

















Contents Under Pressure







On the couch, with my feet up and perched on the edge of the coffee table, I held my book as I read about a dragon soaring through the air. That’s when she touched the top of my book and said, “Hey. You didn’t even look up.”



I smiled back at Cara, especially because she was so pretty with her wet hair tied back into that ponytail. But then I noticed the rest of her “outfit”. She wore sleek lingerie. The sheer top revealed her pale blue bra and matching panties. She was on her knees, and she looked up at me, “You know, we won’t be able to have some fun for an entire week. We could go to the bedroom. I could be your love slave, Megan.”



Not this. Not again.



“Can we talk?” I asked, doing my best to sound serious yet diplomatic.



“We could talk at the bedroom,” Cara said to me as her eyes sparkled with mischievous desire.



“I’m serious,” I told her.



Cara tilted her head to the side. “Are you sure?”



“Very,” I replied.



“Oh,” she said. She stood up straight. As she did so, I had to admire her beauty once again. There was something so amazing about this woman, and I was so lucky to be with her.



When we first met at the sorority in college, I didn’t think I would be lucky enough to date her. We met as pledges at our first mixer, and when we both arrived at the house at the same time, she turned to me and said, “Hi. I’m Cara. I got your back if you got mine. Sound good?”



At first, she sounded like she needed my help, but that wasn’t true at all. Within minutes, she had the rest of the sorority eating out of her hand. She was funny, confident, and knew exactly what to say to get everyone to like her. Yeah, she was only a pledge, but she soon strode through the sorority house with the political capital of a senior.



It was amazing, nothing less than astonishing.



Despite her newfound popularity, she didn’t forget about me. Every time I felt nervous or scared, she seemed to sense it. Suddenly, Cara would be there at my side to help me. If I was talking to some frat bro who was boring me with conversations about his favorite streamer or how some punk one-shotted him in an FPS, Cara would appear and help me out of the situation.



Within a couple of hours, I had a crush on her. I couldn’t help it. There was something so amazing about her sleek black hair, her feline features, and her perfect body. More than that, every time she came close or reached out and held my hand, I felt so safe.



We were almost the same height, but she exuded this strength that I needed, especially as a nervous freshman in college.



I never imagined we could start dating.



But then we had a party. It was goofy, and someone suggested we play Truth or Dare. It was supposed to be one of those ironic little games because we were college students, and wasn’t that a children’s game anyway? But then I picked truth, and someone asked me about my crush.



I was a little bit tipsy, so I glanced over at Cara.



I didn’t say her name. In fact, I can’t remember exactly what my answer was, but after the game, she approached me, grabbing by my hand, and pulled me back to a dark corner.



When she held me there, she stood right in front of me. We were close, too close. Yeah, as girls, we could cuddle from time to time. We could hold hands or be close in ways guys didn’t seem to comprehend, but this was different. Not only that, the look in her eyes had shifted, almost becoming hungry.



“I like you,” she said.



Thinking I couldn’t possibly be reading the situation correctly, I quickly giggled and said, “Yeah, and I like you too.”



“No,” she said, her voice sultry and magical. “I
 like
 you, Megan.”



When she said my name, a thrill ran down my spine.



I glanced around the rest of the room. We were alone, and I loved being close to her, but I was scared. “What are you—?” I started to ask, only then she touched the underside of my chin, and her smooth skin felt so good against my flesh. Little bumps ran down my neck and along my shoulders.



“I’m going to kiss you,” she said.



At that moment, I could have told her to stop. I could have stepped away or even just turned my head, and that would have ended it. Strangely enough, this was the bravest thing I ever did because I still didn’t believe that a beautiful girl like Cara would ever want someone as plain or as boring as me.



But I held my ground, and she kissed me. She touched her lips to mine, and I felt the slick gloss along her mouth touch mine. I tasted the cherry flavor, and suddenly I was kissing her right back. I pressed my mouth to hers, and I felt the squeeze of her breasts against my chest as she put her hands on my waist.



That was our first kiss.



It wouldn’t be our last.



After college we moved in together. Along the way, we survived the various dramas of the sorority, midterms, final exams, papers, and more.



But now, we both had jobs, and Cara was right there in front of me wearing her lingerie. She looked beautiful, and she knew how much I loved those ribbons along her shoulders and down her torso.



“Let’s talk in the bedroom,” she said again. She spoke in that same, dangerous little whisper.



“Cara, we need to talk here and now,” I said defiantly.



“Okay,” she said. “What’s going on?”



“I think you might need help.”



Cara’s dark eyes seemed to harden. She didn’t like the sound of this, not one bit. “Excuse me?”



“Look, I’m sorry. That didn’t come out the right way,” I said before trying again. I puffed out my cheeks, looked around our living room, and made another attempt, “It seems like you only care about sex.”



“That’s because I love you, and I want to be with you.”



“But your libido…” I straightened my back, ran my fingers through my hair, and looked up before exhaling again, “It just seems like you’re so voracious.”



“Voracious,” she repeated the word, only it didn’t sound like a question. Rather, this was a simple, angry repetition.



“Is there something you want to talk about?” I asked and did my best to sound understanding.



“Have you considered the possibility that you might need help?” Cara asked me.



“Excuse me?”



She fixed her gaze on me. Then she rose to her feet. I was still seated, so she towered over me like some kind of sexy, angry goddess, “I’m the one who does all the work when it comes to our sex lives. Here I am, gently trying to seduce you because I have to go out of town for a full week, and I’m not going to see you, and I’m going to miss you so much, but you just want to sit here and read your book.”



“We could do other things,” I said. “We could go for a walk. We could—”



“Don’t you want to be with me?”



“We had sex couple of days ago,” I said.



“A week ago,” she corrected.



Damn. Had it really been that long?



For a moment, I was about to get up, walk over to her, wrap my arms around this beautiful girl, and tell her it would be okay. I could gently kiss her neck, nuzzle the back of her ear, stroke her exposed flank, and maybe even run my fingers down into her panties…



Yes, I loved being with her, but I just didn’t have the same appetite.



Besides, if I let myself get distracted, I would lose the momentum I had here and now. Because I was serious about Cara, I knew she needed help.



“I did a little bit of research,” I said. “I found some great therapists.”



“I don’t need a therapist,” she said with a mix of confusion and disdain.



“Are you sure about that?” I asked.



“Yes,” she said. “But you can go back to your book.”



She turned around and marched right back into the bedroom. The door didn’t slam, yet I could still feel the cold radiate through our apartment. Puffing out my cheeks, I fell back down to the cushions, dropped my head back, and thought about how that could have gone so, so much better.



What other approach could I try with her? There had to be something.



Little did I know, Cara was coming up with her own plan for our relationship…and for me.







Eventually, I gave up, went back to my book, and read more about my dragon as she rampaged through an evil empire. Just when the bad guys were about to trap her with a magical net, Cara reappeared.



She cleared her throat, and I lowered my book. The lingerie was gone, replaced by her pink sweatpants and white T-shirt. She still had her hair tied back into a ponytail, only now she held her hands at her sides. I could tell very easily that she was working hard to keep her temper in check.



“What do you think is wrong with me? Why do you think I would need to go to a therapist?”



“Don’t you think your libido gets a little bit out of control sometimes?” I asked. I kept my voice quiet and hoped my word choice wouldn’t be offensive.



“No,” she said. “I enjoy sex, and I’m not ashamed of that. I love you, and that means I want to be with you.” She said those words like a challenge. “But…”



“But?”



“I’m thinking we could try a little challenge.”



“Oh?”



“There is something I have wanted to try with you,” she told me. “Think of it as one of those specialized tastes.”



“A fetish,” I said.



“Yes,” she told me. “I always wondered what it would be like if you could control my libido, but I’m thinking maybe we need to try something else to begin.”



“Control your libido?” It felt like she was talking in riddles.



But now she walked around the coffee table, sat down on the couch, and took my hands in hers. I love the soft feel of her fingertips along my knuckles. “Cara, I’m going to be gone for a week. If you can wear a chastity belt for that week without any problems, and you are still convinced my libido is out of control, I will see whichever therapist you pick.”



“Wait, really?” Only then, I processed what she just said. “A chastity belt? Like something from the Dark Ages?”



A smile crusted her lips for the first time since our fight, “No. This is a little bit more sophisticated. It’s also a lot more comfortable and hygienic.”



“Okay…”







Cara came back a couple of minutes later with the chastity belt. “I was hoping we could play with this. But if we need to use it for a challenge, I’m okay with that too,” she said.



She held out the box to me. It was surprisingly big, surprisingly heavy. I saw the front package, and there was the model. She had some kind of belt on, and there was this metallic band that seemed to stretch down between her legs. My eyes widened as I saw the image. “This really doesn’t leave very much to the imagination, does it?”



“It’s sexy,” she said with an edge in her voice.



“Right,” I replied.



“Open it up and take a look.”



Reluctantly, I pulled the box open. Apparently, Cara had already assembled the different pieces. When I saw it, my eyes widened as I looked down at the attached dildo. “It’s a vibrator,” she said. “Basically, it will stimulate you while also making it impossible for you to masturbate.”



My shoulders tensed at the M-word. Yeah, this may have been a little bit childish, but I didn’t get very much sex education in middle school or high school, so I was still nervous when it came to a lot of this stuff even if I had been in a monogamous relationship for the last four-years.



“And you want me to wear this?”



“Yup,” she said.



“This is crazy,” I growled back at her.



“It’s a compromise,” she said. “Otherwise, do you think I’m going to go to therapy for my libido?” She practically snorted the words.



“What would this even prove?”



“I think you can have sex whenever you want, so it’s not special to you. But if you can’t get any relief, then you’ll finally understand what it’s like to be me. By the time I come back, I think you might have a little change of attitude.”



“It’s only a week, Cara,” I said as my head tilted slightly to the side. My deadpan expression made it very clear I didn’t believe her.



“Yep,” she said. “It’s only a week. So what do you say?” Her eyes glittered with predatory hunger.



“Just try not to be disappointed when this doesn’t work out for you,” I said. “And I will hold you to your promise. When you come back in a week, you will go to therapy.”



“Okay, but only if you still want me to.”



“I will.”



“Then put it on.”



“What? Here? Now?”



“Yes. Oh, and I should probably put a little bit of lubricant on the vibrator for you. I wouldn’t want it to chafe.”



She took the box from me, grabbed the belt, and quickly found a small tube of lubricant inside. I watched as she casually spread the glossy and goo over the rounded, latex tip.



Reluctantly, I rose to my feet. Like my girlfriend, I wore simple sweats with my panties underneath. I pulled them both down and blushed brightly. Even if we’d been together for four years, I still couldn’t just walk around naked.



“After you put that on, I’m going to use the lock.” She pulled it out of the box and held it up for me to see.



“It’s shaped like a heart,” I said.



“It’s cute, don’t you think?”



It was, but I still glared at her, annoyed by the prospect.



“What?” The corners of her eyes crinkled, and her eyes sparkled.



Damn it. She was really pretty when she smiled like this.



Once she was satisfied with the vibrator, she held out the entire apparatus. “Go on,” she said. “Put it on.”



“Can I do it in the bedroom?”



“Go for it,” she said. “But I’m going to have to inspect you when you’re done.”



My throat clenched a little bit at the prospect, but I nodded. Again and again, I told myself that this would all be worth it because I was truly convinced my girlfriend needed some therapy. Okay, so maybe it made sense if a guy needed sex every day, but a girl? No here we were women, and we weren’t driven by the same animal urges.



Holding the belt in hand, I went right into our bedroom, and I closed the door. It took me a few minutes to figure out all of the straps and whatnot. But I pulled off my pants and panties. Then I pulled the vibrator up toward my slit, I wrapped the belt around my waist, and I connected the different pieces together.



The vibrator pressed right against my sex. It slid into me, teasing me as I slid off of the bed and walked back toward the door. I stopped.



That felt…different…interesting…new.



Yes, Cara touched me, and when we made love, I really, really enjoyed it, but this was different. There was something entirely mechanical about having an inorganic sex toy push against me like this.



But this week would be easy, right?



When I came back out from the bedroom, she grinned at me. She had her hands on her hips, and her entire face lit up. Damn. She was so beautiful! I love seeing her like this.



“Do a little turn for me,” she commanded.



Normally, I would have said no, but I felt different in my chastity belt and T-shirt. I twirled for her, and that made her laugh and clap.



“You know, I was going to offer to be your sex slave tonight, but maybe we need to reverse that.”



“You would have to let me out of the belt,” I said.



Cara practically rushed over to me and ran her finger from the top of my nose down to the tip, “Silly, girl. No, I really wouldn’t.” Then, with her usual graceful dexterity, Cara slid the small heart-shaped padlock into position. Then I heard the lock engage.



Click.



“Now you aren’t getting out,” she said. “But you know, there is something really, really nice about this thing.”



“What’s that?”



“It comes with an app.”



“What?” My eyebrows wrinkled with confusion, but she leaned in and kissed me. She pressed her body to mine, and her fingers darted down my chastity belt and over my thighs. I loved the way she stroked me with her fingertips before gently scratching me with her nails. She alternated back and forth, allowing the varied sensations to dart along my nerves. She left me tingling and eager.



“Oh yeah,” she said as she reached for the coffee table and grabbed her phone. She swiped her fingers across the screen several times, and then she looked at me. “Ready?”



“I guess?”



She hit a button on her screen, and suddenly I felt it, the gentle thrumming of the vibrator now wedged between my inner thighs.



My face flushed, and I could hardly believe it.



“Oh, and guess what?”



“What?”



“It’s Wi-Fi enabled.”



“It’s what?”



“Basically, as long as I have programmed in the access passwords and everything, I can control it wherever I am. Does that sound nice?”



“Yeah. Right. Nice.”



“But don’t worry. I think we should kiss a little bit and see what happens.”



She stowed her phone, came back over to me, and started to kiss me again. I loved the feel of her mouth against mine. In fact, I started to enjoy those first sparks of arousal.



Still, I wasn’t going to say anything because I didn’t want her to think this chastity belt actually had any kind of real effect on me.







She laced her fingers through mine, gently tugged on my hand, and guided me back to the bedroom.



When we were there, she climbed onto the mattress and beckoned me forward. Before I realized what I was doing, I crawled after her.



“You look really sexy in that,” she said with a grin.



“It’s not a big deal,” I said, maybe a little bit faster and more defensively than was necessary.



At least Cara wasn’t offended because she just grinned again. Then she grabbed me, pushed me onto my back, and straddled me. She kissed me, and I loved the feel of her breasts. I loved the way her lips gently teased mine. I didn’t realize it, but she had her phone out again, and she turned on the toy. The vibrator began to play between my legs. Soft, thrumming movements made me shiver and curl my toes before I even realized what I was doing.



Before all of this, Cara bought me a couple of vibrators, but I never had the courage to use them. Now I reached down for the belt, and I wanted to pull it off, but I knew that would hurt her feelings. Reluctantly, I pushed my hand away and let the toy continue its work.



I was getting damp, more and more. That was unusual.



My body responded to the mechanical teasing in a way I never would have guessed or anticipated.



She kept kissing me. I wanted more.



“You know, I could let you out of the belt,” she said. My breath caught in my throat, but then my girlfriend giggled and looked down into my eyes, “But no. You have to wear that for the next week, don’t you?”



A few wisps of hair had fallen forward. She tucked them behind her ear. For some reason, I always thought those movements were so adorable and sexy. And now she grinned, “Yes, you do.” Infuriatingly, she answered her own question. I was incapable of doing it myself.



When I finally got the words to my lips, she kissed me again. I allowed her to grab my wrists and push me down.



“I could tie you up, let you out, and maybe pleasure you. Would you like that, chastity girl?”



Chastity girl.



I couldn’t tell if that was supposed to be some adorable little nickname or maybe an insult. Either way, my cheeks were turning a bright shade of red as my girlfriend continued to tease me.



Lamely, I stubbornly answered with, “My name is Megan.”



“Sure it is,” she said before she grabbed my white T-shirt and pulled it up. She exposed my breasts. Since we were alone and didn’t have to worry about company, I wasn’t wearing a bra. She had perfect access.



“By the way,” she added just before she leaned down and started licking my nipple, “And I’m taking the key with me on my trip.”



Summoning my best defiance, I growled back, “That’s fine.” I pretended like I didn’t care despite the quick pang of worry deep in my chest. As I spoke, her tongue swirled around the tip of my nipple. She pulled back, massaged my breasts, and made me arch my back before I realized what I was doing.



Instinctive and probing, I reached past my girlfriend and slid my hand down between my legs. I tried to press against the metal plate covering my sex, but I didn’t feel anything. I couldn’t touch myself. I couldn’t give myself any kind of relief or reward.



Cara pulled away, leaned down, and blew gently against my damp nipple. A cold chill ran through my body, yet it couldn’t breach the heat already simmering within me. “I bet you’ll be begging for release by the time I get back,” she said.



“Hardly,” I told her.



Then she started to lick my other nipple. She played with my body, teasing me and taunting me.



“Are you ready to go down on me?” Cara asked.



“Will you let me out if I do?” I tried to sound sarcastic. Somehow, she must have picked up on that note of eagerness in my voice.



“No way. But we can do this all night if you want.” To emphasize her point, she leaned forward and started kissing my neck. Her lips gently grazed my skin. She teased me with a few nibbles, but it wasn’t enough. All the while, her fingers continued to play along my smooth skin. She left me tingling and eager for more.



Then she pulled away and let another few wisps of hair fall in front of her face. “Okay,” I panted out. “I’m ready.”



“Good,” she said. She yanked down her sweats and her panties. She threw herself down onto the mattress, rested her head on her hands, and waited for me.



I still didn’t realize it, but she had her phone in her hand. She turned on the vibrator. It thrummed faster now, a mechanical rhythm right there between my legs. I kept my eyes closed, and I wiggled my hips.



“I don’t think this going to be fast enough to get you off,” she said before offering an insincere, “Sorry.”



I glared at my girlfriend for another moment, but then I dipped my head down between her legs.



This always felt like a chore, only now I was ready to go down on her. When I ran my tongue along her opening and lapped at her slit, I actually enjoyed the taste of her excitement. How is that possible? This had never happened before.



Normally, going down on her felt a little bit like a chore. I would never admit this to her, but it was true.



This time, I took my time. I savored the rhythm, especially as the vibrator kept teasing me.



But then it sped up, and so did my tongue.



It slowed down, and I followed the tempo. This was Cara controlling me.



I should have been offended or annoyed. I should’ve pulled my head back and glowered at her. Instead, I let her take control.



“Oh,” she purred, “That’s delicious.” She stretched out every syllable as she savored the sensations coursing through her body.



This time, she didn’t try to signal anything with her app or the vibrator. Instead, she simply called out, “Faster!”



I resented her directions, but I found myself licking her faster, deeper, and harder anyway. I pushed my tongue down, gently teased her clitoris, and sensed the tension of her body as she reveled in her pleasure.



I made her feel amazing.



Pretty soon, she clenched her thighs against my cheeks, and she climaxed hard. She slammed her heels against of the mattress, slapped her palms down, and jerked away as the orgasm exploded through her body.



“Wow,” she panted out. “Just wow. That was incredible. Come here.” She grabbed me and pulled me up against her chest.



“Could you turn off the vibrator?” I asked as I tried to suppress the frustration deep in my core.



“Oh, yeah. Sorry.” She turned it off, and I tried to pretend I didn’t miss the vibrations.



I was about to say something but recognized her easy, rhythmic breathing. My girlfriend had fallen asleep. I smiled, not that the next week would be easy, and worked hard to ignore the pang of desire in my core. My slit remained wet, and I wished for some satisfaction, but I suppressed those urges easily enough.



This time.







The next day, we played out the clich seen at the airport where I dropped her off, held her tight, hugged her, and told her I would miss her so much. After that, I went to work. As I strode between the different generic cubicles, I could feel the dildo between my legs. With every stride, it reminded me of its presence.



But I would get used to it, right? There would come a point where I didn’t even notice it, right? Right?



When I sat down at my desk, I started working. I soon lost myself to the numbers on my screen, the emails from my bosses and colleagues, and the different phone calls from people who needed help right away.



That night, I got home and I made myself dinner. I took a shower, and I crawled into bed.



One day down. The rest would be easy.







That night, I dreamed about my girlfriend. I thought of Cara, kissing her, and how it would feel to have her go down on me again. She had such a deft, adroit tongue. More than that, she really tried.



In high school, I had a boyfriend who halfheartedly offered to go down on me. It was sweet, and I was reluctant, but he told me that he wanted to make sure sex felt really good for me too, so I reluctantly let him try.



His efforts didn’t amount to much. He licked once or twice, pulled away, and unzipped his pants because it was time for me to go down on him. Yeah, guys could suck sometimes (pun intended?).



But now I imagined those addictive impulses as her tongue would glide between my legs. I want her face right down there, and I could arch my back, gently massage my nipples, and climax. I yearned for the passion she experienced before I sent her off on her business trip.



Then my eyes opened in the dark, and I had my hand between my legs, only I couldn’t get what I wanted. I tried pushing down on the chastity belt, but the metal plate prevented the access I needed so desperately.



I sat up straight, shook my head, and looked around. When I brushed my fingers through my hair, I discovered the dampness of perspiration. Damn it.



I dropped back down against the mattress, rolled onto my back, closed my eyes, and forced myself to exhale. By using a few meditation techniques, I managed to drift off to sleep.







But when I woke up, the desires were still there.



I wanted to touch myself.



Resisting that urge because I knew it was impossible anyway, I got up, took another shower, got dressed, ate breakfast, and went to work.



About an hour into my day, my phone started ringing again, so I grabbed it and started with my usual introduction, “Thank you for calling M-Industries. This is Megan, what can I do for you?”



“Hey, babe,” said my girlfriend.



“Hi!”



We got to chat for a little while. I asked her the obligatory questions about her meetings and how they were going. She grinned, and I could tell they were going well. More importantly, I knew she had something else on her mind, which became obvious when she said, “Want a surprise?”



I picked up on the teasing lilt in her voice, so that should have clued me in, but I didn’t realize just how smart this girl could be. I underestimated her: always a mistake.



“Sure,” I told her.



“Okay. One second.”



I didn’t really understand, but her phone picked up on more ambient noises. There were conversations happening elsewhere. Maybe a car drove by. Then my thoughts were completely scattered as the vibrator built into the chastity belt suddenly came to life. It pulsed between my legs.



Shocked, I jumped up and let out a little squeak.



Luckily for me, all of my colleagues were busy.



Before anyone could spy on my behavior, I dropped back down into my seat, grabbed my phone, and asked through the haze of anticipation and pleasure, “What are you doing?”



“Just playing with the app on my phone.”



“But how are you controlling this?”



“Isn’t it obvious?” Cara asked.



“No!” I growled back in a stage whisper. With every second, I could feel my face turn a bright shade of red, both from embarrassment and arousal. Yes, it was turning me on. It wasn’t fair; she had the key to my pussy, and she was turning it just to play with me.



“Your office has Wi-Fi, doesn’t it? I took the credentials off your phone and programmed it into the belt. This way, I can control you whenever you’re at work.”



“Stop it!”



“Okay, but only if you beg.”



I pulled my phone away from my ear and stared down at the chunk of plastic in my hand. Panting like some angry dog, I wanted to smash it to the floor. But reluctantly, I pulled it back to my ear and said, “Please, Cara. Please, turn it off right now.”



“Not bad,” she conceded, “But I want you to try harder.” As an apparent reward for my first effort, she slowed the vibrator down.



I could think a little bit more clearly now, but I still heard and felt those gentle vibrations along my most sensitive body part.



Gripping the phone as tight guess I could, I said, “Please. Please, Mistress. Please, turn it off. I can’t take this. I’m at work, and it’s so embarrassing!”



“Are you turned on?”



“Yes!” I hissed and whispered back in the same breath.



“Does it feel good?”



“Yes!” I growled back.



“Good,” she said.



Suddenly it stopped.



“I love you, and I miss you, and I’ll talk to you tonight.”







That night, I waited for her to bring up the vibrator again. Over and over, as we chatted what our days looked like, I told myself that I would bring up the vibrator and how she couldn’t use it to tease me like that.



But every time I tried, my voice failed me.



Eventually, I wished her a good night, told her I loved her, and took a cold shower.



When I crawled into bed this time, I had to really work on relaxing. I needed to push every sexual thought out of my head and simply focus. I ended up just counting down from one hundred. I had to do this three times before I finally drifted off to sleep.



Even then, I woke up horny.



Over the course of the day, I worked diligently, all while I glanced at my phone. Every time it rang, I said the usual, “Thank you for calling M-Industries. This is Megan. How can I help you?” and hoped it would be her.



It wasn’t.



When I got back to our apartment that night, I decided I couldn’t take this.



All this time, I assumed that the chastity belt was just some dumb toy, something I could pull off if I really tried. It should have been analogous to those ridiculous handcuffs you can buy from joke shops at the mall. Like yeah, they would be fuzzy and made from some light metal, but there would be a little release.



When I pulled off my pants, kicked off my shoes, and peeled away my socks, I looked down at the chastity belt and tried to figure out some way to remove it. I pulled hard, but my girlfriend had done a great job making sure that the metal band around my waist was nice and snug. It didn’t actually hurt, but when I pulled down, I could feel it snag on my hips. It didn’t matter if I sucked in my stomach or shimmied my hips from side to side. I could lower the belt’s edge maybe an eighth of an inch, but that was all.



Then I looked down at the lock.



Sticking it out in the chastity belt sounded great, but what if I just cut this thing off?



I could go to a hardware store, buy a bolt cutter, and just remove the entire thing.



If I did that, my girlfriend would know I couldn’t take it.



Aggravated beyond belief, I marched through our apartment. I paced from the kitchen back to the living room, then to her bedroom and back to the kitchen again. I wanted to stamp my feet or jump up and down like some little kid.



That’s when I decided to call her.



“Hey, baby. What’s up?”



“I can’t do this,” I said right away.



“Oh, does that mean you’re turned on right now?”



“Yes!”



“Does that mean you would do anything for an orgasm?”



“Yes!”



Wait. What did I just say?



Before I could stop her, she must have turned on her speaker phone because the vibrator activated. “You’re going to enjoy this, Megan.”



I didn’t understand what she meant, but the vibrator turned on. It pulsed between my legs, and hot anticipation coursed through my body. I threw myself down onto the couch, closed my eyes, arched my back, and put my hands on my chest. I slid my fingers beneath my blouse and started to play with my nipples. I stroked and teased them. I worked myself up.



The vibrator stopped for one, two, three seconds. My eyes were open, and I didn’t know what to do or say.



Then it sped up again, pulsating hard right between my legs.



I climaxed. The orgasm swept through me, catching me off guard. I screamed, and I didn’t even care if our neighbors would be able to hear me.



“Say thank you.”



“Thank you,” I said.



“Now tell me you’re willing to do whatever I want.”



My fingers tightened around the phone, “I can’t do that, Cara.”



“I won’t be home for a couple of days. We’ll see.” After a few more seconds, she reiterated with a chuckle and a grin in her voice, “We’ll see.”







She was right.



One orgasm wasn’t anywhere near enough. The desperation started pumping through my body just as hot and fast as before.



The next time I called her, Cara picked up, and I asked her for an orgasm.



“No,” she said.



I was back at our apartment, I held the phone tight against my ear, and I stared at the wall without really seeing it. “What? Please?”



“You know what you have to do.”



She was right.



She expected me to beg. Again.



For a few seconds, I paced back and forth with the phone held to my ear. Then I pulled the device away, glared down at the screen, pouted, and I even swung my arms from side to side. This wasn’t fair! I wasn’t supposed to be so horny! I wasn’t one of those dumb frat boys who had to masturbate every day. And yet, with every stride, I still felt the gentle caress of the dildo locked along my opening.



I stopped, exhaled, and said, “Fine. I’ll do it!”



“Go on,” she said, sounding languid and satisfied.



“Please, Mistress. Please, may have an orgasm? I really, really want to come!” I paused, hesitated, and continued once I realized those words wouldn’t be enough. “Please. I’ll do whatever you want. Be whatever you want. You can own me. Please, just give me another orgasm!”



“Are you saying you want to be my chastity slave?”



Chastity slave. The phrase reverberated along my psyche like a plucked string. And yet, I wrinkled my lips together and said, “Yes. Yes. Please, make me your chastity slave. Please, I want to be owned. I need you to own me. Please, just let me have an orgasm before you get back!”



“Megan, I want you to know that I’m very, very proud of you. You’ve done such a great job, and I’m so proud of my little chastity slave. Just listen to yourself. I have never heard you this horny before.”



“Yes, Mistress!”



Mistress. I gave her the title of an owner, a woman who could order me around, and force my obedience whenever she felt like it.



And yet, I still waited.



“Well?” I asked after several more seconds of silence.



“Well, what?” Cara teased.



“Can I have an orgasm?”



“No.”



The color must have drained away from my face. Did she just say no? Really? Was that possible?



“But I…” My voice trailed off. I had begged. I had even agreed to become her slave! How could she say no?



“Megan, Megan, Megan,” she chided, sounding a lot like a babysitter who was talking down to some disobedient brat. “I love this new attitude of yours. Why would I ever give it up by letting you have an orgasm? Besides, I’ll be back in a few days, and I’m sure you’ll be very, very grateful for my return, won’t you?”



At this moment, I should have yanked the phone away, ended the call, and maybe thrown the device against a wall. I kept waiting for the sharp jab of anger deep within my chest. It could have felt like a lightning bolt because she was messing with me. She was teasing me!



And yet, I quickly said, “Yes, Mistress.”



“Good girl,” she said.







The next couple of days felt like a personalized version of hell, one I never imagined as even being possible.



Through puberty, college, and even over the last couple of months, I never pictured sex as being terribly important. But now that I couldn’t touch myself or masturbate, I could hardly think of anything else! At night, I would close my eyes and drift off to thoughts of Cara.



I thought of her in that gray, striped bathing suit. I imagined her in the lingerie. I pictured how pretty she looked when she slid down between my legs and licked me.



Before, I always took arousal and orgasms for granted. I would never, ever make that mistake again.



The next night, we had our evening chat, and I begged her again. Her answer?



“No, and unless you want me to come home and keep denying you, you’ll stop talking about this. I want to hear about your day, sweetie.”



I had to grit my teeth and push my yearnings aside. I somehow swallowed back my desires and had a regular conversation with her.



At the end of the call, she said, “I’m really impressed that you didn’t keep begging for sex or an orgasm. I think you’re finally learning some self-control.”



Oh, I wished my phone could crack underneath the force of my fingertips.



Instead, I quickly said, “Yes, Mistress.”



“You know, I love hearing you talk to me that way. In fact, that’s why I think I have a little chore for you.”



“What’s that?” I asked, sounding angry and sullen.



“I want you to go to a sex shop and buy some special toys.”



“What are you talking about?”



“First, I want you to get some shackles and some leather straps, maybe a harness, and definitely a collar for yourself.”



“A collar?”



This couldn’t mean what I first feared, could it?



It did.



“Slaves should be collared, don’t you think?”



If I disagreed, I would risk upsetting her.



That’s why I shoved down my hesitation and quickly answered with the only response she expected from me. “Yes, Mistress.”



“Good girl.”







When I went to the sex shop, my face was a bright shade of red. I hated blushing in front of the clerk, a young woman who looked like she was probably in college. She had an organic chemistry book spread out in front of her, just a few inches away from the cash register.



Another couple was shopping for lingerie. Apparently, the girl was having a hard time picking which sexy schoolgirl uniform she should buy. The man was obviously having a lot of fun. He whispered something about being her teacher and making sure she got punished for being a naughty girl.



Intellectually, I experienced a bout of revulsion. And yet, my body quivered as I heard those words. It was easy for me to picture Cara dressed in a business suit. She would look down on me, tell me to kneel, and pat me on the head. She would tease me, and I would love the sound of her voice and the feel of her gaze on my blushing cheeks.



“Do you have any questions?” The clerk smiled at me. She probably didn’t see many single women here, but I gave a quick, nervous shake of my head.



“Well, you have fun,” she said.



That night, I drove to the airport and picked up my girlfriend. Rather than wait for her to climb into the car, I put the vehicle in park, jumped out, and ran over to her. I wrapped my arms around her, inhaled the scent of her perfume, and savored the feel of her body against mine.



“Oh, I missed you so much,” she said to me.



“I missed you too!”



“And you want to get home, don’t you?”



“Yes! I want to go home and I want you to take me out of the stupid chastity belt.”



I let go of her and practically raced back toward my sedan. It was just as my fingers brushed along the underside of the handle that I saw Cara standing there. She hadn’t yet moved. In fact, she had her hands on her hips now.



“Don’t you want to get in the car?”



“Come here,” she said and pointed down to the spot right in front of her.



“I’m not supposed to park here,” I protested.



Cara lowered her voice, yet I still sensed the chill in these two words, “Come here.”



Bowing my head down, I obeyed her. I circled back around the car and stepped right in front of her. I started to say something, but she cut me off, “Tell me you love your chastity belt.”



My lips parted. I couldn’t do that! Never. Not ever!



“We aren’t leaving until you do,” she promised.



Considering she had me in chastity, she could make whatever decision she liked, and I wouldn’t be able to stop her.



That’s why I mumbled, “I love my chastity belt.”



“Louder,” she ordered.



There were people around us now; if I spoke any louder, they would hear me!



And yet, she still looked right into my eyes. It was obvious she wouldn’t change her mind or reconsider. There was only one way for me to stop this.



“I love my chastity belt!”



Cara leaned forward and kissed me passionately. I loved the press of her body, the taste of her lips, and the feel of her hand on my ass as she pinched me. It was embarrassing, yet I still craved more.



“Now tell me you are a horny slut who needs to be owned.”



My eyes widened. No way! She couldn’t be serious!



But again, Cara stared at me with those big, determined eyes, and I could tell she wasn’t about to change her mind.



“I’m a horny slut who needs to be owned.” This time, she didn’t make me raise my voice, but she did grab me by my wrist and tug me back toward the car.







When we walked into the house, I dropped her bags by the side of the door, I turned around, and I looked right at her. I had been rehearsing these words inside of my head along the entire drive back.



“Please, Mistress. Please, I have learned my lesson.”



“Oh? And what lesson is that?”



“Before you left, I implied that there was something wrong with you because you liked sex. I’m sorry about that.”



“Are you sorry because you’re starting to realize that you are my slut?”



“Yes…”



She reached up and pinched my cheek.



“Good girl.”



“Thank you, Mistress,” I said.



“Now, I’m going to take you back to the bedroom.” Cara didn’t wait for my permission. Instead, she took me by the hand and guided me right down the hall and through the bedroom door. Once there, she glanced off to the side and saw the black bag.



“That it?”



After a nervous gulp, I nodded my head down and up.



“Good,” she said. “Strip. I want you naked except for your belt.”



With a nervous swallow, pulled off my blouse, my bra, my skirt, shoes, and socks. Once I was down to my chastity belt, I turned around and started to walk back toward the bed, only she reached out and placed a hand on my shoulder. I stopped.



“Turn around. Do a slow twirl for me. I want to admire my belted slave girl.”



My brows creased with confusion, but I swallowed and followed her command.



I did a slow turn around in front of her. She drank in the site of me. Her eyes moved along my smooth legs and up the contours of my stomach and chest. Then she put her hands on my shoulders and shoved me down.



“Spread your arms and legs, Megan.”



“What are you going to do?” I asked uncertainly.



“First, I’m going to strap you down. Then we are going to talk about your chastity term of service.”



“Term of service?”



“That’s right,” she answered. I was on my back now with my arms and legs pointed toward the mattress’s four corners.



With the black bag hanging from her hand, she climbed up after me, pulled out the first set of shackles, and looped them around my right wrist. Then she attached it to the bedpost. She pulled the straps tight, making sure I wouldn’t be able to slide it up or over the bedpost.



She repeated the process with my left wrist.



Then she dragged her fingernails down my arms, along the sides of my breasts, past my thighs, all the way to my ankles.



She took out a second set of restraints.



“Mistress?”



“What is it, slave girl?”



My throat clenched as I heard those words.



“This isn’t necessary. I won’t defy you.”



“We will see about that,” she said. “Besides,” she added as an offhand remark, “I think you might get frustrated when I punish you.”



“Punish me?”



“You thought there was something wrong with me because I wanted to have sex with my girlfriend.”



“But you already humiliated me back at the airport. Wasn’t that enough of a punishment?”



She stretched forward, leaned down, and I almost thought she might kiss me again before she whispered, “No. Not even close.”



My insides clenched. A mixture of fear and arousal gripped my body as she returned to the spot between my legs.



She smiled, slid off of the bed, and walked back toward the bathroom. When she came back, I had my eyes aimed at the ceiling, yet I quickly jerked my head back up so I could watch as she smacked her hairbrush against the palm of her hand.



“What is that?”



“It’s my hairbrush,” she said, making it sound obvious.



“But why do you have it?”



“Because you need to apologize.”



“I’m sorry!”



She practically jumped back onto the bed, landed with a bounce, and stroked my thigh with the back of the brush. “You will be,” she promised. She touched it to the curve of my thigh, raised it up, and brought it down hard.



Pain flew through my body! Right away, my skin started to turn a shade of pink, but I didn’t know what to do. I clenched my eyes shut as my vision started to blur. She pulled the brush back up and asked, “Do you have anything to say for yourself?”



“I’m sorry!”



“Try again,” she replied.



Hot shame surged through me, but I kept talking as she smacked my left thigh, then my right. She brought the brush down just like a paddle over and over.



This hurt, yes, but it somehow turned me on as well.



Then she grabbed her phone and remembered the vibrator. She turned it on.



Conflicting sensations coursed through my system as I yanked and pulled on my restraints. When she strapped me down, I had no idea it would feel like this. I didn’t realize I would be truly helpless.



“I’m sorry, Mistress! I’m sorry I was so foolish! I was dumb. Okay? I was just your dumb girlfriend, and I’m sorry and that I needed to be put in chastity!”



“Tell me you should be kept in chastity,” she ordered.



What?



Thinking this had to be a game and she couldn’t really consider leaving me in the belt, I quickly gasped out, “It’s why I need to be in chastity.”



“Good girl,” she said, flooding my head with relief as she took out the key. She unlocked me, removed the belt, and tossed it to the side of the bed. Then she unbuttoned her pants and pulled them down to reveal the soft purple of her panties. Those didn’t last long either. She pulled them down, grinned at me hungrily, and climbed forward.



“Is there something you’d like to beg for?”



“Please, Mistress, can I go down on you? Please, I want to taste you! I have never missed you so much! Please, Mistress! Please let me go down on you! Let me eat you out! I want to taste you with my tongue!” I babbled out those pleas until the moment when she straddled my face. She dipped herself down, touched her opening to my lips, and I eagerly licked.



I had gone down on her many times before, but never like this.



Without the vibrator between my legs, I thought I might enjoy some release, but no. My body still ached for an orgasm, and I would give her everything I had. Sure enough, my tongue slipped and swiped, sliding up and down, from side to side. I give her everything I had until she grabbed the headboard and gasped. She cried out as she whimpered with pleasure before screaming.



That was the first orgasm. She forced me to give her two more right after.



Then she pulled away and looked down at me.



“Please, you don’t have to do anything for me, Mistress,” I said. If she just let me out of the straps, that would have been enough…



“Have you really learned your lesson, Megan?”



“Yes, Mistress!”



“And what lesson is that?”



“I belong to you, Mistress. You can do whatever you want with me because I am yours!”



“Yes, you are.” When she picked up the chastity belt again, I thought she would throw it away. I hoped she might toss it into the bag or maybe even the garbage. Instead, she pressed the plate down against my opening. The dildo penetrated me again. At the same time, she brought the belt around my waist. Instinctively, because I just had to cooperate, I lifted my hunches because I didn’t really understand what was about to happen, not until I heard the click.



“Wait, what did you just do?” I asked as a terrifying realization began to slide into place.



“I put you back in chastity, slave,” she said. “What did you tell me? Oh, that’s right. I can do whatever I want with you because you are mine.” Just like that, she reasserted her authority over me. After she freed me from the restraints, I thought about trying to wiggle out of the chastity belt, but I knew it would be useless.



“Don’t worry,” she said. “I’ll let you out at some point. Probably.” She chuckled before she pulled me into her arms and started to doze because she was tired after all of her pleasure. In the meantime, I had to lay there on my back like a pillow for my mistress as I worked to accept my new status.







The End
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