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Thank You, Mistress

I joined the online meeting with my editor-in-chief Jonaton to be greeted by the sight of him in a slightly ridiculous Alpine outfit with a rich mahogany wall as a background. A long curl of steam was rising from a drink in front of him and he had a cigar hanging from his mouth like some kind of skinny Winston Churchill. Whatever this was about, it was important enough for him to interrupt his ski holiday. Or more likely, his Après-ski holiday, since I imagined the privileged little playboy spending much more time at the bar than on the slopes.

“I’m going to make this quick. We’re in a bit of a pickle and need your help.”

He must have been hanging out with his London friends because he was already beginning to copy their accents and mannerisms. I marveled at what a slimy but effective social chameleon he was.

It didn’t take long for him to explain the problem and his favored solution. Two of the magazine’s newer star writers, Jace and Colby, had been injured in some ridiculous incident involving a downhill unicycle race and too much booze. It was going to seriously affect their prolific output, requiring the other writers to “step-up,” in order to keep the content mill working. They were both adventure sports guys so it was no real surprise, although I was slightly amused to see that it was a physical injury and not a MeToo thing that had taken them out of the game. The women in the office had a pool on how long it would be until once of these arrogant dipshits got themselves in trouble with HR. Ironically, they hadn’t even been researching an article when the accident happened—just being irresponsible dudebros.

“The guys were putting out at least three articles a week, each, and now they are going to be out of commission for a month. I’m going to need you to double your output, at least.”

I sighed and tried to hide my annoyance. I had wanted more, and better stories. It was part of why I had agreed to start writing the sex columns. Still, I didn’t like how demanding he was being. I had never enjoyed being bossed around, but now that I was dipping my toes into the femdom lifestyle it felt downright unnatural. Not for the first time, I imagined taking a crop to my editor-in-chief.

“I could probably do some political sketches, interviews, things like that?”

“No, sorry. Everyone loves your feature writing, but it’s the sex stuff that’s getting clicks. We need more of that to carry us through here.”

For once in his life he looked serious, despite the woolly hat on his head. I could tell there was no point in arguing, although perhaps there was some room for negotiation.

“Those articles take a lot of work. They’re based on first-hand experiences. There’s a limit to how many I can do a week.”

“Make them up, base them on other people. You could do a diary, or some listicles. Halloween is next month, you could work that in?” he looked desperate but determined. “You’ll come up with something.”

“When I agreed to write this stuff I said I wanted more serious stories. I don’t want to end up stuck on this forever.”

Truth be told I was enjoying writing, and researching, my sex column more than I wanted to let on. Still, it was published anonymously, so I needed to keep my more serious, public-facing articles flowing if I wanted to make a name for myself.

“I know, but we can make it worth your while Paisley. When things calm down you can pursue any interview you like, top story, front page guaranteed. OK?”

“I’ll come up with something.”

“I know you will,” he smiled at me smugly. “Toodles!”

I pushed my chair away from the table and double-checked that my webcam was off before standing up. “God, what a dick.”

“What are you going to do?” my sexy boyfriend Nick asked, crawling out from under the table. I had taken to a fun little of having him rub and kiss my feet during my work day, if he had any downtime. One of the benefits of working from home.

“I have no idea,” I slid off my panties and sat back down. “Why don’t you make me feel good while I have a think?”

***

The truth was that I did have one idea germinating, one that continued to evolve and solidify over the next few days. My regular reading about BDSM (all in the name of research, of course) had introduced the idea of chastity cages to me. At first, I struggled to understand the appeal. Although I enjoyed teasing and even denying my boyfriend Nick, I adored seeing his cock get hard for me when I did so. I loved playing with it, and of course regularly needed a good hard fuck.

I was curious about chastity play though, wondering if it was all just part of some medieval-inspired fantasy or whether people actually did it. I asked our new friend Val, the sexy older dominatrix who had somewhat taken me under her wing, whether it was something she had played with. She told me that she had and that, in fact, a cock cage had been a key part of training her sexy boytoy Tom to be a perfect submissive for her. She waxed poetic about the potential of chastity play for spicing up the daily grind, molding a sub’s behavior, and taking your BDSM lifestyle to the next level.

“A lot of women in the scene lock their men up, and some maledoms use it on women as well. I think the symbolism just works so well, you know? It’s not just their cock in a cage, it’s their manhood, their sexuality. And you get to carry around the key to it. You guys should try it!”

That more or less convinced me. I liked the idea of having that power over Nick, but still being able to unlock him for fun and games on my terms. It would add another psychological layer to my dominant personality, which was becoming more and more central to our relationship. I loved teasing my boyfriend and seeing how pliant and eager to please he became. Denying him the opportunity for self-release would only add to that.

And, like a sign from God, October was coming up. Online communities with an interest in male chastity called that Locktober, which seemingly meant a month-long commitment to chastity play. There were no fixed rules and everyone seemed to approach it differently, with some couples doing it 24/7 and some including periodic releases. Some people allowed their subs to orgasm under supervision while others insisted on no orgasms. That meant I could potentially have my cake and eat it too.

Looking at posts and articles from previous years, many people kept interesting diaries about their experiences from both perspectives. That meant that it wasn’t just a hot idea, it was a perfect bit of grist for the content mill. Rather than writing a one-off article about one night, I could get weeks' worth of interesting content while exploring chastity. It was a win-win.

Or at least, it would be if Nick agreed to it.

“Hey baby, what are you planning to wear to the Halloween party?” I asked Nick over dinner. Some of my old college friends were holding a big costume party to celebrate spooky season and I was insistent that Nick should join me.

“Not my kilt, that’s for sure,” he said, a joking-not-joking kind of grumpiness in his voice. As a proud Scotsman Nick owned a kilt for special occasions, like weddings and graduations, but he refused to wear it for anything more frivolous. He had initially enjoyed the attention it brought but had soon grown impatient with people asking what was under the kilt or whether he knew their great-great grandma from the old country.

“Awww, but you would look so handsome in it!”

That was certainly true. I would dearly have loved to show him off in his sexy traditional outfit, like a piece of hot army candy, but I had to respect his decision. In fact, I had never actually seen him wear it in person. I told him he could wear whatever he liked, and then moved on, wondering whether he would be any more amenable to my other suggestion.

I waited until we were cuddling on the couch after a bath to broach my new article idea and his role in it. His expression as I explained my interest in male chastity was inscrutable, moving far too quickly between interest, arousal, skepticism, and horror for me to get a firm grasp on what he was thinking. It took a fair about of flirtatious persuasion, including promises that he could spend November having whatever fun he wanted with me, but Nick eventually agreed to play along with my Locktober plan. We agreed that his cock would be freed a few times a week for cleaning and playing with and that orgasms were still on the table, but I insisted that I would get to be in charge throughout. While Nick was mostly concerned about his dick and his chances of coming, I was far more interested in how chastity would change our sexual dynamic. I wanted to see if it would, as Val had suggested, deepen his sense of submission.

I sent him away to shave his pubes in preparation for the cage I would get the next day, resolving to do a short trial run before the 1st of October. He presented himself to me, looking a little sheepish, and I rewarded him with the sloppiest, most enthusiastic blowjob of his life. Nick fell asleep in my arms almost immediately after exploding in my mouth, looking surprisingly peaceful for a man who had just agreed to hand over control of his cock.

***

We managed to fit in little practice session before the beginning of October proper. I had ordered the CB-X chastity kit after taking some measurements and doing a preposterous amount of research, wading through the surprisingly large variety of cock cages on the market. It took a little effort to fit Nick’s large cock into it, but it was well worth it from my point of view. Just the sight of his proud prick all locked up was enough to tickle my funny bone and my clit.

I hid my amusement and sent him to the bodega for some celebratory beers so we could see how comfortable it was to walk in. When he reported back that it was bearable we toasted with a little drink which quickly turned into a dirty makeout session at my instigation. He winced a little as his cock struggled to get hard, something which only spurred me on more. Not wanting to push him too quickly, I soon released him from the cage and rewarded him with a nice, simple fuck. It would be the last bit of vanilla sex that he would be having for a while.

My plan for the first week was to keep Nick nice and on edge with lots of kissing and teasing, but to release him for a couple of orgasms… if he behaved. I knew it would be a difficult transition and that he would need to be eased in. Peppering in some rewards would help to keep him motivated.

Still, I was mindful of some advice that Val had given me. The chastity cage couldn't be allowed to simply become some sort of mild inconvenience he could get used to, something to fade into the background. Not if I wanted to let this adventure lead us anywhere interesting. To make the most of this I would have to make sure he was constantly thinking about sex and about me. Once his mind was in that place, focused and increasingly dependent on my attention, I could begin to dominate him with my mind as well as my body.

If that all sounds a little manipulative, I suppose that’s because it was. However, I discussed all this with Nick in advance, explaining that Locktober would be about me holding his key and controlling his orgasms rather than him just going along with the physical limitations.

“You should still use your safe word and we still have to communicate, but it’s sort of going to be like us doing a BDSM scene for the whole month. Is that OK?”

“I’m probably going to regret this… but yes,” he smiled at me, cheeky and self-confident despite what we were discussing. “Sexy time that lasts for a whole month. There are worse things than that!”

The first day of October was a Tuesday, and one of the rare days when I had to go into the office. I woke up early to make Nick some breakfast in bed, buttering him up before getting his cock locked away. I made sure to leave one key hidden, telling him that he could phone me for the location in case of an emergency. The other one hung around my neck, safely out of sight under my turtleneck but always close to my heart.

I found myself happily distracted all day, imagining how Nick felt at home. Was he busying himself with work, or driving himself mad by thinking about me? I hoped the latter, so tried to take things in that direction by sending him some increasingly flirty texts as well as a nice picture of me in a bikini from our last trip to Mexico. I rushed home after my meetings, keen to play with my new toy like it was Christmas morning.

Nick was just out of a meeting when I got home, allowing me to immediately pull him in for a passionate kiss. I pressed my body against his a little tighter than usual, getting an electric little thrill when I felt the hard plastic against my thigh. I had worn high heels today with the express intention of cajoling him into a foot rub, which I enjoyed while he told me about his day. He said the cage had been fine, but still took some getting used to. I could sense some delicious discomfort in response to my theatrical groaning as he worked his fingers into my arches. Teasing him like this was so easy, and so much fun.

I insisted that he join me in the bath after dinner, using it as an opportunity to tease him further and observe his response. The look on his face was delicious when I prodded his caged cock and shaved balls with my foot, and his eyes went enjoyably glazed when I told him to soap up my tits. The potential of this game was becoming clearer and clearer to me. Even the most banal interaction could become painfully sexual for Nick, while a sexy bath became a mindbogglingly complex mixture of pleasure and frustration. Meanwhile, I had the control and the freedom to do anything I liked with him. It was everything a fledgling domme could want.

For the next few days, I did everything I could think of to build up his desire and frustration. No opportunity to push my body against his went unused, with every hallway pass or shared trip to the kitchen resulting in deep kisses, suggestive glances, or lewd touches. I swapped out my exercise clothes for lingerie and my pajamas for nothing-at-all, ensuring that even the most innocent conversation was a source of dastardly distraction for Nick.

He began to resist my efforts to wind him up, forcing himself to break off from my kisses or move away from my stroking hands even as his body screamed at him to keep going. Rather than spanking my ass when I bent over near him, he would assiduously look away. I was soon using every trick in the book to get him close to me, stalking him around our house like a big cat prowling on some sexual Serengeti. I insisted that he smell my armpits after my run to see if I needed a shower and pleaded for a rubdown after the gym. Pointing out that I was still in control, and in charge of his release schedule no less, I demanded that he paint my nails while I watched TV in my skimpiest negligee.

Of course, the rigors of chastity only applied to my boyfriend, not me. I was feeling hornier than ever and had no reason to hold back. I had him eat me out once on Tuesday and twice on Wednesday. On Thursday I sneaked off for a loud lunchtime session with my vibrator while Nick was in a boring meeting next door, before demanding that he come and please me with his mouth. It clearly drove him mad, but once he started pleasing me he was as enthusiastic as ever.

He was like a man being pulled in two different directions by the unspeakably powerful forces of frustration and submission, but I knew he could never ask me to hold back my sexuality.

Until, that is, he did.

“I know what you’re doing, and I get it. And under any other circumstances it would be hot as fuck. But my cock is struggling with this and my balls are fucking aching. Could you please tone it down, maybe let me have some moments of normality?”

I had not expected this. Being asked to be less sexy was somehow unthinkable. It was only Friday but already he seemed like a broken man. I would have felt sorry for him, if it didn’t so utterly undermine my plans. Still, Val had warned me about this and furnished me with a solution in advance.

“Do you want to use your safe word? If this is too tough for you, just say so.”

“It’s not that. I just need a little bit less constant teasing. I can barely think straight.”

“Sure baby, if that’s what you want,” I smiled at him coquettishly. “It’s a pity. I was planning on letting you out for some attention of your own tonight. Maybe even letting you come.”

Nick’s eyes lit up.

“But I think maybe you’re right. Let’s give all the sexy stuff a bit of a rest.”

“Well, I mean-“

“Oh, don’t tell me you're that easy? Just the mention of an orgasm is making you change your mind?”

He was always quick with his tongue. “I think if I got to come then maybe it wouldn't all be so distracting and frustrating.”

I pretended to think for a moment. “Mhhhm- no. Let’s go with your first answer. If you’re willing to serve me then you might get to come, but if it’s a little bit of cooling of time that you need then that’s what you’ll get.”

I made sure to wear my frumpiest, comfiest pajamas while we watched movies that night, being perfectly friendly but avoiding anything even slightly sexual. I moved the key from my necklace to an ankle, ensuring that it was always on display to remind him about his predicament. On Saturday morning I got up early, eschewing our usual cuddly lie-in in favor of a bracing run. I greeted him with a chaste kiss on the cheek, setting the tone for the rest of the day. I didn’t quite put him in the freezer, but I didn't give him any heat either.

That didn't stop me from pleasuring myself, mind you, loudly and unashamedly but behind closed doors. I made a point of locking the bathroom door and loudly getting myself off in the shower. It wasn't a subtle point to make- just because you’ve denied yourself the chance to come, doesn’t mean that I don’t get to.

By Sunday it was clear that my plan was working. He had been denied an orgasm for long enough that he desperately needed my attention, while the cage on his cock meant that he was constantly thinking of sex even if he was being denied access to my body. It was quickly becoming clear that his route to pleasure ran through me, even if I was going to be a little cocktease about it. Nick was just going to have to take his medicine.

He started making little jokes about what it would take to get him some attention on Sunday afternoon, jokes I met with the cool response that he could probably work it out for himself. By Sunday evening he was just about ready to beg, like a dog desperately looking at some juicy chicken.

So, that’s exactly what I had him do.

I made Nick strip naked, except for his cage of course, and bound his hands behind his back with a soft rope. My rope skills were still poor and I made a mental note to find some online resources or in-person classes, but I was at least able to make some passable cuffs. I blindfolded him and pushed him to his knees, explaining that he wouldn’t be seeing me naked until he had proved he wanted it, but made a show of loudly stripping off my clothes and leaving them strewn on the floor so that he knew what he was missing.

“So, do you have something you want to say?”

“Please let me see you, touch you. I need it.”

“Hmm, that’s not quite the attitude I was looking for. I want to see some selflessness. Convince me that you don’t just want me to let you come.”

He caught on quickly. “Please let me pleasure you. Seeing your body is reward enough.”

“Ah, so you’d be happy not to come for the rest of the month?” I leaned in close, letting him smell my perfume.

“Um, I, well-”

“Don’t worry, I’m not that cruel. You’ll have ample opportunity for release, if you convince me that you are focused on my pleasure. So, convince me.”

“Your pleasure is my priority I promise, Paisley.”

“Use my proper title.”

“Princess?”

“No.”

“Goddess?”

“Hmmm, no. Let’s try another.”

“Mistress?”

“Perfect,” I enjoyed feeling like a pampered princess, but right now I was feeling far more harsh and domineering, and I wanted a title to suit that mood. “Now convince me that you know your place.”

“Please, Mistress, I’ll do whatever you want.”

“Be specific.”

“I’ll eat your pussy, kiss your ass-”

“No,” I interrupted, determined to press home my advantage and make sure he viewed this whole game the way I wanted. “Those are your rewards. That’s what you are asking me for. What will you do for me?”

He thought for a moment. “I’ll worship you with all my heart, the way you deserve.”

Ah, there we go. He did have a way with words. “Good boy. Show me. Kiss my feet, but keep talking.”

He bent forward with his hands behind his back, almost falling face-first. It took him a moment to find the tops of my feet, but he was soon smothering my toes with his kisses in between more promises of devotion.

“If you want to use your safe word, you can. Otherwise, I want you to understand that I’m in charge for the rest of the month, OK? Those are the rules of the game.”

“Yes, mistress. I’ll be yours to play with. You can tease me and touch me, hit me and hurt me. I’m yours.”

“That’s right. I own your cock. Now, face up.”

Nick angled his blindfolded face up toward me, clearly hoping for a kiss. As much as I wanted to press my lips to his, I was feeling far meaner. Deciding to test just how desperate and submissive he really was, I instead opened his mouth with my thumb and forefinger before spitting directly into it. He looked shocked for a moment but then said the hottest thing I had ever heard.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

My god, that made me fucking wet. From the way his cock twitched in its cage, I could tell it had a similar effect on him.

“Tongue out.”

I gripped his long, thick mane and tilted his face into position, starting to ride it. I ground my moist cunt onto his mouth and nose, enjoying the way his back arched to hold his position. Sitting on the couch and having him lick me would certainly have been more comfortable for me as well as him, but I was loving the role reversal of a man being on his knees, sucking a woman’s clit while she stood tall and proud above him.

Turning around and spreading my cheeks I told, no, I allowed Nick to bury his face in my ass. When I was ready to come I positioned him on the couch and rode his face until I exploded, covering him in my juices and rubbing them into his face. He looked defeated and delirious, happy but yet utterly broken.

I unlocked him with little fanfare and slowly jerked him to a ruined orgasm, removing my hand just as he started to spurt out his pent-up load. Val, backed up by much of what I had read on the internet, had warned me that any orgasm I gave him would risk undoing the good work I had done in getting him into a submissive headspace. Ruining his orgasm by removing stimulation or humiliating him during it would ensure that he remained obsessively desperate and focused on me. Val had recommended post-orgasm overstimulation, but I decided to hold back on that in case I needed another way to punish him.

It must have been incredibly frustrating, but he knew better than to complain. Even if it wasn’t as satisfying as a full orgasm, it should at least relieve some of the heavy pressure in his balls. I sat on the couch and placed my feet on his torso, using his still-bound and now cum-slick body as a rug while we caught our breath.

“That wasn’t too much, was it? You can be honest?” Teasing and safe words aside, I needed to check in.

“This whole thing is a lot, but... It’s hot. I love it when you take control.”

That was music to my ears. I cleaned him up, locked his cock, and then we took a shower together before falling into bed. I fell asleep with Nick spooning me, his strong arms wrapped around my body and his cage pressed against my butt.

We had three and a half weeks to go, and I was just getting started.


Never Not Thinking About You

I decided to introduce a new rule for week 2. My reading had brought me into contact with various games and ideas for how “the prisoner” could earn some freedom and attention. Points systems, card games, and dice rolls were all in the mix. Some women used it as a way of making their partners do more chores, and although I could see the appeal I decided to keep things strictly sexual. He was a great boyfriend in general and I didn't want him to think this was all some manipulative, interpersonal power-grab.

My version of this game would motivate Nick while benefiting me in other ways. I told him that he would receive one minute of uncaged stimulation for each orgasm he gave me, allowing him to build up however many minutes of delicious freedom he liked before redeeming his reward. He could cash in whenever he liked, getting five or ten or fifteen minutes, or whatever in between. Hopefully enough to allow him the sweet release of an orgasm.

Our little Sunday night ritual had thoroughly chastened Nick, but this new arrangement meant that he was now fully under my thumb. I became even more playfully cruel and bossy, teasing him endlessly with my body and demanding constant acts of service both sexual and personal. He sprung to whatever I asked of him, rubbing my shoulders as eagerly as he made me breakfast. And, of course, he was ever willing to pleasure me, since his own release depended on it.

I allowed him to use some newly purchased toys on me, including a clitoral suction vibrator and an almost too-strong wand. After coming three times on the first day of our little game I realized I would have to try and hold back, since I risked giving him far too many opportunities for an unlock. I started to make Nick work for it, begging not for a release but for an opportunity to serve me. I came once on Tuesday morning and once in the afternoon, both times on his face after receiving a thorough foot massage with his tongue. By Thursday night he had worshipped every inch of my body many times over, and that had earned ten minutes of freedom and pleasure. He assumed, given his state of constant heightened arousal, that ten minutes would be plenty of time.

The unlocking deserved a bit of a ritual, so I made sure to tie Nick down firmly with some under-bed restraints since I didn't trust my rope skills yet. He was already plenty worked up, but I spent ten minutes slowly caressing his body, stroking his skin and tweaking his nipples. I took the cage in my warm mouth, drawing a long and desperate groan that was like sweet music to my ears. Still, I decided that his mouth might look good with something in it.

“If you make too much noise I might have to gag you.”

“Yes, mistress,” he said embodying his role.

I put a ten-minute countdown on my phone and propped it up just in the corner of Nick’s eyeline. It would be a tantalizing reminder of just how much pressure he was under.

“Does the countdown start when I begin unlocking you, or when the little guy is free?” I asked, as if the fair answer wasn’t obvious. He was about to make a strong argument for the latter but caught himself, careful not to do anything that might give me an excuse to punish him so close to his goal.

“Whatever you think, Mistress.”

“Good answer.”

I unlocked the cage, slid the ring off, and placed them all to the side. I marveled at his dick, loving the speed at which he began swelling and twitching, like it had a mind of its own. As much as I enjoyed owning Nick’s cock, I had missed the feel of it in my hand.

Spitting into my hand, I started the timer and began to stroke him. Nick pulsated in my palm like there was an insistent heartbeat running through his rod. I took his balls in one hand and massaged them while caressing the length of him ever-so-slowly, enjoying the feeling of control as if I were driving some souped-up luxury car. He was already breathing deeply, trying to have some control over his body’s reactions.

Of course, he was in a bit of a predicament. Come too fast and it would all be over. He might even face punishment and ridicule. Hold on for too long, however, and he might lose his chance for release. It was a delectable dilemma. It was something I could play with.

“Eight minutes to go. Do you think you’re going to come?”

“Yes, mistress, please.”

“What if I do this?” I formed my hand into a slick cylinder and stopped moving it, allowing it to hover just above the head of his cock. He let out a low, deep groan but then took the hint, straining his hips to make contact with my hand. I enjoyed the show for a moment, watching him desperately try to fuck my still hand, before deciding to make good on my promise to gag him.

I slipped off my red lacy panties and shoved them deep into his mouth. Nick accepted them easily and sank back into the mattress as I stroked him again.

6 minutes.

I alternated between hard and soft, fast and slow, trying to bring him close to the edge without quite letting him come.

3 minutes.

Nick’s eyes were rolling backward in his head and I could see the built-up tension in his body. He was close, but not close enough. I stretched out my leg and placed my foot directly over his face, wanting to feel like a powerful mistress. Wanting to remind him of his place.

1 minute.

He let out a long, loud groan of frustration as I removed my hand and started to instead stroke the sensitive underside of his cock with just one finger. If he managed to come like this it would be an interesting experience, frustrating and humiliating even if it did provide some satisfaction. And if it didn’t, well, he could also try again in a few days. Once he had pleasured me enough.

I pinched his nose with my toes as the seconds ticked down, restricting his airflow and forcing him to breathe through my wet panties. When it got to ten seconds I began counting down out loud.

Five, four, three, two… one.

True to the terms of the game I removed all stimulation when the timer ran out, drawing a mighty moan of frustration from my helpless boyfriend. His body was as tight and stiff as a drum while his cock, harder than I had ever seen it, twitched and jerked in total desperation. It was an intoxicating sight.

“Awww, poor baby,” I said, voice dripping his mock sympathy. “I know this is hard, but I’d advise against complaining. Your best bet would be to save up a few more minutes and we can try again.”

I removed the panties to allow him to speak. There was a long pause before a defeated Yes, Mistress.

“In fact, would you like to start earning your minutes right now?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Shouldn’t that be please, Mistress?”

“Please, mistress.”

“Please what?” God, this was such a rush.

“Please let me pleasure you?”

“How?”

“However you like,” he said, his voice desperate.

“Good answer.”

I kissed him deeply on the mouth and then spun around, placing my knees on either side of his head. Sitting back, I straddled his face so that his nose was buried deep in my voluptuous ass. I looked down with pride at my bound boyfriend with his tight muscles and twitching cock, feeling like a queen. A queen on a living, breathing throne.

Justifying my selfishness as giving him a head start on his next release, I rode his face to two quick, explosive orgasms. His tongue must have ached and his face was utterly drenched by the time I fell off him. It was a sexy sight.

I wondered whether he would try to cash in his two minutes now in the hope that I would, in my post-orgasmic bliss, allow him to come. He decided not to risk it though, allowing me to clean him up and put him back in the cage before getting to bed for a cuddle.

“How was that for you?” I asked, wanting his reflections for my own reassurance and for my article.

“I mean, it was frustrating and maddening. I really wanted to come.

“But…”

“But you are an absolutely wonderful mistress.”

“And you’re a wonderful sub.”

“This feels like a totally different kind of sex life. It’s less immediately satisfying but way more intense. More engaging, I suppose. It’s like I’m never not thinking about sex. About you.”

I wrapped myself around him and hugged him tightly, grateful he was going on this journey with me.

Over the next few days I stepped everything up, allowing myself to become an insatiable and demanding slut. Each morning I took my coffee in bed with a side dish of cunnilingus. I made sure that Nick accompanied me for every shower, although not before licking all the dirtiest parts of my body first. I enjoyed shoulder rubs as I ate dinner and foot rubs while I watched TV. At my insistence, he was almost always naked at home, while when we went out I displayed the key prominently to remind him of his role in our little game. On one cold evening, I had him lie naked on the floor to be my foot warmer, an act so decadent that I had to immediately get myself off while he watched. In an act of perverse kindness I decided to count that as him giving me an orgasm, causing him to grovel gratefully at my feet.

I was publishing 3 articles a week detailing all of this, getting Nick’s input as well. I peppered it all with enough psychology, gender politics, and philosophy to keep it interesting but also didn’t skimp on the salacious details. The metrics showed that the articles were well received, with growing readership week-on-week and plenty of debate on social media and in the comments section. Most people were amused, intrigued, or supportive but there were some loud naysayers. Some people simply didn’t believe it, while some men seemed to view it as a misandrist affront to masculinity and traditional values. I could only laugh, reading their comments while my caged boyfriend worshipped whatever bit of my body I directed him to.

As Val had predicted he was more and more genuinely submissive through all of this, becoming completely focused on pleasing me. Nick had always been an attentive partner but now he was positively at my beck and call, eagerly anticipating my needs and desires. It was as if the key around my neck was a magic wand.

By Monday night, the end of week 2, Nick had earned himself 12 minutes of freedom. I had already decided that I would let him come, and although I played with the idea of getting him off as quickly as possible, I instead resolved to be a magnanimous queen.

I left Nick untied but told him to keep his hands to himself. I caressed his body and played with his nipples, building up as much arousal as possible before unlocking him. His eyes went wide and a guttural moan escaped him as I took his cock in my mouth, allowing him to luxuriate in the warmth. This was his reward for serving me so eagerly and I wanted him to enjoy it. I worshipped the entire length of his cock, flicking my tongue against the underside and teasing the head. His shaved balls were shown plenty of love as well, and I decided to insist on him keeping them shaved even once the cage was off.

Once the timer hit six minutes I stopped holding back, deciding to give my boyfriend the sloppiest, most lascivious blowjob of his life. I gagged and bobbed on it, drooling and sucking with reckless abandon. I felt his orgasm build from deep inside his body. I braced myself for a deluge and he didn’t disappoint, exploding deeply inside my hungry mouth.

I held what I could of it in my mouth, opening it up to show him like a girl from a porn movie before swallowing it and smiling. Not very dominatrix of me, I supposed, but I enjoyed sucking his cock. More than that, I wanted to reward him. Show him that there was a carrot as well as a stick.

Nick thanked me with almost religious fervor as he sank back onto the bed. I crawled next to him and put my head on his chest, enjoying his heavy, satisfied breathing.

“You’ve been very good to me. As an extra treat, you can sleep without the cage.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” he murmured, already drifting towards a blissful sleep.

“Can we try something a bit new next week?” I asked, knowing that he would agree to just about anything right now.

“Anything for you,”

“I want to play with your ass.”

“OK,” he said, after a long pause. This was something we had discussed but that he had always seemed a bit wary of. “Just go gentle on me.”

“Always,” I said, stroking his head. I did intend to be gentle. At first.

***

Each day I put a little time aside to play with Nick’s cute little butt, starting slowly with the goal of getting him ready for some proper assplay. He was a little hesitant at first, but some flirting combined with a promise to add two minutes to his freedom each time I played with him soon had him enthusiastically spreading his cheeks for me.

I started with a well-lubed finger, making sure to caress his balls and play with his nipples as I fingered him. We soon graduated to a beaded dildo and then a buttplug. With his cock out of commission Nick took to this new source of pleasure like a parched man finding water in the desert, while I loved seeing how it affected him. There was a tantalizing element of role reversal and I loved the feeling of control. The look on his face as I entered him with my fingers or a toy was delicious. I felt like his body had become some beautiful instrument in my hands. I soon had him wearing a buttplug around the house, preparing his until recently untouched ass for further exploration.

Of course, I was still receiving plentiful attention throughout all this. I had not gotten tired of having a sexy man at my beck and call, willing to brush my hair or make me tea or worship my ass until I came. Interestingly, Nick seemed more and more desperate to please me, not only eagerly trying to give me the orgasms that were the key to his temporary freedom but also volunteering to provide all sorts of other services. It seemed like his sexual desire was becoming focused on submission in all its facets. I noticed his cock leaking with precum as he hand-washed my delicates. He no longer needed to be told to take off my shoes when I got home from the gym, instead kneeling as soon as he heard my keys in the door. This was all working out beyond my wildest dreams.

I swung by a nearby sex shop on the way home from a lunch meeting with a potential contact. It looked like I might be getting an exclusive interview with an insurgent mayoral candidate, a scoop that would have been unthinkable a few months ago, but that my increasing reputation as a journalist had made possible. As exciting as that was, the surprise I had planned for Nick was now my focus.

At my request he finished up his work day an hour early, eager to find out what I had brought back in my bag. I told him to get cleaned up and to pop in one of his plugs before waiting for me on the bed. While he did that I went into our spare room to prepare, slipping out of my business suit and into a strappy set of black leather lingerie. I took my newest toy out of its bag and prepared to blow Nick’s mind.

When I entered our bedroom I was pleased to see that he had dimmed the lights and put on some ambient music before kneeling naked by the bed. It was about one step away from having rose petals on the bed and Barry White on the stereo, but I appreciated the effort. What we were doing might not be traditionally romantic, but that didn’t mean that I wanted it to feel perfunctory. I liked that he was kneeling as well, showing that he understood his place in our Locktober dynamic. As if the cock cage and the well-stuffed ass didn’t do that already.

Nick smiled as he saw my outfit, with the high and tight bra emphasizing my breasts and the silver key that hung between them. His jaw dropped as his gaze reached down to my waist, where I was wearing a strapon harness with a thick, purple, cock. My latest toy and my newest surprise.

“Like what you see, baby?” I asked, affecting what I hoped was a wry sensuality, but which might have just sounded like me doing an impression of a pickup artist.

“I, um- yeah. You look gorgeous, mistress. But are you going to like, fu-”

“Shh,” I said, stepping forward and touching his cheek. The plastic phallus was now eye-level with him, practically slapping his face. “Suck it and I’ll tell you what I’m going to do.”

He hesitated for a moment but then moved forward, taking the head in his mouth. I told him to make eye contact and stroked his hair, trying to get into the mindset that a dominant man must feel when he had a girl on his knees, a reversal of a position that I had been in with Nick many other times. I felt nothing physical, of course, no phantom limb feelings running into my clit. What I did feel, though, was the heady thrill of role reversal.

“I’ve been playing with your ass all week, and you’ve already managed to go up two sizes of plug, so it wouldn’t be much of a shock that I’ve decided to burst your butt cherry. Would it?”

He took the head out of his mouth to answer me but I quickly put it back in. “No, you can talk with your mouth full.”

“Nuh, mishtress,” he said, words garbled by my new appendage. I thrust deep into his mouth, feeling an electric tingle run through my body as his eyes widened and watered while his throat bulged. God, this was fucking hot.

I fucked his face gently but deeply for a moment, trying to get used to the awkward sensation. Val had warned me that the strapon would take some getting used to, especially if you were going to use it to fuck someone. I had to give men some credit- it wasn’t as easy as it looked.

Nick’s eyes had gone into that glazed, submissive state that I was quickly becoming accustomed to seeing. Still, he must have felt a little apprehensive. This cock was far bigger than any plug or dildo I had put in him, even with a week of practice. He was struggling to handle it in his mouth, never mind in his ass. Luckily, I wasn’t that cruel.

“As much as I’m sure that you would love getting your prostate pounded, I don’t think you’re quite ready yet. Maybe next week you’ll be desperate enough for it, and loose enough. Aren’t I kind?”

I removed the cock, allowing him to thank me. His drool was dripping from it and his eyes looked hungry and depraved. Beautiful.

“Still, that doesn’t mean I don’t want a good fuck. Here, stand up.”

I helped him to his feet and then undid the strapon, doing my best not to break character by getting stuck in the harness. I had Nick step into it and tightened it around his waist, positioning it so that the dildo rested just above his real, but currently unavailable, cock.

“Lie down on the bed, and keep looking at me.”

I crawled in between his knees and took his balls in one hand while stroking the spit-slick shaft of the dildo in the other. Nick moaned as I squeezed, the sight of my manicured fingers gripping a fake cock, so close to his flesh and blood one, surely driving him to the brink of madness. Going further, I began lavishing attention on the dildo, licking and spitting on it, taking all of it in my throat while maintaining intense eye contact. He looked aroused and agonized in equal measure.

I enjoyed spanking and pain. I wanted to tie Nick up and use him as human furniture. I adored being worshipped. But this was what I was really getting off on. The mindfuck, the control. The feeling of psychosexual power that went beyond any single action of physical domination. I owned his cock, but the brain is the biggest sexual organ, or so they say. So I wanted to own that too.

After putting on a show for him it was time for me to get fucked. As much as I had been enjoying Nick’s tongue and our toys, I wanted that feeling of being filled. If it sent his mind into a tailspin then, well, all the better.

I straddled him and lowered myself onto the ever-hard and ever-willing dildo. It was big and thick, giving me a moment of discomfort before I adjusted to the girth. I began grinding and gyrating, not holding back on the lewd, pornographic moans.

“God, I bet you wish this was your cock, don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress,” he gasped, eyes wild with mixed emotion. He looked angry and frustrated, submissive and worshipful, all at once.

“I bet your cage hurts when your big dick tries to get hard. What would you do to be able to fuck me right now?”

“Anything.”

“Would you wear your kilt to the Halloween party?”

“Fuck, I would wear anything you like. A skirt, a gimp suit, even a Rangers top.”

Even now we hadn’t lost his sense of humor. Still, the genuine desperation dripped from his voice.

“I’ll bear that in mind. For now, I just want you to lie there and watch while I get myself off on this nice big cock. You can beg, if you want. I like begging.”

Nick whimpered as I reached behind myself and unhooked my bra, allowing my tits to feel air, a freedom he must be yearning for. I took my hard nipples in my fingers and pinched them, bringing myself closer while driving him wild. “Tell me the dirtiest thing you would do for me.”

“Oh anything, Mistress, please.”

“No, I want specifics.”

“I’ll lick your pussy, feet, ass, any part of you, whenever you like!”

“You’ll do that anyway!” I reached down and started playing with my clit.

He raked his brain for a moment, looking up at me with wild eyes before hitting on something suitably filthy.

“I would drink your piss.”

“Ewwww, that’s disgusting,” I laughed and smiled down at him, taking some of the edge out of my mocking. “So dirty.”

“I know,” he replied, face red. “I would do disgusting things for you.”

“Yes. You. Fucking. Would!” I screamed out the last word as I came, the combination of his words and the sensations driving me over the edge. The dildo was a little thicker than Nick but I still preferred his cock, on balance. Still, adding the mindfucking into the mix made this orgasm extra special, even after weeks of slavish service. I could feel the wetness on my legs, covering the dildo and no doubt his body as well.

I fell off to the side and resisted the urge to curl up in a satisfied ball, deciding that this little scene needed a denouement. With some difficulty and jimmied the cum-slick dildo off of the strap, holding it up to his face.

“Clean this off for me baby.”

He did as he was told, licking and sucking my juices off of the shaft. It was decedant, humiliating, but the look in his eyes told me that Nick was into it.

“How do I taste?”

“Perfect, mistress.”

I couldn’t believe my luck. The weather was starting to turn cold, but every day of this month was getting hotter for me. And it wasn't over yet.


Dressed To Impress

To my annoyance the next day brought some bad news as my body turned against me. It was my time of this month, meaning cramps and grumpiness and that unwelcome, unfeminine feeling of dirtiness. Happily, Nick was the sort of man who prided himself on loving his woman every single day of the month, not being scared of a little blood. Still, it meant there were two days when I would have to rely on toys rather than his mouth to get me off. He might not be squeamish, and the idea of having him lick me clean was undeniably hot, but I wasn’t trying to make him look like an extra from Dawn of the Dead.

Having a hot guy around to rub my tummy and stroke my hair and gently suck on my tits while I vibed myself senseless certainly took the edge off my period tension. Still, work and politics and the general stress of living in the city put me in the mood to punish Nick, ensuring a bit of solidarity with my suffering. I waited until he was on his knees giving me a Thursday night pedicure to announce my new plan.

“I’m not going to let you out of the cage until the end of the month, not unless it’s an emergency. OK?”

He practically whimpered in response to the idea of an entire week in the cage but was in too deep to protest now.

“I know it’ll be a little uncomfortable, but I’ll make it worth your while once you’re out. Plus, it doesn’t mean I’m going to stop playing with you. We’ll just be trying out some new things.”

I had come across some videos of caged orgasms, with sexy mistresses using vibrators and anal toys to make cum spurt, or at least dribble hilariously, out of their sub’s cock cage. Some of them even managed to get the men so worked up that they would ejaculate just from some nipple teasing and ball squeezing. It seemed like an amazing twist on the ruined orgasm. I suspected it would be hard to pull off, those people in the videos were professionals after all, but I knew this week would be the perfect opportunity to try.

We had a busy weekend of socializing, which mostly took my mind off of my period and allowed Nick a modicum of distraction. Still, I managed to fit in several sub-assisted orgasms as well as making time to tease him as much as I could. By Sunday the worst of the period had passed and I was once again happy to sit on my throne, celebrating by riding Nick’s face while I brazenly perused porn on my phone. I had attached a small remote-control vibrator to the cage to stimulate him while I enjoyed his tongue, loving the way he jerked and squirmed. Suddenly, I felt his body tense and his hips jerk as it all became too much. I found myself laughing uproariously as I watched the creamy jizz dribble pathetically from the tip of his cage. My laughs turned to groans as I allowed myself to join him in orgasm, although I suspected that mine was far more satisfying.

“Wow, now that you can come in the cage you never need to get unlocked!” I joked. Of course, a deal was a deal and Locktober was just for a month. I was also, to be honest, looking forward to riding his thick cock regularly again. Still, the idea of having him under lock and key permanently did appeal as some sort of far-out fantasy.

For the next few days Nick was like putty in my hands, even more so than usual. After getting over the initial humiliation of coming in his cage he had begun to beg for my attention like some sex-crazed slut. I had already splurged on a larger, vibrating butt plug which I could control with a remote while he was working, leaving him a leaky mess for most of the day. Combining that with a wand on his cage, which I started to call his little clitty, could quickly bring him to a squirming, shuddering orgasm. He had given himself over completely to our new dynamic, anticipating my every need in the hope of earning a humiliating, half-satisfying orgasm. Even when I told him that he would have to eat his mess it didn't stop him, with my strong and masculine boyfriend happily cleaning his come from my fingers. He had become a complete slut for me, and I loved it.

Given how willing he was to debase himself sexually it wasn’t too difficult to persuade him to finally wear his kilt for our friend Jessie’s Halloween party. Still, he did put up some resistance to the idea. He didn’t enjoy the questions about long-lost ancestors, the constant impressions from Braveheart and references to Outlander, or the bemused looks. Considering what he currently had wrapped around his cock, Nick was especially not looking forward to the questions about what a true Scotsman had packing under his kilt. I could see his face go red just thinking about it, which is why I was so insistent that we do it.

I had other reasons for wanting to see him all dressed up. I had only seen him in his full dress kilt in old wedding pictures from when he had been a groomsman. I loved the look, showing off his strong legs in high socks with his thighs just visible, a knife in one sock, a smart suit up top, his long hair flowing free. He looked classy and brutish all at once, in the best possible way. Seeing it in real life didn’t disappoint.

None of our friends knew about my sex columns, with the anonymity of a pen name affording Nick his dignity. I allowed him to wear underwear and shorts under the kilt to prevent an accidental revelation, but we both knew that it was there. He certainly would, since I had been teasing and denying him all day in preparation for tonight, the final night of Locktober. Not helping matters for him, I had dressed as Catwoman. It was a classic, almost generic outfit, and I hadn’t splurged for an expensive outfit like the ones Val had shown me, but it allowed me to parade around in tight leather with a whip in one hand. Some of our friends made off-hand dominatrix jokes, not realizing how close to the truth they were. It made Nick blush and made me wet. Unlike him, I wasn’t wearing any underwear.

Nick charmed the crowd in his usual ways, chatting confidently about whatever came up and fielding questions about his outfit with good humor. I could see him make an effort not to stare at any of our female friends, who had each come as a sexy-something. Vampires, cowgirls, and policewomen all with far too much skin on show. Like they say in Mean Girls- Halloween is the one night of the year when a girl can dress like a total slut and no other girls can say anything about it.

I did my best to draw his attention to all the flesh on show though, jokingly grinding up on any girl who would let me, letting them run their hands over my leather and not missing any opportunity to compliment their bodies. Nick was being a perfect gentleman, but I loved the idea of making this final stretch of chastity as difficult to bear as possible. He would thank me for the memories, later.

We spent the night drinking and dancing, kissing and flirting, until it was time to head home. In the past it would have been an all-night rager, but now that everyone had proper jobs the party started to wind down around midnight. A few die-hards suggested a club but I decided not to put Nick through that. Besides, I had plans to end the last night of Locktober with a bang.

By the time we got home we were tired and tipsy, but neither of us were going to let the opportunity for one last October play session pass us by. I told Nick to go and put a butt plug in while I prepared to room, taking one yet-to-be-revealed toy from the closet and hiding it under a pile of dirty clothes. When he came back he looked sheepish as well as ravenous, staring at every inch of my leather-clad body. The outfit was helping me feel sexy and confident, but after the month he had endured I was sure he would be looking at me with lust even if I was wearing a potato sack.

I had him help me out of the tight outfit, peeling it off until I stood naked in front of him. Between the dancing and the teasing I had gotten myself both sweaty and worked up. In the past that might have caused me to go running for a shower, but tonight I was happy to use it.

“Do you know how cats clean themselves?” I asked, a rhetorical question since I knew he had grown up with cats.

“They lick themselves clean.”

“That’s right. So how does Catwoman get herself clean?”

My sexy, strong, submissive boyfriend answered with actions rather than words, moving in to kiss and then lick my neck, one of my most sensitive areas. I allowed myself a moment of supplication to his touch, imagining how he might use me when it was his turn. Tonight, though, was all about me.

“Start at the bottom,” I commanded, pushing him down. He did as he was told, licking the tops of my toes. I turned to offer him my soles, bracing my hands against the wall for balance, and slipped my toes into his mouth. He moved up, kissing both legs on his way to my wet pussy. For the next few moments I enjoyed the feeling of his tongue touring over each part of my body. He teased my clit, worshipped my tits, and feasted on my big ass. It felt wonderful, and part of me wanted to lie back and let him do this to me until I fell asleep.

“Would you like to be unlocked tonight?”

“Yes, please, mistress,” he answered quickly. Now that his underwear had been removed I could see drops on the floor from where his caged cock had leaked precum.

“No.”

“It is after midnight. It’s technically November.”

“Yes, but technically I didn’t lock you up until the morning. You owe me a few more hours.” He looked like he was about to argue, so I directed his head to my cunt and stroked his head. That was one way to shut him up. “I could let you out now, maybe. If you beg.”

“I can beg,” he said. Looking at his desperate eyes, I believed him.

“Beg for the peg.”

“The peg?” he said, eyes wide. Of course, he had known this was on the cards since I showed him the strap-on last week, but he was worried about the sheer size of it. Two weeks of anal play had gotten his asshole much more used to toys and attention, but that dildo was on another level. Luckily for Nick, I wasn’t that cruel.

“Yeah, I wanna see you begging for a pegging.”

I went to the pile of clothes on the floor and pulled out the new toy I had stashed earlier. It was a new strapon, smaller and sleeker with a particularly fun design. It had a small vibrator on the inside edge which I could insert into myself so that I was receiving stimulation even while I pounded him with the substantial, but more manageable, front-facing cock. A win-win.

I strapped the harness around me and stood in front of him, unbuttoning his shirt but not yet telling him to remove his kilt. “So, beg.”

The words began pouring out as he pleaded with me to unlock him and take his ass. I soon had him slobbering on my cock like a little whore, enjoying the show and the power rush. I couldn’t believe how far we had come in just a few short months. It was disorientating, but yet felt oh so right.

“Fiiiine,” I said, pulling the cock away from his face. I grabbed a handful of his thick hair and pulled his face up toward mine, kissing him deeply and obsessively. “Go lie on the bed.”

I undid the buckles on his kilt and took it off him before plucking the key from around my neck. I spoke soothingly as I began unlocking him, deconstructing the cock cage and releasing the base of his shaft from the ring.

“You looked so fucking sexy tonight, like a big strong Highlander. Still, maybe next time I can persuade you to wear a little tartan skirt and pop socks instead.”

He groaned in relief as his cock felt freedom for the first time in a week, with it quickly growing into a veiny and triumphant shaft. Unable to resist, I took it in my mouth and bobbed, feeling it shake and quiver in my mouth. It felt like he was ready to come already. As much fun as it would be to mock him for a quick little accident, I wanted to have my fun first.

Deciding to waste no time, I quickly removed his plug and spread some more lube on my strap and around his ass. I took his long legs and threw them over my shoulders, thankful that he was flexible enough to handle it. I teased his hole but stopped just before putting it in, building the anticipation.

“You sure you want this?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, Mistress. Tell me you want me to pop your cherry.”

“Please Mistress, please fuck my ass. I’m yours.”

“That's right, you’re mine. Not just for this month either. Even when the cage is off, you’re going to be my little boytoy.”

I didn’t know where that came from, but to my delight, his eyes lit up with desire.

“Yes, I’m, yours Paisley.”

Hearing my name, in that context, in that sexy fucking accent, was even better than hearing him call me mistress. The time for teasing was over, I needed to take him right then.

Nick’s asshole pushed back several times out of instinct but with lube and persistence it wasn't long until I was inside him. His eyes looked wild, unfocused but somehow intense, as I began to slowly fuck him. Despite very much finding my dominatrix persona over this month, I made sure to be gentle with him. Games aside, this was my sweet and loving boyfriend.

Plus, you shouldn't break your toys, right?

The physical act of fucking him was harder than I had expected, requiring a lot of effort and coordination for this time of the night. Still, I could feel myself getting into it even before I turned on my own vibrator, the sounds he made and the look on his face giving me a satisfying thrill. I flicked the switch and felt the toy begin to pulsate inside of me, quickly bringing me close to orgasm.

He had to have felt it too, the vibrations traveling from my bit of the strap through to his. Or perhaps it was simply the look of pleasure on my face that did it for him. Either way, I could see Nick fast approaching the brink alongside me. I took his twitching cock in my hand and started jerking, wanting to see him drained and ruined underneath me.

“Come for me baby. Come for me.”

He exploded with a roar I had never heard before, his body clenching and then releasing as arcs and arcs of hot jizz shot out of him. It covered my hand and stomach even as it coated his own chest, a testament to how pent-up he was. Meanwhile, I shook with pleasure as the toy and the tableau did their work on me.

“Happy November, baby.”

“Mhhhm,” he moaned as I slid out of him.

“I hope you had fun. I certainly did.”

“It was amazing,” Nick murmured, exhausted. He was so cute in these moments. “You’ll always have the key to my heart.”

“And to your cock?” I asked. I was joking, mostly. I wouldn’t want this arrangement to be permanent, but I also wanted to try this game again.

“Maaaaybe. Sometimes.”

That was good enough for me. After all, I didn’t need his cock in a cage to know that he was my boytoy, and that the world was at my feet.
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Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/itOChnP


The Cougars In Control Bundle

A sexy air hostess rediscovers her sexual power when she takes a nervous pilot under her wing. An art teacher tries out her ideas about edging and orgasm control on her willing model. A cocky masseuse has his fun with his sex clients, bites off more than he can chew when his bosses wife hires him for a special job.

Watch these kinky older women use their experience and authority to dominate the young studs (un)lucky enough to fall into their clutches.

These stories range from gentle femdom with lots of teasing to hard humiliation with lots in between. Expect body worship, orgasm control and rough, filthy sex.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/enxANKc
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