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 On Display 
 
      
 
    Something happened. He understood this, yet the pieces refused to click together. He couldn’t get his head to work properly. Everything seemed fuzzy and distorted, at least for a second or two. 
 
    Then it seemed like his brain started to boot up like some old computer, whizzing and sputtering as it worked through those opening procedures. 
 
    Matt opened his eyes, groggy but mostly alert. The drugs they had given him were clearing from his system pretty quickly, he realized. They wanted him awake and aware for this. His heart rate jumped when he thought of what was going to happen. Breathing was more difficult as well. They had placed a ball gag in his mouth. The taste of rubber filled his nostrils and gathered at the back of his throat. Naked except for the collar around his neck, he must have looked absurd. 
 
    Only a few days ago, he had worn a suit and tie. He had strutted through his office with absolutely no clue about what would happen. It seemed so unlikely, so improbable, and yet there he was, trapped and waiting for the next round of training. It would mean pain, humiliation, or both. 
 
    Hoping to keep those predictions at bay for a little longer, Matt tested his restraints. He found himself on his knees, his hands cuffed behind his back, his knees and ankles strapped to the platform upon which he was forced to kneel. 
 
    First he tested the cuffs. Perhaps he could wiggle his hands free. He tried to clench his thumb against the palm of his hand and pulled. Matt pulled until it felt as though the cuff’s metal edge might rip through his skin and tear into his flesh. 
 
    After he had to stop, panting through his nose, he wanted to grin. Of course that was mostly impossible with the red ball lodged in his mouth. But still, it was funny to think of how the others might react if they found him damaged. That was one form of rebellion, he supposed, though he had no intention of pursuing that line of thought any further. 
 
    Matt had one goal. He had to get away. If he could manage it, he had to do it before the others arrived. He could already imagine their giggles and twitters as they pointed him out. 
 
    They had him bound on a platform in the middle of a room. This room was probably inside of some mansion or office building. It didn’t really matter. These women had so much power, so much influence. And no one knew about their more furtive activities. Considering the wealth they could wield, it made perfect sense. 
 
    Since he couldn’t slip either hand free, Matt started to work on his legs. The leather straps had been tightened and secured with small padlocks. He leaned forward and tried to examine as much of them as possible. Without any other choice, he tried to squirm forward, thinking maybe if he could work his way free a fractioned inch at a time, then he might have a decent chance of getting away. 
 
    He heard steps, the clicking of high heels on the smooth, concrete floor. It had been polished and glistened with the overhead lights. The sounds came from behind Matt, so he froze. 
 
    Jenna circled around his platform. Matt wished he had kept his eyes closed so she might think he remained unconscious, but it was too late now. Their eyes met and he felt himself sink down with a fresh wave of humiliation. 
 
    For her part, Jenna took in the sight of the hapless male. A smirk dashed the corner of her lips. He was a good specimen, she thought, muscled and well groomed. Clearly, he was the sort of man who liked to impress women. Well, those days had ended. He could certainly entertain them, maybe make an impression, but he would never been seen as intimidating or powerful ever again. Jenna and her friends would make sure of it. 
 
    Because of the gag, he couldn’t speak and didn’t want to degrade himself further by trying. Still, he glared at her. 
 
    Jenna gave no sign she was impressed or intimidated. Instead, she gave a tiny shake of her head and grinned. “You’ve been so good, but it’s going to get even better. But first, you’re going to take this.” She slipped her hand into her pocket and pulled out a tablet. 
 
    Matt swallowed and let out a little whimper. Then, in the most patronizing tones he could imagine, Jenna leaned forward with her hands braced on her knees. She looked down at him and explained, “This is going to keep you nice and hard for the presentations. Won’t that be fun?” 
 
    He growled back at her even as she reached around his head and unbuckled the strap. She pulled the ball from his mouth and dropped it to the floor at his side. “Are you going to behave?” 
 
    When they first captured him, one of her friends had used a shock prod to train him into submission. Matt remained defiant at his core, but he couldn’t risk punishment, especially when he couldn’t strike back at her. 
 
    “Open up,” Jenna ordered. She was not going to allow for any hesitation. 
 
    Wishing he could do something else, Matt opened his mouth and allowed her to place the tablet on his tongue. Then she placed her palm beneath his chin and pushed his mouth shut. He swallowed it and wondered how long it would take for the drugs to kick in. 
 
    “Good boy,” she told him and stroked his chin. His skin lit with blush. No matter how much he would have wished to remain calm and detached, Matt couldn’t help it. They had him. They trained him. His body continued to sting with the hurt from those first moments when he woke up and found himself in her power. 
 
    Jenna grabbed up the gag again and told him to open up. He seethed, breathing through his nostrils as he glowered as hard as he could. Again, she simply giggled to herself. From her perspective, he must have been very entertaining. After all, this man had once thought of himself as a person who could decide his fate. Now he belonged to them, and tonight would be so much fun for Jenna and her colleagues. 
 
    She patted him on the head like a little boy who finally learned his lessons. He squirmed some more against his restraints and grunted through the gag. She chuckled once more, tweaked his nose, and left him alone. He turned his head to watch her go until she disappeared behind the door. 
 
    Left alone, Matt started to calm down again. 
 
    Several minutes passed before he realized what was happening. The chilled air wafted on his skin and sent goose bumps along his skin, but something else happened. Without meaning too, he started to think of Jenna and how it would feel to have her beneath him. She was beautiful, sexy in a way few men could ever hope to control, but he imagined himself in charge of her. 
 
    His cock hardened. He glanced down and saw his penis had stiffened. In the same moment, his body started to simmer with desire. He didn’t know what they had planned for him, but Matt had no doubt that he wasn’t going to like it. They were going to tease him, play with him. He started to struggle again and tried to work himself free. 
 
    As Matt worked against the restraints, he thought of how he got here. 
 
    It all started with a job offer. He had worked as an accountant and analyst with a local research firm. He had been good at his job and had the inside track to a management position. Everyone at his job respected him. They saw him as an intelligent, ambitious, and cunning young man who had big goals and intended to accomplish each and every one of them. Ever since college, Matt had succeeded. He took charge of any situation and did a great job. 
 
    He had respect. He had money. He had some excellent prospects. 
 
    And then a headhunter called him and said a new company wanted him. Matt had been surprised and flattered at first. Someone wanted him. He had been doing such a good job that a whole new enterprise decided he had value. Thinking he would enjoy the interview, he went to meet with one of their representatives. It was Jenna. She had smiled and flirted with him and finished off the interview with a job offer that included a huge pay bump. 
 
    Matt agreed. 
 
    The next week, he showed up at work. It was a beautiful building, but as he walked the halls, he did notice something strange. All of the employees were female, virtually all of them incredibly attractive. They wore tight skirts, fitted blouses, and sexy vests that squeezed their breasts. He figured they hadn’t gotten around to hiring any men yet, but then the jitters of the first day took over and he tried to focus more on his actual job. The second he sat down, another woman showed up and offered him a coffee. Matt had a couple sips and promptly passed out. 
 
    When he woke up, he found himself chained against the wall, stripped down to his underwear, gagged, and surrounded by those same women. Before he could groan or try to ask what happened, Jenna had stepped forward and informed him of his new situation. 
 
    “Matt, if you have not yet figured it out, your job offer was no simple hiring situation. Instead, you are now a slave. As a company, we make our money by capturing cocky and easily trained men. You are our latest conquest. In the next few days, you’re going to be trained.” Eyes wide, he wondered what would happen after that. She anticipated his question but didn’t seem to mind, “Next, you’ll be put on display for our clients to view.” 
 
    On display? He hadn’t understood at first. Thinking became nearly impossible as the women came forward and started to train him. They shocked him with cattle prods and paddled and spanked him. Before long, Matt had seized resisting because he couldn’t get away. They were too fast, too strong, and they had him somewhere secure. 
 
    So now he was on display. 
 
    He was restrained on a platform raised about three feet over the floor. The rest of the room was empty, its walls bare. There were tables with wine glasses, each one shimmering and bubbling. There were probably other rooms with other men, he thought. 
 
    His lips tightened as Matt tried to work himself free. He froze when he heard something else. 
 
    Jenna. She was talking to a group. 
 
    “Ladies, tonight we have a fine crop of specimens for your attention. Each one is a fine example of masculinity. Several have been completely trained and are ready to serve as faithful slaves. Others have only been disciplined enough to teach them what it means to be property. They haven’t been completely broken in yet.” There was a pause, “We like to think some of our clients prefer to bring these boys to heel on their own.” An appreciative twitter of giggles and applause echoed into the chamber where Matt found himself. 
 
    Heart pounding, he waited several moments, praying for another chance to escape. They had him on display like a toy, a piece of meat, something to be purchased. He yanked harder and only managed to get his shackles to dig deeper. The metal of his cuffs bit into his skin. 
 
    The sound of footsteps grew louder, and Matt froze. He looked down and shut his eyes to the sound of giggling. 
 
    “He is cute!” someone said. “And he’s so shy!” 
 
    Someone else chortled as well, “Oh, I wonder if Jenna and her girls were too harsh with him. Think they broke him?” 
 
    “Nah,” said the first woman. “She only picks the best stock. Maybe he thinks this is more respectful. Some slaves don’t like to look right at their betters.” 
 
    Betters? A jolt of anger shot through him. It was the kind of frustrated anger he used to feel when he confronted some problem that eluded a solution. Matt seldom failed completely. Even now his restraints vexed him, but he refused to think of these girls as his betters. 
 
    So he raised his head and opened his eyes, squinting back at them. 
 
    “Hey, I don’t think he liked that,” said the first girl. 
 
    Now that he opened his eyes, he saw they held hands. One of the women was taller, more buxom and quite beautiful in an Amazon sort of way. She looked strong, powerful, and quite dominant. Her companion stood about a foot shorter with a pixie haircut, lithe features, and an impish smile. 
 
    The Amazon grinned back at him, sidled a step closer, and said, “You don’t like that? Huh, must suck for you, being a slave and all. Because someone is going to buy you and play with you. I guess you should hope it’s someone who will be a loving owner.” She held one hand over her mouth as though she were about to share some important secret, “Because a lot of the women here would just take you and tease you and torture you.” 
 
    “Dina, stop it!” said the smaller girl as she nudged the taller woman. “It’s like a zoo. You don’t want to upset the animals.” 
 
    Animals. They saw him as an animal, a toy, and he couldn’t do anything about it. Matt managed to suppress his anger even as another wave of humiliation splashed across his face. He couldn’t help himself. They had total power over him. 
 
    Dina rocked her head from side to side, obviously considering what the smaller girl had said. “Nah, I don’t think he’s an animal.” Both Matt and the girl looked surprised. “Animals are big and scary. This isn’t even a man. I think he’s more of a little girl at heart.” 
 
    “You think he could be the one?” 
 
    Dina smiled back at her companion. “I’m not sure. What do you think? We’ve wanted to get a sissy slave for a while. Think he would be the one?” 
 
    Matt was no submissive, but his face burned bright red at the thought. While online one day, he had gotten bored and read a couple articles about different fetishes. He knew about sissies, those men who served their female owners. But it went passed simple slavery. They were forced into frilly dresses, made to wear makeup like doll-whores, and always degraded by the women who commanded them. These sissies weren’t really men anymore. 
 
    Matt felt his cock twitch at the thought of serving these women. The younger girl noticed and hopped up and down, “Oh my! Did you see that? I think he really liked it. Maybe we should take him home!” She clapped her hands, obviously excited at the prospect of playing with this little boy. 
 
    “Now, now,” said Dina. “We aren’t done looking around yet, are we?” 
 
    The grin faded, “No. We still have a lot of looking to do.” That meant Matt had been right. Other guys must have been restrained and on display here. He didn’t know if that should make him feel better or worse. 
 
    Dina stepped even closer, reached up, and stroked Matt’s cock. It wasn’t to be nice, he realized at once. He groaned through the gag and wished he could have snapped at her to stop. At the same time though, whatever Jenna had given him made his body answer those soft touches. “Such a sweet little dick, but what would we do about it? I don’t think I’d want my slave touching himself all the time, and I’m pretty sure he would be excited all the time.” 
 
    “We could get him a chastity cage,” said the younger girl. “That might be fun. Then, when he had been good, we could let him out and watch him touch himself, but only if he begs first. Yeah, he would have to do lots of begging and housework and stuff.” Then she clapped her hands again, “Oh my God! We could get him a little maid uniform and make him clean like that!” 
 
    “Oh, I like it when you’re mean,” said Dina with an equally savage grin. The bigger woman stepped back and told her companion it was time to check out the other stock. 
 
    As they wandered off to see someone else’s shame, Matt realized he was alone again. Before he could try to escape again, he heard another telltale click of heels on the hard flooring. 
 
    This time it was just one woman. She wore a black leather jacket, thigh slacks, and wore three-inch heels. She had long, straight, black hair that caught the light. She would have fit in with CEOs, diplomats, or world leaders. But tonight, with a wine flute in one hand, she looked somehow more predatory. Tonight wouldn’t be about restraint for this woman. Well, not her restraint anyway. 
 
    Matt swallowed. He remembered this woman. They had met at the elevator on the first day of what should have been his new job. She knew he recognized her and chuckled. “Not what you thought it would be, huh?” 
 
    He raised his head a little higher, puffed out his chest, and wanted to show her he hadn’t caved. They hadn’t broken or trained him. He knew the day might come, but it wouldn’t be now, no matter how they teased him. 
 
    Then he shook his head. No, it wasn’t what he thought it would be. 
 
    “You were really cute, you know, all dressed up and nervous and ready to…” her voice trailed off. “Wait, what did you do exactly?” She must have been a bit tipsy, not that Matt was in any position to do anything about it. 
 
    Matt couldn’t answer, so he didn’t try. Any attempt to speak would have only served to humiliate himself further. At least, he wasn’t drooling. 
 
    His latest tormentor didn’t seem to mind, “Analyst or something? Probably did a lot of math and put together spreadsheets or something. Who knows? Anyway, you won’t have to worry about any of those things anymore, will you? Nah, you’ve gotten yourself into a completely different position now.” 
 
    Matt nodded, wishing he could fight back in some way. The only movement his female captors allowed was to rock from side to side. He couldn’t get free of the cuffs or leg bindings. He was helpless, powerless, and second by second, he had to conclude that he wasn’t going to get free. 
 
    One of these women might buy him. They would take him home and keep him as a slave or a toy. 
 
    The woman in the nice clothes seemed to read his thoughts, “You’re right to be nervous. We aren’t all the same. Sure, everyone here enjoys seeing men put in their place at our feet. We like to watch you crawl and grovel, but there are very different types of owners.” 
 
    Matt’s visitor and latest spectator took a sip and let her drink breathe for another moment. She glanced back at him, almost as an afterthought, “Some of us are pretty cruel. Did you know that some of us enjoy torturing men? Most have beyond the mundane whips and paddles. There are other ways to tease a man, after all, especially one in your position.” She smirked again and nodded at his tumescent member. 
 
    “Have you ever had a woman stroke you for several delicious minutes, only to leave you hanging? I imagine it’s a bad feeling. But what if she kept at it for hours? What if she worked you up until you were panting and nothing came of it? A few of us are really good with orgasm denial. After all, it can be so much fun watching a male struggle and whimper and beg.” 
 
    Matt tried to look calm, but he knew he failed. His expression twisted with fear at the idea. Already, the desire to come had rooted itself in pretty much every inch of his body. 
 
    “And then there are the others. A few might want to feminize you. Me though, I’m a bit different.” 
 
    Matt wanted to ask how. He wanted to know what he might face once one of these women decided to buy him like an animal. Those ideas still seemed so exotic and bizarre, and yet each moment he spent bound and on display proved this was reality. Not a dream, not a delusion, hard reality. 
 
    The woman took another sip. “I think you’d make a good slave boy. I don’t know if I’d let you have clothes, and I would certainly keep you nice and erect at all times. If you failed to keep yourself properly motivated, I would punish you.” She peeked up from the surface of her half-empty cup. “Would you like that?” 
 
    Matt didn’t know how to answer, so he kept watching her, almost as though he didn’t understand. She shrugged, “Fortunately for me, it doesn’t matter what you want. Just be careful. You don’t want to end up the property of someone who is really mean. Just remember that as the girls bid on you.” 
 
    Matt wanted to snarl or growl at her, something dark and scary. But he maintained his composure and didn’t jump at her bait. Just as well, she must have thought, grinning back at him. This woman didn’t tease him any further, which was probably for the best. Matt doubted he could have kept himself from coming. Any attention could have set him off. 
 
    “Would you be a good slave for me?” 
 
    Matt nodded, not because he meant it, but simply because he didn’t want to face this woman’s wrath. If she wanted to smack him or tease him, she could. If she had a camera on her phone, there was nothing in the world to stop her from snapping his image and spreading it around online. 
 
    If Matt ever escaped this tribe of women, it wouldn’t mean anything since they would have destroyed his reputation. 
 
    “I think you would,” she said. “But not for the reasons you think.” 
 
    His eyes flickered a little wider. What reasons then? He couldn’t speak, not through his gag, but she chuckled at the unspoken question anyway. 
 
    “You look like the defiant type, a boy who’s still convinced he should be in control of his life. Getting you to serve would be a lot of fun, don’t you think?” 
 
    Matt glared back at her, the only sign of defiance he could really give, but she enjoyed it anyway. After another sip, she emptied her glass and let it dangle from her petite fingers. “I could whip you and ride you like a little pony. Oh, yes, that would be a lot of fun. But you know, I think the best humiliations are verbal, don’t you?” 
 
    He didn’t know what she meant, but he responded with a tug on his restraints. The straps kept him immobile, powerless. 
 
    “Forcing a man to admit that he is really a boy at heart, small, weak, ultimately in need of a strong hand to make him behave; those are some of the best ways to train a man. He should have to admit that he is a slave, a pet, property, all of those delightful titles.” 
 
    Matt wouldn’t do it. His automatic, knee-jerk reaction proved she was right, not that he would or even could admit it to her. 
 
    The woman stepped closer and touched her fingertips to his cheek. She turned his head from side to side, inspecting him as though she might a horse or some other animal she had considered purchasing. “You know, I think I’ll bid on you myself.” 
 
    Matt tightened his eyes in an angry squint, but she had already turned her back on him and drifted back from the room. He strained against the straps again, but they wouldn’t budge. His cuffs didn’t yield either. He probably bruised his wrists trying to free himself though. 
 
    Once he settled down a bit, he was pulled back to a different sort of frustration. Bowing his head, he saw his cock stuck out. He hated being so aroused, but the drug they fed him kept him nice and stiff. It didn’t matter what he thought about, his body simply remained excited. 
 
    Swallowing, Matt closed his eyes and let himself relax for a moment. He pictured Jenna again, naked, tied down. He saw himself playing with her, pinching her nipples and making her cry out. He especially loved the idea of touching her and teasing her until she had to beg for his cock. Then he would plow her and make her regret having ever thought of humiliating him like this. 
 
    The desire for a climax roared through Matt’s chest, but it didn’t matter because he couldn’t do anything. 
 
    Before he had tried to free himself to get away, now he just wanted to touch himself! Just a few seconds, a couple strokes, that’s all it would have taken. He grunted and growled as the frustration started to dig through him. Then he stopped and listened when he thought he heard something. 
 
    Swallowing, suddenly very nervous, Matt opened his eyes and found another pair of young women. They were both very pretty. One wore black tights, a white blouse, and dark grey vest. The other girl had on a black, pleated skirt and dark red top. Together, they looked like pixies or elves, both lithe and graceful. 
 
    “What do we have here?” asked one of them. 
 
    The other girl cocked her head to one side as she considered the prisoner. “He has a lot of potential.” 
 
    “You think so?” 
 
    Matt wanted to ask about what sort of potential they saw in him. He was certain he wouldn’t like it, whatever it happened to be, and yet even a nugget of information might have made him feel worse. 
 
    “I don’t know, Trisha,” said the first girl. “He doesn’t really have the features for it.” 
 
    “It’s not the features,” Trisha explained. “More his affect.” She stepped closer and smiled at him, speaking to him for the first time, “Would you like us to take you home? We could take really good care of you!” She said it in the singsong voice of a babysitter. 
 
    Matt didn’t know how to answer. Should he try to encourage them? The first three women who had inspected him were all pretty cruel. The last one made it especially clear how if he ended up with the wrong owner, his life might become extremely difficult and painful. These girls sounded like they wanted a new toy. 
 
    The second girl shook her head from side to side as she evaluated him. “He does look pretty adorable with the ball gag. Do you think he’d look just as good with a pacifier?” 
 
    Pacifier? What? Matt didn’t think he heard her correctly. He must not have because there was no way they would ever try something like that with him.  
 
    “Oh, I think he likes it, Molly.” Trisha clapped her hands and laughed as though this were the best discovery she could have imagined. “And just think of how he would look crawling around, diapered, and when he gets hungry—oh!—we can give him a bottle or feed him mush. He would be a wonderful baby doll!” 
 
    Molly grinned back at him, but there wasn’t the same girlish innocence there. “What about his cock? He would have needs. Or do you want to keep him grumpy all the time?” 
 
    A bit of Trisha’s excitement dissipated until she said, “Well, if he’s in a diaper anyway…” Her voice trailed off the suggestion obvious and humiliating. Despite himself, Matt started to fight at the restraints. At the same time, he shook his head. No! They couldn’t do that to him. Getting used as a sex slave, even one who went without satisfaction, would be better. He couldn’t let them take him. 
 
    If anything, his resistance only made them want him more.  
 
    Molly clicked her tongue, “Oh, okay. Now I’m really starting to see it. We could get him a little harness and make him into the perfect diaper slave. We would control him in every way imaginable.” 
 
    Matt imagined it. He saw himself leashed, diapered, dressed in absurd baby clothes, and he would have these two beautiful girls mocking and teasing him the whole time. And then he stopped, his body locking up when he realized what diapers were for. 
 
    Trisha hopped up and down at his expression. She read him perfectly as she flapped her hands and folded them over her chest, “He’s got it! He’s got it!” Then she stopped and came a bit closer, leaning forward as though she were sharing some deep and important secret, “That’s right. We’ll have you diapered, and we’ll make you use them. Soon, you’d be completely diaper dependent. You’d have to crawl up to one of us, your mistresses, and bow your head and beg and whimper for a change. And sometimes, we might decide to be mean and really make you work for it.” 
 
    “A shame he’s gagged,” said Molly, turning to him with a ferocious grin. “We can’t see just how long his tongue is.” 
 
    “I’m sure we could teach him no matter how long he is,” said Trisha. 
 
    Some part of Matt kept hoping they weren’t completely serious. Like maybe this was a game for them. But then Molly stuck her hand into her purse and pulled out a baby’s pacifier. She meant every word of it. Right now, he couldn’t speak because a ball gag kept his tongue in his mouth. How humiliating would it be to have to suck on a rubber nipple? 
 
    “C’mon, let’s see what else they have. But you know,” said Molly, “I think he’s a good prospect. I’d love to see him locked up in his crib begging for a change. He’d like us to change him.” Then she blew him a kiss as they left. 
 
    This time Matt didn’t get any time alone. More and more women came in. The groups must have moved together. He sat there, on his knees, prostrate, naked, erect the whole time. 
 
    The women laughed and chuckled and had conversations. Some of them played with him. A few came forward to pinch his nipples, stroke his neck as though he were some lost puppy, or pet his cock. He started to purr on a couple occasions, so desperate to please and be allowed the release of an orgasm. 
 
    On and on it went. Some of them talked to him despite his enforced silence. Plenty of the women simply ignored him. They had more important conversations. They talked about work or politics or men in general. Males were supposed to be trained for obedience. After all, they needed to learn to obey their superiors. 
 
    And when Matt thought it couldn’t get any worse, a bell rang out and the women slowly migrated back to a different room. 
 
    Right as the captive male exhaled a sigh of relief, Jenna returned. She stood behind him on the platform and touched his shoulder. He recognized her hand, then her voice as she said, “You were very popular tonight, a clear favorite.” Then she leaned down and whispered into his ear, “Now, are you going to be a good boy?” 
 
    Before he could respond in any fashion, she jabbed him with one of the prods. The plastic rod had a metal tip which sent a jolt of electricity ringing through his body. He grunted with pain and kept his head down, but he knew it could have been much worse. 
 
    Jenna answered her own question, “You are going to behave. You’re going to be obedient and subservient, and you will stay in your place. If you embarrass me in the slightest, I’ll make sure you are castrated. Understand?” 
 
    The color drained from Matt’s face. He understood, and more importantly, he believed her. So as Jenna unlatched his restraints, he stayed perfectly motionless. He barely risked breathing. 
 
    “Maybe there’s hope for you after all,” she said. Then she gave him another zap of her prod. He flinched but managed to keep from grunting against the pain. He figured she wanted an excuse, any excuse, to punish him further. 
 
    Once his legs were free, she pulled out the key to his cuffs and unlocked them. Jenna pulled them off and told him he could stretch for a few seconds. Those moments ticked past as he rubbed his hands, his legs, and concentrated on getting the blood flow back to normal. 
 
    Jenna shoved a collar around his neck and attached a leash. “You’re going to crawl now. Understand?” 
 
    He didn’t dare respond with words, so instead, he nodded. He wanted to look submissive and helpless. He succeeded because right then, he really was submissive and helpless. 
 
    She tugged on his leash and led him back down the platform and out of this room. Matt didn’t know what to expect, but she led him into another room. Lavish furniture and art filled it from wall to wall along with twenty or thirty women. 
 
    Matt recognized many of them. There was Trisha, Molly, Megan, and some of the other girls who had considered the best ways to train and use him. 
 
    Jenna led the leashed male to the front of the room. She shocked him again and told him to stand on his knees. He did so. For added measure, he held up his hands, wrists limp like a puppy on display. A few of the women snickered. Others sounded impressed—the same way they would have impressed with a clever dog. 
 
    “This is Matt. Well, that’s his name for now. If you win the auction, feel free to rename him. I think Fluffy or Plaything would be equally appropriate for this male. What do you all think?” 
 
    Appreciative applause filled the room. 
 
    Matt tried not to move. Despite his subservience, Jenna prodded him again. 
 
    “Now, you’ve all demonstrated the most interest in this prospect. We all see some potential for fun. And the ideas,” said Jenna. “It sounds like there are so many different ways to play with him. Feminize him as a slave maid? Or how about you just strap him down and see how much you can make him beg? Or you could train him to be your puppy. That one is my personal favorite.” 
 
    Matt touched his chin against his chest and realized she had tagged him too. The metal tickled against the hairs of his chest and made him shiver. A moment later, he forgot about what it might have meant or what the girl might have forced him to wear. 
 
    “Let’s start with one,” Jenna said. 
 
    “One,” said a girl, Trisha. She wanted him in diapers, probably washing dishes or sucking on his thumb. 
 
    “Two,” said someone else, a woman Matt didn’t recognize. 
 
    Jenna repeated, “Two.” She pointed to another woman, “Three. Four. Four and a half. Five.” He didn’t know what they were counting. Five thousand? More? Batches by the ten thousand? Matt couldn’t know, but some part of him wanted to preen before them. Some part of him wanted to show off and be a good slave for them. These beautiful women wanted him. 
 
    Except a few of them wanted to torment him. Those girls wanted to tease him and torture him. He risked a glance over to Jenna and saw the potential for cruelty. What if he ended up with someone like her? Only a glance back at the group proved it. None of the others would be as bad as her. He tried to console himself with the idea anyway, not that Matt could prove it. 
 
    “Six! Seven!” Jenna chuckled, “Are you ladies sure? He may not live up to your expectations, though a thorough punishment might ensure the proper motivation he’ll need to be a good slave.” 
 
    Matt flinched at it. The motion caught Jenna’s attention. She spun on him, grabbed his chin, and said, “You all can do better than seven, I think!” It only took her a second to switch gears. Before, she taunted them with the idea of him not being good enough. She wanted them to all fantasize about the punishments and disciplines they might apply. 
 
    Now she was going to stir them into a frenzy. “Unless I can get the right number, I’m not going to sell him at all.” 
 
    At once, the crowd of women reacted. Different numbers were screamed out. “Eight! Nine! Ten! Ten and a half!” They blurred together, the sounds mixed and nearly incomprehensible. Matt kneeled before them and waited, his hands at his side despite the urge to cover his ears and hide from the fury. 
 
    But it started to die down as the numbers got too high. Finally, one shrill tone cried out, “Twenty!” 
 
    “Twenty?” Jenna said, only half-impressed. “Are you sure?” 
 
    The other women fell into a hush. Pretty faces kept turning from Jenna and her prospective slave back to the girl with her hand in the air. 
 
    Molly. She smiled back at him with sadistic glee. Her friend wanted him in diapers, but all at once, Matt’s stomach started to sink with a different realization. It wasn’t going to be forced regression. There would be more, so much more. She was going to shock him and punish him, no matter how good he happened to be. The humiliations would be public and protracted. A thousand fears played through his skull, but none of them mattered since he couldn’t do anything to stop it. 
 
    Trisha hopped up and down like an excited teenager again. As her hair flopped up and down against her shoulders, she seemed even younger. It wouldn’t matter though. Once she had him strapped down, he would be in a lot of trouble. 
 
    “And?” asked Jenna. 
 
    The girls froze. They all wanted him to one extent or another. 
 
    Jenna lowered her voice, but the mob had gone silent. No one said anything. They all wanted to hear their leader, “This boy needs to go for twenty-one.” 
 
    “Who offered so much?” asked someone, a whispered voice whose source Matt couldn’t identify. 
 
    Their leader didn’t answer at once. Instead, she simply asked Molly. “Are you sure you wouldn’t like to bid more? I’m sure he’ll be worth it.” By then Matt couldn’t tell if she meant it sincerely or sarcastically. 
 
    Molly frowned and seemed to consider it until she shook her head. 
 
    “Who’s offering more?” asked a chorus of voices in a bunch of different ways. Their questions peppered the air. As much as they wanted to know, none of them cared as much as Matt. He kept scanning the group, searching for the knowing smirk of someone who had gotten Jenna’s attention, all the while without letting anyone notice. 
 
    In less than a heartbeat, he imagined each possibility. He was going to be a toy for some girl, but which one. Would they have him in a dress and pretty panties? Maybe they would force him to touch himself and orgasm while they watched, knowing he had no choice in the matter. They could put him into enforced chastity. There were too many possibilities for him to consider even as his face turned white when he heard something else entirely. 
 
    Jenna grinned. “Me.” 
 
    His mouth went dry. He couldn’t think straight. Then he realized she spoke again, “Before anyone asks, I want you all to know I’m going to give this dog a good home. He’ll have his own basket, a water dish, and I’ll take him for walks. Maybe if he’s really good, I’ll bring him to work.” 
 
    Plenty of the women cooed at the idea. They wanted to see him leashed and crawling. Maybe she would make him bark or balance treats on his nose. They could pet him and tease him and see what tricks she taught him. 
 
    Matt gulped as Jenna gave another pull on his leash. This time she led him to another room. This one had a cage. She was going to keep him there before the start of his new life as her doggie slave. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
   
  
 



The Timer 
 
      
 
    “Bad boy!” Kate said, yanking him off the couch by his wrist, and pulling him forward. He hopped onto his feet and ran right into her the way she wished. Despite her smaller size and diminutive frame, Kate never had any trouble managing the position of her slave boy. 
 
    Getting him to behave, on the other hand—well, sometimes that took some work. 
 
    “What?” he said, laughing. “It was funny!” 
 
    “Wrong,” she said, hugging him closer with one arm. “And unless you apologize right now, I’m going to have to discipline you.” 
 
    Tim pulled back a few inches, not enough to really escape his owner’s grasp, but plenty for him to see her face and gauge her reaction. Like any good boyfriend, he had developed a sixth sense for his girlfriend’s moods. In most moments, she was a beautiful woman who loved and adored him. But sometimes he really annoyed her, which meant the dominating side of her personality came out. 
 
    He shrank down a bit when he realized his owner had come out to play. He swallowed as the cocky sense of humor and entitlement sank down into his gut to be engulfed by a pit of fear. Someone as cute as Kate never should have been this intimidating, and yet she glared at him, and some part of him wanted to melt into a puddle of utter obedience. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry—” he started to say until the clap of her palm coming down on his ass cut him off. The first blow only stunned him a bit. 
 
    “Are you trying to worm your way out of this?” 
 
    “What?” he demanded. “It was funny.” 
 
    Kate went quiet for five seconds. He tried to maintain his happy-go-lucky grin, but he felt the expression dissipate as the seconds wandered by. Silence from Kate was never a good sign. 
 
    Rather than spank him again or make him apologize, she did something far worse. With careful, slow, deliberate movement, she sidled closer and leaned over to whisper one word, “Timer.” 
 
    His eyes flickered open and his voice almost broke, but he started to shake his head anyway. “No, no,” he forced out. “Please. I’ll be good. Look, I’m sorry I made the joke. It wasn’t funny. Please, just not that.” 
 
    Tim continued to plead with his mistress even as she took him by the wrist and led him back through their house. He tugged back once or twice only to feel her grip tighten on him. Her fingers were like iron, and he understood there was no way she would release him. Despite that, he tried anyway. 
 
    They passed the kitchen, dining room, a linen closet, and their spare bedroom. At each door, he prayed she might pause. If he could get a moment to explain himself, maybe he would be able to avoid this particular punishment. 
 
    The timer. It was worse than any paddle or whip. It was the worst punishment someone like him could endure. Each time he survived the timer, he was left exhausted and begging to never face it again. 
 
    Kate knew her boyfriend slave well and intended to correct his behavior. He should have known better, but he went ahead anyway and said that tasteless joke. Well, now he was going to have to face the consequences. 
 
    She could feel his pulse racing from her grip on his wrist. Good, she thought. A naughty slave should be frightened right before his punishment. The anticipation could be just as corrective as the deed itself. 
 
    Of course, she enjoyed this particular torment quite a bit. His trepidation helped kindle her excitement. 
 
    When they got to the bedroom door, she pulled him to a stop before he could move past her. He looked pretty contrite already, but she didn’t care. Kate wanted to play with her submissive boy. He got himself into this mess. She would tease him and torture him until she had her fill. Then she might release him. Maybe. 
 
    Kate struck a stern pose and expression. Eyes on him, lips taut, she spoke with crisp syllables, “If you want to avoid your punishment, this will be the one time you may beg. Perhaps you’ll be able to convince me.” The lilt of her voice made it clear he had little chance, but then it didn’t matter. 
 
    He swallowed, not sure if he should take the opportunity she provided. After spending so much time together, he knew what she wanted. This wouldn’t be him promising to be good. No, if he wished for any chance to get a reduced sentence from his owner, then he had to prostrate himself before her. Anything less would be a waste of time. 
 
    But she was going to punish him with the timer. 
 
    Tim took a breath, then got down on his knees, but he didn’t stop there. He bent forward and braced his torso on his palms. He looked like a dog who was ready for training or a stallion that needed to be broken. With a glance up at Kate, Tim realized she was making the exact same comparison. 
 
    A flickered grin tugged at her lips, but that was the only sign he might be able to convince her to reduce his punishment. For a half-second, he barred his teeth and let out a puff of aggravation. She wasn’t going to make this easy. 
 
     “Please, Mistress. I promise I’ll be a good slave. I shouldn’t have said the joke. I should have considered how it would affect you. My only concern should be pleasing you. Please, Mistress, I don’t need a punishment. I will do anything and everything to make this up to you.” 
 
    When Kate reached down and ran her fingers through his hair, he shivered with pleasure. Such a tender gesture meant she was seriously considering what he said. He licked his lips again, nuzzled her leg like a good puppy, and continued. 
 
    “Please, Miss Kate. I will do whatever you want. I’ll do tricks for you. I’ll play out any one of your fantasies. You can tease me and humiliate me however you want. I just want to be the best possible slave to your will and your desires.” This next part grated against the last slivers of his pride, but he went ahead and did it anyway. 
 
    Tim bowed his head down, almost to the point where his nose touched the floor, and gave up on another shred of his dignity. He flicked out with his tongue and test licked her shoe. The taste of leather filled his mouth, but he did it again. He licked at her shoes like a dog wishing to earn his mistress’s favor. He had no choice, not if he wished to avoid the kind of discipline she loved dishing out. 
 
    “That’s nice,” she said with a low purr. “You certainly are dedicated, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said at once, the automatic and unquestioning answer she demanded from her pet. “I want to serve you. I want to please you.” 
 
    “Are you a good slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He bit down. A fresh burst of arousal pumped through his body. He felt his cock grow hard. Yes, he had accepted his position as her slave on an emotional level and understood this felt good. He loved Kate as his girlfriend just as he loved her as his owner. 
 
    When she leaned down, Tim felt a blossom of pleasure spread through his chest. He had done it! She only ever got down to his level when he pleasured her and made her happy. If she did this, it meant she wasn’t mad at him anymore. He had supplicated her, so now she was going to forgive him. Without meaning too, he started shaking his butt for her. 
 
    “Such a good boy,” she said, running her hands over his head and her fingers through his hair. “You know what?” 
 
    “What, Mistress?” 
 
    She smiled brightly. Her smile always made him shiver with pleasure. No matter what he had done or how many times he saw it, the curve of her lips triggered a burst of joy. He couldn’t help himself. No matter what she did or how she humiliated or toyed with him, Tim was devoted to her. 
 
    “You’ve been so good, that I’m not going to punish you for your tasteless joke.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress!” Tim started to hop up and down, ultra-excited because he did it. He satisfied her. That almost never happened. 
 
    “Did I say you could interrupt?” 
 
    At once, Tim froze and bowed his head even further. He also let out a little whimper. He wanted her to understand how guilty and pathetic he felt. 
 
    She hopped up again, all sense of vindictiveness forgotten. “You’re a good slave boy. And so I’m not going to put you on the timer for what you did.” This time he waited, wondering what treat he might get. If she wanted to play, then he would be allowed to please and play with her. “But you know what, slave boy? I want to play with you anyway. And I do enjoy watching you squirm, especially when you hear the tick-tick-tick of the timer.” 
 
    Tim’s eyes widened. No! She couldn’t! She wouldn’t! No, no, no! This was a terrible punishment, the one which really made him yelp. Only this time, instead of letting out a sound, he actually froze as his skin turned white. 
 
    Kate slapped her thigh and headed back into her bedroom. She crossed the room in a couple moments, stopped at the headboard, and clapped for him to get there too. As much as he wanted to scamper away, Tim crawled to her feet. To his right, he saw her dressers. A few of those drawers were filled with sex toys and the tools of discipline. To the other side, he saw the four-poster bed where she would play with her toy. Kate patted the mattress, “Up boy. Get on the bed.” 
 
    Her slave obeyed again. He crawled up onto the mattress and kneeled here, palms pressed down against the sheets. 
 
    “Strip,” she ordered, the demand curt and loaded with authority. 
 
    Tim pulled off his shirt, his pants, his socks, and underwear. Within only a few moments, he was naked and back on his hands and knees. If he challenged her, even a little, she would punish him. The timer made it too easy, and he couldn’t risk more than whatever sadistic impulses might run through her head. 
 
    “Assume the position.” 
 
    He didn’t have to ask which one. 
 
    Tim spread his arms and legs, each limb pointed toward one of the posts. Tim leaned his head back and waited, naked and erect. His cock pointed up as he closed his eyes and tried and failed not to imagine what would come next. His skin began to tingle with anticipation and a sense of foreboding. 
 
    With his eyes closed, he didn’t see her touch coming. He let out a yelp as she stroked his cock. It was a gentle stroke, light and barely there but plenty light his nerves and make his shaft twitch. 
 
    Tim peeked back at her and found her eyes already aimed at him. She wore a scimitar smile, the kind which promised a hundred different mysteries and a thousand different pleasures. No matter how much experience he accumulated with his owner, Tim never managed to completely predict what she’d do. 
 
    “Don’t move,” she said. “And if you even think about touching yourself, I will get you very, very excited. And leave you here. Understand?” 
 
    He had to swallow to keep his voice working, “I understand, Mistress.” 
 
    Kate began to restrain him. She crawled up onto the bed, and then straddled him, her knees forming the first bonds. They kept a variety of toys from the headboard. First came the silk bindings. Kate tied a pair of loops around his wrists, then his ankles. From there, she took the ends and tied them to the supports. First she locked his hands up and spread. 
 
    “You wouldn’t think about touching yourself, would you?” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” he said without hesitation though his body buzzed with excitement. 
 
    She took his cock and gave it a small squeeze. “That’s because you’re mine. This is mine.” She squeezed again, forcing a frustrated grunt from his throat. “And I get to work you up however much I want. Oh, and what do you get to do?” 
 
    Tim pouted at her, staring hard as though he might be able to intimidate her. The thought made her laugh at him. She gave another squeeze until a drop of pre-come slipped free from the tip of his head. It wouldn’t be the last one, she thought with a predatory grin. 
 
    The silk restraints were stronger than they looked. He tugged at them, both from his wrists and ankles. He got to wiggle around a few inches but no further. She had him. He understood this, but that didn’t stop him from trying. 
 
    Kate straddled him again, lowered her head and inspected her property from just a few inches away. She got close to his stomach, his chest, his neck, and then she sat up once more and took in another view of him. Yes, the teasing and tormenting could be so much fun, and yet she loved simply seeing him powerless. 
 
    He squirmed beneath her, trapped and extremely horny. He couldn’t help himself. He loved her and wanted to feel his cock buried deep inside of her. Maybe she would allow him the privilege of missionary style. Or perhaps she would ride him like the stallion she knew he could be. Either way, her jollies would come first, and he would be frothing, pleading for the chance at release. 
 
    But for now, she had her games to play. She leaned forward and picked up the white timer they kept on the headboard. Kate brought it back and let it hang from two fingers in front of him. 
 
    “Please, please, not the timer!” 
 
    “Was that an order?” 
 
    Tim froze. He knew how much she hated it when he tried to order her around. After all, he was the slave. It was his job to obey and endure and thank her for every moment of attention she spared him. 
 
    Like a kicked puppy, he said to her, “No, Mistress. I would never dream of being so reckless. I’m yours. You can do with me what you want.” 
 
    “Good boy. I was thinking about giving you five minutes, but after such a heartfelt plea, I think I’ll give you six.” 
 
    His eyes shot open and he spoke without thinking, “But that’s not fair!” 
 
    “Nope,” she said with a chuckle. “But when did I have to worry about fair? I’ve got you bound and helpless, right?” 
 
    That was enough to get him to struggle some more. He yanked and tried to twist free, but she knew her knots. The silk strips didn’t give, and no matter how intensely he wanted to avoid this game, Tim didn’t have a chance. 
 
    “Stop struggling or I’ll add more time.” 
 
    Those words sliced through his defiance, and he froze at once. His chest continued to pump down and up like a scared bird, but she didn’t mind. There were certain parts of his anatomy he couldn’t control, and that was just the way she liked it. 
 
    Kate turned the knob and let him watch. The clicking circle got to one minute, two, three, four, five, six, then she didn’t stop. She got up to seven. He swallowed there, and she wondered if she could really drive him insane. Temporary might be fun, she thought with the same grin of cruel delight. 
 
    After all, patience was a virtue, right? 
 
    His eyes followed the timer until she placed it back over his head. He tried to calm his breathing. It shouldn’t have been difficult, only then she leaned down and started to tease his chest with her tongue. Little flicks from the tip sent jolts of fresh excitement dancing through his nerves. His cock twitched to attention each time. 
 
    As she worked him, teasing and stoking him into an eventual frenzy, Scott heard a couple of seconds. The beating of his heart pounded against his eardrums like waves crashing down against a shoreline, distant and constant. At the same time, he heard and felt the sound of his body writhing against the soft sheets. 
 
    The most difficult thing to hear was the ticking. Click. Click. Click. The timer counted down, teasing him with so much time. They should have gone faster. But the pause between each sound boomed in his head, another reminder of how much time remained. 
 
     “So what should we do for seven minutes?” she ran her tongue up from his belly button over to the base of his neck. Then she lifted her head, “That’s a really long time, isn’t it? So many seconds before you can have your treat.” 
 
    Satisfied with the delicious taste of her vulnerable slave boy, Kate decided to tease him in other ways. She lay down beside him, resting her head on his shoulder as though he were nothing more than a pillow. 
 
    Kate touched his chest. The second her fingertip made contact, he jumped as though her skin were electrified. He moaned out something incomprehensible, which made her chuckle again. But she had asked a question, and since he hadn’t answered, he earned himself a punishment. 
 
    Her hand shot over to his chest, and she grabbed his right nipple, twisting in one quick motion. His eyes bulged, his back arched, and he screamed out. His cock twitched as more pre-come gathered at its tip. He was definitely excited. 
 
    “When I ask you a question, I expect an answer. Understand, slave?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes, Mistress!” he whimpered. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, gave another twist, and watched him buck against the strips of silk. Those soft bindings should have given way, yet they didn’t. They held him fast despite being so feminine. In some ways, they reminded Kate of herself. 
 
    Kate went back to the gentle strokes, tracing lines, circles, and stars along his skin. Those motions should have helped him relax. But like always, they had the opposite effect. 
 
    Kate’s slave boy worked at futile attempts to free himself. If anything, the lack of anything truly brutal or painful to draw his attention left him time to think about getting free. Sure, that was never going to happen, but Kate liked watching him try. He strained against the silk bonds until his muscles bulged with effort and he was stuck panting from the exertion. 
 
    “Are you done?” she asked after he collapsed down into a flaccid heap. His cock remained perfectly hard and erect, but he was quickly taxing his reserves. 
 
    “This isn’t fair!” 
 
    “I thought we had been over that,” she said, sitting up. She remained on her side, braced herself against one arm, and reached out with the other. “Tick, tick, tick,” she said and started to stroke his taut penis. 
 
    Her touch fired through his nerves as though she were a live wire. He bucked against his straps, yanking until the posters creaked. Kate wasn’t really worried. There was no way he could genuinely break the bed, but it did amuse her to watch Tim try. 
 
    Following that first shock, she began to pet his cock, stroking up and down, down and up, as though it were a fluffy woodland creature. He kept fighting his restraints which just made her slow down and be extra soft with his tender skin. 
 
    “If you keep struggling, I’ll have to add more time.” 
 
    “No! Not that!” he said. In a desperate bid to regain some of his composure, Tim struggled to estimate how much time had elapsed. A minute? No, it had to be more than that. But then, what if he thought so only because his desperation had messed up his sense of time. 
 
    “There you go, making demands again. Silly slave,” she said, sat up all the way, took the clock, and made him watch as she turned the timer back another two minutes. “There we go. Now we’ll have more time for me to play with you. But that goes back to the age old question. What should I do with you?” As she talked, she began stroking him again. Her fingers barely grazed his skin, and yet each touch sent raw shivers of frustrated pleasure burrowing through his body. 
 
    He remembered the lesson from before, swallowed, and forced the words from his suddenly dry mouth, “May I please you, Mistress? Would you like to ride me? I could be your human dildo.” 
 
    “Interesting idea. But maybe you’d like that too much, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    Tim bit down, unable to speak. If he said yes, she wouldn’t do it. If he said no, he would obviously be lying. Stuck between two impossibilities, he thrashed some more, shook the bed, and gasped out, “Please!” 
 
    “Oh no, you don’t get to come for another…” she leaned over and squinted as though the timer face was hard to read. Really, she just wanted to give him some more time to squirm and contemplate the situation in which he found himself. “Four minutes. But we can add to that if you misbehave.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, each word coated in misery, arousal, and joy in equal measures. After all, no matter what he did or said, she understood how deeply he loved belonging to her. And Kate certainly enjoyed dominating him as well. 
 
    A thought struck her, “Are you cold?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
    She slapped his thigh. It made him jump up, arching his back again and making him squirm even harder. “Don’t lie to me. I can see all of these little goose bumps running the length of your body.” To be extra mean, she walked two fingers from his chest down to his thigh. His cock twitched a couple times at that. If she gave him even the lightest squeeze, she had no doubt he would explode right there. A shame for him, she had no intention of satisfying his longings. 
 
    Not yet anyway. 
 
    Kate stretched her arm and grabbed another toy from the head board. It was his doggie collar. Blue with silver lightning bolts, he hated when she forced him to wear it, but today seemed like a good day for an added bit of humiliation. 
 
    “Slave, lift your head.” 
 
    “A collar? Really?” he whined. 
 
    Kate responded with a slap to his thigh. It made his cock twitch again even as the pre-come dribbled down the side of his shaft. He was so close and so desperate. “If you want your orgasm, you’re going to have to be dressed for the occasion. Besides, I don’t want you to be cold.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said and raised his head. 
 
    Kate giggled as she wrapped it around his neck and clicked it into place. Then she gave it a little tug just to test it. She didn’t want his collar to slip off after all. No, that wouldn’t be good for anyone. 
 
    She put one finger to her chin as she watched him. His body continued to tense up each time he pulled at his silk shackles, but she didn’t mind. If anything, his predictable behavior reinforced the power she held over her sweet boy. 
 
    “You like being teased don’t you.” 
 
    “No, I don’t, Mistress.” 
 
    “I think you do,” she said and teased him some more, stroking his cock every so gently. He twitched again, his body desperate for climax. If only he could touch himself for just a second, he would get what he wanted. Unfortunately for him, Kate had no intention of letting that happen. 
 
    She decided to be especially cruel and stroked his scrotum. He groaned, biting down even as the raw pleasure coursed through his body. It felt as though his crotch might explode right then, but no matter how he clenched or tensed, he couldn’t achieve orgasm without her permission. 
 
    From there, Kate worked lower, slipping her fingertips beneath his balls so she could graze the flesh right below. He groaned again, a low and primal sound of raw desire. He needed her so badly, and she drank in the image of her powerless male. 
 
    “Beg me to let you come,” she said. 
 
    This time, Tim licked his lips and concentrated for a moment. The excitement had flooded his brain and actually made it hard to think. It didn’t matter how smart he happened to be in his regular life. Here and now he could barely force his mouth to work, but through a supreme effort, he started to speak as his owner commanded. 
 
    “Please,” he started with a frenzied gasp. “Please, Mistress. Please let me come. Please, I’ll do whatever you want. You have me. You own me! I’m yours! I’ll always be yours! I am your pet and your property and you can use me however you want. Please, please, Mistress! Please use me!” He didn’t care how desperate or pathetic he sounded. It didn’t matter how in the rest of his life, he took charge of every situation. There and then, Kate owned him, heart, mind, body, and soul. 
 
    “Hmmmm,” she said as though she had to think about it. Then she leaned down and touched her lips to his. At once, he began kissing her, a feral growl rising from the base of his chest. They kissed hard for several heartbeats until she pulled back. He stretched his neck, eager to keep the contact going, but she had had enough. 
 
    “Sorry, my pet, I think I’m not done decorating you?” 
 
    “Decorating?” he barely got the word out. 
 
    Kate reached over him again, providing him an ample view of his chest as her hand stretched for the headboard again. They had some many toys there: a paddle, another set of collars, handcuffs, and even a riding crop. But today, she grabbed the purple strip of fabric. 
 
    Made from the same material as bandanas, this piece was a dark purple. It went well with the dark hues of Tim’s hair, and the purple added a certain affection which she enjoyed, mostly because he hated it. 
 
    “Decorating,” she said again. “Now do I have to ask?” 
 
    If he played dumb, then he figured she would add more time to his punishment. Even now, his cock strained for release. It felt as though there was a deep hunger buried down in his pelvis. It sent shockwaves of longing through the rest of his body. Everything inside of him felt unbalanced and on edge in the best way possible. 
 
    Unfortunately, Kate understood this and continued to play with him. 
 
    Knowing he couldn’t actually resist her, he lifted his head and watched her arms as she tied the bandana in place. Once she finished, she smiled down at him. “Good boy. Do you deserve a treat now?” 
 
    “Please, Mistress!” 
 
    “Hmmm,” she said. “I’m not so sure. What would you like?” 
 
    “Would you be willing to ride me?” he said. Admitting any desire gave her more ammunition to play with him, but what choice did she have? Maybe if she wanted to be nice, he would get the orgasm he so desperately craved. The way his heart pounded from the pure exertion of wanting, Tim didn’t know how long he could hold out. 
 
    An orgasm should have been so basic, so easy, and yet she held that prize away from him. 
 
    “Should I ride you? That sounds like a pretty big reward. Have you earned it?” 
 
    “Yes! Please, Mistress! I’ve earned it.” 
 
    “Naughty boy,” she said. At once, he expected a slap to his thigh or maybe she would tweak his nipples. Instead, she did something so much worse. She put her head down on his shoulder, stretched out beside him, and began to stroke his cock again. The gentle up and down motion worked him up until he started to twitch against his restraints. 
 
    He started to grunt and pant like a dog in heat, and yet she continued on. After a few more ticks of the timer, she mused aloud, “I don’t think you’ve really earned it yet. You’ve been so naughty, thinking about having sex with me. Or I guess it’s more me having sex with you, right?” 
 
    “Yes, anything!” 
 
    Kate smirked. Anywhere else, he would have been cool and confident, the kind of guy who didn’t get worked up over anything really. And there she had him, trapped and panting for the release only she could give. It was a heady and intoxicating feeling of utter power over this male. She loved it. 
 
    “Poor boy. Do you really want it?” 
 
    The sweat gathered on his brow and down the rest of his body. It made him cool and almost shiny. She savored the effect she could have on him. 
 
    “Oh, such a poor slave. Your owner has been teasing you, hasn’t she?” 
 
    “Yes!” he ground out between clenched teeth. 
 
    “What are you willing to do for me if I give you this big treat you clearly want so very badly?” She dragged out each word, knowing the anticipation tormented him worse than any punishment. 
 
    “Anything!” 
 
    “I think you can be more specific.” 
 
    To be extra cruel, she got up on her knees and began to stroke him with both hands. Her touch remained extremely light though. Anything more would have risked setting him off. A smirk crossed her lips, both as she found the eager submission in his eyes and how she thought of how many hours he would need on the timer for the transgression of premature ejaculation. 
 
    Her fingertips danced along his shaft up to the tip of his cock while her other hand worked the spot right beneath his scrotum. Every few moments, she would stop for two or three clicks of the timer just so his body could readjust. She wanted him to be especially sensitive after all. 
 
    The torment became too great, so he tried to buck or squirm his body in such a way that he might press his penis against her and get what he wished. 
 
    “Oh, and I thought you were being so good,” she said with mock regret. 
 
    Kate dropped her hands from his body and slowly, deliberately, moved toward the headboard once more. 
 
    “Wait, what? What are you doing?” he asked as she picked up the timer and held it in front of him once more. 
 
    “You were trying to get off without your owner’s permission. You know that’s unacceptable, so what do you think, thirty seconds more?” 
 
    Tim’s eyes focused on the timer’s face and how its arrow had almost hit zero. There were ten, maybe fourteen seconds remaining, and yet he watched in pure agony as Kate placed her fingers on the tab and stopped it. The silence rushed in and threatened to crush him because he couldn’t hear the ticking any longer. He couldn’t hear time pushing him closer to freedom. 
 
    Kate reset it to a full two minutes. His owner let him watch it for several heartbeats. He tugged again at the restraints, but he accomplished nothing. He lifted his head and saw his cock. It dripped with pre-come as he shivered with hunger for satisfaction. 
 
    This time, she slipped off the bed and left him there. He couldn’t imagine where she went or what she had to do, but left alone, he could only squirm. 
 
    Without any fresh stimulation, Tim should have calmed down. He even tried to focus on his intake of air. Simple, think of breathing in, then out, in then out again—but it didn’t work. 
 
    All of his concentration meant nothing against the pooled longing which simmered through his body. “C’mon man,” he said to himself. He stared up at the ceiling and wished for calm relaxation. “C’mon,” he repeated. “You can do this. Think about something else, anything else.” 
 
    Scott cleared his mind into black. Black was supposed to be a relaxing color right? Only then he pictured Kate. He couldn’t help himself; she simply slipped into his imagination. Naked, she climbed up onto the bed and leaned down to lick his cock. 
 
    First she nuzzled his penis with the tip of her nose. From there, she peeked up at him before touching his shaft and sliding her lips around the tip of his head. Then she started to work her mouth up and down, up and down. He pictured the way she would look and how strands of her hair would fall down around his pelvis and thighs. 
 
    He fantasized about thrusting, working his cock against her mouth even faster. It wouldn’t take long for her to work him up and then he could spurt off. 
 
    Sweat damped his forehead when he opened his eyes again and felt another pulse of arousal. It thundered in his stomach and chest like some incomprehensible force of nature. What could he do? What could he say to convince her to be nice? 
 
    He slammed his head back down against the mattress. He tried wiggling from side to side as though that could make a difference. It didn’t. 
 
    But when Kate returned, she paused at the doorway and grinned, “This is a very good show. Maybe I should keep you like this more often. Would you like that, slave boy? Would you like me to use you?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes Mistress! Anything!” 
 
    “Such an eager boy,” said Kate as she began to unbutton her blouse. He watched the lines of her shirt part. It wasn’t long before she could slip the garment off and drop it down to the floor. He savored the visage of her breasts held in only by her bra. Only then she unclipped it and dropped the lace down to the floor. 
 
    When she stepped closer, Kate got to watch him yank his limbs against the bonds. The silk straps didn’t give though. He hated them. He wanted to rip them apart, and yet he wasn’t strong enough. When she researched and bought his restraints, she did a good job. He wasn’t getting away, not until his captor released him. 
 
    Kate stopped five feet short of the bed. That gave him more reason to try to escape. Again though, Tim remained right where she wanted him. 
 
    As he stared at her, his eyes big and hungry for the chance at release, Kate slid off her pants, then her socks and panties. Naked down, she climbed onto the bed at an agonizingly slow pace. 
 
    She leaned down and kissed him again, first his stomach, then his chest—one kiss beneath each nipple—then she began to tease his neck with the tip of her tongue. She played with Tim, poking him with little flicks. The cool air helped him concentrate even as the heat and weight of her body pressed down and into him. 
 
    “Calm down,” she said, her lips scant inches from his mouth. “Can you do that for me?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Because I’m going to ride you, and I need to know that my good slave boy has learned his lesson.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “You wish to please me, don’t you?” 
 
    He licked his lips, “Yes, Mistress.” It took everything he had not to gasp or beg. If he did, she would get off him and leave him there to stew in his own arousal. “I want to please you,” he said a little more evenly now. 
 
    “Good boy.” She tapped the end of his nose with the pad of her index finger. Then she went back to kissing and licking and nuzzling him. He savored the sensations even as he tried to make himself relax. “Now if you come too early, what happens?” 
 
    “You’ll strap me down again.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll do much worse than that.” 
 
    “You will?” he said, a jolt of panic sprinting through his voice. 
 
    “Oh yes, I definitely will.” She licked his nipple again. This time he managed to fight his body’s natural urges down. His cock didn’t twitch, though it still felt as though his head had become a pot for every arousal inducing hormone. It felt as though he were swimming in pure sexuality. 
 
    “What would you do?” he asked, throwing his head down against the mattress and staring back at the ceiling. 
 
    “I’m glad you asked.” She pulled forward, her weight braced on her knees and wrists. “First I would strap you down. Then I would leave you here. Maybe for a few minutes, maybe a few hours. Who knows? And when I came back, I would take your punishment as an experiment in new ways to torment you. Maybe I would even take care of my own needs in another room. That way I wouldn’t be tempted by your body.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, clamping his eyes shut as he fought to block the images. Already, fresh tension built through him simply at the thought of what she might do. 
 
    “We’ve never played with ice. Oh, wouldn’t that be fun? I could take a fresh cube and slip it and slide it all along your skin. I could find your most sensitive spots and see if I could get you to squeal. And you know, each time you did, there’d have to be another punishment.” Kate grinned, obviously enjoying the prospect. “Or I could get some nice silk gloves and tease you with those. I wonder how wide I could get your eyes if I just started to lightly stroke your cock. What do you think of that?” 
 
    “I think I want to serve you however possible, Mistress.” Each sound came out forced and clipped as though he spent whole minutes thinking of and preparing the best response. 
 
    Kate didn’t seem to mind though. “What would happen if I started to ride you right now? Would you be able to control yourself?” She peered up at him. She wore a devilish smile, one which made him nervous and joyful in the same instance. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “You don’t sound very sure of yourself.” 
 
    He took another gulp of air and told the truth, “You’re very hot, Mistress. I don’t know how well I can control myself. I want to obey, but…” 
 
    “…But you can’t make any promises. Is that it, slave?” 
 
    Tim couldn’t lie to her, “Yes, Mistress. I don’t want to disappoint you.” 
 
    Rather than get annoyed, his owner seemed to appreciate it. She smiled again and reached past his shoulders. This time she grabbed the box of condoms and slipped one of the foil wrappers out. “Well, you’ve been such a good slave; I think you’ve earned your treat.” At the same time, the timer went off. It pinged, loud and shrill for several seconds, and once it ceased, she said, “And you’ve completed your punishment like a good boy.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    His eyes locked onto the condom package as she tore it open and held it up for him to see. His body shook a little with barely contained desire, but she had faith in her pet. He wouldn’t disappoint. And even if he did, she could have a lot of fun with him later. Sometimes excuses could be useful. 
 
    Kate slid the condom over his rock hard cock. As she pulled the thin sheath down over him, she watched for some sign he might start to come. Although his cheeks had turned a healthy shade of red and he wore the neutral expression of a Zen Master, Kate knew he could handle himself. 
 
    She was pretty wet herself, she realized all at once. Through their game, she had forgotten how much fun and how horny she could get herself. Teasing her plaything always made her drip with excitement, and this moment was no exception. 
 
    Kate spread her legs a little further apart and slid herself down onto his cock. At once, she let out a little growl herself as he filled her up. For a couple heartbeats, she remained there, letting her flesh stretch out those tiny bits to take him into her deepest spaces. 
 
    Then she looked up and then down at him. “May I?” he asked. 
 
    Kate waited a few moments before responding, if only to remind him again who he belonged to. “You may,” she told him finally, so with her permission, Tim started to rock his hips up and down. A shudder of pleasure went through her, though it was about to get so much better. 
 
    As he worked his hips, she reached down and took the end of his bandana. It was long enough that she could use it like a set of reins. She didn’t need to whip him, but the extra leverage gave her feel of a cowgirl who got to ride a beautiful stallion who hadn’t been entirely broken in yet. She would continue to work on him in any case. 
 
    They began to move together, undulating down and up with a new rhythm. She remained in control with most of the leverage, but he added something in, a variation which spiced up the motions.  
 
    Their bodies went parallel, together and against one another at the same time. Before she mounted her slave, Kate planned on teasing him. She would make him talk and beg. She would humiliate him in new ways. 
 
    Yet those plans dissipated against the waves of passion shuddering through her body. It felt as though a pool of raw heat pulsated through her body. It covered every inch of her. It saturated Kate to her core.  
 
    She screamed out, a gasp at first, then more and more. The volume built with each passing gasp. Kate couldn’t help herself. Trying to stifle those screams felt like trying to keep her heart from beating. 
 
    “May I?” he uttered. “May I come?” He panted out the words and she found nothing but complete desperation in his voice. Tim had learned his place, she saw. Even now, on the verge of orgasm, he belonged to her. It was perfect. She had trained her slave, and even if those lessons faded with time, she could tutor him more when necessary. 
 
    “Such a good boy. Tim, my slave,” she said between growls of pleasure. “Yes! Yes, you can come!” 
 
    A groan rocked his body as his cock began to pulse with orgasm. He stopped breathing even as his lungs emptied the last bits of air. He couldn’t help it. For two, three, four, five seconds, his cock exploded with the rush of climax. She screamed out as her body mirrored his. 
 
    In tandem, the height of ecstasy enveloped Kate and Tim, Mistress and slave, owner and plaything. Her heart thundered as the pleasures rolled through him and her. It felt nearly volcanic, the kind of heat which made their muscles melt together. And when he finally finished, Kate collapsed down beside him. 
 
      
 
    For a long time, they remained prone. After most sessions, she would have released him. After all, he learned his lesson. So why leave him restrained? Only this time, exhaustion held her down, and he didn’t seem to mind staying shackled beneath his owner. 
 
    After a long while, she lifted herself up and looked down at him. “I love you, Tim. You’re all mine, and I’m keeping you.” 
 
    “Thank you.” He looked utterly content. She liked the way he seemed so relaxed and satisfied at the same time. 
 
    Kate cocked her head, “You didn’t use my title.” 
 
    Tim gulped, realizing there was a reason she hadn’t let him free of his straps. He started to struggle again even as his cock began to harden for another lesson. When she picked up the timer again, the lethargy disappeared, replaced by furious desperation. 
 
    The clicks started once more, and when they were done, he wouldn’t forget to behave. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 



The Contract 
 
      
 
    She was my Mistress.  
 
    She owned me, and I belonged to her. As she straddled me, I peered up and felt my mouth go dry. I was completely in her power. Restrained, my arms and legs spread, she could use me or tease me and play with me however she liked. Right then, I was little more than her private sex toy. 
 
    And she wanted me nice and ready for the moment when she finally decided to use me. Miss Susan stroked my skin. She ran her fingernails down and up my thighs, each motion leaving tingled energies dancing through my flesh, the nerves alight. She drew little circles, alternating between rough tugs and the softest caresses. 
 
    For a long time, she didn’t speak as she moved her hands closer to my cock. She teased my inner thighs, my pelvis, anywhere and everywhere but what I really wanted. My cock could never get this hard without her attention. 
 
    And when I struggled, well, that just made it more entertaining for my owner. She played with mean and teased me. And when she finally decided to be particularly mean, Miss Susan reached down and wrapped her fingers around my penis. I started to groan and buck. I shouldn’t have, but it didn’t matter. 
 
    The second I moved in a way my Mistress didn’t approve, she released me only to watch me groan and press my shoulder blades down into the sheets as though I hoped they might swallow me. 
 
    “Were you trying to be a naughty boy? Did you think you could get your reward before we finished our negotiations?” 
 
    “No, Mistress! I swear, I wouldn’t behave so badly.” 
 
    “You know, I want to believe you,” she said a bit too sweetly, “but you’re a boy, a boys can be so bad, especially when they think they can get away with it.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress…” I said, straining against each word. 
 
    She decided to lie down next to me and started to stroke my cock again. Each movement was soft and absentminded as though she wanted to pet something to smooth out her thoughts. 
 
    “Wait here,” she finally said. 
 
    Miss Susan left me there, strapped down to her bed. I tugged at the restraints, but they didn’t give. There was no way I could hope to escape without her help, only she had decided to leave me there. She was somewhere else in the apartment. Maybe she wanted to brush her teeth or wash up. Perhaps she simply wanted to read. With a rueful smile, I understood how sometimes she liked to leave me there, strapped down and naked. 
 
    Spread-eagled, I pulled at my restraints again. The air remained cool all around me. Goose bumps danced along my skin, but my struggles and excitement kept me more than warm. I had been in this position before, yet this sense of helpless humiliation never failed to arouse me. Outside of this apartment, Miss Susan allowed the world to think I was a strong, independent male who worked hard and belonged to no one. But here, we knew the truth. She had me in her power, and there was nothing I could do to escape, not now. 
 
    Without any actual stimulation, my cock remained completely erect. I didn’t want to get too excited though, if I did, then Miss Susan would discipline me severely. 
 
    So I started to think about how we met. Again, I smirked at myself. A couple months ago, I would never have imagined myself in this position. Guys ended up this way when they went out with prostitutes in Las Vegas or through some other wacky situation. How was I to know that I would become this girl’s slave? How could I have known that she would own me in a way I never imagined? 
 
    When we first met, I didn’t think we would end up together. We were both in college. I was a junior; she was a senior. Most of my guy friends thought it was funny when we had our first date. They made plenty of cougar jokes, though they would have laughed a whole lot more if they ever figured out how our relationship would change and evolve. 
 
    After our first date, I knew I loved this girl. I knew I wanted her to be my girlfriend, and I wanted to be her boyfriend. Everything else seemed incidental, especially since our relationship seemed so natural. Sure, when I first saw her, I didn’t think I would get to be with her, but I could chalk that one up to luck. 
 
    But then I realized something. She was a lot stronger than most girls. As a freshman in college, I had my first serious girlfriend. We dated for several months before she got drunk and slept with another guy. I tried to forgive her, but the tension and anger never went away entirely, so we broke up, said we’d be friends, and quickly lost contact. Then as a sophomore, I went to some parties, hooked up once or twice, but never met anyone serious. 
 
    For my senior year, I was actually more worried about my grades and internships and my future. I shouldn’t have worried. I picked a good program, and I worked hard, so there would be something out there for me. Even if I had to go freelance, my future was pretty secure. 
 
    Then all thoughts of salaries and interviews vanished. I met her. As a junior, I still had a few lecture courses to take. These classes had a professor who taught to a hundred or more students, but for more individualized attention, we worked with grad students or particularly exceptional seniors. This particular class was dedicated to the psychology of sex. 
 
    Susan was my small group leader. When I first saw her, I had exactly two thoughts. First I thought, wow, this girl was insanely beautiful. She had dark red hair, light skin peppered with barely noticeable freckles, and dark blue eyes. When she smiled, every guy in the class must have skipped a heartbeat. I know I did. Her body made it hard to think. She wore tight, fitted jeans that made me want her to stand up and write something in the board. Her t-shirts were a bit more relaxed, but I had no trouble tracing the curve of her breasts in my mind or drifting into fantasies of how it would feel to touch, knead, or stroke her tits. 
 
    My second thought was a bit simpler: I didn’t have a chance with her. Seriously, she was older than me. She was probably smarter than me. Definitely more experienced. And one glance around the room told me I wasn’t the only guy who had the same reactions. The girls in the class acted normal. They viewed her as a teacher, but suddenly all the boys wanted to impress her, which proved exceedingly difficult. 
 
    In all honesty, I didn’t really try. What was the point? Sure, I showed up and did my work, but unlike some of my fellow males, I didn’t bother with studying extra hard just to impress her. I didn’t start showing up in my best clothes either. Yeah, some guys tried that one too. 
 
    It didn’t work. She seemed politely aloof, always eager to discuss psychology, but never allowing anyone to pull her too far from the assigned topics. After a while most of the guys either gave up or stopped coming. Before long, they saw her as another teacher—a hot one, sure, but still just a teacher. 
 
    For my part, I never forgot how beautiful I found her. If anything, I started to build a very big and very deep crush on her. I imagined how it would feel to kiss her, and I thought of where I would take her on a date, given the oh-so-impossible opportunity. I imagined nights out for pizza, a movie, and a walk through a moonlight glazed campus. The sliver of romance in my soul started to leak out and grow. 
 
    As the semester progressed, neither my hopes, nor my skepticism diminished. She never mentioned a boyfriend, but the idea that she would be single seemed pretty impossible. Besides, all of the material discussed was pretty dry. The first four chapters all covered the brain, a bit of biochemistry, and other not terribly interesting subjects. 
 
    But right after the midterm, our professor brought up sexual behaviors. A little later, we started to discuss sexual aberrations, perceptions, and fetishes. Like most people, I had picked up on a bit of these topics. I didn’t really understand the reasoning, but I knew that some people enjoyed being spanked or dressing up as animals or having sex in public. None of those things really excited me, but I didn’t judge either. 
 
    Then Susan gave us a short writing assignment. She wanted us to type up two pages about how we felt about some fetish or other aberrant sexual behavior. She made it very clear that this wasn’t a research paper or even a particularly formal assignment. Instead, she wanted our feelings and reactions. 
 
    Because I was feeling lazy, I wrote mine on sadomasochism without realizing exactly how broad such a term happened to be. But I started writing, and something very strange happened. My English classes had been easy enough, but like most of my peers, I usually struggled to get the words out. Pretty much every topic seemed dull and irrelevant. 
 
    But this time, I sat down with my laptop and started writing. The first paragraph came easily. I wrote about the definition of sadomasochism as I understood it and referred to the fact that both women and men could be controlled or punished. The second paragraph talked about women as the receivers of pain and discipline, but then the third paragraph morphed into something completely unexpected. 
 
    I described how it would feel for a man to be collared or cuffed and at the mercy of a powerful woman. Without meaning to, I imagined Susan as that woman. I imagined myself on my knees before her, staring up with perfect adoration, knowing I could trust her and knowing equally well that I had no choice. I imagined her making me do tricks for her, whether it was a silly dance or rolling on my back like a well-trained doggie. 
 
    I wrote about all of this in a daze. My fingers moved, but I didn’t have to think about them. If anything, this homework assignment started to feel like a dream. And when I snapped out of it, I was on page four. I wrote twice as much as necessary. I hadn’t stopped or paused. 
 
    And I was hard. Oh my God, I couldn’t believe how taut and erect my penis was right then. I had never been this excited before. It was as though I had tapped into something hidden and protected. I sat there and worked on my breathing and made myself calm down. 
 
    One glance back at the screen told me it was halfway decent as well. I remembered paragraphs, and I only saw two red squiggles. I quickly fixed the typos and paused for exactly five seconds. On one level, I got it; I should have deleted the document and started over. Well, I probably could have kept the first two paragraphs, but the rest had to go. 
 
    But I didn’t delete anything. No, I considered it, understood it would be a good idea to do so, and promptly hit print instead. I tucked the homework assignment into the back of my binder and tried not to think about it until our next class meeting. 
 
    At the beginning of class, she asked everyone to pass in their assignments. Like always, there was a bit of nervous grumbling. The students who didn’t do their homework tried not to look embarrassed. The people who had it held it up like emblems of honor. 
 
    For me, I didn’t know what to do. I passed the other students’ papers past me without opening my binder or retrieving what I had written. 
 
    “Anyone else?” she asked once Susan had the stack. 
 
    “Just one,” I said, flipped open my binder, and found the stack of four sheets at the back. Susan glided over to my spot and took it from me. She glanced up, surprised at the heft but opted not to comment. 
 
    For the rest of class then, we talked about different fetishes. No one really brought up bondage or domination. Most of the conversation went to how fetishes seemed to manifest in pop culture. In particular, we talked a lot about Halloween and what girls’ costumes told us about human sexuality. She pointed out how girls liked to dress up as angels, demons, schoolgirls, or kitties. All together, we discussed what fetishes might manifest in those choices of outfit. 
 
    When she finally dismissed us, I tried not to think too much about what I wrote. Fortunately, I was pretty good at blocking out those kinds of thoughts. Whenever the paper came up, I felt my cock twitch. At the same time, my face got very hot because I was certain she would read it, only I had no idea what she might say. Once or twice, I fantasized about breaking into the TA office to steal it back, but I never did. 
 
    After a few days, I had mostly buried the memory of that paper until I logged onto my student email account to get some homework for another class and my heart nearly stopped. 
 
    I saw her name. She had sent me an email. All at once, my breathing went shallow, my heart started pounding, and I couldn’t quite think straight. I jumped up from my seat and paced back and forth twice before plopping back down. 
 
    Should I click on it? 
 
    I had no idea. I had no idea why she would have messaged me. Could it have something to do with my paper? I wanted to console myself, to make it clear it had to be about the homework or reading or something. Maybe she had to cancel our next meeting because her cat got run over by a car. That and a hundred other possible reasons screamed through my skull. 
 
    But after another thirty seconds of debating what to do, I realized I couldn’t let the email just sit there. I reached for the touch pad and moved my cursor back to her name. I blinked and tapped the pad. 
 
    The email opened a second later. I started to scan the text. 
 
    She wrote: I read your paper. It was quite interesting. If you’d like to discuss your response further, we can meet tomorrow. The time and location followed. 
 
    She wanted to meet me? I couldn’t guess what she wanted. Part of me feared I would show up at the coffee place she suggested only to find the university counselor or maybe her favorite professor would offer to study me for my freakish reactions. 
 
    Swallowing, I typed back a quick response. I tried not to think too much. 
 
    That night went by way too slowly. Then when I opened my eyes in the morning after long hours of tossing and turning but feeling oddly energetic anyway, I went through my closet and figured out what to wear. It was a lot harder than usual. 
 
    Eventually time decided to be nice, and I made it to our meeting right on time. I sighed when I realized it was just her. Susan was sitting at one of the tables, alone and beautiful. She had a book out and was obviously immersed in the writing. I smiled there, probably looking very much like a lovesick puppy. 
 
    Reminding myself to breathe, I strode over to her table, pulled out a chair, and asked, “May I sit?” 
 
    “Very polite of you,” she said, lowering her book and giving me a once over. As she inspected me, Susan remained quiet for several seconds. I felt myself start to fidget acutely aware that we were basically alone. Sure, there were hundreds of other students in every direction, but only I had her attention. A thrill ran through me at the very thought of getting so much of her concentration. 
 
    As I feared, Susan reached down into her bag and removed a stapled set of papers—my essay. She placed it before me and ordered, “Tell me about your response.” 
 
    My lower lip threatened to shiver, but I managed to force it to obey and remain stiff. “It’s just a paper.” I swallowed and remembered how one of my English professors said a good way to duck questions is to ask one of your own, so I said, “Was there something wrong with it?” 
 
    “Wrong? No, not really. But you seemed particularly,” she paused, “enthusiastic about the topic.” 
 
    My voice dropped a couple of decimals. With anyone else, I probably could have fast talked my way out of this. But with her, I didn’t know what she wanted or even really who she was. In the small group discussions, she always came off as intelligent, beautiful, but also somewhat distant. She didn’t allow much of her own personality or history to bleed into the discussions, so I felt like I faced a cipher. 
 
    What did this gorgeous girl want? Why did she deign talk to me? 
 
    Despite those questions and a hundred more, I managed to think with reasonable clarity, “It’s a taboo subject. I wanted to explore it.” 
 
    “You wrote four pages, a lot more than anyone else, and twice the actual requirements. So tell me, what were you thinking exactly?” 
 
    “I was interested.” 
 
    “How interested?” she leaned forward, her eyes on me. I felt like a gazelle being sized up by a quick and deadly predator. And yet, I couldn’t look away, nor could I retreat. My body wouldn’t tolerate the impulse. 
 
    I licked my lips, suddenly feeling very exposed. “I had never really considered the idea before.” 
 
    “What idea? Be specific.” Something in her command triggered the same desires I first discovered as I typed out my homework. 
 
    “Being powerless. I never thought about it before,” I finished lamely. 
 
    Susan smiled and nodded as though some of my words made perfect sense. “Continue,” she said. 
 
    I didn’t know what to say at first. I glanced away before returning my gaze to meet her stare, only then I had to peek down at the table like some naughty boy who had been found out. Finally, I made my voice work. I didn’t think about my words; I couldn’t, not with her eyes on me. 
 
    “I thought of how it felt to be restrained and powerless.” I swallowed, knowing those words weren’t entirely true. Parts of what I said next came from my paper while others emerged as a revelation, “But I really thought of how it would feel to submit.” Submission was a word I usually associated with homework or art contests. 
 
    “Would you like to submit?” she asked, her back straight. Nothing in her tone revealed how she felt about the question or my potential responses. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Would you like to submit to me?” 
 
    I glanced up at her and found her steeled gaze once more. She smiled a little at me. The curve of her mouth struck me as gentle and soft, almost encouraging. She had found someone who might serve and service her, and now she didn’t want me to flee, not before she assessed my true viability as her slave. 
 
    “Yes,” I said again. 
 
    She gave me my first test, “Louder.” 
 
    Tightening my mouth, I swallowed and repeated it, “Yes.” 
 
    “Say the whole thing.” 
 
    My face flushed with heat. My skin prickled as my heartbeat sped up, thundering through my veins. But I tried to do as she commanded, speaking clearly and obediently, “Yes, I would like to submit to you.” There was no way I could meet her eyes now. 
 
    Susan chuckled, “You seem like a genuinely submissive male. And you’re cute and reasonably smart.” She spoke in a matter-of-fact sort of way, more to herself than me. At once, I felt like she was deciding whether or not to buy me. “Yes, I think you have potential.” 
 
    Not sure how to respond, I nodded, “Thank you.” 
 
    “Good boy.” She pulled a slip of paper from her bag, scribbled something onto it, and slipped it across the table. She left it there in the middle. “If you really want to understand this part of yourself, then you’ll meet me tomorrow. Understand?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Say ‘yes, Mistress.’” 
 
    I gulped, “Yes, Mistress.” The words came out easily, way faster than they should have. Other guys would have preened or resisted her, but me? I went along with her orders right away as though I had no choice. 
 
    Susan got up, patted me on the head and left me alone. 
 
    Once she disappeared, I reached for the slip of paper. It had a time and address.” I looked around and hid the sheet as though someone might have overheard us. 
 
    Once I had the paper safely away, I realized something. I was hard. My cock had never been so stiff. My body responded to her voice and language and tone in ways I didn’t think possible. It all seemed so impossible yet natural at the same time. But more than anything, I knew I had to see her again. 
 
      
 
    I showed up exactly on time. I didn’t want to risk being early, and there was absolutely no way I would dare being late. 
 
    The address turned out to be apartment, one of the nicer ones right off campus, in fact. Outside, the thick trees ringed the parking lot, and I suddenly felt pretty small against the monolithic buildings. All of the cars outside were expensive and new. Wishing I had worn something nicer, I climbed out of my vehicle and started searching for her place. 
 
    I found her front door, exhaled with a puff of nervousness, and tugged on my shirt to straighten out any stray wrinkles. I knocked once, twice, a third time, and waited, hoping I looked okay. 
 
    The door swung open, and Susan stood there like a goddess. She had on a black skirt, boots, and a sleek, red tank top. Her hair had been tied into two long braids, and she wore a bit more makeup. Her lips shined with red lipstick, and a bit of shade darkened her eyelids. All together, I stopped breathing. I couldn’t help it. She stopped me in my tracks. 
 
    “You’re on time. Good boy. That was your second test.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    I stepped forward, ready to cross the threshold, but Susan kicked her heel against the doorframe, blocking me. “Bad boy. How do you address me?” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” I said, bowing my head. My cock twitched at her words. For the second time, I addressed her as my superior. Somehow, it felt right and alien all at the same time. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said and lowered her boot. 
 
    From there, we began my training. On that first day, she had me sit at her feet as she told me about what this would entail. Susan made it very clear. I would only address her as Mistress or Miss Susan. If I defied this simple order, I would be punished. For earlier infractions, she told me to stand up and reach for the floor. I braced myself with my ass in the air. My Mistress told me to shut my eyes, and I did it. When she finally sidled up beside me, she stroked me and smacked me hard across the butt. Even through my pants, pain flared through my flesh. I grunted but remained upright. 
 
    “Thank me.” 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Susan.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said and did it twice more, making me thank her each time. 
 
    From there, Miss Susan taught me to obey. I didn’t really understand what I had gotten myself into, but the training enlightened me very quickly. She had me strip until I stood there naked. She taught me to get on my knees, to kiss her feet, to belong to her in every way. And whenever I faltered or hesitated, I endured another spanking and had to thank her for the punishment. 
 
    But that was only the first day. Little by little, Susan molded me into the man she wished to serve her. She made sure I was obedient. She made sure I did anything and everything she ordered. Sometimes she had me cuffed. At other times, she kept me leashed and collared. If she was feeling particularly mischievous or cruel, Miss Susan pulled out a red ball and made me play fetch for her. 
 
    Only it wasn’t just training because we started to grow closer. We started to spend more time together. Sometimes she had me go out with her. To the rest of the world, I looked like any other boyfriend. I held her hand and walked with her and kissed her. Even then though, I remained submissive. I served her because I agreed to belong to her. 
 
    The weeks passed as she trained me to become her slave. 
 
    One night I came into her apartment, stripped of my clothes, got on my knees and picked up my collar in my mouth. Then I crawled through her apartment to her bedroom. Miss Susan was there with her boots. She pulled them on for another training session. 
 
    “Hi there, slave boy,” she said to me with a happy grin. A pulse of humiliation simmered through my chest, only it was mirrored by a special kind of glee and contentment. Something about her voice or the way she spoke to me simply excited me. I felt right at her feet. It was like I belonged there. 
 
    Miss Susan reached down, took the collar from my mouth, and asked, “Are you ready to earn your collar tonight?” She enjoyed that expression. After all, belonging to this goddess was about more than having been chosen. I had to prove myself. And if I ever missed a step, then she would correct my bad behavior as though I really were her pet, her property, her slave. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I told her at once. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said and rubbed the back of my neck before she looped the collar into place and locked it on with a tiny padlock. Miss Susan wore the key around her neck, just another reminder of how had the power in our relationship. 
 
    I remained on my hands and knees, eager to serve. My body remained taut as I waited for instructions, whatever command or game she wished to play. Sometimes she made me dance for her. At other times, she simply had me splayed across her lap as she savored the experience of spanking me—just for fun. 
 
    “Today is going to be a bit different,” she said. 
 
    “How can I serve you, Mistress?” 
 
    “You’re my slave, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Of course, Mistress.” 
 
    She smiled back at me and made it clear that I had given the correct reply. I beamed like a schoolboy who managed to please his favorite teachers. In some ways, I suppose I had. 
 
    “Then I think we need a contract. I want to make it official.” 
 
    “Official?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, my adoring slave boy, this won’t be legally binding, but we really should have a contract. After all, rules are good for both of us. We’ll make it clear how I get to tease and punish you, and you get a few rights. So are you ready to discuss it?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure what she meant. A contract? The idea thrilled me even as it increased by apprehension. A gulp later, I nodded, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “You know, I want these negotiations to be done as properly, so why don’t we go somewhere more comfortable?” 
 
    “I’d like that, Mistress,” I told her. 
 
    Miss Susan reached for her headboard and took out my leash. It was black leather and really very nice. She clipped it to my collar with light tug, just to remind me that I was hers. Although the leash symbolized my position at her feet and her ownership over me, it also assured her control. A sharp pull or gentle tug could make sure I went where Miss Susan wanted me. 
 
    She got up and strode from the room, forcing me to follow from behind. 
 
    Miss Susan led me down the hall and into the second bedroom. My brow tightened in confusion, though I didn’t ask. She would explain everything I needed to know. Once I made it through, my owner shut the door, went to the bed, and padded the sheets for me to hop on. 
 
    I crawled up, put my elbows on the bed, and pulled myself up. Susan hopped onto the bed and got onto her knees, which meant she towered over me. I stared up along the length of her perfect waist to her incredible breasts, the gentle slopes of her neck and the wicked smile that made me shiver with a mix of joy and fear. 
 
    “Strip.” 
 
    “To talk about a contract, Mistress?” Confusion played across my features. There must have been a little bit of fear there too. No matter how much I loved or trusted this girl, I knew she could be cruel when she wished. But since I had been trained to follow her orders, I kicked off my shoes, pulled off my shirt, and took off my pants and even my underwear. The stray garments fell to the floor. 
 
    On my knees with my hands held against my thighs, I bowed my head and waited for the next set of instructions. Being her subjugated pet put me at ease even as it tensed me up in other ways, particularly my member. I hoped she wouldn’t notice. She tended to savor these sorts of moments the most. 
 
    My hopes proved false because Miss Susan glanced down. “Are you a happy slave?” She reached down and ran her fingers along the length of my shaft. The movement was soft, gentle, and hid the sadistic pleasure she took in teasing me. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Are you going to serve me?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Who do you belong to?” 
 
    I swallowed, “Please, do I have to say it, Miss Susan?” She knew how I always paused there. Somehow, admitting this part always tugged at me. It wasn’t that I truly wished to resist, but the humiliation of admitting aloud how I was her property always gave me pause. It felt wrong on some levels yet right on so many more. 
 
    “Miss Susan, I belong to you.” 
 
    “Smart boy. Who’s a smart boy? That’s right, you’re a smart boy!” Her super-excited tone rushed a wave of heat across my body. But then she leaned down and kissed me on the cheek. “I’m going to have fun with these negotiations, aren’t I?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Assume the position.” 
 
    I gulped, not sure where this was going. 
 
    But she had trained me well, so I obediently got onto my back, thrust out my arms and stuck out my legs. Spread eagle, I found my voice, “Miss Susan?” 
 
    “What is it, slave boy?” Miss Susan crawled over me and slipped the straps from beneath the bed. Each one was black and leather and locked to a bar which ran the length of the bed’s underside. She strapped me down whenever she wanted me completely helpless, immobile and unable to do little more than struggle. Even then, my struggles were limited to bucking and a few inches for each limb. 
 
    “I thought you wanted to discuss the contract.” 
 
    She stopped and turned on me, “Are you being a bad slave?” Then she answered her own question, “Yes, you are.” A grin dashed her lips, which told me she sometimes enjoyed my disobedience. After all, it gave her reason to punish me, not that she always required one. 
 
    Miss Susan owned an assortment of crops, paddles, and canes, but for now, she limited herself to her palm. She pulled me onto my side and smacked my ass. I flinched for the first one, only she hadn’t finished with me. Miss Susan’s palm crashed down against my taut skin again and again. I was being spanked like a naughty child, and although it had happened before, I continued to flinch and groan as the tendrils of pain lanced through me. 
 
    “Now tell me, what did you do wrong?” she asked sweetly. 
 
    It took me a moment to catch my breath, but I had to respond quickly. Slow answers meant another round of punishment. “I forgot to address you correctly, Miss Susan.” 
 
    “Smart boy,” she said and tapped my cheek. “Now, what did you want to know?” 
 
    This time I concentrated a lot harder and with a lot more care, “Miss Susan, if we’re negotiating, shouldn’t we be at a table or something?” 
 
    My Mistress took a long time in deciding how she answered. Or maybe she just wanted to finish strapping me down because she secured my restraints before turning around. With each leather manacle, Miss Susan made sure to tug on them and make sure they were good and tight. 
 
    Because once she had me restrained like this, I had no chance of escape. A few weeks before this, we actually checked. She gave me half an hour and ordered me to get away. 
 
    When Miss Susan finally answered, she straddled me and leaned down, walking her fingertips from my navel up to my sternum. When she got to my neck, she came over and whispered into my ear, “I want you in the proper frame of mind. Now, tell me, where do you belong?” 
 
    “At your feet, Mistress.” 
 
    “Smart boy. So now we’re going to figure out exactly how our relationship will work from here.” With those words, she slipped off the bed and left me there, strapped down. 
 
    I didn’t call after her even as a cloud of nervousness started to fill my chest. Instead, I concentrated on where I was, which only served to amp up my apprehension. 
 
    Again I waited. This was the worst trick she could have pulled on me, which didn’t keep her from doing it pretty often. She loved knowing I was trapped there, stuck and waiting for her. Because no matter how hard I fought the straps, they would keep me pinned there on her bed, waiting for her to return. 
 
    This position stripped me of all my strength and cunning. Nothing I had or did or ever accomplished meant a thing when she had me like this. Sure, I could beg or whimper or threaten her, but those acts would simply entertain her all the more. And why not? She wanted a helpless male, one completely locked in her power, and she had that. She had me. 
 
    Miss Susan came back, only this time she had something, something that made my heart jump two beats. It didn’t look like anything special, just a black duffle bag, the kind a million people used at gyms or on short trips. But I knew what she had on the inside. 
 
    “So we need to set some conditions for this contract,” she said. My Mistress unzipped the bag. It contained toys, some known to me, others alien and just waiting to discipline me. 
 
    But before she retrieved any paddles or clips, Miss Susan pulled out a folder. It must have been sitting right at the top because she didn’t have to sift through any of the other equipment. 
 
    Miss Susan opened the folder and pulled out several papers. “Oh, what do we have here?” she asked theatrically. “My, my, my, it looks like a contract draft. So I’m thinking we can read over the various clauses and discuss which ones we can both agree to? Sound fair? What am I thinking, of course it sounds far.” 
 
    My nostrils tightened at the implication. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry, do you disagree with how I’ve planned this?” 
 
    She was taunting me. If she already had the contract written, then it would just be me agreeing. Or trying to disagree, not that I thought I could really succeed. Unsure of what I faced, I bit down and rushed through any frustration I may have felt, “No, Mistress. I don’t disagree with how you planned this.” 
 
    My owner flipped to the first page, “So, first off, you will always address me as Miss Susan. Any disagreement there?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said and reached down with her free hand. She stroked my stomach, my pelvis, my thighs. I started to struggle again. She made any clarity of thought nearly impossible. 
 
    The second she stopped, I froze up, breathing hard and struggling to get my thoughts to work again. It felt as though all of my dendrites and synapses had been clogged. Raw desire jolted through me, a storm of longing only she could control even as I fought to contain it. 
 
    “What else, Mistress?” 
 
    “Oh, are you impatient to agree?” she asked. “Don’t be so hasty. This is an important document. If you ever violate this contract, then you’ll be disciplined severely. I may even remove you from my service.” 
 
    The vanilla part of my brain translated her words: if I defied her, she would dump me. We started out as Mistress and slave, and she would have no problem kicking me out of her life. I swallowed, thinking of how beautiful and smart she was. How many guys would kill for a chance to worship this woman? I nodded, thinking of how important this contract would be. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I understand.” 
 
    “And it’ll be official then. There won’t be any disagreement or ambiguity about our relationship, will there?” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” I answered obediently and even nodded subserviently as though I had to add in an extra punch of emphasis. 
 
    “Oh, there’s another clause here about how your title.” 
 
    “What is it, Mistress?” 
 
    “You will be my slave. Are you good with that? Of course you are,” she said right away. I pursed my lips and nodded until her eyes brightened when they lit on something else, “Then we have your right to orgasm.” 
 
    At once, my stomach tightened. I wasn’t going to like where she was headed, but I made myself ask anyway, “Mistress, what do you mean?” 
 
    Miss Susan didn’t answer my question right away. Instead, she took one finger and started to slide it down and up the length of my cock. I started to strain against my restraints again. It got harder to understand what she said, but her lips moved and her voice danced on the air, “Oh, I thought it would be simple, especially for such a smart boy like you.” 
 
    I gulped as the desire percolated throughout my body. She made my nerves dance. She made my heart jump. I was enthralled by her and her touch. Miss Susan teased me for another moment and continued, “So tell me, what do you think we’ll discuss when it comes to your right to orgasm?” 
 
    I didn’t want to say it, locked my eyes closed, and shook my head from side to side. She smacked me once and didn’t bother with the order for me to speak. I went stiff, looked at her again, and guessed, “You’re not going to let me come on my own anymore, are you, Mistress?” 
 
    “There’s my smart boy!” she said and broke contact with my cock. She took both hands and ruffled my hair as though I were a dog who just performed the right trick for his owner. “Because you’re right. From now on, you don’t get to come unless it’s with my permission.” 
 
    “Please, don’t add that into the contract,” I pleaded, “Please, Miss Susan, that’s too much!” 
 
    “Really? Should I give you some time to think about it? Yeah, you know, I think that would be a good idea. Maybe you’re too excited now. What do you think? An hour to lay here and consider your options?” She slid off the bed, but I called out to her and she halted at the threshold. 
 
    “Wait, Mistress, please wait!” 
 
    She glanced over her shoulder, “What is it, slave boy?” There wasn’t a trace of cruelty there now, only the hints of amusement. She was playing me like a toy. We both knew it, and she savored my awareness. 
 
    “Please, Mistress, I’ll do it. Okay? I won’t come without your permission.” 
 
    For several agonizingly drawn out heartbeats, I thought she might leave the room anyway. Knowing Miss Susan, she could have gone grocery shopping or called one of her friends for a protracted discussion, all the while leaving me there, bound and helpless. 
 
    Instead, she came back to the bed and read through the papers, “So I think we’re at our last clause.” 
 
    “What is it, Mistress?” 
 
    “It’s very simple,” she said. “This final bit states that you agree to the terms of this contract and you acknowledge that your owner, me, gets the right to revise it in any way I wish at any time.” 
 
    Through my sex-addled head, I tried to interpret her words. The first conclusion I reached didn’t make sense, so I had to ask, “Mistress?” 
 
    “It’s simple, and I think you know what I said.” 
 
    “Mistress, you get to change the rules…” I started to say uncertainly. 
 
    “That’s right! I do. And you’ll obey or get spanked or teased or put on time out,” she grinned at me. “Yeah, I think that’s what we’ll start calling those moments when I leave you here to think of what you did wrong.” She grinned down at me and started to pet my cock again. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Are you ready to sign your new contract?” 
 
    I exhaled, the frustration of pure powerlessness streaming through me. “Yes, Mistress. I’ll sign it.” She must have read the reluctance in my eyes, because she giggled to herself again, pulled a pen from the toy bag and placed it in my hand. Then she slipped the contract beneath my palm and told me to write my name. 
 
    I had no idea what I really signed. Again, I had to trust her, but once the last letter of my name appeared on the page, she pulled the contract away, placed it neatly in its folder and reminded me that I had to obey. 
 
    “Now, I get to decide when you get to come, don’t I?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I tried to keep the eagerness from my voice, lest she consider me too impudent and leave me there again. 
 
    “I think I’m going to let you come, but only after I’ve gotten my jollies from you. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, I understand, Mistress!” 
 
    The way she had touched me worked me up, but she started to tease me in a wholly different way now. She began to strip off her clothes, one layer at a time. Her fingers moved with deft care, each motion another stroke of light to excite me all the more. Her eyes held my attention and made it clear that if I tried to look away, then I would be disciplined severely. 
 
    Once she removed her top, Miss Susan stripped off her bra and tossed it to the floor. Her breasts always surprised me with their beauty. A combination of lust and longing and pure admiration filled me. I wanted to nibble her nipples and stroke her creamy skin. I pulled at my restraints as though I could reach up and touch my Mistress, but of course I remained trapped beneath her. 
 
    Miss Susan finished and remained on her knees. She placed her hands on my shoulders and leaned down to breathe against my ear, “I want to feel you squirm and struggle. I want to know that you are desperate for me, just as I want you to know that you can’t have me until I’m good and ready. Understand?” 
 
    I panted the words she wanted to hear, “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    My owner didn’t bother to answer as she lowered her head, kissing my chest. She tickled my nipples with her nose and flicked her tongue against my skin. Each movement and motion shot electrical jolts of desire throughout my body. I strained in place, fighting not to come right then. Any kind of pressure might have set me off. 
 
    “Who’s my good little slave?” she breathed against my skin, sending tickles of energy dancing throughout my body. When I didn’t answer fast enough, she stopped, lifted her head and stared back at me, awaiting my response. 
 
    Panting quick breaths, I told her, “I am! I’m your slave, Mistress!” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said and went back to work teasing me. 
 
    When she got down to my stomach, she flicked her tongue against me again and again, lapping her moisture along my skin. Then she worked her way down to my stiff cock. “Would you like to be inside of me?” her eyes were on my member though, almost as though she didn’t care about me except for the use of my body. 
 
    “Yes! Yes, please Mistress! I’ll do anything! I’ll be anything!” Desperation dripped from every sound I made. I practically exuded raw desire. 
 
    “I like it when you beg.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “You look like you want it so badly, but I’m wondering if this is really all you have to offer. Maybe if I left you alone for a little while you’d be even more eager when I got back. Tell me, what do you think of that idea?” 
 
    It was a trap. Even through my lust addled head, I could hear the danger. If I said I wouldn’t get any more excited, then it would sound like a dare. But if I agreed, she might really leave me there to stew in my own arousal. But I had to say something. 
 
    “Mistress, please, I want to serve you. I want you to use me. Please, use me. Make me your toy, your plaything!” 
 
    “Oh, you’re definitely my plaything, and I think you may have earned a treat.” She cocked her head to one side, “More importantly, I want to play with my toy.” 
 
    When she got up and braced herself above me, I saw her pussy wet and glistening. As much torment as I endured, she enjoyed every moment of it. Having me restrained and powerless lit something inside of her. 
 
    She took my shaft and slipped me inside of her, lowering herself with a long and feral groan. She closed her eyes to savor the sensations of my cock slipping against her most sensitive bits. 
 
    “Don’t you dare come yet,” she told me, her voice harsh and demanding. She wanted to ride me. She wanted to ride me long and hard. 
 
    Slowly, Miss Susan started to work herself back and forth. She didn’t bother trying to hide her excitement now and I felt the heat of her pussy rush through my member. The motions built up her arousal as she pushed back and forth, back and forth, pulsating our bodies against one another. 
 
    Despite the restraints, I started to buck my hips. She glanced down at me and grinned a quarter inch. That was as much permission as she had to offer as she worked me over. Within seconds, I felt the urge to climax, but I forced it back. She hadn’t yet given me permission. 
 
    She started to rock me harder, undulating her flesh against mine, the steady rhythm working itself up, harder and faster, harder and faster. I couldn’t stand it much longer. Biting down, I tried to concentrate on just my breathing, anything to keep me strong and compliant with her orders. 
 
    “Can I come? Can I come? Please!” I started to moan out the words, my sounds lost to the grunts and groans of passion. I sounded animalistic. I sounded like charged nerves, flesh alight with the volcanic heat of desire because I didn’t want anything more than her. She became my craving, my hunger, all of the lust concentrated throughout my body. 
 
    “Yes!” she panted back, “Yes! You can!” 
 
    At once, I lost all control. A torrent of heat and pleasure pulsated through my body, emanating from my cock and rushing through the rest of my skin. Ecstasy as I had never known vibrated through the whole of my flesh. 
 
    But more importantly, my owner cried out with her pleasure. I rocked harder as we both sped up into the final climax. She sounded so primal. Our voices mingled in the joy of this satisfaction. Our bodies sang out together, mirrored ecstasies mirrored from one body to the next, man and woman, owner and slave, Mistress and property. 
 
    And when she finally finished with me, Miss Susan collapsed beside me. I lay there as she cuddled up onto my chest. For a long time, we simply relaxed, each of us satisfied and spent, waiting for our bodies to catch up again. 
 
    After some time, she walked her fingers along my skin and said very quietly and very serenely, “That was a lot of fun.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, it was.” 
 
    “And you know, I’m going to hold you to your contract.” 
 
    I grimaced even as my body twitched, eager to service her again, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    We had a contract now. It was official. I was hers in every way. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
   
  
 



Surrender to Her 
 
      
 
    I was already naked, already powerless, already spread out before her. She had my arms and legs strapped down to the bed. The restraints were simple vinyl and Velcro, yet they held me completely. 
 
    Once, just a couple of weeks ago, Marissa left me alone on the bed. Up until that point, I figured that the restraints were purely decorative. They were just Velcro. They weren't made from metal or rope or anything serious. 
 
    But while she was out of the room, I started to pull and to tug. I worked my arms and I tried to twist my wrists, hoping that if I rotated to just the right angle, then I would be able to free myself. 
 
    Yeah, it didn't work. 
 
    Marissa must have been gone for at least five or six minutes, but no matter how hard I tried or strained, I still couldn't get up off the bed. And when she came back, she smirked at me. Somehow, she knew. She knew that I had tried to get away, and she understood just as well that I had failed. 
 
    Then several weeks later, she had me naked and strapped down. At this point, she came back into the room, and she only had on her bra and panties. She looked exquisite, so perfectly beautiful. 
 
    "There's something I'm going to tell you tonight," she informed me. 
 
    "What is it, Mistress?" 
 
    "Something important," she purred. She climbed up onto the bed, and she set herself between my legs. She examined my body, but something seemed different. As her eyes swept along my feet to my legs and torso, she didn't seem quite so...interested. 
 
    I didn't understand it, but Marissa always knew how to surprise me. She knew how to keep me guessing. 
 
    Although she had stripped out of her eveningwear, she still had on her makeup. Her lips practically glowed in the dark, an almost sinister shade of red. Her eyes were dark, and she reached down, touching me with her fingernails. 
 
    "You look so delicious," she said. She ran her fingernails over my skin. She scratched me, leaving those hot red marks down the length of my chest. "I love having you like this. I love playing with you. You're always so much fun, Kyle." 
 
    "Yes, mistress. Thank you, mistress." 
 
    "Such a good boy. I've trained you so thoroughly, haven't I?" 
 
    She had. 
 
    For me, this wasn't any kind of effect of her game. Oh no, I had given myself to this woman, so she owned me. And why not? She was so perfect. We met about a year ago, and when I first set my eyes on her, I never imagined that I would get to talk to her, let alone see her naked or spend any real time with her. 
 
    She was out of my league in every sense. He was gorgeous with that perfect body. From the smooth contours of her toned legs to her flat stomach, and her perfectly rounded breasts, Marissa looked more like a model than anything else. Except she was smart too. Despite her shining blonde hair and vivid blue eyes, she knew how to take in the world at a glance. She could arrive at the most complicated conclusions within the span of a few seconds. 
 
    Currently, she scratched me again, only to watch me shiver. I started to pull against my restraints, hoping that I might be able to avoid her talons for a few more seconds. But no. Marissa had me right where she wanted me. 
 
    Which meant I wasn't going anywhere. 
 
    "You are such an interesting boy," she told me. "So much fun." She scratched me again, swiping her nails along my body. And then she reached it down for my cock. Of course, I was already hard. 
 
    Getting to be in a room alone with Marissa always made me hard. She considered my cock. She stroked me, touching me gently. With one hand, she could scratch me, leaving claw marks. With the other, she could be so gentle. 
 
    My body didn't know how to process those sensations warring through my body. My breath quivered, and I shook. I pulled against the restraints. I struggled, even though I didn't stand a chance of getting away. 
 
    She stopped scratching me, and she focused all of her attention on my genitals. She rubbed me and squeezed me ever so lightly. She made sure that I came right up to the verge of an orgasm. 
 
    "What, what can I do for you, Mistress?" 
 
    Really, it was a stupid question. So often, she got wet just from seeing me struggle. She wanted to know that I was absolutely helpless. She craved my futile efforts. She yearned to hear me tweak helplessly. 
 
    And she got it, especially as she touched me. Her soft, gentle caresses kept me so hard. I couldn't do anything, and then she got up onto her knees, and she stopped touching me. My eyes were locked on her body as she pulled off her panties. And there was her bush, her slit. 
 
    She straddled me, lowering her body down. Her pussy was right there, just above my mouth. 
 
    "You know what to do," she said. Did I detect just a note of boredom? 
 
    If so, I didn't think about it. 
 
    On the contrary, I licked her with everything I possessed. I did my best, pouring all of my effort into my tongue, into my mouth. I licked her gently at first, starting out slowly, just the way she liked. She was already wet, her clit engorged. But I can do better. I had to do better. 
 
    This girl was so far out of my league...I had to please her! 
 
    So I did my absolute best. I swirled the tip of my tongue around her clitoris, going a little bit faster. I traced patterns over her butt, doing anything and everything I could to make her feel alive and aroused. 
 
    She remained above me, stationery, silent. For my part, I just focused. 
 
    Then she started talking, and I could barely understand her. After all, I was so focused on her sex that I couldn't really think or process anything real. "Kyle, you are a good little slave. Whenever I come home, I know that you'll be here, and I know they'll do whatever I want." 
 
    She didn't bother with any questions. She knew that she owned me. She knew that she had me. 
 
    As I worshiped her pussy, I thought about one question. Was there anything I wouldn't do for this girl? If she ordered me to wear a collar in public, would I? Yes. If she decided to show me off to her friends, would I accept their giggles and laughter? Yes. 
 
    Outside of games like this, Marissa already kept me in chastity. She locked me up, and she loved toying with me, especially when I took her out to dinner. She would order for both of us, and I would pay. But while we were out, Marissa would point out some of the other patrons, and she would ask what I thought of them. She would want to know if I thought any of them were more attractive. 
 
    If I lied, she would punish me. She would take me right back into this bedroom, she would tie me down, face down, and she would fuck me with a dildo...after a thorough spanking. 
 
    I accepted all of it because I knew that this girl owned me. Little by little, I gave myself up until I became her property. She became my Mistress, and I became her slave. 
 
    To make matters worse, I was grateful for the position. I knew that she was better than me, smarter than me, more attractive than any girl I could ever hope to be with. 
 
    As I felt her hips along my cheeks, I continued to lick, to swipe my tongue along her opening. My tongue danced over her clitoris, swirling and banking, sliding from side to side. I started to speed up, especially when she began to breathe just a little bit more heavily. This was the closest thing I could get to control, and I enjoyed it. 
 
    "Good boy. Yes, just like that. That's right. That's what you can do for me. Yes!" 
 
    She cried out one more time, and then her body shook as the orgasm pounded through her. She pulled her pussy away from my mouth, and she looked down at me. "Well done, slave." 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress." 
 
    Marissa went back to that spot between my legs, and she started to stroke me again. She played with my balls, and she teased my shaft. I was already so hard, but those desires pumping through my skin became even more intense. Every moment brought another wave of desire crashing down into my skin. I needed relief. I needed to come! 
 
    Instinctively, I started to pull on the restraints. I stretched the straps as far as they would go, but that meant I was still tied down and still helpless. 
 
    Marissa giggled. She just laughed because I was so adorable to her. At moments like this, I could fight with every ounce of willpower I possessed, but it still wouldn't make the slightest difference to her. 
 
    "Are you ready for me to ride you, slave? Are you ready for me to fuck you again?" 
 
    "Yes, yes Mistress!" 
 
    "Just tell me one thing, slave. Why are you the slave? You're a boy. I'm sure you would rather be in charge." 
 
    My eyes widened. She wanted a reason. 
 
    "Mistress, you are in charge because you're better than me." 
 
    "Obviously," she said. Marissa wasn't the kind of girl who believed in false modesty. "But what makes me better?" Her eyes sparkled with mischievous delight. She was having so much fun teasing me and taunting me. Really, she wanted to break me. 
 
    My lips moved, and my voice dropped, but I still told her what she wanted to hear. "Because you're smarter than me." 
 
    "Yes, I am," she said, and then she positioned herself above me again, only when she lowered her pussy back down, it wasn't toward my mouth. No, it was toward my cock. 
 
    She teased me, touching her slit to the tip of my shaft once, then twice. Slowly, so slowly, with deliberate cruelty, she took her time. But little by little, she enveloped my cock, taking me into her. At the same time, she moved just slowly enough that I wouldn't be able to climax right away. She kept her body relaxed until she was right on top of me. 
 
    "You know the rules, slave. You aren't allowed an orgasm until I give you permission. Say it." 
 
    "I'm not, I'm not allowed an orgasm until you give me permission, Mistress." 
 
    Marissa reached down, and she tapped my face. She grinned, her features lit with aroused cruelty. She loved being in charge. She loved having every ounce of power in our relationship. And that's why she started to ride me, moving up then down, forward and back. 
 
    "Struggle for me, slave. I love watching you fight, knowing that you can't possibly win." 
 
    This time, I didn't acknowledge her words, but I did exactly what she wanted. I started by trying to kick my way free. Marissa just laughed. I pulled against my restraints, only to try to punch my arms away, and she laughed some more. That sound vibrated through my body. She was teasing me, watching as I worked with every ounce of strength I possessed, and we both knew that it wouldn't be good enough. Like it or not, I was helpless underneath her. 
 
    "C'mon, slave. You can do better than that," she mocked. 
 
    Gritting my teeth, I tried again. My face was flushed, my heart was pounding, and I didn't know how much more energy I possessed, but I tried anyway. I bucked and thrashed about it, but I still couldn't get away. I couldn't even knock her off balance. 
 
    But she loved it. She loved the way my cock rammed up into her slit. She growled and purred, like a feline playing with her prey. 
 
    I fought harder. I battled my straps, but they still held me down. No matter how I kicked or thrashed, I still couldn't get away! And Marissa just kept laughing. The sounds of her excited cackling filled the room until she finally settled back down. 
 
    "May I, may I have an orgasm?" 
 
    "No." 
 
    Her answer cut through the air, stifling my hopes. 
 
    "Please, Mistress! I don't think I can take this anymore!" 
 
    "Too bad," she answered. "You're going to stay right where I put you. And you aren't going to enjoy it until I give you permission," she said. She reached it down, and she pressed her fingernails into my shoulders, her claws digging down into my skin. 
 
    As I tried to wiggle free, Marissa just enjoyed herself. She stayed for my futile struggles, the way my hips moved about. She loved having my cock right inside of her, like I belonged to her. Because I did. I was hers, every ounce, every inch. 
 
    And that's when she opened her eyes, and she looked right down into my face. "Kyle, there's something you should know. I'm getting bored with you. You're a good slave, and you try so hard, and I'm definitely going to keep you, but I've come to a conclusion." 
 
    Those words washed over me. I didn't know what I was supposed to feel. I didn't know how I was supposed to react. 
 
    "Mistress? What, what can I do better?" 
 
    "Nothing," she told me. 
 
    Was she dumping me? Was my Mistress going to tell me that my time with her was done? Just a moment ago, my skin had been bright red, radiating heat. Now it felt like cold ice water ran just beneath the surface of my skin. My heart pounded wildly, and I didn’t know how to deal with those shifts. 
 
    "Don't worry. I'm not getting rid of you, slave. I'm still going to have lots of important duties for you. But there's one thing you should know. I'm going to need a real man in my life, and that's just not you. You have a great little mouth, but your cock just isn't good enough." 
 
    My lips tightened together, and I didn't know what to say. Certainly, I couldn't argue with my Mistress. 
 
    "Tell me you're going to be a good boy, no matter how I use you or how humiliating you find it to be." 
 
    "I'll be a good slave, Mistress," I replied automatically. "I belong to you, as long as you’ll have me." 
 
    "Now you can come," she told me. 
 
    Despite the news, my cock throbbed, and it pulsated as I surrendered. 
 
    Marissa giggled, and she ran her fingers through my hair. She held me down, some of her weight braced against my forehead. "You're going to help me find him. You're going to help me find a real man who will satisfy me because you can't," she said, her voice tickling at my eardrums. She barely whispered, yet I took in every single sound, every single syllable. 
 
    The pleasure raced through my body even as I surrendered to the truth that my Mistress was about to take a lover, someone better than me. 
 
    I kept pulling on my restraints, almost as though I could escape the truth. 
 
      
 
    Several days later, I found myself sitting at a bar. 
 
    I swallowed, and I took a sip from my soda. Everyone else in here was drinking beer or something harder. Not me. I couldn't get impaired. 
 
    The seconds kept ticking by, and I looked around again and again. This place was relatively nice. I was the only one here alone. There was a couple out on a date, and I saw some friends drinking off toward the side. They looked like they were maybe old college buddies, here to have some fun away from their families. 
 
    Then the door opened, and a man walked in. He glanced around, and his eyes immediately locked on mine. 
 
    He walked up to me, and he nodded. "You're Kyle, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes," I answered. "And you're Nick." 
 
    Nick had dark hair, a little bit of stubble along his cheeks, and he had on a dress coat, black pants, and shined shoes. Taken together, he looked like some executive. He was probably a little bit older than me, but he wielded that experience like an expert. 
 
    I held out my hand. He considered my digits for a moment before sitting down. "I assume that Marissa wants you to the vet me, to determine if I'm acceptable." 
 
    "Yes," I said. 
 
    "Tell me, what is she looking for?" 
 
    I blushed, especially because he didn't bother to lower his voice. The bartender, a pretty girl with shining black hair and a nose ring, glanced up. She was clearly eavesdropping on our conversation, but there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    "She's looking for a strong man, someone who will be able to keep up with her. Her lover needs to be intelligent and physically strong." 
 
    "Good," he answered. "What else?" 
 
    "He needs to be able to tolerate my presence," I said, lowering my voice. But then I made the mistake of glancing up, and the bartender's eyes met mine for just a second or two. She smirked. Maybe I even noticed a barely perceptible shake of her head. 
 
    "And what are you, Kyle?" 
 
    "I'm a slave," I told him. I hated admitting those words to someone else, especially this man. Perhaps I had fantasized, once or twice, about how it would feel if Marissa decided to show me off to her friends. But then, I would be an object of admiration. I would be her most valuable possession. 
 
    "If you're a slave, shouldn't you be wearing a collar?" 
 
    "Not tonight," I answered. Doing my best to regain some semblance of control over the conversation, I looked back at him. "Nick, do you have any other questions?" 
 
    "No. But you don't address me by my first name. If you're a slave, you must address me as your superior." 
 
    My lips parted, my mouth went dry, and I didn't know what to say. 
 
    "I, I don't think I can do that." 
 
    "If you can't, then I'm going to leave." His body shifted back ever so slightly. He meant it. 
 
    At first, I didn't say anything, but then he started to slide off of his stool. "Yes, Sir." 
 
    "Good boy," Nick said to me. When he talked down to me, he really did make it sound like I was just some animal, maybe a creature locked up at a zoo for the amusement of others. 
 
    "Tell me, what is she like?" 
 
    "She's a very beautiful woman. She has blonde hair, blue eyes, and a perfect body." As those words left my lips, I realized something. My fingertips were actually trembling. 
 
    "I've already seen her picture. And yes, she is very lovely. But what I really want to know is, what is she like?" 
 
    "She's strong. She's articulate, and she's very intelligent." 
 
    "She's smarter than you, isn't she?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    Admitting the truth to a stranger was difficult enough, but Nick still wasn't satisfied. "Yes, what?" 
 
    I locked my teeth together. I couldn't believe this. "Yes, Sir." 
 
    "Does she realize that she won't be completely in charge if we both agree to this arrangement?" Obviously, the "we" in his question didn't refer to me. 
 
    "Yes, she isn't interested in another slave, Sir. She wants an equal." 
 
    "Good. Then bring me to her." 
 
      
 
    Nick decided to sit in the back seat of my car. Somehow, that surprised me, but then I realized what he was doing. As my superior, he didn't want to sit next to me, and he wouldn't lower himself to driving my car. 
 
    As much as I hated to admit it, he was perfect for Marissa. He was smart, strong willed, and a perfect male specimen. 
 
    Part of me wanted to call this whole thing off. Technically, I was supposed to be the gatekeeper, so it would be easy enough. And yet, I couldn't do it. If I tried, Marissa would take one look at me, and she would know that I derailed her plans on purpose. 
 
    So instead, I drove back through the city. I parked in the garage underneath the condominium, and I got out. I didn't say anything to Nick. He seemed perfectly comfortable in the silence. 
 
    Time seemed to stretch and compress every second. It didn't make any sense. On the one hand, everything was happening so fast. On the other, every moment felt like an especially slow, agonized torment. 
 
    When we got to the door, I unlocked it, and Nick sauntered in. He looked around, taking in his surroundings. 
 
    The condominium was relatively nice. It had an open design with one big couch, a large screen TV, and the kitchen off to the side. The granite countertops were clean. Everything in here was clean. Marissa insisted that I scrub her home from top to bottom before we had any visitors. 
 
    "Knock, knock," he called out. 
 
    Marissa came out of the bedroom and down the hallway. She had on a white summer dress. She looked lovely, especially with her hair tied back into that neat French braid. "Nick," she said. 
 
    "The slave was right. You are beautiful," he said. Nick walked up to her, and he reached into his coat pocket. He took out a small box and held out his hand. 
 
    It was a blue with a red ribbon. She considered the offering for a moment before plucking it from his hand. She untied the ribbons and opened it. "Lovely," she said. "Much nicer than anything the slave has ever bought me." 
 
    "That's hardly fair. I'm sure I make more than him." 
 
    "Definitely," Marissa replied. "But we both know that this isn't about gifts or money, don't we?" 
 
    "Absolutely," he agreed. 
 
    "And what is this about?" Marissa asked. 
 
    "You're testing me." 
 
    I could only watch them, and as I did so, I realized something. I was watching a pair of predators circle one another as they tried to decide what kind of balance of power would be mutually beneficial. Or maybe they would just attack one another. 
 
    With every second, I kept hoping that maybe it wouldn't work out. I was rooting for Nick to make a mistake, to utter the wrong word or to try to pull off the wrong gesture. But no, this man possessed a natural charisma and ease around women that made it simple for him to get what he wanted. 
 
    "Absolutely," she agreed. "But then, I get the impression that you're the kind of guy who can enjoy a little bit of testing." 
 
    "This is about pleasure. This is about satisfaction," he replied. He moved a little bit closer, and Marissa didn't seem to mind. He was taller than me, taller than her. And as he looked down into her eyes, he tilted his head to the side, and lowered the corner of his mouth into a cocky smirk. 
 
    When he leaned down to kiss her, I kept hoping to hear the sound of a slap. I wanted my Mistress to shove him away, to demand that he get out. 
 
    But no, he ran his fingers along the back of her neck, and he leaned in, to kiss her. Marissa didn't fight. In fact, she parted her lips ever so slightly, and they kissed, right there in front of me! 
 
    I stood there, wishing that I had some command to follow. But no, I could only stand there and do my best to pretend that I was little more than furniture. 
 
    They kissed for several seconds, perhaps an entire minute. Their lips pressed up against one another. He kissed her gently at first, then more forcefully. Finally, he shoved her up against the wall, and he grabbed one of her wrists, lifting it up over her head. He held her just like that, and she started to moan. 
 
    Then he pulled back. 
 
    "Was I wrong?" 
 
    "No, definitely not," Marissa replied, her breath strained. 
 
    "Good," he said. "Would you like to have a drink?" 
 
    "I would," she told him. For the first time since I came back with Nick, she turned her attention to me. "Slave, fetch us something to drink." 
 
    Nick meandered around the living room, his attention especially drawn to the bookshelf. He admired her different titles. "You have eclectic taste," he said to my Mistress. 
 
    Marissa walked up to him. She seemed to admire the lines of his frame for a few seconds before answering, "Thank you. I do try to broaden my horizons as much as possible. The world is so big and fascinating." 
 
    "Tell me, how do you train your slave?" 
 
    "I'm surprised you're curious." 
 
    "Why is that?" 
 
    "Because I imagine most guys would be pretty disgusted with someone like Kyle." 
 
    By this point, I was back in the kitchen, pouring a pair of glasses of wine. I couldn't help but overhear. With every second, I wanted to block out the sounds of their voices, especially when they talked about me, but there was nothing I could do. 
 
    "He's pathetic, all right," Nick agreed. "But being pathetic doesn't necessarily mean that he can't be interesting or useful. Like right now, for example." Just at that moment, I held out the glasses of wine for Nick and my Mistress. 
 
    "Honestly, it wasn't difficult to train Kyle here at all. I think he has a naturally subservient personality. And it doesn't help that he's never been particularly successful with women, so when I started paying even just a little bit of attention to him, he became totally devoted. Isn't that right, slave?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I mumbled. 
 
    "Speak up for your mistress," Nick snapped at me. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    "So," Marissa continued, "I started pushing him just a little bit at a time. On our first date, I knocked something onto the floor, and I told him to pick it up for me." 
 
    "Perhaps he was just being a gentleman." 
 
    "I had the same thought," Marissa allowed. "But on our second date, I started to push him a little bit more. I brought along a pair of panties, and I ordered him to wear them during our date." 
 
    "Did he like that?" 
 
    "It certainly made him hard. Of course, Kyle here tried to protest. He kept insisting that he didn't want to do it, but I could see that look of excitement in his eyes. He loves being owned by pretty girl, doesn't he?" Marissa took a sip of her wine, but her eyes moved back to me. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    "And how will the slave the part of this relationship?" 
 
    Marissa considered the question for a few seconds. First, she kept her eyes on him. Then she glanced over at me. "I've taught him some tricks." 
 
    "What sort of tricks?" 
 
    "You enjoy blow jobs?" 
 
    "Absolutely." 
 
    "Good," she replied. And then, Marissa turned away from the conversation, and she practically glided back down to the bedroom. "Nick, slave, won't you join me?" 
 
    "You're in for it now," Nick whispered to me. He handed the glass of wine to me, and then he sauntered back down the hallway, after my Mistress. 
 
      
 
    I deposited the glass in the kitchen, and then I made my way back down the hallway. The span of carpet had never seemed so long to me before. And yet, I knocked gently on the door. 
 
    "Enter," Nick called out. 
 
    When I walked in, I found them both on the bed. He was on top of her, holding her down. He was kissing her, and she clearly loved every second of it. Once I entered the room, I didn't know what to do. I didn't know what I was expected to say or if I should just stay out of the way. 
 
    Nick pulled off of her, and she rolled onto her side. "Slave, strip." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "You heard your Mistress. Strip." 
 
    I could hardly believe that I was being ordered around by this man. Yes, I was Marissa's slave at home, but when I stepped out of the front door, I have respect like any other person. Even if I obeyed this woman's every command, no one else knew. I didn't know how to react, not now, not when Nick was right there. 
 
    Reluctantly, I pulled off my shirt. I slid my feet out of my shoes, and I rolled off my socks. 
 
    Marissa practically growled at me, "Faster." 
 
    I took off my belt and I dropped my pants. Now I only had on one last garment, my boxers. I really, really didn't want to discard them. I didn't want Nick to learn the truth about me. But then, Marissa had her eyes on me, and I stared at the floor. I hooked my thumbs into the elastic waistband of my underwear, and then I pulled the boxers down. 
 
    "You keep him in chastity," Nick said. It wasn't a question. 
 
    Indeed, my cock was locked away and imprisoned. A heavy, plastic band and looped around the base of my balls and up to the block just above my shaft. A plastic tube encircled my cock, making it impossible for me to get an erection while I wore this device. 
 
    "I found that it makes him much more pliant and malleable." 
 
    I made eye contact with Nick. That proved to be a mistake. His expression was filled with a mixture of disgust and pity. He was looking at me like I was the saddest animal at the zoo, locked up in a cage because I no longer had what it took to be a wild beast. 
 
    "I assume it's better for him this way," Nick said after a few moments of consideration. 
 
    "Unquestionably," Marissa said. 
 
    "Kneel for us." Nick commanded. That was the first time he gave me a direct order in front of my Mistress. 
 
    I looked back at my true owner, hoping that she would countermand his order. She didn't. Instead, she gave me a quick little nod. "Oh no, that's not acceptable," Nick announced. 
 
    My mouth went dry. I was about to lick my lips and ask what he meant, but he kept going anyway. "Marissa, I think we can have a very beautiful relationship, if you are interested, but if you are going to have a slave, then he needs to recognize your authority as well as mine. If I give him a command, I expect him to obey." 
 
    My eyes went wide. She whispered something to him. Although I couldn't hear exactly what she told him, I thought I caught the shape of the words. My skin turned white, and another dose of ice water seemed to run just beneath the surface of my skin. 
 
    "That sounds fair," Marissa finally announced. She rolled off of the bed, and she walked over to me. "Kneel," she commanded. 
 
    Because she was my Mistress and because I could never disobey her, I fell to my knees. I looked down at her dainty little feet. She had such adorable toes and such sexy arches. Everything about this girl really was perfect. 
 
    "Slave, from this point forward, I will still be your Mistress." 
 
    No, no, no. Please, don't say it! I silently begged her even as I kept my face aimed down at the carpet. 
 
    "I'm going to be your Mistress, and Nick will be your Master." 
 
    My breathing turned sharp and ragged. I opened my mouth, only to lock my teeth together. I didn't know what I was supposed to say. 
 
    "Do you understand, slave?" Nick practically barked at me. 
 
    I didn't say anything at first. He crossed the room, and he reached down, grabbing me by my hair. He pulled me up onto my feet, and he looked down into my eyes. His features blazed. He wasn't angry, but he was certainly in control. This was the alpha male in the room, the true beast. 
 
    I was just a pet, domesticated and ultimately helpless. "Do you understand, slave?" Nick repeated. 
 
    "Yes, Master." 
 
    "Louder." Nick still wasn't satisfied. 
 
    "Yes, master!" I told him. 
 
    Off to the side, Marissa giggled. "This is getting me hot." 
 
    "Tell me, do you give blow jobs, Marissa?" 
 
    "No." Ever since we got together, she made a point that she would never, ever go down on me. As far as she was concerned, a blow job was fundamentally degrading. It meant being on her knees, using her mouth for someone else's pleasure. Of course, she didn't mind using my mouth for her pleasure, but then she owned me... 
 
    "What about anal sex?" 
 
    "Never," she said, wrinkling her nose. 
 
    "Then it’s a good thing we have a slave." 
 
    My eyes got big and wide. 
 
    I turned back to Marissa, and I searched for some sign of shock or dismay. On the contrary, she was excited. She licked her lips, and she watched. "Marissa, can me grab us a pair of handcuffs, please?" 
 
    My Mistress spun around fast enough to make her French braid lift up into the air, and she skipped over to the closet. Her movements seemed so light, so excited and happy. She reminded me a little bit of a school girl eager to play with a new puppy. 
 
    She came back with a pair of handcuffs, genuine shackles designed to lock my wrists in place. Nick took them, and then he clicked them around my wrists. He didn't even bother to make sure we had a key. 
 
    "Let's start off with a blow job," he announced. He stepped back, and he waited for me to crawl over to his feet. 
 
    "No." 
 
    This time, Marissa came over to me, and she crouched down. She touched the underside of my chin, and she looked into my eyes. She was so beautiful. "Slave, this is what I want. If you intend to serve me, then you need to serve your new Master as well. If he wants you to suck him off, then that's exactly what you're going to do. Remember, you are here to serve us." 
 
    Not me. 
 
    Us. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    "Apologize." 
 
    Down on my knees, I turned myself back into his direction. "Master, I'm very sorry I was rude and disrespectful. Please, use me." 
 
    "Does he have any experience sucking on cocks?" 
 
    "I've had him suck on my dildo before," Marissa replied. "But this is going to be a new experience for him." 
 
    "Good," Nick said. He took his time, stripping. He discarded his coat and he unbuttoned his shirt. He pulled off each layer, one at a time until he was down to his boxers. Then he pulled those off as well, and he stood there, in front of me. 
 
    For the longest time, I kept staring down at the floor. Somehow, I didn't think I would really be able to suck on another man. And yet, if I wanted to be with Marissa, even as her servant boy, then I had to be obedient. If she wanted this, then my own desires became irrelevant. 
 
    "Service me, slave." 
 
    I moved closer and closer on my knees. Then I leaned forward. I braced my knuckles on the floor, and I licked his shaft. I barely slid my tongue along his contours before he grabbed me by my hair. "You can do better than that," Nick said. 
 
    He forced his cock up against my mouth. I opened my lips, and he shoved his length deep into me. 
 
    Right away, my gag reflex came to life. I inhaled and exhaled, doing my best to relax the muscles in my throat, but it was so difficult! I could barely get my body to cooperate. 
 
    He pushed forward, only to pull back a moment later. I wrapped my lips around his hot flesh. He pumped me, working me harder and faster. He yanked on my hair, using me. 
 
    "Not bad," Nick announced just a couple of heartbeats later. His cock was slick with my saliva. "Go fetch me a condom, slave." 
 
    "What, what are you going to do?" 
 
    "You'll find out soon enough," he replied without a hint of mercy. 
 
    Obediently, I crawled across the room, moving as best as I could with the handcuffs still around my wrists. Near the headboard, I found the condoms, and I brought him one. He opened it, and he slid it over his cock. It was pre-lubricated, so he ordered me to bend over the bed. 
 
    "What, what you going to do?" I asked again, my voice quivering. 
 
    "Marissa, the slave keeps asking questions. Maybe you should spank him." 
 
    "It would be my pleasure," she said, and she was telling the truth. I could hear the ecstasy in her voice. She couldn't wait to punish me. She came up to me, and she bent me over the bed herself. She had one hand on the nape of my neck. With her other, she started spanking me. Her hand flashed down again and again, striking into me. 
 
    As an adult, as a man, I didn't think a girl would be able to make it sting quite like this. But Marissa knew exactly what she was doing. She slammed her palm down against the soft skin of my buttocks. Over and over again, she swatted me until my rear practically glowed with a mixture of blush and pain. 
 
    "Are you done asking stupid questions?" 
 
    "Yes," I said, only to add another word a half a second later, "Master." 
 
    Marissa stepped aside, and Nick took her place. He positioned himself behind me, and I closed my eyes, waiting for the inevitable. 
 
    Once, back in college, I met a girl who was more than willing to share some of her sexual fantasies. She told me that she had this idea in her head where she really wanted to see her boyfriend get plowed by another guy. Nothing turned her on more. 
 
    I don't know if that girl ever got her fantasy fulfilled, but Marissa watched me, and her eyes were glowing with nothing but the light. In fact, her hand kept drifting down toward her crotch, like she yearned to start touching herself right away. 
 
    Pressing my lips together, I did my best to ignore the sensations, but then he pushed his huge cock up against my opening, and he plunged in. At first, he was somewhat gentle, allowing my body to adjust. But then, he pushed deeper and deeper. I was getting claimed and taken by another man. Marissa had used me on countless occasions. It was his turn. He worked me slowly, building up momentum and speed with every second. 
 
    And my body responded. Despite the chastity cage locked around my cock, I could feel the desires spinning through me. I didn't understand them. I couldn't explain them, but I looked over at Marissa, and she was biting down on her lower lip. I'd never seen her so horny. 
 
    He pulled back away from me, leaving me exhausted and drained. He peeled off the condom, and he threw it away. "It's your turn to strip," he said to Marissa. 
 
    She practically floated over to her new lover. She unzipped her skirt, and she lifted it up slowly. He wasn't satisfied. He yanked off her clothing, throwing the dress onto the floor. In the next moment, he started kissing her, and I tumbled down onto my knees. With my hands still cuffed together, I didn't know what I should do. 
 
    Part of me wanted to just close my eyes or even leave the room altogether. It would have been easy. They weren't paying attention. 
 
    And yet, could I leave my Mistress and Master without permission? 
 
    No. 
 
    So I stayed there, on my knees while he stripped her out of her bra and panties. Soon, she was completely naked and beneath him. 
 
    He kissed her mouth first, his erect cock pressing down between her legs. She murmured something to him, and every sound she made turned me on, but she didn't let me out of my chastity cage. She wouldn't anytime soon either. 
 
    Every few seconds, I wondered if maybe I should try to ask. Maybe I could beg or plead for a modicum of mercy. She could allow me to masturbate. 
 
    And yet, to do so, I would have to interrupt. 
 
    No way. I would never disappoint my Mistress or Master with such behavior. So I stayed down, and I watched, thinking about how she might not ever have sex with me again. That thought sent a cold chill running down my body. And yet, I wanted to be hers. Whether that meant her lover or her slave or her toy, I didn't even care. I was determined and dedicated to this woman. 
 
    His hands roamed along her body. He touched her breasts, only to lean down and lick each nipple. He made her moan, and her back arched. She wanted more, but my Mistress wasn't going to start begging. Instead, she grabbed at him, and her fingernails scratched over his shoulder blades. She tried to roll him over, to fight. 
 
    It didn't work. Those primal individuals struggled to see who would be on top. But he held her down, and he loved seeing that fight in her eyes, so he slid his cock right there, between her legs, into her slick pussy. 
 
    He didn't need to go down on her. He didn't need to do anything at all but take what he already craved. 
 
    Nick pushed into her, and he pulled back, letting every thrust send another wave of pleasure running through her body. Her nerves were probably crying out with desire until she panted. She kept scratching at him, but he worked her harder and faster. 
 
    She cried out, and he grunted, growling like a wolf. He had his girl, and he wasn't about to let her go. 
 
    They finished, he pulled back, and he looked down at her. 
 
    Marissa must've been feeling very generous because she reached up for the headboard. She grabbed something, and she tossed it down onto the floor. "Go ahead. I know you want to," she said to me, her slave. 
 
    Then I saw it, the key to my chastity cage. Tentatively, I picked it up. She was giving me permission. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    There’s more. 
 
   
  
 



Gold Collar 
 
      
 
    My wife owns me. She loves me, and she owns me. I obey her, and she owns me. Right now, I'm wondering where this ownership comes from. How did this happen? 
 
    Before we met, I often fantasized about a beautiful woman, just like Bridget, taking control of me. I crafted these elaborate daydreams where I would be kidnapped and restrained, teased, tormented, and spanked until I would succumb entirely. She would lock a collar around my neck, and I would learn to obey. 
 
    Our relationship, in real life, started a bit differently. We met. We dated. And I confessed. 
 
    While she was still my girlfriend, I told Bridget all about my fantasies. So we started to play and explore. Little by little, she uncovered something within herself. So often, she is required to submit herself to others. That's what happens when you work with the public, but at home, she could come home, and she could snap her fingers, and I would jump to obey. 
 
    That appealed to her. 
 
    A lot. 
 
    Now we have this other side of our relationship. When she comes home from work, I I put aside my book or I close my laptop, and I scurry over to her like an obedient puppy. I drop down onto my knees, and I bow my head. I cross my wrists, and I keep my gaze aimed downward. 
 
    When she comes home from work, I do my best to forget my own tasks. Once she closes the door behind her, I must obey and I must please her. My entire world changes because I automatically yearn to submit to her. It doesn't matter how tired or exhausted I might be. I want to be down on my knees before her, awaiting her instructions. 
 
    Because she has a tough job, she may help her out of her shoes. I take her purse and her other bags. I set them by the door, and then she tells me it's time for cuddles. She tells me that she wants a petting. 
 
    If Bridget is feeling sadistic, she will make me crawl after her. But most of the time, she wants to get started as soon as possible, so she allows me to walk. Instinctively, I fall in behind her. I know she should go first because she's in charge. 
 
    When we go into the bedroom, I will ask her for permission. "May I get on the bed, Mistress?" 
 
    "You may," she always says. Theoretically, I shouldn't need to ask for permission, but it feels like the right thing to do. 
 
    My Mistress isn't big on voice training. She wouldn't get upset if I didn't use her title. No, she's content so long as I obey the commands that she views as important. And this is a different part of submission, recognizing that her opinion is the one that counts. If I really am her slave, then I need to do as she says; I need to act in accordance with her desires and her will. 
 
    Just a few minutes after she walked through the door, we are on the bed. She usually strips down to her panties. As she removes her blouse and her skirt, her socks and her bra, I admire her body. At moments like this, I always feel just a little bit naughty. 
 
    I feel like I'm sneaking glances out at the girls’ locker room. 
 
    Then she climbs up onto the bed with me, and she relaxes on her chest. She brings her hands up under her pillow, and she tilts her head to the side. 
 
    "May I pet you?" I ask. 
 
    "You may," she says, her voice heavy with fatigue. 
 
    Crossing my legs, I get into position right beside her. I begin to slide my fingers over the contours of her back. I do my best to be gentle. I do my best to make her feel good. 
 
    After several years of marriage, I know how she likes to be touched. I caress her along her shoulders, only to press my thumbs down into the spots just below her shoulder blades. Occasionally, I lift one of my hands and glide it over the back of her thighs. 
 
    If Bridget has had a hard day, we will talk about it. I will do my best to listen like a good boy. I won't try to be a man; I won't try to offer her any solutions. At points like this, she just needs to vent a little bit. 
 
    But if she doesn't want to talk, I can tell her about my day, or we can listen to the radio. 
 
    It'll be a few more minutes, but then she will roll over, and she will look up at me, her eyes sparkling with the light. It's at moments like that that I feel the most owned and the most cherished. 
 
    "I don't think you're properly attired," she might tell me. 
 
    "No, Mistress. Whatever you say, Mistress." 
 
    I know that I sound obsequious, but I can't help myself. 
 
    "Fetch a collar," she commands. 
 
    "Which one would you prefer?" I ask as I scramble toward the head of the bed. There are a variety of colors there, clumped together. There is a blue one with puppy paws along its length. There's another with bells. One of the collars can actually be locked on. Another is big and plaid. 
 
    "Get my favorite, the gold one." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    It takes me a few seconds, but I find the gold collar, the one that pleases my owner the most. I pull it out, and then I take it into my mouth. I hold it with my lips so that it doesn't get wet with my saliva, and I crawl toward her. I hold it out. 
 
    "Good boy!" Bridget says to me. She loops the collar around my neck, and she takes a few seconds to secure the clasp near the nape of my neck. When she is all done, I can feel the difference. My emotions shift slightly. Yes, I was already submissive and obedient, but the collar reinforces it. This symbol of submission and subjugation crystallizes my position. 
 
    A couple of years ago, I didn't really understand the importance of these symbols. 
 
    Even at work, I never quite realized how important it was for me to put on my name tag until I started working for a company that didn't have one. Now, I walk through the parking lot, and I don't need to put anything on. It feels so strange. How can anyone tell that I'm an employee? 
 
    At home, Bridget has me collared, and I remember my place so much more readily. 
 
    Just a few seconds ago, I wanted to obey. Now it feels like an almost irresistible urge. I must obey. I need to obey. 
 
    My need for submission isn't simply some sexualized fantasy now. It morphs into something else. It becomes another emotion. I can be happy or sad, scared or angry...or submissive. And in that submission, I discover a new kind of satisfaction and contentment. 
 
    "Pet me, slave," Bridget orders, and I obey once again. 
 
    "Be sure to take off your shirt and pants. Actually, I think I want you naked altogether," she orders. "My slave should never wear more clothing than me." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I agree. 
 
    I'm not mindless. I wouldn't agree with everything she has to say, but I feel like her opinion is fundamentally better than mine. So I strip off my shirt, I take off my pants, and I toss my socks and underwear onto the floor. Naked now, I bow my head down. 
 
    Bridget gets back into her position, and I pet her some more. I stroke her skin. I massage her muscles. My fingers play along the top of her head, petting her just the way she likes. 
 
    Sometimes she purrs, but she is mostly content with this. 
 
    "Did you do the dishes today?" 
 
    I freeze up. Today was stressful with a variety of other chores. I swallow. "No, Mistress. I'm sorry. I forgot." 
 
    "I'll punish you in a little bit, slave," she says to me. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. Whatever pleases you." 
 
    She smirks, enjoying her authority, her power. After all, she knows that she owns me. Out in the real world, people can respect me, and I can even be a domineering asshole when I feel like it. But right here, I am thoroughly trained. Other young women have to deal with stubborn boyfriends and husbands. Not Bridget. Once she has me in a collar, she knows that I will do my absolute best to obey her and please her. 
 
    Always. 
 
    My submission means that I put her first. 
 
    The seconds quickly turn to minutes. She has me pet her for quite some time. Occasionally, we talk. I might ask her what she's thinking about. She might tell me about some part of her day. But eventually, she feels recharged, so she rolls over, and she looks up at me. 
 
    "Fetch the paddle." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I say, returning to the headboard. I grab the paddle, an expensive piece of equipment we got from San Francisco on our last trip. It is a gorgeous implement, polished wood. 
 
    She takes the paddle, she smacks her palm, and then she orders me into the position. I get down on my elbows and knees. I'm naked. There isn't a single thread of fabric to absorb any of the force. 
 
    "You've been a very bad boy. When I tell you to do the dishes, you need to do the dishes. Understand?" 
 
    "I had other projects I needed to work on," I tell her. 
 
    "No, you decided that you wanted to work way too hard on other things. That's not acceptable," she reminds me. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    She swings the paddle down, striking at my rear. The first blow doesn't hurt. She's getting me ready for something stronger. I know that. A tendril of fear begins to coil through my insides. Paradoxically, it feels both hot and cold at the same time. Then she smacks me again, just a little bit harder. 
 
    Bridget continues to swing, adding more and more force to each strike. The first few spankings barely sting, but the pressure mounts. The sensations spike, shooting through me. I keep my head down, and I do my best not to make a sound, not to react. 
 
    Maybe this is me being a boy. Maybe this is me being determined. I don't react at all, not until I can't take it anymore. Finally, a little whimper vibrates from my throat, and she comes up to me. She drops the paddle, and she strokes my reddened ass. 
 
    "What have you learned?" Bridget asks, her voice dripping with condescension. 
 
    "When you give me an order, I need to obey," I tell her, turning those words into a confession. 
 
    "Yes, you do. And you know, the dishes still haven't been done." 
 
    I shake my head. "No, Mistress. They haven't." 
 
    "So do you know what I'm going to do?" 
 
    "What, what you going to do, Mistress?" 
 
    Bridget grabs me by my shoulder, and she shoves me down onto my back. She climbs on top of me, holding me down. Eyes glinting with delight, she smirks. "I'm going to lock you in chastity, and then I'm going to let you go do your chores." 
 
    My lips part, and I think about arguing with her. But then I remember the collar around my neck. I swallow, and I can feel the pressure of the weight of that item around my neck. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I tell her. 
 
    "Good boy." Bridget pats me on the head, and then she orders me up onto my knees. She comes back a few seconds later, and she has the different pieces of the chastity device. Most of it is a rounded tube that will encapsulate my cock. 
 
    "Hands behind your back." 
 
    Again, I obey without question. She pulls the tube over my shaft. She takes a large ring, and she slides that up and under my scrotum. It connects to the tube, and she uses several plastic pins to hold everything together. There is one more piece. She slides it on, and it connects everything together. Finally, she slides the lock into place. Yes, there is now a small padlock making sure that I won't be able to get this off. 
 
    The chastity device comes together with a click. She slides the key out. 
 
    "Go clean the kitchen." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    I’m just about to leave the room when Bridget reminds me to put my underwear back on. I do so without question or complaint. Now I'm only in my underwear and my chastity lock. I go back out into the living room, then into the kitchen. 
 
    I get to work. I keep my head down. I do my best, moving quickly and efficiently. In the meantime, I know that Bridget is probably in the living room, curled up on the couch with her tablet computer. She might be playing online or reading a book. It doesn't matter. She is my owner, and if she wants to relax, then that is her prerogative. 
 
    In the meantime, I have to satisfy her. I need to please her. When I'm done, I will ask her to come back here to inspect my work. Hopefully she will approve. 
 
    I wash some of the dishes. Many of the cups go into the dishwasher. I load it up, I fill it with soap, and I get the machine started. At the same time, I make sure to sweep the floor and scrub down the countertops. 
 
    At moments like this, time seems so strange. In one sense, everything happens so fast. In another, every little movement seems to take forever. 
 
    And as I move around, I can still feel that emotion soaking into the back of my brain, that abject subservience. 
 
    At work, I'm an educated young man, and people listen to me. I have impressive sounding degrees. But here, in this kitchen, I'm nothing more than a slave. Hell, my wife could dress me up in a little maid uniform, and I would have to take it. 
 
    By the time I'm done, my skin is hot, and I'm breathing just a little bit faster than usual. I glance around the rest of the kitchen one more time. I notice that an apple is out of place, so I put it back in its bowl. I bow my head down, and I go into the living room. Rather than say a word, I kneel, and I keep my head down as I wait for my Mistress to notice me. 
 
    "Are you done, slave?" 
 
    Slave. 
 
    That word carries so many different connotations, so many implications, and almost all of them are correct. I am her property. I am her pet. I willingly surrendered myself to this girl. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. I think I'm done. Would you like to inspect my work? I understand that I might have to do more if it doesn't please you." As I speak, I sound so timid. Out with my friends, I can be the leader, the one who makes decisions. But right here and right now, it's completely different. 
 
    "Yes, slave. Follow me." 
 
    She sets her computer aside, and she goes back to the kitchen. She stands there with her hands on her hips as her eyes sweep over the kitchen. "Nicely done, slave." She smiles at me, revealing her teeth, and I'm starting to wonder if a different instinct has kicked in for her. 
 
    After all, Bridget has had some time to recuperate after work. 
 
    She comes up to me, and she wraps her arms around my waist. Moments like this always feel slightly strange to me. Bridget, my owner, squeezes me tight, but she's shorter than me by several inches. At other times, I would seriously consider teasing her about how she's shorter than me. But right now, it doesn't matter. 
 
    "You feel so good," she says, practically purring. "I think I want to play with your body. I want to use you for my pleasure." 
 
    She reaches around, and she smacks my ass. "Get on the bed." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I reply, and I try to pretend that my cock doesn't twitch in its cage. 
 
    Yes, I am in chastity. This is just one more way for my owner to remind me of my place. And it works. It works perfectly. When I don't have access to my cock, I feel genuinely helpless. It's like I have forgotten how to assert myself. 
 
    But that's okay because I know that my owner will take care of me. And in exchange, I will give her anything and everything she wants. 
 
    I wait for her to give me permission to get up on the bed again. Once I have it, I climb into position, I hang my head. I remain on my knees. 
 
    "Come here, slave," she says, holding out her arms. 
 
    I don't know how long Bridget is going to make me wait in chastity. How much does she want to tease me? How much does she want to deny me? 
 
    She wraps her arms around my body, and she pulls me down onto the bed. She starts kissing me. It feels so good. Her lips are soft and warm. I kiss her back like a good slave, even as my cock twitches and struggles against its plastic prison. 
 
    "Are you horny?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I tell her, and I'm practically panting. 
 
    "Good," she says with a sadistic little giggle. She starts kissing me again, rubbing her body against mine. I can feel her nipples against my chest. It is wonderful. The heat begins to cascade through my body, banishing every little chill. 
 
    As she kisses me, she moans a little bit. 
 
    She holds me tight, making it clear that I can't get away. 
 
    "Should I let you out of chastity?" 
 
    "Only if it would please you," I reply, obedient and determined to be a good slave for her. 
 
    "Not yet," she announces, and a little whimper of disappointment vibrates through my throat. She smirks again. Lifting her haunches, she pulls down her panties, and she tosses them down onto the floor. 
 
    "What would you like me to do, Mistress?" As I aim my eyes back at this woman, my expression makes my drive clear. I am obedient and eager. 
 
    Eager to please. 
 
    Eager to show her just how good a slave I can be. 
 
    "Come here. I want to hold you," she commands. She spreads out her arms, and I crawl above her. She squeezes me tight, holding me against her chest. I can feel the soft give of her breasts and of the heat of her body. My cock twitches again. 
 
    Deep within me, I can feel those swirling urges, the desperation for her approval, the longing to show her that I really am hers. After all, there is this metaphysical twinge deep within my psyche. 
 
    When I step out of this house, I am articulate, strong, and independent. Hell, some of the people in my life would probably call me arrogant and conceited. But here, I know my place. This is where I can be true to myself. 
 
    With this woman, with my wife, with my Mistress. 
 
    She strokes my shoulders and back. She's enjoying this, both touching me and tormenting me. 
 
    Her fingers run through the hair along the back of my skull. She grips me tight, forcing me down. She kisses me, setting the pace and tempo. She bites down into my lower lip, making me whimper again. 
 
    "Kiss me, pet me, and go down on me," she whispers, her voice filled with promise. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." At once, I do my best to obey. I start at the contours of her neck, stroking her. At the same time, I lean down, pressing my lips against her chest. I kiss her, right above her breasts. 
 
    "May I use my tongue, Mistress?" 
 
    "You may, slave." 
 
    When she uses my title, something reverberates through my body, this thrill of ecstasy. I swallow back my nervousness, and I stroke her some more, grazing my fingertips along her rib cage. 
 
    I bring my mouth over to her right breast. I nuzzle her, touching my lips to her skin. I move my head forward and back, down and up. Then I open my mouth, and I wrap my lips around her nipple. I take my time. I go slowly. 
 
    The animal desperation within my core urges me to go faster, but this isn't about me. This isn't about my pleasure. 
 
    Even though my cock is still twitching against the plastic confines of the chastity cage, I know what I have to do. I work my lips along her nipple, pinching them slowly. I lick once or twice, swirling my tongue around that button. 
 
    Her body responds, and her nipple stiffens. I keep going, licking and sucking, alternating between those sensations. At the same time, I keep my hands at her rib cage. I stroke and touch her, savoring the way she wiggles. 
 
    Slowly, I lift my head, and I kiss her chest some more. Then I repeat the same process with her other nipple. I'm licking and sucking again. I'm showing her what I can do. 
 
    But above all, I'm working to pleasure her. My thoughts fade away as I concentrate on her body. 
 
    Once her nipples harden between my lips, I start kissing her stomach, her pubis. I kiss her legs and her feet. I move all along her body, still stroking and caressing her. I want her to be relaxed. She'll enjoy it most if she is content. 
 
    And her pleasure is my top priority. I need to make sure that she is satisfied. 
 
    When I sit up again, I can feel the weight of the chastity cage pulling down on my cock. I ignore it as I position myself between her legs. "Mistress, may I go down on you?" I ask. 
 
    Under other circumstances, I would hear that question, and I did know that it would be completely superfluous. But here, I am her sex slave, and I need permission. Without it, I can't act. 
 
    After all, I wouldn't dare to be rude. I wouldn't have the disobedience necessary to act first. 
 
    "You may, slave," she tells me. I move my body down, sliding my arms over her thighs. Bridget takes my hands, and she crosses my wrists just below her sternum. She holds my hands there, enjoying the fact that she has locked me in place. 
 
    Her grip is firm, one more physical reminder of my position. 
 
    Once she has my hands in her grip, I kiss her inner thighs. Then, slowly, I kiss her pussy. I press my lips up against her slit. Tentatively, I lick her opening once. I do it again, a half second later. 
 
    Slowly, I begin to speed up, sliding my tongue up and down the length of her opening. I work her crevice with the same determined patience that I used on her nipples. Guys might want to go fast, but women are different. I need to take my time again. I need to remind myself that this is all about her. 
 
    But with the collar around my neck and my cock still locked away in plastic, I know that I am a sex slave. I belong to her, so I need to please her. I need to make sure that she enjoys this. This isn't about me. It isn't going to be about me. She keeps me locked up and collared for a reason. It helps me remember to obey. 
 
    I can taste her excitement. 
 
    Heat plays off of her body, and then I close my eyes, dipping my tongue down into her pussy. I can feel her clitoris now against the flat of my tongue. I tease her gently, working my tongue over that bundle of nerves. 
 
    She might twitch. She might begin to moan. 
 
    I listen for those signs, and I pay attention to her body. I concentrate on her, wondering what I should do. Sometimes, I slide my tongue from left to right. At another point, I go up and down. She likes it best when I trace circles around her clitoris. 
 
    As I worked my mouth against her opening, I keep thinking about what this all means, how she is in charge. 
 
    It's a strange sensation, to be actively owned by another human being. At this moment, I don't feel like anything but her property. I am a possession, so all of my other responsibilities fall away. I only have one goal, one plan, one priority. 
 
    Please Bridget. 
 
    So I lick and use my mouth to the best of my ability. But at the same time, I pay attention. I focus on what I think she would like best. Slowly, I speed up, hoping that I read the sounds of her gasps and moans correctly. 
 
    As my tongue dances along her clitoris, I focus with everything I have. I move my neck. Sometimes, my jaw starts to hurt, but I don't complain. She comes first, and everywhere that counts. 
 
    Eventually, she whimpers, she arches her back, and she cries out, this louder, sultry gasp of pleasure. And when she is done, she nudges me back. I retreat onto my knees. 
 
    "What would you like me to do for you, Mistress?" 
 
    "You were a good slave. Come here and cuddle me." 
 
    Again, I comply without question. I pull her into my arms, and she rests her head against my chest. I stroke her shoulders and I run my fingers through her hair. 
 
    We stay like this for a while until Bridget pulls back. "Does my slave deserve a reward?" 
 
    "I, I don't know." 
 
    "You still need to be punished." 
 
    A little yelp of nervousness jumps from my mouth. 
 
    Bridget smiles. She shows her teeth, and then she pulls away. She climbs on top of me, straddling me. She touches her fingernails to my chest, and she swipes them down along my skin, scratching me. She's playing with me, toying with me the same way a kitty might use a captured mouse. 
 
    But I don't complain. 
 
    I look up at her. "What, what would you like me to do, Mistress? What would please you?" 
 
    Bridget leans down, and she presses her lips against my ear. "Oh, I'm not sure what I want to do with you. Maybe I should just ravish you right now. Would you like that, slave?" 
 
    "Yes, please," I confess. 
 
    "Do you want me to climb on top of you and turn you into my sex toy? Do you want me to ride you hard, slave? Do you want me to use every inch of your body for my pleasure?" 
 
    "Yes, please, if it would make you happy, Mistress. I would be honored if you'd use me as your sex toy." 
 
    "Or maybe I should just tease you. Maybe I should just tie you down and play with your body." She pulls back, and she grins down at me, her face lit with sadistic glee. 
 
    I swallow, my Adam's apple rising and falling along my neck. "I, I don't know," I tell her, my voice pulsating with that hint of panic. 
 
    She giggles, and then she grabs my arms, shoving them down against the bed. I already know exactly what she's going to do. She's going to strap me down. 
 
    A long time ago, we installed an under the bed restraint system. When we first got it, I figured it would be too simple; it couldn't possibly keep someone down on the bed. The straps are connected underneath the mattress, so if you pull on one side, the other side is yanked just as hard. Altogether, this means that the strips of vinyl are incredibly strong. So what about the Velcro connections themselves? 
 
    A while ago, Bridget left me alone, and I decided that I would get out. Once and for all, I would prove that these restraints couldn't actually hold of someone down. I squirmed and tugged, doing my best. I tried everything I had. 
 
    When I found that I couldn't just slip my hands from those flexible manacles, I tried to get my arm over so that I could use my teeth. If I could get the right angle, then I could pull the Velcro tabs apart, freeing myself. 
 
    It didn't work. 
 
    No matter how hard I concentrated or how much strength I pushed into my arms, I just couldn't get the right angle. I just couldn't get close enough. Eventually, I slumped back down on the bed, acknowledging one simple fact. 
 
    When we played like this, and I was strapped down, I was genuinely helpless. That thought sent another thrill through my body, echoing the reality that this was true. When she strapped me down, when she made me helpless, I really was at her mercy. 
 
    So now I have my arms spread out. I part my legs, and she scurries over me. She starts with my right arm. She secures the Velcro manacles over my wrist. Right away, I pull on it. Bridget grins, and she decides that I have too much slack, so she yanks on the tab, tightening the strap and pulling my arm back down to the mattress. This way, I only have an inch or two of movement. 
 
    That's the range of freedom that my Mistress allows. 
 
    She moves over my body, and I still marvel at her nakedness. I love the shapes of her breasts, the contours of her torso, the lines of her legs. This girl is wonderfully gorgeous, and I'm so incredibly lucky to belong to her. 
 
    Right now, I can't close my eyes. She’s so close. Part of me wants to lift my head and kiss her skin, but I know that she hasn't given me permission, so I stay right where I am. The left restraint is tight around my wrist. She makes it tighter. 
 
    After that, my Mistress slides back down between my legs. She straps down both of my ankles. As she finishes, Bridget kneels above me. She reaches down, and she strokes my thighs. Sometimes she scratches me, sometimes she caresses me. 
 
    "How are you feeling?" 
 
    "Helpless, Mistress." 
 
    "I like that," she promises. "I like it a lot." 
 
    She leans forward again, letting her hair splash past her cheeks. Those soft, brown strands play along my cheeks, and over my neck. She turns her head from side to side, knowing full well that her hair tickles along my skin. She lifts her head, and her eyes meet mine. 
 
    My Mistress is wearing that predatory, playfully wicked grin. She's having fun with me, toying with me. 
 
    Then she slides back up the length of my body, and she starts kissing me. She grabs onto the back of my head, holding me by my hair. She tugs every few seconds, just to prove she can. She plays with me, tormenting me. She knows that my cock is pulsating, that I'm desperate for her attention. I need that relief. I need her to let me out, but she won't. She's having too much fun, especially as I start whimpering. 
 
    "How are you feeling now?" 
 
    "Helpless. Desperate." 
 
    "Good," she replies. She starts kissing me again. The seconds swirl out of control, and I don't know how long she's there, holding her body against mine. But she must know that this is a special kind of torture. 
 
    She breaks off the kiss, and I'm panting, gasping through every heartbeat. 
 
    "Should I let you out?" 
 
    She reaches down for my cock. She strokes my pubis, sliding her fingers over the chastity cage and down to my unprotected scrotum. Her fingertips play along my sensitive skin. I can feel that tingle, the electrical charge of her touch. 
 
    "Yes, please. Please, Mistress!" Desperation vibrates through every sound I make. 
 
    So she laughs at me. 
 
    My Mistress has on such a childish, impish grin. She's like a little girl playing with a helpless boy. Or a helpless toy. 
 
    She kisses my forehead, and then she retreats back between my legs. She's on her knees again, yet she towers above me. I'm on my back, after all. 
 
    "Beg." 
 
    "Please, please, please, Mistress! I can't take this anymore!" 
 
    "You can't?" My Mistress asks. "Are you sure about that? I mean, it's not like you have much choice. If I decided to walk out of this room, could you really stop me?" 
 
    My eyes widen, and my lips part. My jaw actually falls open, and there's this sharp intake of breath. It feels like my entire body freezes up, but my Mistress just laughs again. "Keep going. I don't hear begging." 
 
    "Please, please, Mistress don't make me. Please, I swear, if you let me out, I will be a good slave for you. Please, I know my place, I know that I need to obey you in all things. Please, I'm your submissive husband. I'm your obedient boy. I'll always be your obedient boy!" 
 
    "Oh, I do like the sound of that." 
 
    "Yes! I'll be so obedient! I will be your sex slave or your dog or your manager, whatever you want!" 
 
    Her eyes glint mischievously. She enjoys that idea. A lot. 
 
    She slides over me again, except this time she reaches for the headboard. She picks up the key to my chastity cage. She holds it in front of me, almost like it is some sort of magical talisman. 
 
    "Who's in charge of this house?" 
 
    "You are, Mistress!" 
 
    "So what is your place again?" 
 
    We've been over this, but it doesn't matter. She can quiz me as much as she likes, and I will answer over and over again. 
 
    "Wherever you put me, Mistress." 
 
    "Good boy," she says. She works the lock on my chastity cage. She slides the key into the hole. She turns it, and the spring snaps open. She takes out the lock, but the cage is still right there. 
 
    I hold my breath, working to be patient. I know that my Mistress is teasing me again. She's taking her time. The power she wields over me probably makes her hot and wet, perhaps even more so than the feel of my tongue between her legs. 
 
    Finally, she removes the ring from around the base of my scrotum, and then she takes the tube off of my cock. Instantly, my shaft is hard, my erection prominent. 
 
    "Oh, this is lovely. Should I play with this?" 
 
    "If, if it pleases you, Mistress," I tell her. 
 
    "How about this? I will let you have an orgasm if you can get free from those straps. Do you think you can do that, slave?" 
 
    "I already know that I can't." 
 
    "But it would be so much fun for me to see you try." 
 
    I swallow as my mouth goes dry. My Mistress smirks, but she knows that I won't disobey. After one slow exhalation, I begin to pull, to tug, to yank and twist. I try to get free, kicking and thrashing and punching, but Bridget just stays there braced between my legs. She watches as I pour all of my strength into getting free. 
 
    Eventually, I run out of energy, and I slump back down. My breath has turned ragged, my skin is hot, and she does the meanest thing she can think of. She starts to touch me. She takes my cock in her hand, and she squeezes gently. A shudder of pleasure runs through my body, and I am moaning again. She moves her palm down and up, down and up. 
 
    For a couple of seconds, I start to hope that maybe she will actually allow me an orgasm. But just as I'm about to climax, she pulls her hand away, making the orgasm impossible. 
 
    "I didn't give you permission to come," my Mistress reminds me. She smirks. "No, I didn't!" She chirps out those words, teasing me. 
 
    "Please, Mistress, what can I do?" 
 
    "If I decide to ride you, could you control yourself?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." I tell her. "I know I can." 
 
    "If you mess this up, I'm going to lock you back in that chastity device for a month." Part of me wants to believe that she doesn't really mean those words. She can't actually be serious, yet there is something so determined and sincere about those words. I can't convince myself that she's bluffing. 
 
    She positions herself above me. She lowers herself down, holding my cock. She aims the tip of my erection right for her pussy. In the next moment, I can feel her moist heat envelop my shaft. She takes me one inch at a time. 
 
    And when she has me, she stops, enjoying the rigidity between her legs. 
 
    She holds her position there for several more seconds before moving up, then down. She takes my body, grinding against the solidity of my cock. She rides me, and then she glances down. "Don't move, slave." 
 
    I open my mouth, ready to say something. 
 
    "Don't talk either," she orders. 
 
    Even though I can't quite bring myself to seal my lips again, I nonetheless go quiet, per her command. 
 
    My Mistress rides me some more, moving forward and back, up and down, left and right. She enjoys the way I feel right between her legs, and I'm so incredibly grateful for those sensations. At the same time, I relax, doing my best to breathe in and out. I can't climax, not without permission. 
 
    And right now, I can't even ask for it! 
 
    "This is fun. I love having you all eager to please and obedient." She smirks down at me. She starts to move a little bit faster. 
 
    "Okay, you can struggle now." 
 
    At once, I start wiggling and squirming. I try to kick out with my legs, and I rotate my body as much as I can, but the straps are unyielding. I can tug a few inches in any direction, but that's all. 
 
    She loves the way I writhe beneath her. The friction and the heat, the desperation etched in my features, et al. turned her on. 
 
    "You want to say something?" 
 
    I take a breath, inhaling. I fill my lungs. "Thank you. Thank you so much, Mistress." 
 
    "Why are you thanking me?" Bridget asks, only she doesn't stop. She is still fucking me hard. 
 
    "Thank you for training me. Thank you so much for training me." 
 
    "Good boy. I like it when you are grateful." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. I'm grateful. I'm so grateful!" As those words leave my lips, I know I can't hold out for much longer. I must sound so piteous when the next words escape my mouth. "Please, may I come? May I have an orgasm,?" 
 
    She takes a few more seconds. "You may," she allows. 
 
    And just like that, I lose control. I could feel my cock pulsating even as she rides me. She works me harder and faster, taking everything I have until I just slump back down against the mattress. 
 
    "Good job, slave," she tells me. 
 
    This is just one more session, one more night where she digs her talons deeper into my psyche. 
 
    And I wouldn't have it any other way. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    There’s still more. 
 
   
  
 



Delicious Denial 
 
      
 
    To almost all of his students, Professor Steven Dawson is intimidating. He is this daunting man. He might not be especially tall or strong, but there is something about his articulation, the way he speaks and moves through his classroom. His hands slide along the air with every word, almost as though he is some kind of magician weaving ancient magic. More to the point, he knows how to look at each and every one of his students to unfurl his authority. 
 
    This man is brilliant; this man knows what he's talking about. 
 
    Lots of his students fear him. 
 
    Not all of them. 
 
    "For homework, you will read pages 100 through 172," announces Professor Dawson. It is the end of class. A collective groan runs through the room, but he pretends not to notice. He isn't interested in being friends with any of his students. 
 
    It is his job to teach this class. He doesn't care about winning any popularity contests. 
 
    He might intimidate most of his students, but not all of them. 
 
      
 
    She's a beautiful girl. She might not attract the most attention, but that's only because she isn't like the sorority girls who love to put on the really short skirts. Her dark brown hair is pulled back into a simple ponytail, and she only has on a light touch of makeup, maybe a little bit of foundation and some lip gloss. When the parties roll around, she doesn't try to figure out what she can wear to attract the most attention. 
 
    No, a girl like Jenny has on a snug pair of jeans and a simple, black sweater. She's seated toward the middle of the room, off to the left. 
 
    "Are you sure about that, professor?" 
 
    At the beginning of the semester, a couple of students tried to negotiate. Professor Dawson made it abundantly clear that he didn't care about their opinions regarding an appropriate level of homework. They signed up for this class. They read the syllabus. They knew exactly what they're getting themselves into. 
 
    "Yes, I'm sure." 
 
    Jenny doesn't back down. "But it's the weekend. Don't you think it would be better if we had less homework?" 
 
    Just a second before, everyone had been putting their stuff away. Now they freeze, and there is absolute silence in the room. Their teacher seems to be considering this. No one understands, but no one looks away either. 
 
    "This is an appropriate amount of homework for this course," says their teacher. 
 
    "Are you sure?" Jenny asks. 
 
    The teacher actually swallows. He starts to look nervous. There's a little cloud of blush gathering over his forehead. All of his other students are quiet, wondering exactly how a girl like Jenny could get their teacher this far. Up until this point, he has been absolutely intransigent. 
 
    "What would you suggest?" Professor Dawson asks. As those words leave his lips, the other students start smiling. It looks like Jenny's going to win! 
 
    "I think we should have just one page of reading." 
 
    A couple of the other students' faces fall. Obviously, she overplayed her hand. Maybe the teacher was feeling compassionate or kind. More likely, he probably had some work or personal obligation, so he didn't really want to read and review the homework himself. 
 
    Then she continues. "I think one page of reading would be ideal. That way, you can still feel like you assigned some homework, but we get to have a lot of fun. That's what you should do." 
 
    He opens his mouth, but it looks like he's trapped. 
 
    "Just give us one page of homework," Jenny says to him. She’s seated toward the middle of the room, off to the left, and she seems absolutely relaxed. She's got her legs crossed, and she is practically lounging in her desk. 
 
    "Okay," he says. 
 
    All of the other students started laughing. They glanced around, each and every one nervous. What did they just see? This seemed incredible, like spotting a unicorn or something. Or maybe they just saw one of their classmates casually slay a dragon. 
 
    Either way, they all retreat as fast as they can, just in case Professor Dawson somehow rallies and decides to assign more. If they can get out of the room quick enough, they at least have plausible deniability. 
 
    Which means that it isn't long before the teacher and the student are alone together. 
 
    "You weren't very obedient just now," Jenny says to him, her eyes glittering with something mischievous. "When I make a suggestion, it's important that you obey." 
 
    Professor Steven Dawson swallowed. There’s something about this girl. She knows exactly what it takes to make him nervous. Then again, there's something no one else can see. Actually, there are two things. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," he says to this girl. She's younger than him. She’s smaller than him. She's less experienced and less educated, but none of that matters. She snaps her fingers and points to the spot in front of her desk. 
 
    The teacher makes his way between the rows of desks, and when he gets to that spot before her, he bows down. He gets on his knees, fully aware that any of his other students may have forgotten something. What if Amanda left her pen behind? What if John can't find his hat and decides come back looking for it? 
 
    His heart is pounding in his chest, but he doesn't know how to calm down. 
 
    "You want to go lock the door, don't you?" Jenny asks. 
 
    For the first time, she leans forward, stretching out her arm. She brushes her fingertips through his short, soft hair. When her fingertips slide along his cheek, her nails scratch his skin ever so lightly. He shivers. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," he says, bowing his head. 
 
    "Kiss my feet. Then you may go lock the door." 
 
    This is even worse, but he knows better than to try to defy her. He leans forward, bracing his weight on his elbows. He moves his head under his student’s desk, and he kisses her shoes. She has on a simple pair of green sneakers. They look cute on her. They make her look even younger. 
 
    His lips brush along the canvas of the right shoe, then the left. And when he's done, she nudges her heel against his forehead. "Go on," she says, chiding. She might as well be talking to a child or a puppy. 
 
    He slides back on the floor. He already knows there's going to be dust on his elbows and knees. 
 
    He gets back up onto his feet and makes his way toward the exit. Once he gets there, he takes out his key and locks it. A sense of relief flooded through his body, but it can't last. Within just a few seconds, she snaps her fingers and she points back to his previous position. 
 
    "Get back here," she commands. 
 
    He obeys. He scurries through the room. Under any other circumstance, he would be the one in charge here. As the teacher, people listen to him. He can assign homework, and the students who want an A will do it. 
 
    "Are you ready for your inspection, slave?" 
 
    This time, the blush rushes back down from his forehead to his cheeks and chin. "Yes, Mistress," he tells her. The humiliation burns through his body, and that does something very special to her. It gets her hot. It gets her wet. 
 
    Of course, seeing him blush is a special kind of treat as well. 
 
    "Aren't you glad I enrolled in your class? This way, I can thoroughly train you. I can make sure that your job doesn't get in the way of your real position in life. Isn't that nice?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," he says, though his voice is grinding at this point, like he can barely force out those words. 
 
    "Good slave," she says, patting his cheek with the palm of her hand. "Now show me your necklace." 
 
    His necklace. That was the first symbol of his subjugation. 
 
    Underneath his shirt, he has on a metal chain. It's just a necklace, but he reaches down, and he pulls it out. The metal is simple, just a bunch of beads connected together, but at the end, there is a dog tag. It is bright pink and shaped like a heart. 
 
    Five simple letters are engraved right in the middle. 
 
    SLAVE 
 
    "Good boy," Jenny says with a little chuckle. She's having so much fun, knowing that this boy is all hers. It doesn't matter what his position is at the University. It doesn't matter how many people respect him or think he's intimidating or powerful. She knows the truth. She knows that he can be controlled by a girl. Her. She's just a teenager, a freshman at that. But it doesn't matter. 
 
    In this room, she's the one who really has the power. 
 
    And she's about to prove it again. 
 
    "Put your necklace back and show me how I control you." 
 
    "Do I, do I have to?" 
 
    He sounds so timid, so nervous in front of her. She's just a girl, a college student. And yet, when she smiles and nods, he has no choice. She's showing her teeth, like any predator. That makes him the prey. 
 
    He kneels before her, and his hands go down to his belt. He clasps it. He works his fly loose, and then he pulls down his pants and his boxers. 
 
    Per her instructions, he is shaved below the waist. More to the point, he has something on, something that makes it very easy for this girl to control him. 
 
    She keeps her teacher in chastity. 
 
    There is his cock, trapped underneath a transparent tube of sturdy plastic. Another ring loops around his balls, making sure that he can't take this off. And of course, a padlock makes sure that he's trapped in this thing. 
 
    "How are you feeling?" 
 
    "Embarrassed," he tells her truthfully. 
 
    "Oh? Why would you be embarrassed?" Jenny asks with mock curiosity, like she doesn't already know. 
 
    It doesn't matter if she knows or not. His Mistress has asked him a question, so he is compelled to respond. At the beginning of the relationship, he occasionally made the mistake of trying to speak out of turn. He tried to think for himself. He questioned her authority, and there were consequences. Always. 
 
    So this time, Steven bows his head down, and he tells her the truth. "Mistress, I don't like being in your slave." 
 
    "Yes, you do," she replies with a little giggle. "It's okay. I'm sure you’re embarrassed. I'm sure that you always pictured yourself as the domineering teacher who could seduce anyone of his students. You're certainly handsome enough for it, but I saw you, and I knew what you really needed. Isn't that right?" 
 
    As the summer started, Steven came into town, and he went to a poetry reading. It wasn't supposed to be anything special or unique. He had a few hours to kill, so he thought he would enjoy some of the local culture. But then he saw a girl, and she asked him out to drinks. 
 
    Was she younger? Yes, obviously. But she seemed so articulate, so able to defend herself. She grasped every concept he described quickly. Besides, he enjoyed the attention. 
 
    He had no idea that they would get drunk together, that she kept a chastity device hidden in her purse. He never imagined that he would wake up with his manhood imprisoned and locked away. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. That's right." He hated agreeing with her on this point, but he saw no choice. 
 
    "Slave, you're going to service me. But where should you do it? You want to go down on me while I'm at my desk? Or should I sit at your desk?" 
 
    "Whatever pleases you, Mistress," he promises. 
 
    "Good idea. I think I can have two orgasms." 
 
    She slides out of her seat for the first time, and she shimmies out of her jeans even as she kicks off her shoes. Pretty soon, she's down to just her sweater and her panties. She tugs down her underwear, letting that silky black material pool at her ankles. She steps out, and then she sits at her desk again, only this time she spreads her legs. 
 
    "Come on," she says, teasing and chiding. 
 
    Her voice may remain playful, yet Stephen understands he has no choice. He had felt the fury of this girl's displeasure before. She knows how to punish him. More to the point, ever since their relationship began, she started to collect more and more implements of discipline and punishment. They're back at his house. He had been forced to pay for them. 
 
    "That's right," she says as he crawls forward, resting his chin on her seat. Her pussy is right there, already wet and glistening. 
 
    He slips closer, and the tip of his nose brushes against her opening. Then he lifts his head, and he sticks out his tongue, licking her pussy. She shivers once. It's wonderful. She loves the feel of his body against hers, his tongue on her entrance. 
 
    Then again, Jenny occasionally wonders how much of her arousal comes from the psychological stimulation. At some point, she really needs to take a course in human sexuality. She chuckles at the concept, imagining what her homework might be. 
 
    He sweeps his tongue up and down her pussy. He teases her eagerly, bopping his head. He's such a good slave, especially at this point. 
 
    Yes, he finds this to be humiliating and degrading, but it's good for him. He needs to learn to be a humble boy, an obedient slave. 
 
    Really, she feels like she was doing the world a service. 
 
    He licks again and again, and then she scoots closer to him, plunging his tongue deep between her lips. He worships her. "Slow down," she orders. 
 
    At once, he obeys. She grins, thinking of her friends and the way they complain about their boyfriends. All of the college guys are so immature. They are mostly worried about drinking and beer pong. They don't care about their classes or doing anything besides having fun. 
 
    Yes, Jenny enjoys having her own pet professor, her own enslaved teacher. It's so much fun! 
 
    And when she peeks down at him, just under her desk, she strokes her fingers through his hair. 
 
    "A little bit faster now," she demands. 
 
    At once, he complies without question. Her friends' boyfriends pretty much never go down on them. Sure, they can be coaxed into the occasional lick, but they always think it's beneath them. Those guys can ask for a blow job, but they never want to reciprocate. 
 
    Jenny never has to worry about anything like that, not while she keeps Steven in chastity. 
 
    He worships her body, his tongue sliding along her opening. He lifts his gaze for a moment, and their eyes meet. She smiles. Not only that, she humiliates him just a little bit more by waving her fingers down at him. 
 
    Her chuckles turn to a gasp of pleasure as he licks at her clitoris, worshiping her with all of his skill and oral dexterity. As she begins to moan, Jenny reaches it down, and she grabs onto his hair. She holds him tight, making sure he didn't try to pull back at the wrong moment. Besides, this pushes another button for her, holding his scalp tight in her grip. 
 
    The climax roars through her body, making her gasp and moan all over again. She arches her back, and she throws back her head. By the time she lets go of him, her entire body is sizzling with ecstasy. 
 
    "Let's do that again," she declares. "This time it's going to be a your desk." 
 
    He pulls back, still braced on his knees. His lips shine with her juices. 
 
    Naked from the waist down, Jenny saunters through the room. Just a little while ago, this space had been filled with students who respected their teacher. Even if they didn't want to do their homework, they at least recognized him as the one in charge. He was smart and experienced. 
 
    Except now, one student strolls over to his desk, and she sits down. He rolls his chair back, and she snaps her fingers. "Crawl," she commands. 
 
    Grimacing, he obeys. He gets down on his hands and knees, and he crawls through his own freaking classroom! He positions himself underneath his (her) desk, and he waits for her to roll back in position. 
 
    Jenny does so, and then she reaches underneath, taking his hair. She grips him again, guiding him back between her thighs. "Worship me, slave. Show me exactly what I can get you to do." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    He begins to lick her again, and she savors those sensations coursing through her body. As the arousal begins to spin tendrils through her core, Jenny leans back a little bit in the chair. That makes it easier for her slave. "You know, I was thinking about what I should do with you if you ever really piss me off. I like the idea of putting you in a collar and taking you for a walk. If you begged very nicely, I might take you for a walk in the middle of the night. That way, only some of the drunk students would see you." 
 
    With his lips and tongue otherwise occupied, Steven obviously can't answer her. 
 
    That's okay. 
 
    He moves his tongue up and down, left and right. He circles the tip of his tongue over her clitoris. This girl has such a tight, fresh little body. So many guys on campus would beg for the privilege of having sex with her. 
 
    He gets close. He gets close enough to use his mouth. But he doesn't get anything else. 
 
    "Such a good slave," she says, teasing him some more. "Just so you know, I'm going to take you home tonight, and I'm going to play with you. I have some big plans for you, slave. Obviously, you're going to serve me. You're going to clean and you're going to make my dinner. I'm going to go online, and you're going to buy me some pretty things. But tonight, if you do a very good job of pleasing me and servicing me, maybe, just maybe I will let you have an orgasm." 
 
    His eyes widened at the prospect. He can hardly believe it. 
 
    Ever since he woke up in chastity, Steven has rarely been allowed the privilege of a erection, let alone an orgasm. His breathing quickens, and his heart starts pounding more quickly. Even so, he doesn't lose his focus. He knows that he must demonstrate his absolute obedience to this girl. 
 
    Girl. She is supposed to be his subordinate. She is supposed to be the one who listens to him! And yet, she has the power to dictate homework in his own classroom! 
 
    He tries not to think about it, but he can't shake those thoughts from his head, not while he slides his tongue up and down over her opening. He pushes forward, and he traces little circles around her clitoris, just the way she likes. 
 
    Quite soon, Jenny is panting and gasping again. Her breathing turns ragged, and she comes a little bit closer. He plunges his tongue into her pussy, deeper, deeper, deeper. 
 
    Then she cries out, almost at the top of her lungs. "Yes!" 
 
    As the orgasm fades from her body, he falls back. "Don't worry," she tells him. "The door is locked. You're safe." She stands up, and she walks back over to her jeans and panties. "Get yourself put back together. We're going home." 
 
      
 
    Home. It's a nice house just a mile or two away from campus. Theoretically, he even should be able to walk it, but he usually drives. Today, he's in the front seat of his sedan, and his student's in the back. The tinted windows make sure that no one will notice her. 
 
    When he parks in front of his house, he gets out, and he opens the door for her. He is a gentleman and a slave. 
 
    "Take my bag," she says, holding out her backpack. At once, he snatches it up, holding it tight. He looks around and down the street, worried about someone will see him. 
 
    Jenny doesn't really care at this point. She isn't worried about gossiping neighbors. She is an adult, and there's nothing illegal about what they're doing. 
 
    "Go," she says, pointing to the front door. Head bowed down, he scurries ahead, grateful that there's no one else on the street. He opens the front door for her, and she steps across the threshold first. 
 
    Taking a moment to enjoy her position of authority, she stands there in the middle of the entryway. She glances to the dining room at the right. The living room is at the left. There's a hallway going forward. 
 
    "Should I play with you now or later?" 
 
    He is standing behind her. He has his head bowed down still, but he doesn't know if he should say a word. The arousal keeps playing through his body, teasing him and tormenting him. Even so, Steven can't bring himself to speak right away. "Mistress, how can I serve you?" Stephen finally forces out. 
 
    "Go wash the dishes and clean the kitchen. When you're done with that, start dusting." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    In truth, his house has never been cleaner. 
 
    Obediently, he scurries forward. He goes into the kitchen, and she soon hears the sound of the faucet. For her part, Jenny saunters off into the living room. She puts her feet up on the couch, and she takes out her phone. 
 
    For quite some time, she texts with her friends. A couple of those girls are in trouble. They are having some more drama with their boyfriends. Amanda is worried about her boyfriend cheating. Danielle thinks that her guy might be lying about where he's going after class. 
 
    Jenny is sympathetic, but she can't help but laugh anyway. Her friends can't hear it, so it doesn't count, right? Besides, it's just so funny to hear about their relationship problems. Those girls don't know what they're missing. 
 
    Sometimes, Jenny actually sits back and wonders what the world would be like if every guy could be so easily controlled as her teacher. 
 
    Actually, she thinks it would be a better world. There would be so much less infidelity. 
 
    Last semester, she took an evolutionary biology course. There was one kid in the class, this really handsome, hot boy who loved to insisted that monogamy was an evolutionary dead-end, at least for guys. He kept insisting that men were built to procreate as much as possible. Of course, he had on a stupid smirk whenever he made that point. 
 
    If he was right, then maybe it would be a better idea if all men were kept in chastity until a girl decided to lay claim to him. And from that point forward, he would just be a slave. He would be obedient in all things, and the world would just go much more smoothly. 
 
    Jenny giggles as she thinks about those many fantasies. 
 
    A little while later, her teacher presents himself. "Mistress, I'm done cooking and cleaning." 
 
    "Are you sure about that?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," he tells her. 
 
    And yet, there's something in his voice. He might say the right words. He might be following the script, but Jenny isn't so sure. There might be just a trace of something in his tone of voice that she doesn't approve of. That's why she gets up, and she walks back into the kitchen. She admires the granite countertops and the marble flooring. 
 
    "What do I have here?" Jenny asks right after she slides her finger over the counter top. She clicks her tongue. She shakes her head. "You didn't do a very good job." 
 
    His eyes widen. "What, what do you mean? I scrubbed the countertops three times!" 
 
    It's always fun when she can hear the little exclamation of trepidation in his voice. There's nothing better than making her teacher nervous. 
 
    Steven is absolutely convinced that he did a good job of cleaning the countertops. There's no way she found any dust or grime, but she keeps rubbing her fingers together, looking annoyed with her slave. 
 
    "Obviously, you don't respect my authority. Go to the bedroom right now." 
 
    His lips part, and he wants to defend himself. Normally, he can talk his way out of so many different situations. He can be charismatic and diplomatic when necessary, except this time his Mistress isn't interested. 
 
    Eventually, he bows his head, his shoulders slump, and he rushes out of the room. 
 
    Jenny examines her fingertips again. They're still immaculate. He really did do a good job of cleaning the countertops, but she can't let him get cocky or arrogant, can she? No, of course not. 
 
    A few seconds later, she finds him in the bedroom, down on his knees. 
 
    After she enslaved her teacher, she instituted a couple of new policies around his home. For one, he no longer sleeps in this large bed. This is her room, so he is allowed to sleep on a couple of pillows over in the corner of the room. 
 
    "Go to the bed. Then bend forward." 
 
    He gets up off of his knees, and he complies. She comes up behind him, and she yanks down his pants. They bunch up around his shins, and she reaches down, pinching his ass. "How should I punish you?" 
 
    "I, I don't know. Please do whatever pleases you, Mistress." 
 
    "I will, oh, I will," she promises him. Then she walks over to the closet. She opens the door, revealing a rack of different implements. There are paddles, brushes, crops, and canes. She glances around, debating exactly what she should use on her slave. 
 
    "A paddle, I think," she says, pulling out a rectangular piece of polished wood with a lovely handle. This piece is gorgeous, one of her favorites. She smacks it against the palm of her hand, and then she turns around, sauntering back to her professor. She touches the cold wood to his buttocks. 
 
    He is shivering. He's nervous. Good. 
 
    "Who you belong to?" Jenny asks. 
 
    Before her teacher has the chance to answer, she swats the paddle hard down against his backside. When she pulls it away, there is already a red stripe along his ass. 
 
    Steven is a smart boy. He knows that he must respond. "I belong to you, Mistress." 
 
    "Yes, you do," she agrees, smacking his behind again, harder this time. He's pushed forward, down into the mattress. 
 
    "You belong to me, so if I give you a command, what do you do?" 
 
    "I obey!" Stephen cries out those words as she starts paddling him ferociously. The strip of wood comes down again and again, striking at different spots. His eyes water, but he grits his teeth, and he remains quiet. He doesn't whimper. He doesn't even squirm. 
 
    "Yes, you obey. Do you ever question your owner?" 
 
    "No, Mistress," he tells her. 
 
    "Good. Now pull your pants back up and go make my dinner." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
      
 
    Jenny can't help herself. She enjoys feeding her teacher the exact same way she would feed a dog. Once he lays out the dinner, she sits down, and she begins to cut through her steak. Occasionally, she nibbles on her salad. The baked potato is particularly delicious as well. But the food isn't her favorite part. It might be tasty, but she loves glancing down from time to time, seeing her teacher right there. He must be hungry. His mouth is probably watering, but he has to wait for her for every bite. 
 
    Feeling indulgent, especially after the way she tricked him with that countertop test, Jenny stabs a piece of steak, and she holds it down. 
 
    He doesn't try to use his hands. Instead, he bites at it with his mouth. He chews, and he swallows, just like a grateful dog. 
 
    And like a dog, he's naked on the floor. This way, he doesn't get any ideas above his station. She feeds him every few minutes. When she feels particularly sadistic, she commands him to beg. In those moments, he will hold up his hands, and he will whimper for another bite. 
 
    If he does a particularly good job, she reaches down, and she pets him. She'll run her hand through his hair. 
 
    Tonight, when they both finish dinner, she gets up. She slaps her thigh, and she walks back into the bedroom. 
 
    "You did something wrong tonight, slave." 
 
    "What did I do wrong, Mistress?" 
 
    This time, she studies the sound of his voice, searching for any defiance, any little hint of rebelliousness. 
 
    "I don't need to tell you," she says, which makes him open his eyes wide. It's one thing to make a mistake and be aware of it. It's something else entirely to be forced to think back about your behavior, wondering exactly what you did wrong to displease your owner. 
 
    "No, you don't, Mistress. But maybe I could please you better if you would tell me?" 
 
    At moments like this, Stephen really, really hates how well-trained he sounds. He no longer comes off like a real man, a dominant force in the room. When he goes to conferences and when he debates with other professors, he knows how to speak. And yet, those other teachers aren't subjugated by their students. Those other teachers can have their own opinions and sleep in their own beds. 
 
    "No, I'm not going to tell you," she says, cupping his cheek in her hand. Then she leans down without any warning at all, and she kisses him hard. Her lips play along his mouth, and she slides her tongue between his teeth. She kisses him just like that. He can even feel her breasts press into his chest. His cock is suddenly throbbing with desperation. Only a second ago, trepidation had controlled him. 
 
    Now it's arousal. 
 
    She breaks off the kiss, and she snaps her fingers. "Get up on the bed. I want to break you." 
 
    After that first night together, he has started to figure out what this girl really craves. When she says she wants to break him, that's not hyperbole. She really intends to wear down his spirit until his only thought is of how he can please her. 
 
    And yet, he obeys nonetheless. He climbs up onto the bed. 
 
    "Assume the position," she orders. 
 
    He spreads his arms and his legs. And as he gets into position, Jenny returns to the closet. She pulls out a bag filled with manacles. She comes back, and she attaches them, starting with his arms. She locks his wrists to the corners of the bed. Then she does the same thing with his ankles. 
 
    "Struggle," she commands, both because she wants the reassurance of knowing that this man is helpless and also because she gets wet watching him writhe. 
 
    He pulls just once, at least at first. He tugs on the restraints holding his hands above his head. After a few more seconds, he pulls with his feet, almost like he thinks he's really going to be able to kick away. Those black, leather cuffs hold him tight. He pulls again, twisting his body to the left. It doesn't do any good. He tries again, working his way to the right. 
 
    Even as he continues to struggle, Jenny climbs up onto the bed, and she positions herself between his legs. She reaches down, placing her hand over his heart. She can feel his pulse flash through his body. "Very nice," she says, chuckling. "How does this make you feel, being helpless?" 
 
    "I'm always helpless with you," Stephen tells his owner. 
 
    And when he does so, she hears it again, that little note of rebelliousness. She doesn't like it. A boy like Stephen needs to understand exactly where he belongs, on his knees, at her feet. He should be begging her. 
 
    Every time she looks into his eyes, she still sees that spark of independence. That's why she pulls out her necklace. 
 
    His eyes widen when he sees the glint of light play along the key dangling from the chain. 
 
    "Should I let you out?" 
 
    "Please! Please, Mistress! Please, let me out of chastity! Just for a little while?" 
 
    That's what she likes to see. That's what she likes to hear. 
 
    She tucks the key back underneath her sweater, and then she leans forward, running her breasts over his stomach, his chest, and then she's kissing him again. 
 
    Jenny has always enjoyed making out. She loves the feel of a man's lips on her mouth. It's even better when she can set the pace. She pulls back at one moment, only to press down harder in the next. There's nothing she can't do to this man, and he knows it. He starts wiggling and writhing. 
 
    Because she's feeling especially sadistic, she slides her hand down between his legs, and she caresses his scrotum. His eyes widen, and he's whimpering all over again. He's begging desperately, even as he continues to kiss her. 
 
    Finally, she pulls back entirely. 
 
    Rather than say anything, she touches her fingertips to his neck. She strokes him lightly. He twitches again. His body must be so sensitive. That always happens when she gets him horny. 
 
    Dragging her fingernails along his chest, she loves watching him squirm. She smiles down at him, enjoying that helpless expression on his face. He's trying to hide it. He's trying to pretend that he is still in control. On some level, a man like Stephen simply can't give up. 
 
    But she will correct that impulse. 
 
    Given enough time, she will break him. 
 
    "You know, I think I'm feeling a little bit peckish. Maybe I need some dessert. What do you think, slave?" 
 
    "I, I don't know," he confesses. 
 
    "Smart boy," she tells him, tapping her fingers against his cheek. 
 
    She leans down, and she kisses him one more time. It's hard, it's passionate, and it's forceful. His body burns with arousal, even if he isn't permitted an erection. 
 
    "Who do you belong to?" Jenny asks again, stopping at the doorway. 
 
    "I belong to you, Mistress." 
 
    While she is gone, Stephen has no choice. He simply lays there on the bed, helpless, his arms and legs bound. 
 
    Halfheartedly, he pulls again, trying to twist his way free. But even if he gets up off of the bed, what good would it do? He would still be locked away in chastity. 
 
    As long as Jenny keeps his cock imprisoned, he's going to be helpless. More importantly, he knows it. 
 
    He closes his eyes, he presses his lips together, and he tries to think of something else, anything else. 
 
    She comes back a little while later. 
 
    She has a candle and whipped cream in her hand. 
 
    "Mistress, what you going to do with that?" 
 
    "I wanted something sweet," she says. 
 
    She pulls herself up onto the bed, and she straddles him. She takes the whipped cream, and she touches the tip of the can to the top of his nose. "Don't move," she orders. 
 
    Paralyzed by her voice, he freezes up. She presses down on the nozzle, and whipped cream whooshes out. It appears right there at the tip of his nose, and she leans down. She licks it off. 
 
    "Very tasty," she says. 
 
    She shifts her position, and she touches the nozzle to his nipple. 
 
    He's looking at her, and his eyes are big. He knows better than to try to tell her not to do it. He doesn't even shake his head. 
 
    "Are you a well-trained slave?" 
 
    "I, I don't know, Mistress. I want to be a well-trained slave for you." 
 
    "Good boy. That's the right answer. Remember, Stephen, you don't need to think for yourself. Why don't you need to think for yourself?" 
 
    "Because I'm a slave," he tells her, his voice quivering. 
 
    She giggles, and then she squirts some of the whipped cream out onto his chest. It's right there on his nipple. He flinches, twitching as the cold jabs down into his body. His nipple stiffens, and his Mistress leans down. She licks at his sensitive skin. His cock aches. Having this girl so close is enough to send the arousal running through his system. But now, she's actually licking him! 
 
    His fingers clench into fists, and he pulls on his restraints, making the straps tighten. It doesn't do any good. 
 
    She licks up all of the whipped cream, and when she's done, she runs her tongue along her mouth. She so sexy, so incredibly gorgeous. 
 
    She might be right there, but he can't reach up. Stephen can't touch her. 
 
    Except she can touch him. 
 
    The unfairness of it all gnaws at him. Still, he can't do anything about it. As that contradiction burns bright in his eyes, she places the nozzle to the can of whipped cream over his other nipple. 
 
    "Should I?" 
 
    "No, please don't!" 
 
    She clicks her tongue, she shakes her head, and then she presses down on the plastic. More of the whipped cream shoots out, bundling up right there on his body. 
 
    Making eye contact with him, she looks down as she starts to lick. She slides her tongue in neat little circles around his nipple. "This is fun. I like playing with you. You're so tasty." 
 
    He glares at her, but it doesn't do any good. Jenny just laughs in his face, enjoying how adorable he looks when he can't get away, when he can't even resist her. 
 
    "Would you like me to kiss you?" 
 
    "Yes, please," he says, panting with desperation. His entire body is hot despite those jabs of cold from the whipped cream. 
 
    "Too bad," she says with a feral grin. Then she starts to strip. She pulls off her shoes and her socks. She takes off her jeans and her sweater. Very soon, she is down to just her lacy, black panties and matching bra. 
 
    She locks her knuckles at the sides of his head, bracing her weight as she shifts forward. She leans down and she licks at his neck. She grazes her teeth over his soft, vulnerable skin. "Such a helpless boy. Such a helpless slave," she says to him. 
 
    He growls in response, the automatic sound of that vibrates through his chest, but it doesn't intimidate her. Oh no, it simply makes Jenny laugh. 
 
    She likes poking the zoo animal. After all, he's trapped behind the bars of his cage. Or in this case, he's completely confined within his chastity device. Oh, and she can't forget that he’s strapped down. 
 
    She kisses his neck, she licks him, and she sucks on him. She makes him gasp and she makes him groan. It must be so frustrating for this boy. 
 
    After all, guys are normally led around by their cocks. What happens when a seductress like Jenny decides to be sadistic, to turn that motivating factor against him? 
 
    When she's done giving him a little hickey on the side of his neck, she sits up straight. She runs her fingers through her hair, and she pulls out the rubber band holding her ponytail in place. Her dark brown hair cascades around her shoulders and she shrugs off her bra. She pulls it away, tossing it down onto the floor. 
 
    "Be a good slave and stuck right here," she says, pointing two fingers to her nipple. She braces herself, and she lowers her breast down. But she takes her time, letting Steven soak in his anticipation. 
 
    A few seconds later, her nipple grazes his lips. He opens his mouth, and he clamps down gently, licking and sucking, exactly the way she likes. He sucks on her nipple like a good boy, pleasuring his Mistress. 
 
    Of course, she also enjoys being above him like this. She can look down into his face. She can admire the helpless subjugation etched into his features. 
 
    Then she pulls back, and he groans with disappointment. 
 
    "Have you been a good boy?" 
 
    "I, I think so, Mistress." 
 
    "Should I use this?" 
 
    She might be topless, but the necklace with the key to his chastity cage is still dangling from around her neck. She lifts it up by the slack, and she actually lets it bounce down against the tip of his nose. 
 
    Stephen grimaces, but only for a moment. It isn't long before the desperation becomes apparent. His lips harden, and he doesn't know what to do. He doesn't know what to say to get out of his cage. 
 
    "Yes, please?" 
 
    "Maybe," she allows. Then she slides out of her panties. "Be quiet," she commands. 
 
    Even though Stephen would have obeyed anyway, she bundles up her panties, and she shoves them down into his mouth. After that, she positions herself right between his legs. She slides her fingers over his shins, his knees, and his thighs. She barely touches him, yet he whimpers again. He can't help himself, not at this point. 
 
    She keeps stimulating him, offering him these potential sensations. 
 
    And yet, he can't get hard. His cock is dripping with pre-come, except that isn't enough for him. 
 
    Like any other man, Stephen needs more. He needs to be on top. He needs to plunge his cock down into her pussy. 
 
    "Such a silly boy, thinking you could be in control. It doesn't work that way, does it?" 
 
    He might be gagged by her panties, but he knows enough to respond anyway. He shakes his head from side to side. No, he acknowledges. It doesn't work that way. In this world, he is the slave. He is property, and he is chattel. He must obey. Always. This girl owns him. He wears his necklace indicating his position as her slave. He wears that chastity device to demonstrate his devotion. 
 
    Not that he has any choice in the matter. 
 
    She smirks again, and then she begins to stroke his scrotum. She plays with his balls. She lightly caresses him, teasing him, taunting him with so many different possibilities. 
 
    "Just think about it. There are probably a bunch of other professors at this school who seduce their students. Those guys are probably really powerful. They get these little ingénues to do whatever they want. Would you like that, Stephen? Would you like to have some girl fawn over your every word?" 
 
    He clamps his eyes shut for just a second. Then he gives her the right answer. He shakes his head. "Smart boy," she tells him, still teasing him. "In fact, you're being so smart that I think you deserve a very special treat. You deserve an erection." 
 
    Just like that, she pulls the necklace off, and she slides the key into the small lock. 
 
    CLICK. 
 
    When he heard that sound, he waited for some rush of relief. Instead, the confinement remained. His cock throbbed, but he couldn't get hard. 
 
    "Say thank you." 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress." When he tried to speak, he had to talk around the panties still wedged in his mouth. She loved making this erudite professor inarticulate. It was so much fun! 
 
    "Why are you thanking me?" 
 
    "Thank you for owning me. Thank you for training me. Thank you for showing me that I am your inferior in every way." Again, every sound came out muddled and distorted because of the panties gagging him. 
 
    She giggled again. It was such a happy, almost childish sound. Jenny may have been an adult, but she certainly enjoyed playing with her toy. 
 
    Because he pleased her, she pulled off the rest of the chastity cage. She removed the ring around his balls and she took the tube away from his shaft. Instantly, his cock sprang up, hard and ready. 
 
    "Should I play with this?" Jenny asked him, sounding innocent and precocious all in the same breath. At the same time, she also began to poke and prod and caress and stroke his cock. She teased him. She was careful not to touch him too much. She didn't want him to get an orgasm without her permission, even as every muscle and inch of his body ached for that relief. 
 
    Jenny was pretty certain that Stephen would have given up anything for the privilege of an orgasm. Too bad for him, he had already given up everything. 
 
    She climbed forward, crawling over his body. Then she pulled the panties from his mouth, and she tossed them down onto the floor. He could wash them later along with the rest of her clothes. It really was nice having a man around the house to do all of the chores, including the laundry. If he was lucky, maybe he could wear clothes while he completed his assigned chores. 
 
    But for now, she braced herself over his mouth. 
 
    "Lick," she ordered. 
 
    Her pussy came closer and closer to his face. He could see the glistening excitement shine over her slit. At the same time, he caught the aroma of her arousal. She was a horny girl, and she expected an orgasm from her slave. 
 
    "Show me what you can do. Do a good job, and maybe I'll allow you that orgasm after all." 
 
    Back in his own classroom, Stephen had been humiliated. He hadn't wanted to lick her. This time, he knew better than to try to resist. He lifted his head, and he quickly slid his tongue into her opening. He toyed with her clitoris, slowly at first, just the way she liked. 
 
    She grabbed on to the headboard for balance, enjoying that slow spread of heat through her body. Of course, she had been horny for the last couple of hours, but she had intentionally denied herself. It was more fun this way. 
 
    "That's right. Keep going, slave. Show me what you can do with that mouth. You aren't really a teacher. That’s just pretend. This is your real life. You are my slave boy, my clit-licker." 
 
    She purred out those words as he kept going, sliding his tongue down and up, down and up. He traced a little patterns over her button, worshiping her. He used everything he possessed. Before long, his jaw ached. But he didn't stop. He kept going and going. The muscles in his neck started to hurt, but he continued to work. 
 
    "Yes, just like that. Faster. Faster. Yes, just like that! More! Faster!" 
 
    His tongue danced over her clitoris as fast as he could go. He gave her everything he had. 
 
    A few more seconds, and she couldn't hold out. She clutched the headboard hard enough to turn her knuckles white. She arched her back, and she sat up straight, pulling her pussy away from his mouth. Panting, she rested her forehead against the solid wood. Then she looked back down at her slave. 
 
    He averted his gaze, almost like he worried about offending her. 
 
    "That was very nicely done. And I've been a very generous owner with you, haven't I? Allowing you this orgasm for such a long time." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." He spoke without thinking. 
 
    "You're a grateful boy, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. I'm a very grateful boy." 
 
    "And since you're so grateful, you won't mind that I'm going to put you back in your chastity cage, do you?" 
 
    "No, Mistress. I don't mind." It was just then that he finally registered what she had said. Jenny giggled at that shift of expression. One moment, he was just a helpless, docile man. In the next, his eyes widened, and he started sputtering, trying to beg her. But she was already up and off of the bed. She sauntered out of the room. 
 
    When she returned with a bowl, he started shaking his head. He was blubbering at her. "No, please don't. Please! Not that! Please, Mistress! Can't I, can't I just touch myself? Please, I promise I will be good for you. I'll do whatever you want!" 
 
    "Of course you'll do whatever I want," she agreed. "You don't have any choice!" 
 
    Jenny reached down and gingerly pulled a piece of ice from the bowl. She placed it in her palm, and then she grabbed his cock, squeezing the shard of frozen water to his cock. He howled out, and he thrashed about. He pulled with all of his might, but it didn't do any good as she rubbed the cold into his cock. 
 
    His erection disappeared. His cock went flaccid, and she picked up the tube. She put him back in chastity. The entire process only took a few seconds, less than a minute. 
 
    "It's time for you to do the laundry," she said with a wicked grin. 
 
    He inhaled, he filled his lungs, and he wanted to say something. At the last moment he stopped himself, and he gave in again. "Yes, Mistress." 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



She Gets What She Wants 
 
      
 
    Right now, my head is down, my chin pressed into the top of my chest. I know what I'm supposed to do and how I’m supposed to be obedient, except I just can't do it. This time, I can't cooperate. 
 
    Lucy is right here with me, standing just a few feet away. Although I keep my eyes scrunched shut, doing my best to hide behind the dark of my eyelids, I can still feel the aggravation and exasperation that radiated from her. Ever since we got together, I've been able to sense that aggression as it flows from her petite form. 
 
    Other people see her, and they probably assume that she is just some sweet, innocent girl. She looks so young. And yes, she has bright red hair, dark green eyes, and a killer body, but she is also fairly petite. They have no idea the kind of theory this girl can summon on a whim. 
 
    "Look at me." 
 
    Chin down, I shake my head from side to side. No, I can't do it. 
 
    A sigh leaves her lips, and she comes over to me, grabbing my hair. She pulls it viciously and without mercy, forcing my head back. "I didn't want to do it this way. I thought you could cooperate. We've been making so much progress, Kevin. I really didn't think I would have to restrain you like this." 
 
    Then she shrugs, making it sound like nothing I do really matters. She will get her way. Lucy pushes my head up against the back of the chair. Then she grabs one of my belts, and she forces this around my forehead, buckling the clip behind me. 
 
    "You are going to watch like a good boy. Do you understand?" 
 
    For a couple of seconds, I can't answer. My body freezes up. My heart is pounding, and I truly don't know what to do, what to say. Nothing in my life has prepared me for a girl like Lucy. 
 
    When I look up into her eyes, I can only try to stammer out something pathetic. "Please, I really care about you. I don't want us to be like this." 
 
    This beautiful redhead focuses on me for several more seconds. Her hair is so soft, so gorgeous. More than anything, I want to reach out and touch her, but I can't, not with my hands tied behind my back. 
 
    "Sweetie," she says with just a hint of sympathy. "This isn't about what you want. This is about what I want. You are going to be a good boyfriend.”She reaches down, stroking my cheek with her knuckles. 
 
    Lucy giggles for a second. When we first met, I loved that sound so much. Even now, the sounds of her laughter can make me feel so much better. 
 
    "Just look at the screen. Watch it. You're going to have fun tonight. When I come back, I want you to tell me what lesson you've learned. I want you to tell me how things are going to be between us. That's all you have to do, Kevin. It sounds easy, doesn't it?" 
 
    "You don't have to do this," I tell her again. 
 
    My girlfriend reaches down, and she strokes my scrotum. I might be tied up, but I'm also completely naked. She wants me vulnerable. She gets what she wants. 
 
    Her fingers move up delicately along the skin of my balls. Pretty soon though, the sensation of her soft fingertips disappears for one simple reason. There is a metal case around my cock. It keeps me from ever getting an erection. 
 
    That's right. My girlfriend put me in chastity. 
 
    "Pouty boy," she taunts. 
 
    Because she has literally strapped my head into an upright position, I can't really look away. I'm tempted to try to close my eyes, to hide myself away, only I don't know what she would do. How would this girl make sure I watched what she wanted me to see? 
 
    Lucy keeps playing with me, sometimes tugging gently on that chastity lock. Sometimes she moves her fingertips back down toward my scrotum. She loves teasing me right beneath my balls. 
 
    The torment makes me growl and groan. I pull on my hands, trying to free them from that spot behind my back. When I attempt to kick out, nothing really happens. Like it or not, I'm stuck in this chair, my ankles tied to the legs. My hands remain bound. 
 
    "Don't worry. Tonight isn’t going to be so bad. You're just going to watch for a little while." When she pulls her hand away from my scrotum, I can't help but whimper. That makes her smile. 
 
    Lucy reaches for her necklace. She pulls that gold chain up, revealing something from beneath her blouse. She wears it all the time, a simple gold chain decorated with nothing but a key. 
 
    "Do you know what this is?" 
 
    I don't want to respond, but this girl has me trained. "Yes." 
 
    "What is this?" 
 
    "It's the key to my chastity device." 
 
    "That's right. This is the key I used to lock away that pathetic excuse for a cock. Now, you're going to get to watch a little show. Tell me, do you think I should keep you locked up?" 
 
    "I don't know." A few seconds later, lamely, I add, "It’s your decision." 
 
    "Right answer," she tells me, grinning. She reaches down, sliding her key into the lock. After that, she gently pulls the chastity cage off of me. That metal case slides away, and my dick immediately hardens, springing upright. 
 
    "Look at that. Someone wants to come out and play," she tells me, giggling. At the same time, she reaches down, and she strokes me one, two, three, four times. I do my best not to shiver, not to react but this girl knows exactly what I'm feeling. She can practically sense the torrents of arousal pounding through my chest and down to my cock. 
 
    "I like owning you Kevin. It feels really good. And I'm going to have so much fun knowing that you're right here, watching." From there, she pats me on the head, and then she picks up the remote control. She aims it right at the TV. 
 
    When the screen comes to life, there's just the picture of a room. A bedroom. My bedroom… 
 
    "The show will be starting in a few minutes," she promises. Then she leans down, and she kisses me on the tip of my nose. I close my eyes for just a second before I hear her giggle as she skips out of the room. 
 
    Now that she's not here, I should close my eyes. I should hide myself away because she would never know, only I can't do it. I stare at that screen, terrified of what's going to happen next and helpless to stop it. 
 
      
 
    I wasn't always her boy toy, her pet, or her slave. Once upon a time, I thought of myself as a real man, but then I met her, and she was so far out of my league that it felt incredible every single day when I could wake up, knowing that she would be with me. 
 
    At first, we did all of the stupid little couple things. We went to brunch and farmers markets. We saw movies, we went to musicals, and it never even occurred to me that she decided everything. She picked out where we went to eat and what we did on a daily basis. 
 
    For a few weeks, everything was going perfectly—all until we went to a stupid office party. At this point, I can't even remember why we went. I had a pretty fantastic job, and it wasn't like I had to be one of those guys who pretended he was friends with everyone he worked with. 
 
    So I don't have an explanation for why we went. But as I made lame jokes with some of my coworkers, Lucy wandered off and started chatting with some of the guys at work. I noticed the way she put her hand on Stephen's shoulder. She laughed at him, and she kept flipping her hair. 
 
    I pressed my lips together at first, doing my best to focus on the conversation I was having with some random office drone. Only then I heard her laughing again and again. That sound seemed to reverberate through the entire office. 
 
    I excused myself politely, and then I grabbed my girlfriend by her arm, pulling her away from Stephen and his idiot friends. 
 
    "What are you doing?" Lucy asked, her eyes narrowing slightly. At any other moment, I might have been able to discern the danger. But not then and not there. Like so many other guys, I defined myself by my work. I knew that when I was with my colleagues, I was in charge. 
 
    "I saw you flirting with him." 
 
    "Who?" Lucy asked, doing her best to flutter her eyes innocently. "Stephen?" 
 
    "Look, I really don't like him, and I don't want you hanging out with him. You are my girlfriend, so you aren't going to embarrass me." 
 
    All of a sudden, her features turned cold, and she shrugged off my hand. She stepped back, but only for a moment. In that split second, I knew I had made a terrible mistake. I just didn't understand what the consequences were going to be. 
 
    I figured Lucy would turn around and rush off, probably crying. Maybe she would go to the bathroom to find some other woman so that she could complain about me. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    Lucy grabbed the collar of my shirt, and she pulled me forward, looking right into my eyes. "Kevin, you're in trouble." Those words should have sounded absurd, but they didn't. They sent a shiver down my spine. My insides turned cold, and she grabbed my wrist, pulling me right out of that party. She reached into my pocket, taking the keys to my car. We got into my sedan, she slid into the driver’s seat. 
 
    Minutes later, we pulled up in front of my house. 
 
    I almost expected her to kick me out. Instead, she turned off the engine, and she got out, standing there. While I sat in the car, I really did feel like some little kid who made a terrible mistake. 
 
    "I really did hope that we weren’t going to have to do this," she said, grabbing my wrist and yanking me up the length of the walkway. 
 
    "Do what? What are you talking about?" 
 
    "Be quiet," she growled at me. 
 
    I didn't think a girl could intimidate me, especially a girl like Lucy. She was small and cute. Most people would look at her and assume that she would be soft and sweet. Yet there was a coldness in her voice, the sharp bite of something threatening. 
 
    She dragged me up the stairs to the bedroom. She immediately started stripping me, working her fingers along the bottoms of my shirt. Within the span of just a few seconds, I was naked from the waist up. Then she went after my pants. My boxers, my shoes, and my socks followed. 
 
    In some ways, this should have been a fantasy. I had a beautiful girl stripping me down, but once I was naked, she just shoved, slamming the palms of her hands into my chest. She threw me off balance, knocking me down onto the bed. 
 
    "Don't you dare get up.” 
 
    When she got onto the bed as well, she grabbed my arms and legs, spreading them out. She dragged her fingernails along the contours of my chest, lower, lower, lower until she reached my cock. She stroked me just once. That was enough to keep me hard. 
 
    A droplet of pre-come formed at the tip of my shaft. 
 
    "Kevin, Kevin, Kevin," she said, slowly shaking her head. "I really thought this wouldn't be necessary. I mean, I'm still prepared, but I figured you would be a better guy than this. I thought you would be able to be more sensitive and understanding." 
 
    "Look, Lucy, I'm sorry. I just really hate that guy. You don't know him like I do. He's a—” 
 
    “Shush,” she commanded, touching one finger to my lips. 
 
    Obediently, I stopped talking. It was probably the smartest thing I had done all night, only it wouldn’t make the slightest difference. 
 
    "Stay right where you are," she commanded. She got up, sliding off the bed. She went to the closet, she opened the door, and she came back a few seconds later with a black, canvas bag. She dropped it right between my legs, making me flinch. 
 
    Lucy just grinned, savoring my discomfiture. She opened the bag, and she withdrew two sets of handcuffs. She locked them around my wrists, chaining them to the corners of the bed. She repeated that exact same process with my ankles. 
 
    "Okay. Go ahead and struggle." 
 
    At first, I didn't understand. I stared up at her, my eyes big, wide, and confused. A slow, frustrated sigh escaped her lips. "I guess we're going to have to do this the hard way," she said, reaching back into her bag. She took out a wooden paddle, and she slapped it down against the flat of her palm. 
 
    Nervous energy flashed through me, but I still couldn't move. Something inside of me locked up with a strange sort of reverse panic. 
 
    Lucy touched the paddle to my naked thigh. "This is going to hurt,” she promised. 
 
    She lifted the paddle, bracing it above me. I flinched before it even came back down. Less than a second later, it clapped into my naked skin. The pain flashed along my body, but I gritted my teeth, remaining silent. 
 
    "Kevin, Kevin, Kevin," she said, walking her fingers along my skin. "There's going to be a new order in this household. From now on, you do what I say. You understand?" 
 
    I still couldn't answer. What was wrong with me? Normally, I could be articulate. I never had problems talking to people one-on-one or even in groups. 
 
    Lucy raised the paddle again, and she struck. When she pulled the paddle away, there was a bright red spot along my skin. "Just remember. This is for your own good." 
 
    There were many more pauses. She struck again and again, a flurry of blows landing in quick succession. She jumped the wooden paddle from my left side to my right and back again. Pretty soon, I had no choice. I couldn’t possibly remain quiet. 
 
    My breathing turned ragged, and I started to yelp out. My whole body flinched in the instants before she connected. Every strike made me tense up helplessly. At the same time, I started to struggle, pulling on the shackles. I yanked and tugged with all of my strength, but I still couldn't free myself. 
 
    She paddled harder and faster, using all of her strength. Her face flushed. 
 
    "Do you have something you want to say?" Lucy asked, tilting her head to the side. 
 
    I didn't reply fast enough, so the paddling continued, going on and on. Even when I tried to dodge, Lucy had no problem adjusting. After all, I could only maneuver a couple of inches in any direction. 
 
    "Do you have something you want to say?" my girlfriend asked again. 
 
    This time, I didn't hesitate for even the fraction of a second. "You're going to be in charge!" I got those words out, and she threw her head back, giggling. She almost sounded maniacal. 
 
    Lucy grabbed onto my wrists, bracing her weight down as she pounced on me, kissing me. 
 
    Her body felt so incredible. Again and again, I tried to wrap my arms around her. I wanted to embrace her, to kiss her right, yet I couldn't do it. With my arms and legs manacled, I was helpless, and she knew it. She nibbled on my neck, she scratched my arms and my chest. She came at me like a wild animal, and there was nothing I could do. I could whimper and wiggle and squirm, but that was all. 
 
    "Mine," she promised, kissing me again. 
 
    She bit down into my lower lip, and I knew that I was on the verge of an orgasm. God, she felt so incredibly good, so hot. Every single touch left me on the verge of a climax, but she was perfect, maneuvering around my cock, making sure that I never got the friction or pressure I needed to come. 
 
    Very soon, I couldn't help myself. I started begging. "Lucy, please, please I can't take anymore! Please, you have to let me come!” 
 
    At those words, she sat up, staring down at me hard. "You know, I really did hope that we're only going to need this one lesson, but you still don't understand." 
 
    "No, I understand!" I howled out, like that would make any difference. But really, I was only blathering, saying whatever I could on the off chance that she would give me what I truly needed. 
 
    Lucy shook her head. A lock of hair fell over her face. She tucked it behind her ear. Then she sighed again. I made one promise after another because I was willing to tell her anything. I would make any promise, any vow if it meant being rewarded with an orgasm. 
 
    "You don't understand. You don't understand how things are going to work. I'm in charge. That means you do as I say. Your only goal from now on is going to be pleasing me." 
 
    "Yes! My only goal is to please you! Please, can I come now?" If I had really stopped and thought about it, I would have recognized this statement I was making even then. But I was an idiot, so I didn't understand what was happening right in front of me. 
 
    Lucy slid off of the bed. Not only that, she left the room altogether, closing the door behind her. 
 
    I attempted to throw myself forward, having forgotten all about the shackles. The metal dug down into my wrists and ankles, holding me fast. She had me chained to the bed, so I wasn't going anywhere. 
 
    Lucy left me alone for a long time. It could have been just a few seconds, or maybe they were long minutes. Either way, I couldn't keep any real track of time. My heart kept pounding, and I couldn't get my breathing under control, no matter how hard I tried. 
 
    Gritting my teeth, I thought about what I would say when she returned. Need I insist that I was the man in our relationship, so she would do as she was told. After all, I had more money and a real job. I was the one who provided for us. 
 
    Only then, she sauntered back into the room, and she was just as gorgeous as before. I turned my head to the side, staring at her, drinking in the sight of this beautiful girl. 
 
    "Do you know what makes a boy even more sensitive?" 
 
    I didn't understand, so I didn't respond. 
 
    "This," she said, pulling one of her hands from behind her back. She held a dark red scarf. She scampered onto the bed, and she still held something behind her back, but I had no idea what it was. She dropped it down onto the bed just as she pulled the blindfold over my eyes. 
 
    Very soon, I couldn't see anything at all. 
 
    Lucy giggled some more, running her fingers down my chest. She scratched me again and again, marking me like I was her property. 
 
    "When I tell you that you belong to me, you need to understand something very important. You need to understand that it is your job to please me. It's not my job to please you. It's your job to please me." She repeated those points, making me seem like an idiot. 
 
    I don't know. Maybe I was. 
 
    "Yes, whatever!" 
 
    She grabbed my chin. She turned my head to the side, and she leaned down, her breath warm against the inner contours of my ear. "Kevin, you don't understand, but you will." 
 
    Then, she took that other item, and she pressed it down right against my sternum. Cold stabbed into my chest, making it impossible for me to think or to breathe. I couldn't believe what was happening. While she was gone, she had filled a bag with ice. Now that radiating cold stabbed its tendrils down into my body. 
 
    She slid it over to my right nipple. I howled out again, unable to bear the sensations. The cold snapped through my skin. 
 
    "This is just the beginning," she promised, reaching down and sliding her fingers along my shaft. From the base to the tip, she taunted me again and again. Heating and cooling sending conflicting sensations that warred for dominance in my brain. 
 
    Everything turned to sensations. I stopped thinking altogether. I whimpered and howled, crying out for her to stop, but those words were just automatic. I didn't really think about them or even what they meant. 
 
    "There you go again, giving the orders," she said. I could picture this girl shaking her head. I could picture that frustrated little pout. "You don't give any orders. You obey. That's how this works. I'm in charge." 
 
    "Yes, you're in charge," I said, and she rewarded me, squeezing my cock. 
 
    "If I tell you what to wear, what are you going to do?" 
 
    "I'll wear whatever you tell me," I promised. At that point, I would have said anything. Obviously, Lucy understood this, but she wasn't done with me, not by a long shot. 
 
    "What if I decided that I wanted you to wear pretty, pink panties to work. Would you do that for me?" 
 
    "Yes!” 
 
    “And what if I decided that I just wanted to torture you, that there is nothing more fun than watching you squirm and wiggle about beneath me?" 
 
    This time, I gave the correct answer. "Lucy, you can do whatever you want." 
 
    She dragged that bag of ice over my chest, down and up, down and up, down and up. Then she lifted it, pressing it back down against my cheek, against the side of my neck. With every heartbeat, those sensations slammed into me, catching me off guard each and every time. 
 
    But that was only the beginning. 
 
    Lucy stopped talking and she stopped moving. She no longer pressed the cold bag into my vulnerable skin. After a few seconds, I seriously started to wonder if she was even in the room with me. 
 
    Would it have been possible for her to slip away? 
 
    Tensed up, I didn't know what to do. As the nervousness built within me, I finally had to ask, "Lucy?" 
 
    Then she did it, shoving the bag of ice down against my cock. The cold cut right into me, robbing me of my erection. At the same time, I bucked and thrashed with all of my strength, doing everything I could to tear myself away from the bed. 
 
    No matter how hard I tried, I would never be strong enough to tear through metal. Lucy knew this, that's why she laughed at me. She held the bag down, making sure that the cold kept seeping into my cock. Pretty soon, my manhood shriveled up. 
 
    And that's when she pulled out her favorite part. 
 
    She reached into that black, canvas bag again. I could hear the material rustle as she pulled something out. At first, I couldn't even comprehend what was happening when she placed the first piece, a metal ring around the base of my scrotum. But then another piece went on and over my cock. Finally, I heard the click of something. 
 
    "There you go," she said to me. 
 
    Lucy pulled the blindfold away. Right away, I lifted my head, looking down at my cock. At first, I couldn't even understand what I was seeing. 
 
    "It's a chastity cage," she told me, practically giggling with delight. "This way, you won't be able to get any nasty erections without this." She held something else up for me to see. It was a key dangling from a gold chain. 
 
      
 
    I want to say that nothing changed, that I was the same man. 
 
    But that's not true. When she locked away my cock, Lucy took something from me. If you have never been in chastity, then you can't really understand how different everything starts to feel. 
 
    As a man, I grew up with the tacit understanding that I could achieve anything I desired. I could be anyone and anything I wished. But those first couple of days showed me what it meant to be fundamentally helpless and dependent. 
 
    Sure, Lucy eventually allowed me to get up off of that bed, and when I stood again, she giggled as I tried to get the cock lock off. I pulled and tugged, but it was stuck. Unless I wanted to try to pull out a chainsaw, I wouldn't have any luck. 
 
    "Poor boy," she said, pouting at me. Her eyes glittered and glamored mischievously. "I guess, if you really want an orgasm, you're just going to have to do whatever I say from now on." 
 
    If I had been a real man, I would have been able to grab her right then and right there. I should have been able to shove her down onto the bed. But knowing that my manhood had been locked away by this girl robbed me of something. It clipped my aggression, making me feel like a neutered dog. 
 
    Rather than pounce on her, I fell onto my hands and knees. "I understand," I told her, barely whispering. 
 
    "You know what you need right now?" 
 
    I couldn't answer, lifting my gaze hopefully. 
 
    "You need a maintenance spanking," she said. 
 
    "What, what is that?" 
 
    “It's simple," she said. "A friend of mine actually came up with the idea for her boyfriend. From time to time, I will decide that you need to be spanked. It won't have anything to do with what you've done. You could be a perfectly decent boyfriend, but I will want to remind you of your place. So that's what I'm going to do right now." 
 
    Lucy sat on the edge of the bed. She tapped her thigh. 
 
    Still naked, still bound by the chastity cage, I looked around, dazed and confused. Then, before I knew it, I walked over to her, and I got across her lap. 
 
    I felt silly in this position, but that didn't make any difference to her. She grabbed my ass, squeezing. "Oh, I like having you like this. You look so small and helpless." 
 
    I wanted to say something. I ached to respond, to defend myself, but it was too late. Her hand clapped down. She started spanking me! 
 
    It went on for a long time. 
 
    And when she finished with me, Lucy rolled me off of her lap. I fell back down onto the floor. 
 
    "Do you know what I want to do with you now?" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "I want to put you in a pair of pink panties just like I said before." 
 
    I lifted my gaze, looking up at her. A spanking had been one thing. This would be something else entirely. 
 
    "No, Lucy, please don't. Please, I'm already wearing this lock. Isn't that good enough?" 
 
    "Nope. It's really not," she said to me. 
 
    She sauntered across the room, going back to her black bag. I watched as she pulled out a pair of panties. I could already tell that they would be large enough to fit me. She tossed them in my direction. 
 
    Instinctively, I caught them from the air. "Go ahead put them on. Model for me." 
 
    Lips parted, I tried to say no. I wanted to tell this girl that I wouldn't do whatever she wanted, that she couldn't control me! 
 
    Except she could. So I pulled her panties up my legs. My cock disappeared under the pink satin, and Lucy circled me, giggling all the while. 
 
    "Very nice," she said. “Tomorrow, you're going to wear those to work. And to make sure you don’t try to take them off, I'm going to expect you to send me pictures every hour." 
 
    "I, I can't. That's not possible!" 
 
    "Why not?" Lucy demanded, looking into my eyes. 
 
    I didn't have a good answer for her. 
 
    "You still don't understand, do you? You still think that you're going to be the man in this relationship, that you get to be in control." She clicked her tongue, shaking her head, but this time she seemed almost amazed, like she was genuinely baffled by my incomprehension. 
 
    "Please…Lucy, can't I just say I'm sorry? Can’t we just go back to the way things were?" 
 
    "Before, I was in charge. You just didn't know it," she replied. Putting her hand on the back of my neck, she dragged me over to the edge of the bed. She shoved me down, bending me forward. 
 
    "Do I need to chain you down again?" 
 
    "No!" 
 
    "Then don't move." 
 
    Stuck in that position now, I didn't know what she was doing. I could hear her strip out of her clothing. The fabric of her skirt fell down against the carpet. Her blouse followed a few seconds later. 
 
    Lucy was very careful to remain out of my line of sight. I didn't know what was going on, not until she finally walked by me. She had on something that looked like a pair of panties, but there was something else as well, a dildo sticking out from between her legs. 
 
    My girlfriend was wearing a strap on. 
 
    "Do you know what I'm going to do to you? I'm going to fuck you, Kevin. I'm going to make sure that you understand what it means to be my slave." 
 
    "I'm not a slave. I'm not!" But even as those words left my lips, I didn't dare try to stand up on my own. I remained right where she left me, bent over the bed, my ass naked and exposed. 
 
    She went back to her bag one more time, pulling out a tube of lubricant. She squirted some onto her fingertips, and then she just giggled. "Keep telling yourself that, slave." 
 
    I wanted to respond again, only she parted my buttocks, and she slid her fingers deep into my ass. I clenched down, obviously, but it didn't make any difference. Her insistent digit probed me, exploring, going deeper and deeper. 
 
    And when she finished, she came up behind me, and she pressed the tip of that dildo to my ass. I shivered, dreading what was about to happen. 
 
    "Go ahead. Prove to me that you're a real man." 
 
    This sounded like a dare, only I didn't understand what I was supposed to do. 
 
    My girlfriend grabbed onto my hips, and she pushed forward, thrusting into me. That silicon penetrated me, going deeper. I couldn't stop her as she rammed into me, penetrating me. "That's right," she said. "Take it. Understand that you are mine. You're going to do whatever I say. You're going to do whatever I want. You belong to me now. I always get my way." 
 
    With a grunt of satisfaction, she shoved into me again, harder and faster. There was no way for me to stop her. Panting, I grabbed onto the sheets, clenching them beneath my fingertips. 
 
    On and on she went, grinding harder and faster. Pretty soon, she was panting, and then she let out a little gasp of pleasure. She climaxed! 
 
    "That was a nice appetizer," she said, stepping back and shedding the strap on. Lucy climbed up onto the bed just as I pushed myself away from the mattress. Disoriented, I didn't know what to do, not until she spread her legs. "Come here." She wagged her finger in my direction. 
 
    Obediently, I moved between her legs even as she ran her fingers through my hair, taking a firm grip. Then she yanked my head down between her legs. "Service me, slave. Show me what you can do with those lips of yours." 
 
    Again, I obeyed, almost like I had forgotten how to think for myself. I slid my tongue up and down the length of her opening, again and again. And with every lick and every swipe of my tongue, I knew that I was surrendering to this girl. 
 
      
 
    The next day, I went to work in chastity. I wore a pair of pink panties under my trousers. 
 
    The day after that, I get the exact same thing. 
 
    At home, Lucy told me what to do. She assigned me chores every single day. I cleaned the bathrooms and kitchen. I vacuumed. I obeyed her whenever she demanded that I get down on my knees. Sometimes she expected a foot rub. At another point, she just liked seeing me there, like a piece of furniture or an accent for the room. 
 
    I did my best to please this girl, yet there was always something missing. I could see it in her eyes, from the way she studied me. 
 
    "I haven't broken you yet," she said. "Somewhere, deep down, you still think that you can have whatever you want. You still think you're the man." 
 
    I tried to shake my head, to stammer out a protest, but the simple fact that I didn’t contradict her proved Lucy right. 
 
    That's why she brought me here, to the small room. That's why I'm tied to this chair, naked except for my chastity cage. I'm staring at the screen, waiting. 
 
    A long time goes by. A door opens on the screen, and Lucy saunters in. She has on some gorgeous lingerie. The shear satin makes my cock ache because I want to touch her, to run my hands over her body again. It's been weeks since she's allowed me to have sex with her. Honestly, I can't tell if it's ever going to happen again. 
 
    She's right. I'm not her boyfriend anymore. Now I'm her slave. That makes her my owner. 
 
    She turned back to the hallway, motioning for someone else. Eyes wide, I can't even blink, especially when I see him cross the threshold. He has stubble, a strong jaw, powerful shoulders. He begins to unbutton a shirt, and I can't look away as Lucy gets down on her knees. She's taunting him, making him go faster. Pretty soon, Stephen is naked. 
 
    Yes, it's Stephen! I hate this man, but I know what's about to happen. When he is finally nude, Lucy leans forward, parting her lips. She starts licking his cock, sliding her soft tongue over his manhood. 
 
    She never did that for me. She will never do that for me. 
 
    I'm not a man in her eyes. This is a man. I know that he is bigger than me by several inches. More important, he knows how to make a woman feel like a girl. Pretty soon, Lucy is hungrily licking and sucking on his cock. But that is just the beginning. Moments later, they are on the bed, and I know that I should turn my head away. 
 
    "Good girl," he growls at her as they start kissing. He moves his hands over her breasts and down between her legs. She must be so wet right now. 
 
    Halfheartedly, I pull on the ropes keeping me down on this chair, but it won't do any good. I can't get away. Worse, I can't look away. I stare hard at that screen, watching as they start to fuck. 
 
    They grapple like wild animals, predators at work. She scratches his skin. He pins her down. Eventually, he has her down on her back, and he slides forward, right into her wet pussy. At some point, she lost her panties. It doesn't really matter. 
 
    In its cage, my cock aches for release. I want to come so badly. I wiggle my hips from side to side, but I just watch as my former girlfriend goes at it with my rival. Stephen fucks her hard, ramming down into her. She looks up at the camera. Maybe it's hidden. Maybe he already knows what's going on. 
 
    One way or the other, it doesn't matter. 
 
    They go at it for minutes or hours. I lose all track of time. But when he's done, he growls, again like some wild beast. 
 
    It's all over. 
 
    "When can we do that again?" 
 
    "Whatever you want," Lucy promises. 
 
    He gets dressed and leaves the room. Lucy goes over to the camera, and she looks down into the lens because she is talking right to me. "Don't worry, Kevin. I'll be right over, and then you can lick me clean." 
 
    Pathetically, my mouth starts to water. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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