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Storm of the Century

Chad

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

When the phone went, though, my heart leaped.

***

Julie

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

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

My neighbor Chad provided all of that, in abundance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Domestication

Chad

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

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

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

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

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

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

“About to?”

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

“That’s amazing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you hungry?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


What We Both Need

Julie

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

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

What happened after our little game was even more strange.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you have anything on today?”

“Nope. I’m all yours.”

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

“Sorry, Ma’am, no Ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

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

Yeah, that gave me an idea.

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

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

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

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

“Start with the most important place.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s wrong?”

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

“You can tell me.”

“No, honestly.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Worried about what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Anything for you, Ma’am.”

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

***

Chad

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Ma’am, I understand.”

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

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

“No, silly, with your mouth.”

“My mouth?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Arrangement?”

“Yeah.”

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

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

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

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

“No, Ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How does it taste?”

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

“It tastes amazing, Ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Ma’am.”

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

“Yes, Ma’am.”

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

“Yes!”

“Well, OK then.”

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

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

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

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

“OK!”

“Really?”

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

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

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

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

“Of course, Ma’am.”

“OK, wait there.”

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

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

“I will. It feels nice.”

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

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

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

“Amazing, Ma’am. Thank you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why not?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Ma’am, it was.”

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

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

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

“Yes, Ma’am.”

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

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

“Don’t go anywhere.”

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