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Natalie’s Slave

He worshiped his wife. Unlike in other couples, this wasn't a euphemism. He recognized the inherent superiority of the woman currently seated above him. While he kneeled on the floor and massaged her foot, gently working his digits along her toes, up her heel, all the way to her ankle, she considered him coolly.

Of course, they had those wonderfully easy, relaxed and happy moments, but his wife was tense. Natalie sometimes drew into herself, whether because of his misbehavior or because of some new stressor at work. The last few weeks had been difficult, especially since Miranda Dresden had purchased the company. Getting a new boss could always be difficult, but Natalie was very skilled when it came to handling the various contractors and buyers involved in each transaction. He had perfect faith in her talents and capabilities.

Ever since they met in college, William had known that he wouldn't be able to compete with a girl like Natalie. Not only was she beautiful, but she was smart, detail-oriented, ambitious, and relentless. Around her, Natalie's male classmates often tried to intimidate her. A couple of the more academically inclined sought to compete with her.

They always lost.

But unlike those boys who thought they could "handle" or "tame" Natalie, William had taken a different approach. Throughout the spring semester, he had sat off in the corner, scribbling his notes and allowing his gaze to drift over to her. She was so beautiful! It was the shine of her hair, the shape of her nose, and the curves of her lips. If she noticed him at all, he couldn't tell. Then again, William intended to be respectful. He didn't want to be one of those creepy guys in a class who would pester a girl into going out with him.

Only then he realized something.

The semester was going to come to an end, and this was a big university with lots students, so there was a very good chance he would never see her again. At first, he tried to convince himself that this was a crush based on physical attraction alone, which meant there would probably be other girls who could just as easily attract him. But if that was true, why didn’t he feel that same gravitational pull toward any of the other young women in his other classes?

No, there was something special about Natalie.

More importantly, he didn't just stare after her. Although he was mostly quiet and only answered when called upon by their teacher, Natalie frequently raised her hand had interjected these wonderfully brilliant points. She had no problem jumping between the different angles of various arguments. Not only that, she drew upon the different lectures and lessons from her various courses. Sure, she might be taking a history class, but she connected it to her English Literature course. Elsewhere, she might've been studying economics, but she tied it in with sociology or psychology. Obviously, her teachers were very impressed with her hard work and diligence, and they weren't alone.

William knew he never would have been able to compete with her, but what if he could try something else?

On the day before their final exam, their teacher let them go early, and she was packing up her stuff. William basically threw his laptop and textbook into his backpack before zipping it up. Part of him really, really wanted to just flee. But if he messed this up, he knew he might not get another chance.

Tentatively, he walked over to her.

At that moment, she dropped something, a pen. It clattered to the floor, so he scrambled to get it for her. He dropped to his knees, grabbed it, and held it out to her like some medieval knight offering a treasure to a powerful Princess.

"Thanks," she said. Perhaps her eyes lingered on him for a little while longer, but this could have been his imagination.

Over the course of the semester, William had indulged in one fantasy after another. Unlike most of his male peers, he didn't envision some scenario where he could just walk over to her, tap her on the shoulder, grab her by her hair, pull her to her feet, wrap his arms around her waist, grab her ass, and kiss her with brazen passion.

Realizing she had finally said something to him, William actually froze. At first, she was about to get up, throw her satchel over her shoulder, and walk off, only she must have recognized that expression on his face. Not only that, there was this unfamiliar tingling of excitement running through her body.

Yes, she had intimidated lots of boys, which usually caused them to lash out at her. Whether that meant drawing on old, tired sexist stereotypes and insults or challenging her ideas and raising their voices, they always lost. They couldn't compete with her solid logic and clever retorts.

But this boy was different.

He was down on his knees, kneeling before her, and her eyes narrowed slightly as she considered him. "What's your name?"

"William," he said. In that instant, he tried so hard to come up with something witty to say to her. There had to be some kind of joke or pickup line he could use. Ask if she had fallen from heaven because she looked like an angel? Was she from the South because she was the only ten he could see? Automatically, he dismissed those approaches.

"Would you like to walk with me to my next class, William?" As he started to eagerly bob his head up and down, a precociously flirtatious thought occurred to her, and she decided to indulge. It was the end of the semester, and she was tired after long nights of studying, which may have weakened her filter. "If you're very good, I will let you carry my bag."

Without thinking about it or calculating his answer, he let the first two words fall out of his mouth, "Yes, please."

Natalie rose, and she beckoned for him to do the same. Then she held out her bag, and he eagerly took it.

"Come along," she instructed, and William chased after her like an eager little puppy dog. As she made her way out of the classroom and into the hallway, she glanced over her shoulder again, surprised to see him following a couple of steps behind.

"Why are you following me like that? You know, you can walk next to me," she told him.

"I didn't want to be disrespectful," he said.

Natalie didn't respond at first. Instead, she found herself licking her bottom lip and contemplating that idea.

Of course, she had indulged in a variety of fantasies, especially alone at night. In middle school, high school, and now in college, she still stole those private moments where she could slide her left hand along her chest and her right hand down into her panties. With one finger or two, she would stroke herself, savoring different ideas as they occurred to her. Secretly, she suspected that most of her friends yearned for powerful billionaires or muscled athletes and superheroes. Not Natalie. While her friends probably pictured men standing over them, leaning down, kissing them or carrying them, Natalie wanted a boy down on his knees. She wanted to circle him, to run her fingers along his cheeks, to reach down and to feel the collar wrapped around his neck before she grabbed the leash and pulled on it.

Yes, she would be in complete control, but there would be something else in his gaze: adoration.

Maybe she had seen it in some random movie here or there. Maybe it was an instinct that populated her fantasies with those images. Either way, she hadn't ever seen that kind of expression in real life, not until she met William.

She intimidated him, Natalie realized. Another delicious flutter of excitement ran through her body. And despite that intimidation, he was obviously attracted to her. Better yet, he was eager to please!

"It's okay," she said. "You can walk beside me," she said, her tone magnanimous, like she had just bestowed some special boon upon this boy.

She asked him questions, and he answered diligently.

She already knew his name, so she asked about his major. Currently, he was undeclared, but he was thinking about something like computer science, engineering, or maybe sociology. Did he live in the dorms? No, he was sharing an apartment with a couple of guys off campus. What kind of music did he like? Talon, Razor Song, and Sneakers were his favorite groups.

When they made it to her next classroom, she held out her arm, and he quickly realized that he was still holding onto her bag. He surrendered it, and she tilted her head to the side. She considered him. Yes, he was handsome, but that wasn't what really intrigued her.

Lots of guys would have gone yammering on and on, talking because they couldn't tell the difference between good conversation and the sounds of their own voices. William, on the other hand, seemed eager to listen. At first, he had his eyes down toward the floor, but when she considered him, he glanced up at her. Their eyes met, and she thought she saw this little flash of heat play along his cheeks. He was cute, really cute, she decided.

Then, feeling wicked and playful at the same time, she stepped forward. He retreated back, at least until she grabbed him by his wrist.

He tried to pull away, only she didn't let go. "No," she said. "Stay." She just ordered him around like he was a trained dog, but this boy relaxed instantly, like he understood the command, and he didn't dare resist or disappoint her.

She pulled a pen from her pocket, popped the lid, and turned his palm upward. Then she wrote her number.

"I expect you to call me at seven tonight. Understand?"

"Yes, I understand," he said quickly.

Surprisingly, he didn't sound angry or resentful. He didn't even grin or play it off like a joke.

"Good boy," she replied before turning around fast enough to flip her hair against her shoulders. She marched into the class and didn't look back. Even so, she could feel his eyes aimed at her. She sat down, crossed her legs, and gazed back toward the front of the room as the professor got everything set up.

That night, she braced herself for disappointment. Yes, he seemed really sweet, like a boy who could understand how a good relationship could work. Granted, Natalie could theoretically understand the traditional gender roles, especially if augmented by a healthy dose of feminism. If other women and men wanted to play silly games, compete by fighting with one another for supremacy, that was fine with Natalie. But for her own relationship, she wanted something else.

And yet, there was a very, very good chance that William would act just like the other boys. Maybe he had cooperated. Maybe he had been shellshocked or something, like the direct confrontation had made him stumble. But what about now? Was he going to play some stupid game when it came to calling her?

"Men," Natalie thought at her desk in the corner of her room. Vaguely disgusted with the inferior sex, she shook her head from side to side. Why did so many of the boys have to play their obnoxious little games? Why did they think they could compete with women like her?

As far as Natalie was concerned, women were taking over the world. Despite millennia or centuries of male control, it was time for something to change. She didn't have any delusions of grandeur; she didn't envision herself as some radical politician who would be able to rewrite the basic tenants of society. Ultimately, she understood that the world was big and filled with competing interests. Obviously, societies changed, but no single person could alter the flow of history without a lot of help. And more often than not, those individuals who tried would fail anyway.

Still, she saw the numbers. All across the country, colleges were filled with more females than males. For the moment, sexism and chauvinism may have looked fairly impenetrable. Sure, those practices had retreated, but the most powerful institutions were still controlled by men. Whether that meant the presidency, the legislative branch, or the Supreme Court, men still had a tremendous amount of influence, far more than the women around them. It wasn't fair, but Natalie could be patient, primarily because she understood that education was the key to success. Despite those random stories about some people managing to miraculously build up companies and change the world with nothing but pluck and dedication, she understood that those same individuals usually had wealthy parents and access to other forms of education. Whether that meant Bezos, Gates, or Musk, these men were well-educated and connected. As more and more graduates were women rather than men, they would have the resources, tools, and their own networks to draw upon. In a couple of decades, men would find themselves relegated to subservient positions.

Pushing those thoughts aside, she glanced over at her laptop, and she saw the small clock in the bottom right-hand corner. 06:58.

Would he call? Would he follow her orders?

Part of her wondered if she had pushed him too far, like maybe he wouldn't be able to oblige for one reason or another. For all she knew, he worked until seven, and his boss might tell him to stay on for a couple of extra minutes. Or if he was late, perhaps it would be a conscious act of defiance, like he needed to show her that he wouldn't be controlled.

Leaning back in her chair, Natalie breathed out and closed her eyes. She thought of that boy again. William. But this time, he wasn't dressed in that dark blue T-shirt and those jeans or sneakers. Instead, she pictured him down on his knees, naked with his hands cuffed behind his back. And she could be there in that chair. She could reach out, wind her fingers along the back of his head and pull him closer. She could spread her legs, peel back her skirt with her free hand, and bring his mouth to her pussy. All she would have to say would be, "Lick" and he would obey, massaging her pussy with his tongue. He would serve her, dedicating all of his efforts to pleasuring her. Her satisfaction would be his only priority.

Opening her eyes, she saw that another minute had gone by, but she was tempted to slip her hand down into her tights, to stretch back her panties, and to run her fingertips along her opening. Exhaling slowly, she puffed out her cheeks and shook her head. Sometimes, masturbating made her feel incredibly energized and excited. At other points, however, it left her feeling exhausted and drained.

Besides, she didn't want to be a jerk.

Although she was somewhat tempted to let him call, only for the voicemail to answer him, Natalie wasn't a jerk. If he could follow instructions, then she would reward him.

A few miles away, William found himself in a very similar position. He was seated in the corner of his room, right at his desk, and he was leaning forward with his phone cupped between his hands like he was worried it was a little bird that might try to fly away at any moment. He had typed in her number, and he only had to bring one finger up and hit the Send button.

He was going to do this, right?

The answer should have been easy. She was gorgeous, and he had this huge crush on her, and he got to walk with her and talk with her. His shoulder still tingled from the weight of her backpack…

And yet, what if he freaked out? What if he couldn't do it?

He kept flashing back to middle school. There was that girl, Amy O'Reilly, who had given him her phone number at the end of the school year. Throughout the summer, he had known he wanted to call her desperately. He could have tried to send a text or a message, and yet he had chickened out each and every time.

7:00.

He saw those numbers, and his mouth salivated. There was this tingling along the back of his neck, he could feel the excitement radiate along his flesh like a low level of electricity. He jumped up onto his feet, and he started pacing back and forth.

He had to do this. He had to!

And yet, he couldn't bring himself to push that button. It was ridiculous. It was silly. He was acting like a coward. He only had to hit one little button; that was it. He could do this. It wouldn't even require a calorie of effort! It was supposed to be so simple, only something held him back. The seconds ticked by: five, ten, twelve, fifteen, twenty...

He was going to mess this up.

He wouldn't be able to do it.

She'd be pissed and think he'd blown her off.

Only then, a different idea finally popped into his head: she had told him to do this.

There. Some of the tension had disappeared. He was still nervous. Fluttering excitement still swayed through his stomach, but he hit the green button and held the phone to his ear.

Right before her clock registered 7:01, Natalie heard her phone vibrate. She grabbed it, looked down, didn't recognize the number, and grinned. Yes, it would be him. She climbed up onto her feet and walked across her room. She stood in front of her mirror and said sweetly, "Hello, William."

His grip on his phone tightened. His knuckles turned white. "Hi," he said, grateful that his body and all of those nervous instincts allowed him to articulate one word.

"I see that you can follow orders," she said.

"I can."

She started talking to him. And they started flirting. Pretty soon, they had spent four hours talking.

But that was college, and now he found himself on his knees in front of her. They were married, they owned a home she had picked out, and he did everything he could to support her. Whether that meant fetching packages, taking her dry-cleaning, or keeping the house clean, he understood how well a relationship like this could work. By freeing her from those domestic worries, he enabled this beautiful woman to concentrate on her career. And it worked. Each year, her sales numbers increased exponentially. She forged new contacts, established better relationships, and learned more and more about her industry.

William also worked, but he knew he would never be able to match her drive, ambition, or relentless pursuit of success. Besides, he knew what was really important in his life: Natalie.

For other couples, there probably had to be some kind of awkward conversation about secret fantasies and desires. With these two, it had been much simpler. She had asserted herself more and more until she sat him down one day and said, "William, I've made a decision."

"Yes?"

"I've decided that I will be your Mistress. Do you know that means?"

His eyes narrowed. "You mean you're my secret lover?"

The idea sounded ridiculous, so she rewarded him with a sweet smile even as she shook her head from side to side. "No," she sounded indulgent. "Mistress is the feminine form of Master...as in owner or lord."

This nervous swallow fell down along the length of his throat. He pressed his lips together, and that's when she scooted closer. First, she touched the underside of his chin with her knuckles before gliding her fingers along his neck. Then she touched her hand to the back of his head, and it was evident that she was in control. She could dictate whatever she liked, and he would obey. That much was obvious.

"As your Mistress, I will be in charge. In this relationship, I own you. You are my boy. You are my slave. You're my property, and I will love you, but I expect your obedience. And when you fail, there will be consequences. Tell me you understand."

"I, I understand."

"Do you have any questions?"

"No?"

"I expect you to tell me the truth," she said, tightening her grip slightly. It didn't hurt, but there was that pressure, a gentle tug of his hair at the back of his skull, reminding William of Natalie's supremacy in this relationship. Up until now, he had known it. She always decided where they ate and what they did. She was the one who pushed them forward, all while he did his best to serve and obey.

At first, maybe he had believed that he just wanted to please her because she was gorgeous. She was smart, funny, insightful, and so amazingly hot. By so many metrics, she was way, way out of his league. Too often, William suspected, relationships fell apart because the people involved forgot how to be grateful. He had vowed to himself that he would never make that mistake. Even then, he had wondered when Natalie might decide she wanted someone different or someone better, maybe some "alpha" guy who would clash with her on a daily basis.

"Are you, are you sure this is what you really want?"

She flashed another warm, indulgent smile. "Yes, I'm very sure," she said. "I want you to understand something, William. For a very long time, I've been searching for a boy like you. I want someone I can mold, shape, and enslave. I want someone who will understand that he is my subordinate, that there is a strict hierarchy in our relationship. No matter where we are or what we are doing, I'm in control, and I'm in charge. That doesn't mean you have to grovel at my feet whenever we go out, but it does mean that you will defer to me."

"Yes…Mistress."

More and more, she had asserted herself. Sometimes, she dictated what he might eat for breakfast, lunch, or dinner. At other points, she had decided what he would wear. In other relationships, there were guys who insisted on wearing ratty shoes or old T-shirts riddled with holes. In their relationship, if she decided she didn't like some facet of this behavior, she would dictate how things would change, and he generally obeyed.

Granted, there were those moments when he needed to be punished. He was a boy and human, after all. He would make mistakes from time to time, so those were the moments when she would need to order him into the corner where he would hold his hands behind his back and wait for permission to get back to normal. At other points, she would bend him over the couch and spank him. There were other disciplinary measures she could also enact, but they generally weren't necessary.

William was a good boy and an obedient slave.

That's why he continued to massage her foot.

"We need to make a few calculations, William."

"Yes, Mistress," he agreed.

"Before I make my final decision, I want you to think about this very carefully. How would you rate your behavior lately? Use a standard grading model. What do you deserve? An A? B C? Perhaps an F?" She smirked down at him. No, he clearly didn't deserve an F, but she liked addressing that possibility.

He kept his eyes and down at her shins and ankles, but it was clear he really, really didn't like the idea of an F. He didn't want to disappoint this woman...his wife...his Mistress.

"I'm not sure I can do that?"

"Your Mistress is giving you a command," she reminded him.

Right away, he flinched and nodded.

"I, I'll do my best," he promised.

"Let me make this a little bit easier for you," she said as she stroked the back of his neck. Those soft heading strokes did a lot to relax him. "Think about what you have done well and where you can improve. I know that you want to be an obedient slave for me, but sometimes you make mistakes. At other times, you do your utmost best, and you please me beautifully. So think about it. Where have you succeeded?"

"You have enjoyed this foot rub?"

"I have," she acknowledged.

That one was easy. He'd need more, he realized. At the same, maybe he started to wonder what would happen if he could earn an A. Yes, he wished to be an obedient boy, but if he could make a convincing argument, then there might be other treats as well. His cock tensed and twitched as the thought fluttered through his body.

Yes, he was trained. Yes, he was obedient. Most of all, he was eager to serve this woman. From that first moment they met in that college course, he had yearned for the opportunity to serve her. Maybe he had been emotionally mature enough to recognize that need, yet he saw the truth now with her help. Obedience and service were his two most important goals.

Despite all of this, she insisted on keeping him locked in a chastity cage. In other relationships with more recalcitrant males, perhaps the chastity cage served as some kind of training device, like the boy did need to be reminded of his status. A locking collar or even a tattoo could serve the same kind of purpose. But in this relationship, Natalie kept her boy in chastity for one simple reason: it pleased her.

Because it pleased her, he was grateful for the opportunity to wear his cage even though it had been several days since his last release.

The weight was always there. Even if this was unnecessary, it served as a reminder. Oddly enough, he had never been able to come to terms with his feelings about the chastity lock. Part of him wanted to hate it, especially when she decided to tease him. It was so easy for this young woman to tie her hair back or to let it fall to surround her shoulders and saunter around their home. She might do this in just her bra and panties, perhaps naked, or maybe while wearing those exquisite tights, those black leather boots, the matching gloves, and that shining skirt of hers. In a corset or a T-shirt, she knew how to saunter around, how to draw his attention and to stir the desires deep within his body. Each time she did this, she smirked in his direction, reminding her boy of how much fun she could have with him.

Although his orgasms were strictly controlled by her, this was not a reciprocal or symmetrical relationship. It didn't need to be, not when she was his Mistress, and he was the slave.

All of this and so much more blasted through his head.

"I, I haven't asked for a release in several days," he said. "I'm getting better about not bothering you with those kinds of requests."

"Very true," Natalie acknowledged, raising one hand and touching it to the curve of her jaw. She tapped her finger against her cheek as she contemplated this. "My boy is learning."

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress."

"Continue," she said with a regal bearing of a princess addressing her court jester.

After another nervous gulp, he added, "Chastity was very, very difficult for me to accept. It still is."

"That sounded a lot like a complaint."

"I'm sorry, Mistress. It wasn't intended to be," he said, careful to articulate each syllable with precision. At times like this, he needed to be careful; if he became unfocused, he might make a mistake and say something foolish, something Natalie could ensure he would regret later. Exhaling slowly, he tried again. "My point, Mistress, is that I am learning to serve you better. I understand that my cock belongs to you. I belong to you. From my orgasms to my obedience, I am yours."

"Good boy," she replied.

"But it has been difficult for me. It's hard for me to focus on my owner, especially when my instincts get stronger."

"Is that what happens after a couple of days of denial?"

He answered with a nervous nod, bowing his head down and bringing it up again, "Yes, Mistress."

"Good."

Yes, she loved him; he had no reason to question that simple point, yet that didn’t dull her cruel streak. Like some precocious little girl on the playground, she would never tire of teasing this boy. In fact, she brought her foot down, and she brushed her toes along his inner thigh, and then she pressed against his crotch. She could feel the stiff outline of his curved chastity cage. Like other boys in this position who wore this kind of equipment, he couldn't even enjoy an erection on his own.

"What else?"

"I serviced you this morning," he said.

"You did," she agreed, smiling. It was kind of grin that reached up along her face; he could see it in the little wrinkles around her eyes. "But I think you're forgetting something."

He sucked in a breath, and there was this moment where they could both tell what he intended to do: deflect. There was this one detail that really mattered as far as these calculations went. Sucking in a breath between his teeth, he held it, and then he bowed his head down. "Yes, Mistress. This morning, I went down on you, doing my absolute best. Right as you woke up, I snuck under the blankets, and I slid my head between your legs. You really like that, right?"

"I do," she said. "But…"

"Last night, I didn't do a very good job when you also told me to go down on you."

Other women in other relationships had to worry about the frequency of sex, especially when it came to oral service. Too often, men made bold, rash declarations about how they didn't want to go down on their partners. While guys were busy fantasizing about girls sucking cock, they were almost never willing to reciprocate. That obviously wasn't a problem in this relationship, especially while she kept her enslaved husband under lock and key, but there were still moments when he failed to perform as well. Maybe his tongue didn't move quite as quickly or he used too much force or he failed to bring the best of his creativity.

"That's right," she said. "Speaking of which, what are some of the mistakes you have made lately?"

"Yesterday, I didn't do the dishes after you asked. I forgot. I'm sorry."

"Oh, I know you are, but this isn't a question of contrition on your part. We are evaluating you, remember?"

"Why?" William had to ask.

"Do I need a reason to evaluate my slave?" Her eyes narrowed slightly as she asked.

"No," he admitted.

"Smart boy," she answered. "But you are right. I don't usually do this. You see, upstairs, there are three different outfits ready for you. They're all in bags, all just waiting for you to put them on."

"Why three?"

"Isn't it obvious?" Natalie asked smoothly. She leaned forward, smiled, and said, "I'm taking my boy out tonight, which means getting you dressed in something special. Of course, I haven't decided what you're going to wear."

"May I ask what the options are?"

"No, you may not," she said. Her words weren't harsh or sharp with anger. Even so, he still felt chastised.

Pulling in another breath, William wanted to ask about the possibilities. Even if she wasn't going to be specific, couldn't he have some idea, clue, or hint?

When he didn't say anything for the next few seconds, she brought her foot up, and she gently teased his neck, gliding the tips of her toes along his skin. "You don't get to know exactly what is in any of the bags, but there are quite a few possibilities. First, there's a latex prison. Once you wear it, you will hardly be able to move. I’ll just have to zip you up, and after that, I will have complete control of your movements, plus what you see and hear."

His lips parted; his jaw fell open. "You, you can't be serious," he wanted to say. At the last possible second, William managed to stifle those words. After all, he already knew that contradicting his owner would be a very, very bad idea.

"Actually, thinking about all of this is getting me kind of excited. Before we go out, should you give me an orgasm?"

"Yes, please?" William answered with the uncertainty she always seemed to enjoy. Other women may have craved determined, defiant, brash boys who would take a course and stick with it. Not Natalie. Instead, she loved the shine of worry in his eyes, like he could never be entirely certain what his owner might decide. There were relaxed moments in the relationship, of course, plus some instances and spans of time where they could just be watching a movie, cuddling, or out for a stroll. But this wasn't one of those moments.

"Pleasure me," she ordered. She wasn't dressed for the party, not yet. She had on a yellow summer dress that contrasted beautifully with her black hair and pale skin. When she sat up, she pulled back the hem of her skirt, and she spread her legs, revealing her naked slit.

Obediently, he crawled forward, slid his cheeks between her inner thighs, and next his mouth was pressed up against her crevice. She put her hand on the back of his head, giving him the silent sign of permission. He started licking, just as he had done that morning. Understanding that this could be an important factor in what kind of outfit he might wear tonight, he started licking eagerly. He moved his tongue up and down with a frantic, nearly desperate need to please.

As he licked her, he genuinely embraced the taste of her excitement. William wasn't surprised when his tongue plunged forward and he could feel the heat and juices play along her pussy. She had teased him, bossing him around and questioning him. In doing so, she had already awoken a deep desire within her core. But now, there were the physical sensations to go along with that eager need to play with her boy.

He did his best to please her. He swiped his tongue up and down, left and right. He needed to be quick, but he couldn't move too fast. He wanted to be creative. He tried to adapt the patterns he already knew she enjoyed, quick swipes and fast spirals. He worked hard to pleasure her, giving her exactly what she might crave.

"Good boy. Yes, that's right, show me what you can do. Oh, that feels good." She closed her eyes, hissed through her teeth, sighing with erotic contentment. He plunged down further. His tongue grazed and massaged her clit, all for her satisfaction and pleasure. "Good. That's how my slave serves me. That's how my husband worships me."

She reached her arms up, and she held them over her head, tightening her grip against her knuckles.

"Yes! My boy!"

I'm her boy. I'm her boy, and I need to please her. I want to make her happy. Her satisfaction is all that matters. If I can be a good slave, then I’m a good husband. If I'm a good husband, then I'm her good boy. Those thoughts cycled through his head again and again as he concentrated on her. He needed to lose himself, to serve her, to focus just on her pleasure and excitement.

Too often, people got selfish. Men became dissatisfied because they couldn't concentrate on what was really important: the women they loved.

"Yes. Yes, just like that. More. Oh, you're so close, that feels so good, yes. More. More!" She dropped her hands down to his shoulders, and she tightened her grip. Her thumbs pushed against his collarbones, and there was that delicious burst of tension right until the moment when she came. The orgasm streaked through her mind and body like a bolt of lightning. There was that flash of evanescent ecstasy. It devoured every other thought, wiping away every idea and concern until she finally pushed him away.

"You get an A, my boy. That said, I still think a nice dose of punishment would be good for you. Go up to the bedroom, put away the bags to the left and right. Pull everything out of the center bag, and wait for me on your knees."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

For the first couple of feet, he managed to scurry forward without thinking about what might be waiting for him in the bedroom.

Yes, he knew about the bags, and he had memorized her instructions, but now his mind started to wonder what he would find.

When he opened the bedroom door and stepped across the threshold, he immediately found himself searching. He didn't need to look hard, however. The bags were right there on the bed coverlet, just as she said they would be.

Right away, he grimaced because those three tote bags had all been zipped up. He picked up the first one and was surprised by the weight. He lifted the third as well and carried them both over to the closet as instructed. From there, he slid the door shut.

When he turned back to that final bag, he unzipped it, and then he looked down.

His insides tightened when he pulled out the straitjacket.

Remembering what his Mistress told him, he spread it out on the bed. He studied the soft, nylon straps, the buckles, and the shining pieces of metal. Next, he looked inside for a pair of pants. He didn't find anything. His heart hammered faster, and he wasn't sure exactly what he was supposed to believe. It seemed impossible.

Sure, Natalie had teased him about tying him up in a straitjacket and maybe leaving him in the corner, but was that it? He had occasionally complained about having to go to her work events.

Frankly, William had always found her colleagues and coworkers, especially the men, to be utterly insufferable. First, they were arrogant and snotty. These were the kind of men who thought driving expensive cars could somehow make their lives more worthwhile. If they weren’t bragging about contracts or the digits in their bank accounts, they were going off about the different girls they had hooked up with.

As an obedient slave and loyal husband, William found their prattle to be utterly disgusting.

Natalie, however, had to deal with those men on a daily basis. They were buyers, sellers, investors, and producers. No, she never allowed them to insult her, and they all had a grudging respect for her, but that was an exception.

Although he had never embarrassed outright, William had made the mistake of complaining about having to attend. At one point, she had teased him, suggesting, "If you really don't want to go, then I will make you attend the next event. I can just lock you up in a straitjacket, and leave you at home, maybe in a cage, or maybe I will just make sure you have to wiggle around on the floor like a worm."

But she had been teasing him…

…Right?

William reached into the bag, and he found the leather shorts, plus another set of shackles. Presumably, these would lock around his ankles, making it almost impossible for him to move. Finally, he found the black, leather collar and a matching leash.

The moisture drained away from his mouth as he set out the different pieces. Finally, he could hear her footsteps out in the hall.

Turning around, he dropped to his knees, and he held his hands behind his back.

"Mistress, what's going on?" William asked, his eyes wide as he stared out toward the hallway. Unfortunately for him, she closed the bedroom door and called out, "I need to get ready for tonight. Stay there on your knees. Wait for me like a good boy."

William pulled in a breath, filling his lungs. He really, really wanted to chase after her like an eager dog, to bark for her attention, and to get some answers!

Exhaling, he reminded himself that he also wanted to impress this woman.

What did the straitjacket mean?

He thought he had done a reasonably good job of impressing her tonight. She had certainly enjoyed the last orgasm, right?

In his deferential position on his knees and at the foot of the bed, William imagined this scenario where maybe she didn't need to go out at all tonight. As he listened to the sounds from the shower, he contemplated this delicious scenario where she would saunter back in here, her naked skin on display. He might glance up for a moment, grateful to see those little droplets of water running down her flawless body. He would study the contours of her breasts, the curves of her legs, and every other detail. Then she would lock him into that straitjacket, push him down onto the bed, and maybe even let him out of his chastity cage.

Yes, he thought. That would be so amazing. She could position herself between his legs, gliding her fingers along his scrotum to the base of his cock. She would massage him, running her fingers along his body. She would make him squirm deliciously, and he might pull or wiggle against the straitjacket, but there would be no escape for this boy. He could thrash as hard as he wanted, but he would remain trapped and under her power.

Although he enjoyed serving his Mistress as a good boy, there was still something so primal and powerful about getting to struggle, understanding that this was the consequence of putting himself under her power. She would be in control, and he could fight with every iota of strength he possessed, but it wouldn't be enough. There could be safety, warmth, joy, and acceptance and knowing that his wife loved him so much that she would never let him escape…

As those thoughts ran through his head, his cock twitched. Maybe it was his imagination, but he thought he could feel that little droplet of excitement at the tip of his member. Breathing in and out, he didn't know whether or not he wanted to get excited.

There had been times before when she teased him about the possibility of letting all of her coworkers, friends, even her family know the truth about their relationship. But she wouldn't really do that. There was no way…

William held onto that simple idea as he waited.

The seconds turned to minutes, and the shower finally stopped.

When Natalie sauntered into the room, he tried to hide his disappointment because she had a white, fluffy towel wrapped around her torso. At least he got to enjoy the sight of her wet hair. She went over to her small desk were she kept her makeup, and she sat down without addressing him. He knew he could have spoken, but he didn't think it would be a good idea. No, she wanted him here, quiet, nervous, and squirming.

He focused on his breathing. He concentrated on his goal: her pleasure.

She brushed her hair and rubbed some conditioner into those soft, black strands. Next, she got up and walked right past him. She pulled on some white panties and a matching bra before going to her closet. She opened it and took out a corset. She pulled it into position, sliding it down past her head and shoulders. Then she sat on the edge of the bed. "Help me," she commanded.

He rose to his feet. He had done this before, generally when they played. As far as he was concerned, that made it very, very clear. They weren't really going to her work thing. They weren't really going to leave the house. Fresh desire cascaded through his body, but he knew better than to beg or plead.

When he first started dating Natalie, one detail had surprised him. He learned a lot about women and how to take care of his wife. There had been that first Halloween party when she donned a corset. She had looked so fantastic in it, but first he had needed to learn how to tie the ribbons along the back. Now he employed that skill again. In school, he had needed nearly twenty minutes to get everything ready. Now he did it in a quarter of the time.

Once he finished, she pointed down to the floor again. No, Natalie didn’t need to say anything. Her command was obvious, so he took his spot from before, crouching down. Simultaneously, he managed to swallow back all of his questions. Maybe they stuck at the back of his throat, but too bad. She didn't want to talk about the straitjacket or any of the other equipment, so he had to remain quiet.

"Close your eyes," she said.

He did his best to obey as she started to gather up her outfit for the evening. He saw the long black dress, the matching tights, and those luxurious gloves, not to mention her boots. Every few seconds, he couldn't help himself, and he would succumb to the temptations. He would glance up, sneaking those little looks until she finally came up behind him. He was on his knees, and she stood behind his back. Then she brought the blindfold down around his eyes.

"This is what my disobedient boy gets."

"I'm sorry, Mistress. I…"

"Did I give you permission to speak?"

He opened his mouth again, and she chuckled, "That's a fun little paradox, don't you think. You are already in trouble for talking, so now I ask you a question, and you're not sure what to do. The male mind is so much fun to play with."

Quietly, he murmured, "Yes, Mistress."

"At this rate, I might not even need to gag you." She patted him on the head, and this time he locked his jaw, determined to stay silent.

Instead, he breathed in and out through his nostrils. He tried to concentrate on thinking about anything but his beautiful wife, her incredible body, her alluring touch, and her effortless taunts.

Unable to see her, he had no idea what she was doing. At the same time, he was bound by his own obedience.

That was plenty.

William still endured those frustrating desires. As his wife prepared herself, he had to kneel there on the floor of their bedroom, trapped in place. No, there weren't any shackles around his wrists or ankles, yet that hardly mattered. He knew this would come soon enough. In the meantime, she probably glanced at him from time to time. She enjoyed seeing him squirm, although he still did his best to appear serene and docile.

I am her slave, and I will serve her to the best of my abilities. I am her slave, and I will obey her. I will do everything in my power to please my owner, my wife. I love her. I love my owner. I love my superior. Elsewhere in society, those thoughts and ideas would have seemed ridiculous. But right there in that bedroom, he knew he had to focus on her. These were the truths of his existence.

More than anything else, he would always be grateful for the opportunity to serve her, to please her.

"Up," she said, reaching down and placing her hand on the back of his neck. Her fingers tightened against his skin, and she tugged, but he was already rising. Blindfolded, William had no idea what was going to happen, but he followed her commands with perfect fidelity.

"Arms out," Natalie ordered next.

He followed his owner's command, yielding to his Mistress. He lifted his arms, and that's when he felt the soft, cool fabric of the straitjacket. She pulled the garment up along his limbs and over his shoulders. Next, she pulled the first set of straps tight around his chest and against his flanks before bringing the clasps together at his back. From one moment to the next, William experienced the tightening of his straitjacket. At the same time, he understood that his wife was now stripping away his freedoms.

He exhaled slowly as he experienced the confines of his straitjacket.

Without warning, she pushed him down onto the bed. She grabbed his legs, and she slid a pair of boxer briefs up along the length of his legs. He exhaled slowly, grateful. After all, he knew what else she could use and how she might feminize him.

But then a different thought occurred to him.

When she used the straitjacket, he had automatically assumed that they were going to play. Maybe she would let him out of the chastity cage…

But if she was adding extra layers in the form of some underwear, didn't that mean something else?

Why bother with the underwear?

That question wasn't supposed to be ominous, and yet he opened his mouth like he wanted to speak.

Before he could get a sound out, she touched one finger to his lips. "No," she chided him. "You don't need to speak. Just relax, my boy."

My boy.

He could hear that affection in her tone. She loved him; she cared about him, and she wanted to ensure his good behavior. Granted, she had other pieces of equipment she could also use, but he hoped those wouldn't be necessary. More importantly, he didn't wish to disappoint her.

"Good," she cooed.

She finished pulling the underwear up between his legs. Then she reached down, and he could feel that extra hint of a target as she wrapped her fingers around the outline of his cock. Puffing out his cheeks, he hoped he might be freed soon. Maybe he could go down on her again. Maybe she could strap his legs to the corners of the bed and ride him.

William's heart started beating faster as those possibilities flashed along his psyche.

Only then, she surprised him by bringing the straps up between his legs. She secured them, locking the fastenings on. Then she grabbed his feet, and that's when he felt the ankle cuffs.

"Very good," she said. From there, she got up, and he sucked in a breath. He held it, refusing to breathe like he couldn't remember how the world was supposed to work. Right then and there, what did she want from him? What did she expect?

The questions bubbled at the edges of his lips, but he remained silent. He needed to be a good boy for her.

Eventually, she grabbed him and pulled him down off of the bed. He fell to his knees. He hit the carpet hard, but the force wasn't enough to leave any bruises or abrasions. And then he didn't even notice that little flash of pain along his skin because she pulled away the blindfold.

When he saw her again, his mouth opened, but he didn't dare speak. Even if he had tried, he didn't think he would have been able to craft any real words or questions. Coherent syllables were behind him as he peered up at this beautiful woman.

She was always his owner, but now she seemed even more powerful. She had powdered her skin, giving herself a pale sheen. Her black hair fell around her shoulders. She wore a mostly loose, long black dress that seemed to shimmer as she stood over him. Then there was the shine of her black, leather boots, and the matching shine that ran along her silk gloves.

Natalie stood there above him, only she seemed like someone else. At first, he couldn't place her.

"Morticia Addams," she said with a playful smile and wink.

Next, her expression shifted, and she started to walk around this boy, circling him as she considered him. Yes, she was allowing William to study her from a variety of different angles, but she was inspecting him as well.

"Go ahead. Struggle," she commanded.

William glanced up at her for a moment, and he had to ask, "Do I have to?"

"What do you think?" asked his Mistress without a hint of sarcasm.

For several seconds, he nibbled on the inside of his mouth as he contemplated her question. Finally, he dipped his head down. Yes, when Natalie loomed over him, she exuded this wild, feminine power. He couldn't match it. He could hardly endure it. There was this quiver that ran through his body, and he said, "You are my owner, you have given me a command. So yes, I must obey." He sounded a little bit like an engineer or a philosopher running through the different data sets. "I must always obey."

"Good boy," she said with just a hint of a giggle at the back of her throat.

She stood behind him again, and she placed her hands on his shoulders. There was hardly any pressure there, just the weight of her fingertips, yet it still pressed him down, reminding him again and again of their hierarchy.

Yes, he was grateful and desired to be obedient, but there were still those hints of jagged and toxic ego somewhere in his psyche. After all, he hated struggling and failing. When she ordered him to fight his restraints, he obeyed, but there was still the sense of frustration, like he needed to succeed. He had to break free!

Objectively, he knew that was impossible.

Still, he settled down, and now he poured all of his best efforts into his arms as he twisted his torso to the left, then the right. He jerked back and forth as his muscles tightened and he tried to tear through the restrictive fabric. Her light touch remained there along the curves of his shoulders as flexed his muscles. He tried to rip free, although he had to know it would be impossible.

There was this flare of aggression.

A barely-supressed roar vibrated at the back of his throat. It took all of his self-control not to leap up onto his feet. Instead, he pumped his strength into his limbs as he tried to fight through the fabric. If he had the right angles or leverage, perhaps a small tear that he could use, then it might have been easier to rip free. Unfortunately for him, this was a pristine straitjacket. His Mistress loved him and wanted to make sure that he was thoroughly bound.

Finally, he grunted, opening his mouth.

That's when she swung the ball gag down in front of his mouth. She pulled it back, and suddenly the black rubber was pushed up against the top of his mouth and the flat of his tongue. She drew the straps tight along his cheeks and connected them just above the nape of his neck. They were tight, and he tried to spit the ball gag out before he even thought about how this would qualify as disobedience. Fortunately for him, Natalie knew exactly what she was doing, so he failed completely. Her boy was now bound and gagged.

"Perfect," she said. "I think you're ready to go."

Perfect. I think you're ready to go.

William blinked, but he didn't understand.

"Oh, no. I'm sorry. I forgot all about your leash, didn't I?" In the next few seconds, he felt the cool touch of his leather collar followed by the extra weight of the clasp connecting that band to the leash. Finally, she stepped forward, and he watched, confused as she tugged. The slack disappeared from the leash, and now he found himself scrambling forward on his knees.

Natalie, beautiful and pristine, dark and overwhelming, glanced over her shoulder for just a moment. Her eyes twinkled with mischievous delight, "Really? Is that how you think you're going to be moving tonight? No. You have permission to walk. Stand up, boy. Follow me."

Then, as though there was no question of his obedience, she strolled forward. She tugged on his leash again, and he jumped up onto his feet, scrambling to follow.

What was going on? Did she want to have sex out in the hall? Maybe she would push them down in the living room? Yeah, that had to be it, he told himself.

William sincerely could not think of any other possibility. Teasing aside, their sessions had always been confined to the four walls of their home. She guided him down the hall, into the living room, and her footsteps continued forward. What was she doing?

This seemed impossible.

Only then, she glanced over her shoulder as she reached out for the front door. Again and again, he tried to convince himself that this was some kind of joke. Yeah, that had to be it. She was teasing him; she was messing with him. She wouldn't really do this. At any fractional second, she would pause, grin, and turn around before pushing him down onto the carpeted floor. She would take out the key, free his cock, and ride him to completion.

Instead, she touched the doorknob, turned it, and the door opened.

"Come along," she said. "Don't worry. The car is already packed."

Dumbfounded, William stumbled forward. She stepped out onto the porch. She headed down the steps. Leashed, he had no choice but to follow. Maybe he could have planted his heels down against the floor and leaned back, but he already knew he wouldn't be able to resist her command.

They stepped out into the darkness. The streetlights glowed, and he was sure people would be able to see him if anyone happened to glance out their windows.

"Unless you want to put on a show for the neighbors, I suggest you hurry up," she said smoothly.

"We, we're outside," he tried to say through the gag. With the rubber ball in his mouth, he couldn't make the right sounds. Ignoring him, she walked down to her sedan, pulling him along. She opened one of the doors for him and motioned for him to get in.

"What is this? What's going on?" William tried to ask next. Sure, the words came out like a jumbled mess, but he still suspected his wife knew exactly what he meant to say.

"I told you. I have to go to this party. Lots of very important people are going to be there."

"It's a costume party?" Even as he said those words, he halfheartedly pulled against of the restraints of his straitjacket.

"Yes," she said indulgently, adopting the tone most women would have used with dogs or other animals. "It's going to be a costume party."

He looked down along the length of his body. From his bare feet up to the cuffs around his ankles, his naked legs, and the outline of his chastity cage, he didn't know if this qualified as a "costume". What was he supposed to be? Some kind of asylum patient? Biting down, he stared back at Natalie, almost as though he wanted to hear her to explain. Despite her obvious wishes, he didn't move. Instead, he stood there, braced in position as best he could.

"Get in." His brows tightened, and he shook his head from side to side. No, he wasn't going to cooperate. Yes, he would willfully defy her. Maybe this was unusual, but it wasn't impossible, which he demonstrated.

With a sigh, she stepped forward; her boy had no idea what was going to happen, not until she shoved him forward, bending him across the back of her sedan. From there, she grabbed at the elastic of his underwear. With his chest pressed down against the contours of the vehicle, she yanked down on his underwear, revealing the contours of his naked buttocks.

"What are you doing?" William tried to ask.

Even as that question burbled out onto the air, she smacked his rear end. Her hand flew down in a vicious arc, striking his left butt cheek, then his right. He tried to pull away, to push back against the vehicle, but he couldn't get into the right position. Not only that, she had her other hand wedged down between his shoulder blades, making it impossible for him to move.

She struck three times on the right side, then three more on the left. The pain blossomed along his skin. Fortunately, the ball gag absorbed most of the noise until she finally grabbed him, pulled him up, and spun him around. She touched the underside of his chin.

Despite the powder on her cheeks, he could read the excitement burning along her features. Yes, Natalie had thoroughly enjoyed that. Control meant so much to her, especially when it came to discipline. Under ideal circumstances, maybe she never would have felt the need to punish him, but she could still enjoy it when he misbehaved or tried to fight her.

When she faced him again, she cupped his cheeks between the palms of her hands, and she looked right into his eyes. "Tonight, I expect you to behave. Now get in."

Thoroughly chastised, he obeyed. He nodded his head, slid into the back seat, and then she brought the seatbelt down across his chest and along his waist. Once in position, he glanced down. He could hear the click of the buckle engage, and there was this thud deep within his torso. That click reminded him of the sound of the lock on his chastity cage.

This was just going to be a ride, he told himself. Yeah, that was it. She wouldn't really do anything else, right? She could talk about a party, but that was only because she was messing with him. They would drive around for a while, and maybe she would pull off on some darkened bluff where she could climb back there with him, and…

This time, his shaft twitched again, only there was this maw of worry and uncertainty deep within his psyche.

She pulled into the driver's seat where she belonged, turned on the engine, and the car rolled back before hitting the street. "We really are going to a party," she assured him. "I know you don't believe me, and that's completely okay," said his Mistress. "I know my boy can get confused sometimes. Besides, this is new."

Dropping his head down, William examined the safety belt. His brows creased after a few seconds as he realized something. It seemed crazy to admit, but he couldn't actually get out of the backseat on his own. Like some little kid strapped into a car seat, he wouldn't be able to reach the release button. His arms were locked against his chest in that enforced hug.

He squirmed and wiggled a little bit, and Natalie must have noticed from the driver's seat. She glanced at him in the rearview mirror and smiled. "It's okay," she said. "You can squirm. I like knowing that you are trapped back there. You are my boy, my property, my cargo…"

He gulped, swallowing back some of the saliva from behind the ball gag.

In the next few minutes, she drove through the suburbs until the houses gave way to apartments. Eventually, he saw different office buildings, shops and boutiques. They were heading toward downtown, toward her office…

She parked under her building.

Again and again, he tried to believe that this was just a game. No one had technically seen him.

Only then she got out. She opened the door for his side of the car, and she popped open the buckle. Then she grabbed him by his leash, and she pulled.

With big, worried eyes, he turned his head and looked up at her. What was this? What was going on? What did she have planned?

He stumbled after her, through the parking garage, all the way to the elevator bank. She hit one of the buttons, and then doors slid open. She stepped inside, she pulled her boy, and she ignored those little nervous whimpers he made.

From the corners of his eyes, he turned and glanced over at her. He kept waiting for some kind of explanation, something that he could understand. Instead, his Mistress seemed content to stare forward. Occasionally, she glanced over at the number display as they rode the elevator up to the height of the building.

The doors opened again, and that's when he could hear the sounds of a party.

There were people laughing, clinking glasses, eating, asking questions, and telling jokes. Based on the noise levels, William really believed that this party must've been going on for quite some time.

She pulled again on his leash, guiding him forward. With the heels of her boots clicking down against the tiled floors, she moved with the easy, graceful confidence of a dark angel. There was something so beautiful about her. Then he felt the tug of the leash, and he scurried after her. He had to take those small, mincing steps because of the cuffs around his ankles, but at least he could keep up. He just had to focus. He couldn't lose his balance; he couldn't mess up like that. He couldn't make a mistake in front of his owner, not here, not now.

When William tried to return to that old idea that this was just a joke and that she would pull back at the last second, he couldn't believe it, not this time.

No, his Mistress had something else in mind. She had something planned for him, for this night…

They walked through the open archway and into a large ballroom. On some other day, at some other time, maybe this space was used for group meetings or something, but now it was filled with different people in costumes, all of which were appropriate for the office. Before William could dip his head down and lock his gaze on the floor, he saw one woman dressed as a doctor, another as a bear. There were men in suits while others wore cowboy outfits or wizard robes.

With the easy confidence she had always been able to summon, Natalie strode forward. She tightened her grip on his leash, shortening the length. She yanked on his leash and he stumbled after her, taking those quick, shallow steps. Then she stood there. When his Mistress glanced at him, William lowered himself down onto his knees.

At first, no one seemed to notice. The seconds stretched out, and then the conversations quickly faded and stopped as people started whispering back and forth instead.

William glanced up for just a moment, and he saw the looks of confusion, the sheepish expressions, the uncertainty and doubt. Only a few minutes before, everyone had been content to enjoy the evening. Alcohol was flowing, there were hors d'oeuvres, snacks, and more. Perhaps a few of the employees resented the "mandatory fun," but most of them seemed to understand the necessity for this kind of social nicety. This was a place and a time where they could build relationships, chat, and even negotiate deals outside of the normal rules of office behavior.

"Where's Michael?" Natalie asked. As her voice cut across the air, everyone went silent. Then, one by one, some of the office workers started to pull away from their groups. William stared straight ahead, and that's when he saw one man tightening his grip on his glass. His knuckles had turned white as he stared at her.

Clearly, he was doing his absolute best to keep his expression neutral, but he couldn't succeed, not entirely. His lips were tight and brittle, his eyes focused on her with unconcealed rage.

"Michael," Natalie said. "You went on and on yesterday about how no man would be willing to submit. You said that it's always the same, that no man would be willing to humiliate himself for the pleasure of a woman. Well, look what I have here. Ladies and gentlemen, I would like to introduce all of you to my husband, William. William is my husband. More importantly, he is also my slave. He has dedicated himself to my pleasure. Nod your head, boy."

At once, William dipped his head down.

"This, this is ridiculous," Michael insisted.

"Actually, it's not," Natalie said. "He loved going on and on about male pride, power, and all of these other ridiculous little notions at our last set of negotiations, Michael. And then you made a promise. You made a promise in front of our colleagues, didn't you? You told me that if I could bring an enslaved boy to this party, then you would agree to my terms. Well, here he is."

"This is a trick. He's just doing this because he's your husband!"

Natalie dropped her hand down to the back of his head, and she loosened the straps on his gag. The ball fell forward, and she asked, "William, what is our life like?"

Michael tried to sputter out some kind of answer, but Natalie’s slave had been asked a question by his owner, and so he called out clearly, "It's true. I am your slave, Mistress. I belong to you. I have dedicated my life to your service, to your pleasure and satisfaction."

"This is ridiculous," Michael said again. Only he glanced to his left and right, like he was searching for support. Instead, the boys in the audience had started to step back, shrinking toward the walls like they weren't sure what to do. Perhaps a few of them were even thinking about fleeing. It was an animalistic response, something instinctive.

At the same time, the women were smiling back and forth at one another. Like Natalie, many of them had contemplated how gender would play out over the coming decades. No, none of them were full female supremacists (not yet), but they didn't seem offended by this. If anything, a couple of them had started to smile back and forth at one another. Others seemed intrigued, like they needed to watch, to find out what might happen next.

When no one stepped up to support him, Michael stepped forward. He marched right up to Natalie, only to stare into her eyes and to see the unyielding determination there. No, he wouldn't be able to intimidate her. No, he wouldn't be able to frighten her either. He could rant as much as he liked. And yet, others had witnessed their little wager, William could tell. If he backed out, his reputation would be shredded.

That's why he stepped past Natalie and marched out of the party.

"And that, ladies, is how you put a man like Michael Nichols in his place."

Applause broke out amongst of the spectators. Women who did, cheered, and clapped. Around them, the men looked back and forth at one another like they weren't sure what to do. That's when William figured it out. Something along these lines had been building for a long time. Natalie had probably been encouraging these women to take control, to think of themselves from different perspectives. No, they didn't have to be caretakers. No, they didn't need to be subordinate to the men around them. Instead, maybe they needed to start thinking of their own power, their own determination, their own strengths and capabilities…They didn't need to play nice with the boys.

That guy, Michael Nichols, looked a little bit older, like he hadn't been able to adapt. Maybe he had already established himself, so he hadn't noticed how things might start changing. But the women and some of the younger men had started to see what would happen when the superior sex asserted themselves and pushed harder and harder for more power, more responsibility, more control.

The applause lasted, stretching on and on, only then one young woman raised her hand. She was younger than both William and Natalie. In fact, he suspected she was probably an intern or maybe a new hire.

"What is it, Alyssa?"

All at once, the women and men in that office party turned to the young woman. Unlike many of the others, she wasn't wearing a costume. Instead, she just had on black tights, a pleated skirt, and a matching top. Her brown hair had been pulled back into a ponytail, and she looked more like a librarian, especially with her hair pulled back into that short ponytail. Even so, she straightened her back and asked, "What's it like?"

Murmuring spread and rippled through the audience, but Natalie smiled. She glanced down modestly, and then she turned her attention to her colleagues.

"Well, it's amazing. It's not something we're really told about or allowed to consider. Maybe you see different kinds of relationships online or on TV, but there's never any real kind of comparison. You don't really get the chance to think about it. Maybe there are guys out there who insist on traditional relationships or whatever kind of garbage that supposed to be. But really, this is what works best for us. And frankly, I think the world would be a better place if more women considered what they might be able to accomplish, especially with an obedient boy beneath her."

Another round of applause broke out, but Natalie wasn't done.

His Mistress gave a little bow, and then she straightened her back and lifted her chin just a tiny bit.

As the applause died away, William couldn't help but glance over at the women and men. Just as he had noticed before, many of her female colleague seemed intrigued by this. Maybe there were starting to consider what their own relationships could look like. Lots of women struggled with dating, probably because there were these mismatches in terms of expectations and desires. But what would the dating world look like if women simply asserted themselves, telling the men around them exactly what they expected from these boys? More importantly, how could society be reshaped once those women started collaring, spanking, and disciplining the men around them? How would those boys start acting at work? How would they start to view the leaders throughout society?

From there, he glanced over at the men.

William almost expected to see barely contained snarls on their faces. Maybe a few of them would be stoic, staring straight ahead, but he saw something else. Was it confusion? Interest? Yes. These boys to know exactly what they craved, but now they were considering a new possibility. And with that uncertainty, maybe the women around them would sweep them up into new relationships where these boys could be bound, shaped, and re-sculpted into obedient slaves just like William.

Natalie's husband almost expected some rush of jealousy or frustration. Instead, he tilted his head to the side, and he nuzzled her leg. Almost absentmindedly, she dropped her hand down to the top of his head, and she brushed her fingers through his hair.

As she petted her boy, Natalie continued, "And now, I think we need someone to help us out here today. Jack, can you come here for a second?" William's Mistress pointed to another boy. She beckoned him over, and he took quick, unsteady steps toward her, like he had no idea what was going to happen. Natalie pulled out her keys, and she held them out to him. "Go down into the parking lot, open the trunk, and bring back the black bag."

"What's he getting?" asked one of the women.

"A surprise, both for you and for my slave."

Half an hour later, William found himself completely dressed. He was standing in Natalie's office, and he knew he would have to step out in the next couple of minutes. His heart pounded faster and faster. The straitjacket had been one thing. Kneeling had been another. But this felt completely different. It was like his brain didn't know how to process this; he couldn't keep up. Then again, he knew he wasn't as strong or as smart as his wife.

William turned slightly, and he could see his reflection in the dark window. He wore white stockings, pink high heels, a stiff little dress with different, patterned layers, a blouse, and a snug corset with an apron along the front. Not only that, she had tied a couple of ribbons into his hair, adding to his feminine appearance.

He was fully dressed, and now Natalie swapped out his black collar for a pink one. When she finished, she tilted his body to the left, then the right. She examined him the way a little girl might check out her favorite doll. "And now, I expect you to be a good servant. Tonight, you're going to show these women just how powerful they can be and what we can do to the boys around us. Come along."

For the rest of the night, just as she commanded, he served drinks and answered questions.

For the most part, he kept his gaze aimed downward.

None of the male employees asked too many questions, probably because they didn't want to know what his life was like.

It was hard.

His cheeks burned bright, and there were those moments when the women started becoming more and more comfortable with him. A couple pinched his bottom or lifted his skirt to check on his panties. This happened more and more as some of the ladies became inebriated.

Despite all of this, William did his best to serve them.

He scurried around in his high heels, bringing fresh drinks, hors d'oeuvres, and more. All the while, he could feel their eyes on him as they made their calculations and reevaluated their worldviews.

On Monday morning, when these women came back into the office, how would they approach the men who also worked here? Whether they were suppliers, quality control associates, analysts, or anyone else, would those men be able to resist? Would they be able to assert themselves?

Probably not.

And William had been part of it.

Because his Mistress expected his service, he gave it. And now, she had something else planned for him.

"My boy," she said. "My cute, sweet little French maid." He didn't know if his costume exactly matched the description, yet it hardly mattered because she took the tray from him, set it down on a random table, at laced her fingers through his.

"I want something else from you, "Yes, Mistress." Still holding onto his hand, she guided him out of that main ballroom and down the hall.

She opened the door and pushed him inside. Then she turned on the lights, closed the door, and she started kissing him. He closed his eyes and savored the heat and proximity of her body. She felt incredible!

After she kissed him, she pulled back, and then she whispered, "I love you so much, William. I love knowing you, being with you, holding you…" She reached up, and she stroked his cheek for just a moment before she shoved down onto the conference table. He landed hard against his back, but he hardly noticed. Then she pulled out the key. He saw it, and he knew instantly what she was holding.

It was the key to his chastity cage.

He waited, however, uncertain. After all, she hadn't said anything, so he couldn't presume. Only then she lifted his legs, and she peeled down his panties, sliding them past his heels. Next, she slipped the key into the lock. It was all happening so fast!

Animal desire had gripped her, so now she didn't want to wait. She had no interest in being patient. Instead, she unlocked his cock, stroked him once, and he stiffened almost instantly. Then she lifted her own dress, and she peeled down her panties along with everything else. From there, she climbed on top of him, and she claimed him. She took him, sliding herself down.

"You have been such a good boy tonight. I love you so much. I love having you. I love watching you prance around. And in the straitjacket? It was so amazing!"

William couldn't tell whether those words were for her benefit or his. Either way, he lost control and jerked himself up. He slid his cock along the walls of her opening. She claimed him again, reminding this boy of how she owned him. And as she rode him, he thought back to college, to meeting this girl for the first time, to falling in love with her, to knowing he would always work so hard to please her.

Within seconds, he was begging. "Please. Please, I can't control myself!"

She laughed, threw her head back, and called out, "Come for me. Show me that your orgasms all belong to me!"

He jerked his hips up as he rubbed against her. Within seconds, he was throbbing, his shaft pulsating as he lost himself to the wild ecstasy. Yes, he was dressed like her little servant girl, but in that moment, he locked his teeth together and growled through his satisfaction.

She pulled away, gently kissed him on the tip of his nose, and said, "Mine. Forever mine."

William couldn't help but grin.

The End
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