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A New Friend

Chad

I made my way down to my building’s small gym, hoping to burn off some of my excess energy. Another night of serving my neighbor Julie had left me frustrated as always. I had made her dinner, washed her in the bath, painted her nails, and served her in more… intimate ways, all while my manhood was under her lock and key. Of course, I had been sent home with no hope of release, although if I behaved myself that might come tonight. She often released me as a weekend treat, although even that was never straightforward.

I had finished work and then put on a load of laundry, struggling through my constant arousal. A vigorous session in the gym was unlikely to cure me completely, but it could at least help me clear my head. The physical effort helped me to burn off some energy, while being under a heavy barbell gave me something to focus on other than the thought of her gorgeous body. Surrounded mostly by other young men, it was the closest I could get to a break from constant desire.

In truth, though, the gym wasn’t the safe haven that it had once been. While I was still completely obsessed with my mistress and owner Julie, the gorgeous older woman who had brought me into this new world and showed me what was possible, someone else had started to intrude, her sweet smile and sexy body finding their way into my fantasies.

Alma.

She was petite where Julie was curvy, with a bright openness that stood in stark contrast to my mistress’s sardonic wit. Her skin was olive, and her hair was a shiny black, with a cute Colombian accent. She wasn’t in competition with Julie, not even in my mind, but when I saw her at the gym I couldn’t help but wonder… what if?

We had got talking in the gym a few weeks ago when she stepped in to save me from a heavy bench press attempt that went awry. I had been distracted before I unracked the bar, my mind filled with thoughts of sex, and had ended up stalling out on my last rep. The barbell was hovering just above my chest when she walked into my eyeline, helping me lift it up and back onto the rack. Her quick thinking saved me from a potentially bad injury, and it was hard not to be instantly smitten.

Being saved like that by a girl half my size was a little emasculating, a feeling that I was used to but that still added to the tightness in my cage. She soon made me feel better by having me spot her while she pushed a comparatively tiny weight.

“Thanks! I’m never brave enough to do this on my own,” she beamed up at me when she was done, her expression sunny and open.

“Thank you! You really saved my bacon there.”

Saved my bacon? Why had I started talking like a Dad from a 50’s sitcom?

She laughed. “You were lifting a lot. Muy fuerte.”

“Oh, I’m learning Spanish! Where are you from?”

From then on, we became occasional gym partners, spotting each other and sometimes speaking clumsily in her native language. Alma was patient, kind, and always a little flirty. I enjoyed talking to her, even when it shook my brain and rattled my cage. It was whiplash, going from a night of bowing at Julie’s feet to a morning of swapping workout tips with another hot neighbor. Alma would subtly compliment my strength or my Spanish and then I would spend the night licking Julie’s toilet clean. I was worried that Alma would smell Julie on me, after all the places my face had been, after what she had me do with my tongue. I was worried that Julie, with her incredible ability to read my feelings, would know that some small sliver of my attention was finally being dragged elsewhere.

It was mostly nothing more than an occasional distraction, a fantasy that was both pleasant and slightly anxiety-inducing. Julie was still my keyholder. She had my mind, my heart, and my cock.

I spotted Alma on the treadmill with her back to me as I started stretching in the corner, allowing myself to stare at her in the large mirror. The teeny-tiny latex bra top she was wearing showed off plenty of hot, sweat-slicked skin, telling me that she was already at the tail-end of her workout. I felt a little disappointed that we wouldn’t be gym buddies today, but I consoled myself with a lingering, shameless look at her tight butt in her skin-hugging booty shorts.

Alma finished up a few minutes later, stepping off the treadmill and wiping her forehead with a hand towel. The sight of her, all hot and slick, drew me in so much that I stared for a moment too long. She caught me looking in the mirror, but rather than scowl or smirk, she just hit me with a smile so sweet that it almost melted my heart. Alma waved as she left, and I grinned back like a goon.

I ran through my weights session and finished with a quick workout on the bike, deciding to head down to the building’s shared laundry room to pick up my clothes before my shower. The exercise had worked, and I found myself able to think about things other than my constant, gnawing frustration. Work was going well, and I was in line for yet another increase in responsibility soon. If I could keep improving my Spanish, then that would only help, opening up the potential for me to deal with new markets. The idea excited me, although I wondered how having to travel for work might affect things with Julie.

When I stepped into the laundry room, all thoughts of work and the office were obliterated, my good work in the gym undermined in an instant. Alma was there, looking utterly irresistible.

The first thing I saw was her butt, clad in a loose but high-cut set of pajama shorts that left little to the imagination as she bent over to wrestle with the door of the machine. As she stood up with a tut of frustration, I noticed that she was wearing a heart-stoppingly skimpy bikini on top.

“Oh my God,” she said when she noticed me.

I tried to look away, afraid that I was coming across as a pervert and wondering if apologizing would make it better or worse. She wasn’t showing much less skin than she did in the weight room, but context was everything and this wasn’t the gym. Luckily, she broke the ice first.

“I’m sorry, I was down to my last set of clean clothes and thought I could get away with wearing this. I must look like such a slut.”

The word sounded extra dirty coming from her, with her sweet voice and innocent face. I felt a blush coming to my cheeks and a twitch in my cage as I thought about the idea of this girl doing anything slutty.

“N-not at all,” I stammered. “We’ve all been there.”

“Have you?” she smiled back. “I’d love to see you in this outfit!”

I laughed, thinking to myself if only she knew.

“Do you need some help with the door? It gets stuck, but there’s a bit of a trick.”

“Sure!”

She stepped aside and I bent down to help her, glad to make myself busy by unjamming the mechanism of the laundry machine with a well-practiced technique. Still, I could feel the warmth from her body as she stood behind me, watching me a little too closely.

I pulled the door open with a jam and stood back, gesturing for her to go ahead and fill the drum. She grabbed the basket and started loading the clothes. I was so transfixed by her soft olive skin that it took me a moment to notice that she was loading in a lot of underwear. My recently discovered gentlemanly side told me that I shouldn’t be looking at her intimates, but the animal part of my brain, bated and teased my near constant denial, couldn’t help it. I was engrossed and tormented by the sight. Her thongs were lacy, brightly colored, and barely there, while her bras all looked intriguingly ornate. She might seem shy and sweet, but Alma evidently had a sensual side.

“Thanks, you’re a real gentleman!” she said, awkwardly hugging me. My body stiffened in response, wanting to lean into her but suddenly worried that she might feel the cold steel at my crotch. Nobody except Julie, her selected friends, and some anonymous people on the internet had ever found out about my cage. The idea of being exposed by accident terrified me.

“Listen, we should get together sometime and practice Spanish properly.”

I knew that I should probably say no. This girl was flirting with me, but I couldn’t reciprocate, not with Julie. Of course, we had never explicitly said that we were an exclusive thing. We certainly weren't a traditional couple. But still, I didn’t know what Julie would think of me going on what would effectively be a date.

In truth, she might just find it funny. After all, what was I going to do with a locked-up cock?

“Sure, that sounds nice,” I said, my mouth moving ahead of my mind and politeness beating out caution.

“Great! I’ll give you my number!”

I had a bad feeling about this, but also butterflies in my stomach. I wanted this to happen and I wanted it to be over. I wanted someone else to make the decision, but I couldn’t let anyone know my situation.

Fuck. I didn’t know what I wanted.

***

Julie

Chad was cooking in the kitchen, naked except for his apron, while I sat and read on the couch. While we still had a lot of sessions together that revolved around sex, at least once a week he would come over to hang out and eat dinner. We would chat and relax for a while, talking about our week before retiring for a bit of play. Of course, there was still a sexy frisson to the whole thing. He was caged and almost always in some state of undress, available for me to ogle freely. Even if we were just chatting, I knew that I could have him on his knees with the click of a finger. Still, it was nice to have a little bit of normalcy, occasionally.

“I was thinking that I might practice Spanish with someone in the building. I met them at the gym and they suggested it.”

He brought it up so casually that it actually went full circle and sounded suspicious. Why tell me? Why use the gender-neutral they? Why the justification about how he met them? My sixth sense for bullshit was tingling.

I wasn’t really bothered who he spent his time with, so long as he remained at my beck and call. Chad had come a long way from the womanizing, hard-partying douchebag that he used to be, and I trusted him to spend his time well. I was happy to give him career advice and took some pride in seeing how much he had changed, but at the end of the day this was a fun, sexy experiment. Extended roleplay. I wasn't his wife or his mother.

Still, he sounded nervous. I had to dig.

“Oh? That sounds nice. And who are they?”

“Alma. She’s new, newish, in the building. I met her at the gym and she said she could help me practice.”

“Alma. Pretty name. Is she pretty?”

His back was turned to me, but even from here I could see him tense up.

“Um- no, well, yeah, I guess. Um- not as pretty as you!”

I smiled to myself. It sounded like Chad might have a little crush. There were a few emotions bubbling up inside me, and I sat with them for a moment, examining and acknowledging each in turn.

There was an edge of jealousy, of course. How couldn’t there be? Chad had been my main sexual partner for almost a year now, my only one for several months. Playing with him had given me more of the new experiences that I craved than years on the apps and in the kink scene. The idea that his head had been turned couldn’t be entirely positive.

On the other hand, I knew that this wasn't permanent. This had all started with me telling him off for his poor neighborliness, and had only gotten sexual on a whim. I hadn’t expected him to say yes to my lock-up idea, or to go through with it, or to become so helplessly devoted to me. He was almost twenty years my junior, and as much as I had come to enjoy his company, I knew that this couldn’t go on forever. I had always been resigned to it ending. In fact, I felt some pride that I had turned this rich dickhead into a bona fide catch. He would go out into the dating pool ready to treat women with respect, and I had a newfound confidence in my ability to find and mold myself a good submissive.

And through it all, there was a sense of wry amusement, even arousal, at the knowledge of his little predicament. He had always been so focused on me; I hadn’t even thought about the implications of him having his head turned. Alongside the negative emotions, the realization gave him another intoxicating rush of power. Hot young women were flirting with him, could even be coming onto him, all unaware that he belonged to me. Even if Chad wanted to fuck them, even if they were begging to suck his cock, he couldn’t do it. He was all locked up, and I had the key. I had the power and the last word.

“Go and set up the bedroom for a massage, please. Candles, oil, the works,” I said. Chad had been watching videos on massage and practicing on me at my suggestion. I always found that a good full-body rub helped clear my mind. I could use that right now.

“Before dinner?”

“That’s what I said.”

He scarpered off to prepare the room while I sat with my thoughts, calling me through a few minutes later. He started with my feet, relaxing me before moving up my body and then back down to my midsection for the usual happy ending. As my little boytoy worked on me, a plan started to form.

I wasn’t about to push him away, but it was time to at least open the door to a different kind of future. A transition. At the same time, I had needs that had to be fulfilled, and a handful of fantasies that I hadn’t gotten to explore yet. I had trained and conditioned Chad, turning his already submissive mind into my playground. I had shown him off to my friends and shared all kinds of new experiences with him. Still, one thing I hadn’t done was make him watch me with another partner.

Recently, I had started craving cock again, something that Chad obviously couldn’t give me while I had him locked up. We weren’t exclusive, and he knew that I reserved the right to fuck around if I wanted. The idea of having him there while a big, manly man took me had started to appeal to me, working its way into my daydreams. It was a new limit to test and a deliciously degrading fantasy.

This could be a good opportunity to kill two birds with one stone. I could acclimatize Chad to the idea of us both taking on new lovers, giving him the chance to move on and smoothing my own transition. As a bonus, I would get to act out another kinky fantasy with Chad. It might end up being my last, but at least we would go out with a bang.

I wiggled my legs open, shimmying down into the bed. I had landed on a solid plan, but I needed something else to really clear my mind.

“Time for my happy ending, Chad.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, sounding as enthusiastic as ever.

The beginning of the end of our little game might be struggling into sight, but I knew from his voice and his eager hands that we had plenty of fun still to have.


Clubbed and Caught Out

Chad

The techno music was pounding as Julie led me downstairs, away from the doorman and into the bowels of the club. She had brought me to a fetish event, letting me wear a mask alongside my tight latex shorts and leather harness to protect my anonymity, on the tiny off chance that some colleague of mine was into this kind of thing.

Once a month, this pro-dommes’ dungeon opened its doors to kinky revelers, letting them catch-up and use the various well-equipped rooms. Julie had a fair few toys of her own, provided by her kinky friend and sex shop owner Roxy, and we had played with a few of her friends from the scene already. Still, this was a step-up in scale. We would be surrounded by dozens of other people, only a few of them known to Julie, and would have access to some pretty elaborate toys.

I was excited. Nervous, but excited. The idea of being exposed to other people still scared me, but in a different way than it had before. Being shared with Julie’s friends and playing on cam with strangers had built up my tolerance. I now enjoyed the thrill of humiliation, knowing that it was in a safe place, insulated from the rest of my life. Julie loved to show me off, and I trusted her to protect me while she did it. More than that, I loved being her boytoy. It made me feel warm, fuzzy, and calm.

There was plenty to take in as we entered the main room, with a DJ playing music for a small dancefloor. It was still early in the night but there was plenty of skin on display, with men and women all dressed to the nines. There were women dressed in latex nurse outfits and a topless man in a kilt, whip-wielding dommes in latex catsuits and submissive girls in cat ears. It could have been overwhelming, but to my surprise it all felt almost natural. Like I was among my people.

Julie tugged gently on the leash attached to my collar, pulling me forward onto the dancefloor. She ground against me, no doubt enjoying the knowledge that no matter how lasciviously she danced, I couldn’t get properly hard in my cage. Still, I enjoyed feeling her body press against me, the leather of her tight pants rubbing against me, her black corset showing off her curves.

“Thanks for coming,” she said, giving me an almost chaste peck on the cheek. “It’s nice to come here with some arm candy.”

“Anything for you, Ma’am,” I said, falling into my familiar role.

“What do you think?”

“It’s interesting. Fun,” I answered. That was the truth, but it wasn't the whole truth. As exciting as this little diversion was, part of me wished we were just back in Julie’s apartment. I loved being there, serving her and sharing a little piece of her life. It was my real safe place, somewhere where all doubts just faded away.

“Hmm,” Julie stared back at me, a wry smile on her lips and a shining light in her eyes. She seemed to be looking deep into my soul, examining me and working me out like I was some complex engineering problem. It might just have been my anxiety, but it felt like something had been a little different lately. She still enjoyed using me and toying with me as much as she ever had, but it also felt sometimes like she was assessing me as well. Like she thought something was up with me.

If that’s what she thought, she wouldn’t be entirely wrong. My attention had been divided. Even now in this hothouse of kink, my mind kept threatening to wander off toward something decidedly more wholesome. Something that would seem almost banal compared to this.

Alma, once again.

We had met up a few days ago, ostensibly to practice my Spanish, although we had switched pretty freely between languages as the conversation flowed. It had been obvious that she liked me, or like liked me, as we used to say. Flirting came naturally to her, and I couldn’t help but reciprocate. Thank God we had been in a coffee shop rather than her house, although even that couldn’t stop the slightly sexual vibe.

In the past, I would have had her back to my place in quick order, probably that day. I would have fucked her once or twice and moved on when things became too real. But things were different now. I couldn’t do it because of Julie and whatever we had going on. More to the point, even if I had taken her home and we had both stripped off, even if we had been curled up naked in my bed, I still couldn’t have fucked her. Not with my manhood under lock and key.

Fuck, even if Julie happened to release me, could I even have sex? Once upon a time I would have relished the chance to rail a sweet, petite girl like Alma, perhaps even enjoying the idea of making her gag on my cock and beg for my cum. Now that my submissive undercurrent had been brought to the surface, I had no idea how “normal” sex would even work. I was more used to getting railed, to being the one on my knees.

I found myself wondering how Alma would react if she knew what was going on downstairs. Surprise was a certainty, but what else? Disgust at how much of a pervert I was? Or would she have laughed at me, and my little useless cock? Or perhaps, just maybe, she would be curious?

Each possibility was more confusingly arousing than the last.

Julie sent me off to get some drinks from the bar while she went to the bathroom, and I tried to snap out of it. I was at a wild kink club with my sexy older mistress, and I should be focused on that. I looked around the room, taking in the sexy sights and imagining what Julie might have planned for when we inevitably retired to one of the side rooms that she had seemed so excited about when she told me about this place. Still, under the surface, Alma was always there.

I couldn’t help but picture her in high-heeled stilettos, dancing on me the way a tall redhead was dancing on her sub in the corner. When I saw a lady snap her fingers at a man to make him fetch her a drink, I imagined my new friend taking a bitchy attitude like that with me. To my shame, I even imagined what it would be like if it were her leading me around on a leash, and not Julie. Even the thought felt like a betrayal of my beautiful, beloved mistress, the woman who had made me who I was today.

As we sat in the corner, Julie’s bare feet in my lap, I found myself staring at a throuple across from us. Two women were seemingly sharing one slave, using him as a human footstool while they chatted. Was this a one-night-only deal, like when Julie shared me with her friends? Maybe, but they looked so comfortable together. Perhaps this lucky man belonged to both of them. Perhaps he had two partners, two mistresses. Was such a thing even possible?

“Do you like what you see?” Julie asked, catching where I was looking. There was nothing wrong with taking in the sights, of course, but I felt my face blush like I had been caught red-handed, so hot I felt like she would see it through the mask. I had never been able to hide anything from her.

“Yes, Ma’am. It’s cool here.”

“That’s not what I meant,” she smiled gently, that knowing look in her eye. “The little double domme session over there. Is it hot?”

“You’re more than enough for me, Ma’am,” I said, rubbing more vigorously. It was true. I felt lucky to have ever met Julie. But maybe it wasn’t as true as it had been a few weeks ago.

“I’m sure. Still, maybe I should have brought a friend around. Roxie, and Dani. Or maybe you have someone else in mind…?”

My reply caught in my throat. Was she a mind reader, a witch? How did she know? What did she know? Before I could formulate a coherent thought, she followed up.

“Someone like Alma?”

“I, uhh-,”

Panic, white-hot and pulsating, ran through my mind and body. FuckFuckFuckFuckFuck.

“Shh, you don’t have to panic, you don’t have to deny it. I know you, Chad. Now, let’s go find a private room to talk. I think we need to have a good chat, and I know just how to get you to open up.”

She slipped on her shoes, stood up, and motioned for me to follow her.

“Don’t be worried, this isn’t going to be bad. In fact, we might even manage to have some fun.”


Ways of Making You Talk

Julie

I got one of the people who ran the dungeon to give us access to a private room for half an hour, hoping that would be enough time. I hadn’t necessarily planned to have this conversation with Chad tonight, but it felt like it was going that way and I was never one to pass up an opportunity. Our relationship had been born out of a moment of kinky desperation, a perverted Hail Mary throw that somehow worked out. While weighty conversations are usually best had over a desk or a cup of coffee rather than at a sex club, it all seemed strangely appropriate.

A plan started to develop as I looked at the dark room around us. The walls were adorned with various whips and floggers, but I didn’t think I would have much use for those. The center of the room had a wide table with various arm and leg restraints, while chains hanging from the ceiling would allow someone to balance on their victim underneath. That could work. Chad always struggled to lie to me, but there would be no avoidance when he was strapped down and underneath me. Like an old-school Inquisitor, I would tie Chad up and then have a proper heart-to-heart.

We have ways of making you talk.

“OK, take the mask and shorts off, then lie down here. In fact, get completely naked except for the collar. I want you stripped bare for this chat. Nothing hidden.”

I had dressed Chad up in a classic gimp outfit. Latex shorts so tight that they showed off the cage as well as his ass, a leather harness that emphasized his gym-honed body. That would be useful if I wanted something to hold onto while pegging him, although there probably wouldn’t be any time for that tonight. The plain black mask was a favor to him. I hated hiding away his face, robbing me of my blushing boytoy, but it made him feel better about playing in public. It was all finished off with a cute collar that I could attach a leash to, pulling him around like the naughty puppy he was.

He piled his outfit in the corner and took his place on the table, looking like a sacrificial virgin. I ran my hands along his legs, hips, and chest, feeling the tightness in his muscles. I hadn’t grown bored of his body, yet, and I still got the same intoxicating rush when I had him all vulnerable like this. Chad was my toy, his body was my canvas, and I felt like a goddess. I would have to remember that, no matter how awkward this conversation got.

“So, I’m going to ask you some questions,” I said in an even and deliberate voice as I began to fasten him to the table. “I want you to be honest. No matter what you say, I’m not going to be angry. Not as long as you’re honest.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, with a visible gulp. I suspected that he simply had a crush on this neighbor girl, unsurprisingly flattered by some attention from someone his own age, but I started to wonder whether there might be more to it. No matter. I would tell him where my head was at, and find out about his mind as well. Chad might not be mine forever, but he would have no secrets while he was.

I strapped the last restraint around his leg and began circling, playing with my prey. We only had half an hour in here since other people would no doubt want to use the facilities, but there was still no need to rush. Chad was always putty in my hands. Plus, for all the roleplay involved, this wasn’t really an interrogation. He wanted to tell me about his feelings and he needed to hear about mine.

“I want you to feel free,” I said, removing the key from around my neck and slipping it into the mechanism of his cage. “Free to tell me anything.”

I removed the cage and the ring, setting them to the side and watching as Chad’s proud cock instantly engorged. Even the obvious seriousness of the whole situation couldn’t stop his body’s natural response. He had been denied for over a week, all while I constantly used and teased him, and now this erection was as inevitable as the sunrise and almost as beautiful.

Chad shivered as I lightly, gently stroked the underside of his shaft.

“I can read you like a book, pet. I think you have a little crush.”

“No, I-”

“Shh, shh, shh. I’m not mad. At least I won’t be, unless you try to lie. To me or to yourself. Now tell me, is this new friend of yours pretty?”

“I, um… Yeah. Yes, I guess so. But not as pretty as you.”

“That’s not what I asked,” I said, removing my hand from his shaft. He paused for a moment, collecting his thoughts.

“Yes, she’s pretty. But I don’t have a crush. At least, I don’t think so. I barely know her.”

I got up onto the wide table and stood over Chad, my stilettoed feet on either side of his body. In my black heels, pants, and leather corset, I must have looked intimidating enough as it was. From this angle, he looked up at me with an appropriate mixture of fear and awe.

“You barely knew me when this all started.”

His eyes were bright with arousal, but the cogs in his head and heart were still turning.

“Yeah, but what we have is special. I lo-, I’m devoted to you, Ma’am.”

“I know,” I said gently, placing my foot on his chest and gently working the heel in until I drew the smallest little gasp from him. I had his heart under the heel of my shoe and knew that I could crush it in an instant. “What we have is special, but even special things don’t last forever.”

His eyes widened in shock and fear, so much more vivid than anything physical pain could produce. “Wait, you’re not… please?”

He looked panicky, and for a moment I doubted whether my plan was the right one. I had thought putting him in subspace would be the best way to have a difficult chat, but perhaps I was wrong. Still, there was no turning back now.

“No, no,” I said, as reassuringly as I could. “I’m not ending this and I have no desire to. There’s still so much more fun I wanted us to have together. But I’ve come to realize certain things. It might be time for us to at least be open to other possibilities.”

“But I don’t want anything else, or anyone else,” he said, desperation verging on adorable petulance. He was so well-trained, I sometimes forgot how cute he could be when he got bratty.

“Shh,” I grasped the chains hanging from the ceiling and slipped a foot out of its high heel, placing it first on his chest, then throat, then face. I admired the glossy red polish, the color of roses and blushing and heartbreak. “Suck my toes and listen.”

He took them into his mouth gladly, the task seeming to calm him down, just like old Sigmund would have predicted. I wished I could conduct all of my weighty conversations like this, with all possibility of backchat gone. Underlings in work giving their status reports with my foot on their necks, negotiating partners kowtowing at my feet, suppliers brownnosing me literally instead of just metaphorically. I had men undressing me with their eyes every day of my life, and I had always fantasized about putting them in their place. Now, thanks to Chad, I knew at least some of them would be willing to take the punishment that I had to offer.

“I love what we have and I don’t want it to end, but we need to consider all the possibilities. You’re a young man, you’ve only just stepped into this world. You might want to explore it with other people, and I don’t just mean my friends. You might even want to try dating. Whether you want a vanilla relationship or a kinky life partner, I don’t want you to close off the possibility because of me.”

I removed my toes from his mouth and slid off my other heel, my desire for symmetry kicking in.

“But this is what I want. This is all I need.”

“For now,” I replied, silencing him with my toes. “But we don’t want this to go from something beautiful to being a burden. We’ve both learned so much, grown so much, but we have to at least consider the possibility that it won’t last forever.”

I could see the defiance in his eyes fade as he started to admit the truth of what I was saying to himself. Chad was confused and conflicted, but he couldn’t deny the logic that I was putting out. I straddled him, bringing my face close to his and looking deep into his blue eyes. He stared back and I kissed him, deep and passionate, feeling him melt.

“I’ve already gotten so much out of this, and I don’t want it to end. But I’m willing to let you start dating, when you’re ready.”

“I don’t know if I’ll ever be ready.”

“Well, maybe you should try. Ye’know, some religious communities encourage young people to spend a year in the normal world, so they know if they really want to devote themselves to something so serious. I don’t want to feel like I’m holding you back from a shot at living in the real world.”

“That… that makes sense,” he admitted, his face a picture of painful realization. “Maybe you’re right.”

“I’m always right,” I said, slapping him playfully. “But before you get out there and start dating, I want to have a little more fun first.”

“Of course.”

“And I want to make sure that I won’t be neglected if you start being exclusive with someone else. That makes sense, right?”

“Sure.”

“Ma’am,” I reminded him, not wanting him to slip entirely out of subspace.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good boy. So, I have an idea, a little fantasy I would like to try.”

“Anything,” he said, staring up at me. That was my favorite word to hear. Despite everything, I was already wet.

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

“Hmm,” I leaned back and undid the zip on my tight pants. Balancing on his body, I shimmied them off and threw them to the side. “I want you to take a few minutes to think about whether you really, truly mean anything.”

I took off my wet, lacy red panties and shoved them into his mouth. His cock twitched as I lowered myself backwards onto his face, smothering him. I wanted Chad to have a few moments to contemplate what I had just said, but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t have a comfortable seat and a nice view.

After a minute or so I leaned forward, giving him back his breath and his voice. “Do you still mean anything?”

“Anything, Ma’am,” Chad replied, firm and certain.

“OK,” I stood up and took hold of the rings, balancing on one foot while I used the other to gently stroke his cock. “Here’s what I want.”

I laid out my plan, slowly teasing him with my toes as I got wetter and wetter. His face was a picture as I told him that I wanted to fuck another man while he watched. It wouldn’t be swinging, or a threesome. I explained that I wanted it to be humiliating and degrading for him. He would have to sit and watch while a big stud pounded the pussy that he worshiped, taking what he had never had. I wanted to turn him into a chaste, cucked slave. It would be the ultimate expression of my power over him, the realization of what I had been working towards.

“I know it’s extreme, so it’s OK if you don’t think you could handle it. It’s just a fantasy of mine, role-play. It doesn’t mean that I care for you any less.”

That was true. I wanted it to hurt when I cucked him, playing with his mind as I finally turned him fully from a cocky frat boy into a pussy-pleasing cuck, but I didn’t want it to hurt.

“I understand, Ma’am,” he said, his face a mixture of confusion and arousal as I continued to gently tease his shaft. I believed that he did understand. He was a lot smarter and more perceptive than he had first seemed.

“So… what do you think?”

“It sounds horrible,” he answered, truthfully. “But hot.”

The fact that he could even admit that the idea turned him on was a good sign. My heart soared and my pussy throbbed. Fuck, this might actually happen.

“Good. Then we have a deal. When you’re ready to start dating, you can come and ask me. On your knees, of course. I’ll unlock you once you’ve proven to me that you want it enough.”

“Deal, Ma’am.”

“Good.”

I gathered up as much of his precum as I could on my toes, squeezing the tip and pinching. He opened his mouth to receive my foot, grimacing in disgust at the taste but not hesitating for a moment. As he sucked his filthy juices off of my toes, I luxuriated in the sense of a job well done. This had been an awkward situation, but it looked like we had come through it stronger. We had both at least started to come to terms with the idea that this might not last forever, and I was going to get to play out another kinky fantasy of mine.

It was a win-win. But like all good deals, it was more of a win for me.

“Do you want to come?” I asked, straddling his chest and playing with his cute little nipples.

“I, uh-” he struggled to come up with an answer. We both knew that he craved relief for his aching balls, but he was also desperate to please me. I liked watching him try to arrive at the right answer, knowing that whatever he said I would be the one to decide.

“I want whatever you want, Ma’am.”

“Good answer. What I want right now is to come. Make that happen and I’ll suck your beautiful cock until you explode. How does that sound?”

His eyes lit up. I often teased him, edging him to make sure that his long lock-ups were extra frustrating, but I had never really given him a blowjob. The idea of coming in my mouth was sure to encourage his best efforts.

In truth, though, Chad’s efforts were barely required. He had become a very proficient pussy licker under my strict guidance, but when I was this worked up I could reach orgasm pretty quickly. I would be able to come just from grinding on his helpless face, fucking his mouth and nose like they were my personal sex toys. Still, his eager tongue would help, and his desperate moaning would be like a vibrate setting.

Spinning around to smother him once more, I spread my cheeks wide and worked myself into just the right position. I gripped the ring on his collar, holding it like the reins of a horse. His nose was nuzzled so that it was right up against my hole, leaving him to either hold his breath or sniff ass.

I loved feeling his tortured attempts to breathe, the air stimulating that sensitive spot as he struggled underneath me. If I tensed in just the right way and pushed down, I could just about cut off his breathing entirely. I never wanted to push him too close to unconsciousness (safety first!), but the idea that my puckered little hole held the power of life and death over a strapping young man was an insane power trip.

Chad’s moaning and struggling quickly helped bring me closer and closer to the edge, the excitement of the night prepping my body to respond to the slightest sensation. I forced myself to hold on, though, riding the wave of pleasure like a surfer in the California sun. It wasn't long before I started to give in, though. Denial was for Chad, not for me, and if my climax came too quickly, it was no great loss. After all, I could have another one whenever the fuck I wanted.

I grabbed my tits and rubbed them, rolling my hips back and forth. Chad’s tongue fought to lick me, an uphill struggle as I put all my weight down on his face, but something that helped me along. With his tongue worshipping my cunt and his nose tickling my taint, I could feel that this would be a big one.

“Fuuuuuck,” I moaned, reaching the point of no return. Part of me thought about resisting the most extreme excesses of my body, knowing just how messy this could get in a room that we had to give back, but I quicky lost control.

Fuck it. It’s wipeable leather, and I wouldn’t be the one cleaning it.

“Open,” I just managed to get out through gritted teeth, pushing myself up to give Chad a few inches of space. He gasped for precious air but it was soon replaced by my juices as I released myself all over my toy. They kept coming and coming as I screamed, squirt after squirt hitting his face and going into his mouth. I hadn’t always understood why men liked the idea of coming on a woman’s face, seeing it as little more than porn-brained misogyny, but I totally got it now. The sound of him spluttering as he tried to swallow the tide was amazing, and I knew that the sight of him wearing me on his face would be as empowering as my Woman in STEM award. For now, though, I watched his cock twitch and dance as I disgraced his face. Part of me wondered if he might come hands-free, just from the degradation, but he just about resisted. Instead, he just drank me down, taking what I had to give and getting nothing in return.

I stayed there hovering above him, letting myself drip all over his face and chest. I felt drained, and my first instinct was to curl up with my head on his chest until I caught my breath. That wouldn’t work, though. The staff had told me they would need the room back within thirty minutes, and our time must be almost up.

I forced myself to stand up, placing a bare foot on Chad’s chest like an Amazonian warrior with her captured enemy. He was an absolute picture. Naked except for the collar of ownership, his face slick with my cum, his eyes desperate and unfocused. He might not be mine forever, but he was mine right now, that was for sure.

“It looks like you made me cum. Would you like your reward?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he choked out through his aching jaw.

I crawled down his body, getting in between his bound legs and bringing my face close. His proud, thick cock twitched as I blew on it, reacting to my mere proximity. I stuck out my tongue and gave it one long lick, tracing the vein on the underside of his shaft. He moaned and twitched more, legs straining against the restraints. For a moment, it seemed like he might explode from that alone, a one-lick ruined orgasm that would be as frustrating for him as it was magnificent for me. Alas, it was not to be. He held on, consciously or subconsciously fighting for his promised blowjob.

A blowjob that was never to come.

“Ooops, time’s up!” I trilled.“Maybe next time!”

“What?, But, um…”

“What? What? You don’t expect us to take more than our allotted time, do you? Or leave without cleaning up? Just when I thought you were becoming a good, respectful boy.”

“No. No, Ma’am,” he admitted, holding back delicious tears.

“Good,” I leaned over and kissed him hard on the face, savoring the taste of myself on his lips. “Now, you clean up while I go and get a glass of wine. We’re going to go home soon, so I can put your tongue to more use. First, though, you’re going to lick my feet clean in front of everyone.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, still as subservient as ever.

“There are wet wipes in the cupboard in the corner, apparently. Oh, don’t forget to bring my heels,” I said as I walked away, barefoot across the dungeon floor.

This arrangement might not go on forever, but it was damn sure going to be fun while it did.
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