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Noise Complaint

Julie

Is there anything worse than a noisy neighbor?

I had my favorite vibrator out, my bottle of lube in hand, the candles lit, and some carefully selected femdom porn lined up. After a long, tiring week at work, I needed to get off. I had to escape into a fantasy world where men bowed down to beautiful women, and where the world worked as it should. But he had been having a party all night. Now he was arguing with some girl in the morning.

My noisy fucking neighbor.

Chad, or Chud, or whatever his stupid frat-fuck name was, had been getting worse. It had gone from the occasional bit of loud music to near nightly patties, and when there weren’t parties there was loud sex with some new girl, which inevitably led to some drunken screaming argument when she left, no doubt offended by his pigheaded behavior. It was turning my rent-controlled slice of heaven into hell, taking away the safe space where I relaxed after a hard day managing my engineering team.

And now it was even distracting me from the one thing that always helped me unwind- sex.

Well, masturbation. It had been a while since I had been in a real sexual relationship. It wasn’t for a lack of suitors. I was still hot, if I do say so myself, with the gym and hard shifts at work ensuring that my curvy body stayed tight even now that I was in my forties. I had long black hair and could finally keep my nails manicured now that I had ascended to management level. I was going for a glamorous but down-to-earth vibe, and I think I nailed it. No, my lack of a partner was more down to my own… proclivities.

As I had gotten older, I had become less interested in vanilla sex. Perhaps it was because I had taken more control in my work life, getting a taste for bossing men around, or maybe it was due to a string of underwhelming lovers and disappointing life partners, but I found myself increasingly drawn to notions of female domination. It took some time for me to break down my barriers and overcome a lifetime of social conditioning that told me “normal” was “desirable”, but eventually I started to accept my new interests. I explored the kink scene, at first online and then in person, becoming enamored of things like bondage and spanking. I was especially keen on the idea of controlling a man’s orgasm, even going so far as to buy a chastity cage to use with an occasional play partner. The concept of holding the key to a man’s entire sexuality in your hand was just so intoxicating, and the notion that you could make him desperate enough to do anything for you just opened up a world of possibility.

Still, between work and time wasters and crossed wires I had never really found the time to properly indulge my kinks, much less find a real partner. I hadn’t even gotten to use my carefully selected chastity cage in the end. Instead, I had spent the last year focusing on work, socializing occasionally,  and consuming kinky movies and books whenever the desire took me.

And now, even that small release was being denied to me.

I turned off my painstakingly selected video of a gagged man being edged to the point of madness, my distraction turning to rage. My mind began to swim with thoughts of the kind of punishment I would like to visit on my young, dumb neighbor.

Whips? Denial? A vigorous pegging or perhaps some dirty feet in his face?

A woman can dream. Still, on a more practical level my mind was made up. I had tried leaving polite notes, I had tried asking politely for him to keep the noise down. I was the neighbor who lived closest to him, and the only one likely to do anything about the situation. It was time for me to go nuclear.

I got ready, slipping into a smart business-orientated power suit to underscore my seriousness. A high ponytail and some understated makeup helped add to my take-no-prisoners look, while a pair of high heels gave me some stature.

On my way out the door I had one intrusive, intriguing thought. Giving in to fantasy, I quickly went back into my room and rustled about in my box of little-used toys, eventually finding what I was looking for. There was no way I would get to use this special little contraption, but some strange instinct told me that I should bring it along anyway, just in case.

I slipped the chastity cage into my handbag and steeled myself. It was time to sort this out, once and for all.

***

There was a note pinned to my neighbor’s door, hastily scrawled in an unmistakably feminine script. Evidently, the girl who had stormed out earlier had decided to leave Chad a piece of her mind, allowing me a little insight into his life. I smiled to myself as I read it.

I thought you might be a bit more respectful of women, considering the little “kinks” you asked me to indulge. You’re a fucking pig, and a pervert.

Amazing, I thought, and interesting. What exactly were these kinks she was talking about? Could that mean…?

No, I decided not to let my own worked-up, horny mind distract me from my task. I was here to put the fear of God into this entitled shithead, and return peace to my little corner of the world. Once that was done I could go home, frig myself silly, and think about maybe finding an actual boyfriend to play with.

Bang, bang, bang. I hit the door hard with the palm of my hand, wanting to signal my displeasure and keep him on the back foot from the start. I had been in enough pay negotiations and HR meetings with self-regarding “alpha males” to know that you had to get them on the defensive quickly. On the spur of the moment I took the note and slipped it into my jacket pocket, hoping I might get a chance to use it.

“I’m coming,” said a groggy, petulant voice from inside the house, shortly after my third round of knocking.

“We need to talk,” I said as soon as the door opened, not bothering with any pleasantries. Chad gawped back at me, bloodshot blue eyes wide under a shock of shaggy blonde hair. He was attractive, no doubt about that, and from my previous interactions with him I knew he did have some rich-kid charm that bordered on arrogance. In his current state, however, he looked faintly pathetic.

“Um, eugh,” he said, a mixture of sulkiness, surprise, and hungover resignation in his voice. He retreated back into the apartment, and I followed despite the lack of verbal invitation.

The layout was a mirror image of mine, with the long corridor leading to a modern bathroom and two bedrooms, a large open-plan kitchen-living room with gorgeous skyline views, and a small balcony. The difference was that my living space was kept scrupulously neat and tidy, while this was a mess. Beer bottles, takeaway cartons, and other accumulated detritus were strewn about the place. It was a fucking disgrace.

I didn’t know much about my neighbor's life, other than that his wealthy parents had rented this place for him to attend a college in the city, promising the co-op board that there would be no wild frat shenanigans. They had been good to their word, with Chad presumably partying on campus but cleverly not shitting where he ate.

Things had changed since he left college and got a job. From the look of this place, he was engaged in some kind of downward spiral. I was shocked that he could live like this and still hold down a job that paid enough to cover the rent of a luxury apartment like this.

“This place is a state,” I said, unable to disguise my disgust.

“Um, yeah, sorry. Bit of a late one last night.”

“I know, I could hear it going until 5 AM,” I said, voice even but steely.

“Sorry,” he said, sulky and groggy.

“And then that girl this morning, what a drama,”

“Yeah, well, that wasn’t me shouting.”

I could feel myself getting angry. I was being polite, and his hangover was no reason to throw that back in my face.

“Well, it’s your fucking problem. The parties, the music, the poor girls leaving your house crying. This has been going on for months and it has to stop. Now.”

“Or what?” he shot back, although the look on his face told me that he immediately regretted it. I could feel my blood boiling as well as a sudden urge to slap him, scratch him, and throw him down onto the floor.

“Or what? Jesus, if you’re going to act like a child then maybe I’ll treat you like one. Go tell your parents about your disgusting behavior maybe? Pretty sure the co-op board still has their number. Or maybe I just get the co-op board to review your lease,” I gestured around at the beer bottles and the tall bong on the kitchen counter, “they could make you clean it up. It’s either that or I spank you, since you’re being so immature.”

Wait, what? I thought to myself. Where had that last bit come from? I guess I really did need some action, because that weird threat had slipped out unbidden. Chad, at least, didn’t laugh or call me a pervert. Instead, his eyes stared down at my shoes. Finally, an appropriate level of shame.

“Sorry, really. I didn’t mean to disturb you.”

Yum. The sight of him looking all embarrassed and pathetic was more than just a sign of my imminent success. It was exciting. Thrilling.

Arousing.

Head in the game, Julie, I told myself. Go in for the kill.

“Well, good. I hope you mean it, because I’m serious. I’m not going to let you ruin this building for me and the other people who work hard to afford to live here.”

“You’re right,” he said, petulant aggression giving way completely to defeat. “Please don’t tell people about this, I’ll get my act together. I’ll do anything.”

I’ll do anything. Why oh why did he have to say those words, that exact phrase? It was something I had dreamed about hearing a man say while he lay broken at my feet, a desperate promise of submission that sent a rush of blood to my cunt whenever I imagined it in my dreams. I knew that I was in strange territory now, but it was a region I had to explore.

“What do you mean by anything?”

“I dunno,” Chad mumbled, suddenly shy and vulnerable. “Anything. I’ll be good. No parties, less drinking.”

“Why would you think I give a fuck about your drinking? I just came about the noise?”

“I don’t know, I guess I just know that it’s all part of it. You coming here is maybe a wake-up call?” He sounded unsure of himself. Unable to meet my gaze, he kept staring down at my peep-toed stilettos. Possibilities swirled in my mind and it went on autopilot, seeking out weakness wherever I could find it.

“I’m not your teacher, or your RA, or your housekeeper. I don’t give a shit about how you live, other than finding the state of this apartment a disgusting waste,” I said, voice cold and even.

“Yes, sorry, no, yes. You’re right.”

“But one thing that does bother me is how you treat women.”

I removed the girl’s note from my pocket and read it out loud in full while Chad stared back, red-faced and horrified. He looked on the verge of tears, and the moisture in his eyes was having a similar effect on my pussy.

“What is this? Tell me the truth?”

“I, um,”

“The truth.”

“I was texting another girl, flirting, asking for pics. Things like that. And she found out, and we had a big argument.”

“God, what a prick. That isn’t the first girl to leave your apartment in a state.”

“I know.”

To my surprise and perverse delight, he started crying, his body trying to control the gentle sobs in a last gasp of masculine self-control. “Since I left college, it’s just been hard. I don’t know what I want from life. All I know is partying and fucking around. It’s so empty, but I don’t know how to fix it.”

Wow. Existential but yet utterly pathetic. Despite it being the definition of First World Problems I did have some sympathy. I also sensed an opportunity.

“And the kinks she mentioned? What kind of a pervert are you?”

I didn’t know a face could go that red. “I’m not a pervert, I-”

“Some kind of misogynist frat boy? Typical.”

“No, not at all!”

“Ah, the opposite?” I asked pointedly, hoping that he couldn’t detect the hope in my voice.

“I, um-”

The pause told me everything that I needed to know. I had a sub on my hands. A sexy, vulnerable, young little sub who was already emotionally broken and just crying out for some female leadership. I knew what I was about to do was insane, but if not now, when?

“Shh, shut up. I have a suggestion. Something that might help you develop a bit of self-control.”

He paused, and I took his silence as an invitation to continue. Heart pounding in my chest, I fished the metal cock cage out of my handbag and held it up for him to see.

“Lock your cock up for a week and give me the key. Have a whole week with no parties, no fucking around, no jerking off, no drinking. It might give you the focus to clean up this place, and then maybe clean up your life.”

“I, wha-,” he stammered, searching for words. I decided to keep pressing forward, moving on instinct, taking his lack of no as a yes.

“Or, alternatively, you can just promise to make less fucking noise, and I’ll leave you alone.”

“Do you really think that would help?” Chad asked quietly, after a long moment of silence.

“Maybe. It’s worth a shot. To sweeten the deal, I might give you a treat at the end of the week when you get your key back, if I’m convinced that you’re behaving yourself.”

“I dunno,” he erred.

“Well, decide. I’m offering this to you as a favor, because you seem desperate for some motivation, but I really don’t need to do this.”

“OK,” he said suddenly, speaking to his desperation. He wanted this, I knew it. My heart soared with excitement, but I knew from negotiations that you had to always stay in control. Don’t let them know when you’re winning.

“OK, what?”

“OK, please?”

“Good boy,” I smiled. “Now let’s get you fitted.”

***

I could barely contain myself as I watched Chad strip off his clothes. First the hoodie, then the plain white t-shirt to reveal his impressively trim body. He paused for a moment before slipping off the grey sweatpants, but I simply waited in silence. If he wanted me to lock his cock then he was going to have to get used to me ogling him. I could see him visibly steel himself when it came time to bare it all, but to his credit he just got on with it. He whipped down his boxers to reveal a thick, semi-erect cock.

Nice, I thought. Locking up an impressive cock would be even more satisfying.

“Here,” I said, handing him the cage, “you’ve probably seen videos of this, but if not, I’m sure you can work it out.”

It was fun to watch him struggle with the cage, although I could tell that he wasn’t entirely unfamiliar with how they worked. He understood that the ring went on first, although it took him a moment to push his nuts through it. Chad winced in pain as he tried to connect the cage, his thick pubic hair getting caught in the mechanism. The sight of him in pain was another aphrodisiac to me, but I knew that we needed to make this tolerable if I wanted him to stick to our deal.

“Do you have an electric razor?” I asked.

He nodded, keeping his eyes down.

“OK, I’m going to go back to my apartment, I’ll be back in five. You should trim, maybe even shave it completely.”

I turned and walked out of the house without another word. I did want to get something to ease the process, but I also wanted to give both of us a chance to back out.

In the safety of my home, the ridiculousness of the situation hit me. Were we really going to do this? It all seemed so unlikely, yet so convenient. I considered not going back. I could just leave it as it was and go back to normality, safe in the knowledge that Chad would be quiet and leave me in peace.

But could I really pass this up? I had been dreaming of having a little pet for years, but the stars had never aligned. Now, I had a hot, young, desperate stud practically begging for me to take control. Opportunity had come knocking, and I had to answer.

I fetched the lube and let myself back into Chad’s apartment, the scared part of me wishing that he had locked the door. He was standing in the living room waiting for me, looking completely lost but with his cock successfully shaved. It looked magnificent, the lack of hair highlighting the size. I handed him the lube and gestured, supervising wordlessly because I feared that my voice would fail me.

And just like that, it was done. Chad forced his cock into the cage and I moved in, trying to stare into his avoidant eyes. I locked the contraption and slipped the key into my pocket. The rush was incredible, and I felt a thousand worlds open up before me as I thought about where this might lead.

“What now?” he mumbled, putting my thoughts into words. I hadn’t planned this far ahead (fuck, I hadn’t planned any of this!), so I simply moved on instinct, playing a role I had imagined in my head a million times.

“Now? I was thinking that I would go home to enjoy a quiet Saturday. You can do whatever the fuck you like.”

He looked adorably crestfallen at that. “Oh, OK, ummm. Sorry, for keeping you up and stuff. And… thanks?”

This was all too easy. He was so cute, so defeated, so vulnerable. The move from fantasy to reality was spinning my head, but deep down I felt confident. I was going to break this boy and make him mine.

“In fact, before I go,” I said, stepping back and appraising him. “Maybe there is something you can do for me.”

“Anything,” he said. So quick, so eager.

I sat down on his couch and put my feet up on the coffee table, using my high heels to push aside the detritus of his previous partying. “I feel stressed, probably from being kept up all night by your noise. A nice foot rub might help me relax.”

Chad took to my suggestion quickly, showing no hesitation. Clearly this was as much a fantasy of his as it was mine. He slipped off the shoes with an almost reverent level of care before beginning to gently stroke and knead my soles. His touch was inexpert, but that didn’t matter. It was submission that made it hot, the fact that he was doing what I said.

Anyway, there would always be time to train him.

His cock swelled in the cage as he rubbed my feet, pushing against the metal confines. Maybe he had a foot fetish or maybe it was just a reaction to the whole fucked-up situation, but either way his arousal provided further confirmation of his submissive nature.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the moment, basking in the knowledge that I now finally had a willing toy to play with. The thought alone made me unbelievably horny and I briefly considered using him to get off right there and then. I resisted the urge, though.

Finding a guy willing to rub my feet or eat my pussy wasn’t difficult, but it also wasn’t what I had been dreaming off for years. What I really wanted was to have a broken, desperate toy. A man willing to debase himself for me. A man that I could deny, shape, and mold.

Patience was important.

So, I denied myself some pleasure now in the expectation of greater pleasure in the future. I enjoyed the feeling of his strong hands on my feet and imagined some of the possibilities that might present themselves now that I had him under my lock and key.

“Do you like my feet?” I asked suddenly,  hoping to catch him off guard.

‘I, um, yeah. They’re pretty?”

“Yeah, but do you like them? Is that one of your little kinks?”

“I, eh, I,-”

“It doesn’t matter,” I said, pulling my feet away from him. His stammering and the foiled attempt at an erection told me everything I needed to know. “Put my shoes back on.”

He did as instructed and I stood, towering over his naked, kneeling body. I took a business card with my phone number on it out of my jacket and left it on the table.

“You can phone me if there’s a good reason you need out. Something medical. Otherwise,  I’ll see you next week,” I turned and walked to the door,  leaving him speechless before turning back. “Make sure to behave, now.”

The quick journey back across the hallway to my apartment felt like an epic trek, the seconds stretching out as my mind reeled from the delicious madness of it all. As soon as the door shut behind me I started to undress, kicking off my shoes at the threshold. Within moments I was in bed, furiously rubbing my clit as my mind replayed my interaction with Chad and imagined all the possible futures that lay before me.

I thought about how vulnerable he looked with tears forming in his blue eyes and how eagerly his cock tried to swell, his erection cruelly stopped by the metal bars of the cage. I imagined just how desperate he might be by the end of the week, and all the things I could do with him as his body and mind came under my control.

I didn’t even have to use any of my large collection of sex toys, such was the strength of my arousal. I just held the key to the cage in one hand, enjoying the cold metal and hot symbolism, while using the other one to get myself off. When I came I moaned so loudly that I thought Chad might hear me from next door.

I hoped that he did. It would be just another reminder of who owned his cock.


Obsession

Chad

I could hardly believe what had just happened to me, the whole thing feeling like some hangover-induced fever dream. When this day started, I had expected to nurse my headache, maybe rouse myself to some morning sex, and then spend the evening smoking and playing some games with the boys. Even when Ruth had blown up and stormed out, I hadn’t been particularly upset. I mean, I did feel a hint of shame about my shitty behavior, a loss at yet another relationship disappearing because of my self-destructive streak, but I was numb to it all. I planned to jerk myself off and go for a nap, resolving once again to deal with it all later.

Instead, I found myself unable to jerk off, unable to even get an erection. My now shaved cock was locked up securely in a metal prison, completely out of bounds. I had never experienced such a topsy-turvy, whiplash-inducing morning. Never had I been more confused, and yet never in my life had the path forward been so clear.

How?

Julie.

When I opened the door to my gorgeous neighbor I felt two conflicting feelings. The first was annoyance, because I knew I was about to get told off. The second. which I always felt when I saw her in the corridor or the street, was arousal.

Julie was achingly beautiful, with a curvy body that made me almost drool, and searching, intelligent eyes. She was also the complete opposite of the bubbly, easy-going college girls I usually went for, not only because of the age difference. Even in our few interactions, she was so smart, so mature, and so in control that I just couldn’t help but fantasize about her. And not just the usual thoughts that go through a man’s head when he sees a beautiful woman. Filthy fantasies, the kind I often briefly entertained but then pushed away, fearful of my own desires.

So, when she appeared at the door in the take-no-shit business suit, looking like an Amazonian goddess in six-inch heels, I felt immediately on the back foot. Her age and intensity gave her an intimidating sense of authority, while her looks set my mind reeling. I had always been able to charm my way out of trouble, but that shit wasn’t about to fly with Julie.

She was harsh on me. Harsh, but truthful.

My life was a mess, I was acting like a dick, and it was hurting the people around me. Girlfriends, first and foremost, but now even my neighbors. I had never wanted to become one of those privileged rich guys who don’t think of anyone else, but ever since getting a plum job with one of my dad’s frat buddies, that is exactly what I had become. I was self-destructive, flailing around in some desperate hope for attention or absolution. Pathetic.

Julie’s hard truths made me realize all that, as well as something more. I was in a tailspin and couldn’t get out of it myself. There was a craving, buried deep down inside, for someone else to take control and pull me out of the mire.

The realization of what I had become broke me, smashing through the numbing hangover and tough exterior to bring me to tears. The flood of pent-up emotions came with a sexual edge, too. My hot neighbor’s clear disgust with me, her stern manner and powerful aura, played into many of my hidden desires for domination at the hands of a beautiful woman.

That’s what made me entertain her bizarre offer. I had actually spent some time reading about chastity play and all the weird devices that came along with it, my late-night sessions of research coming on those nights when drunkenness or horniness or self-loathing managed to win out against shame, allowing me to actually consider my repressed kinks.

There were so many off-ramps between her pulling out that cage and her turning the key, so many opportunities for me to back out. I almost did, but I couldn’t draw myself away from the path I found myself on. On some level, I wanted this.

No, I needed this.

And so, there I was. It was midday on a Saturday afternoon and my hot older neighbor had the key to my cock. What’s a fella to do?

I decided to commit myself to the plan. This might just all be some kinky game, but it could also be a much-needed restart and an opportunity for some self-improvement. I showered, got dressed, and started cleaning up my apartment. As I filled bag after bag with garbage I could feel the fog clear from my mind, my entire body feeling somehow lighter. My hangover was gone by the time it was looking respectable, and I found myself motivated enough to go to the gym for the first time in weeks.

I struggled under the weights, knowing that my muscles would be burning tomorrow, but it felt good to be doing something useful for once. Part of me craved that pain, and I allowed my mind to drift back to Julie as I pushed and pushed, the feeling of the metal between my legs ever-present.

Would she be proud of my effort? Maybe, or maybe she truly didn’t give a shit about me. I reflected that her attention was probably more than I deserved, and found myself luxuriating in that feeling of worthlessness.

I went back to my apartment and showered, unable to resist thinking about Julie as I washed. My mind wandered blissfully, imagining what I could do if she were here. I would love to clean every inch of her body, soaping up her big tits and round, juicy ass. She might not be that nice to me, though, roughly scrubbing me or just hosing me down with cold water.

The sensation of an attempted erection broke me out of my reverie. It wasn’t painful, exactly, but it was a feeling that I hoped to avoid. I resolved to focus on more practicable tasks for now, hoping that whatever I achieved might be enough to get me that “treat” that Julie had hinted at.

After that, I made some food and decided to prepare some meals for during the week. It was satisfying to spend an afternoon productively, but there was still a heavy feeling in the pit of my stomach. There was one more task to be completed before I could really start building a new me.

I took a deep breath and stared at Ruth’s name in my contact. She was a sweet girl, maybe too sweet for me, in hindsight, and I had treated her like shit. In this kind of situation I would always either ignore a girl forever, moving on to the next one, or else gaslight her into giving me another chance. Instead, this time, I just apologized.

I’m so sorry Ruth, that was completely out of line of me. I was drunk last night and I was an asshole this morning. I don’t expect you to forgive me, and you probably shouldn’t. I just want you to know that I’m genuinely sorry.

Phew. It was hard to put down the truth in words, but I felt better once it was done. I put the phone down and picked my laptop up, deciding to give the video games and weed a wide berth tonight. Instead, I decided to start looking into language classes, something I had been meaning to do for a long time.

After half an hour of research, I found myself taking a break to flick idly through social media, yet another bad habit that I knew I should try to break. Without thinking, I navigated to my building’s community group, some part of my subconscious drawing me towards Julie. A look through the group members got me from her Facebook and her Instagram, while Google even got me to her LinkedIn. A treasure trove for my perverted mind, now freed from its previous repression.

Her professional profile showed just how impressive a woman Julie was. Normal high school, amazing grades, straight to Stanford, then MIT. She worked as an engineer doing something way above my head involving factory automation and now ran a development team. It put my career - legacy admission, straight into a high-paying make-work job - to shame. She was a self-made woman in charge of a team, and I was a spoiled brat.

I moved from LinkedIn to Twitter, scrolling through the media tab to find photos of Julie. They were all professional, but plenty hot enough to get me going. She looked stunning in her business suits, always paired with sexy high heels. There were plenty of subtle signs of her power in the photos, with her directing men in a factory and standing at the head of group photos. As I scrolled back, I even found some strangely sensual photos of her in overalls, working on complex machinery.

Facebook was even more fruitful. Lots of her pictures were only available to friends, and while I considered adding her, I quickly decided against it. Even the publicly available profile pics were a delight, though. She might be a bit of a workaholic, but her older photos showed a more playful side to her. I found myself, with only the barest hint of shame, pouring over pictures of my neighbor relaxing on holiday and posing in party dresses. They were all perfectly innocent photographs, banal even, but knowing that this woman held the key to my cock made even them unbelievably erotic.

Instagram, though, was the true treasure trove. I salivated while trawling through holiday snaps and pool party pics, perving over Julie’s gorgeous, curvy body in a succession of tight bikinis. There were videos of her dancing sensuously with her girlfriends in the club, and lounging in spas. My dick tried desperately to get hard but was confined by the cool metal of the cage, reminding me of what a strange and wonderful predicament I was in.

Over the next week, I found myself falling into a new pattern of living. Gone was the partying, womanizing, and hard drinking. I applied myself at work, getting compliments from my usually indifferent manager, and put my excess energy into the gym. When I got home each night I made a healthy dinner and tidied a little, feeling my environment slowly start to take order around me.

Keeping myself busy largely distracted me from the constant, unusual sensation of the cage. In the evening, though, it was impossible to ignore. It was my own fault, of course. I knew that I shouldn’t, but I couldn’t resist perusing Julie’s photos again, using them as fodder to imagine all kinds of sexy scenarios and potential treats for me if I impressed her with my good neighborliness. I zoomed in on pictures of her feet in heels, remembering how soft they felt in my hands and wishing I could soothe them again. Shots of her hanging out with girlfriends made me think about whether she was telling her friends about my predicament, laughing at me just across the corridor. Her gym videos sent me into a spiral of shameful fantasy as I imagined how her body would taste after a long session.

Unable to relieve myself, my horny obsession only grew. Night after night, I would torture myself, obsessing over Julie’s pictures and imagining more and more lurid fantasies. Would she spank me in front of her friends? How did her socks, her panties, her underarms smell after last year’s marathon? What boon could this goddess possibly grant me, and what would she make me do to earn it?

It didn’t help that Julie started posting more during that week, with pictures that seemed increasingly provocative to my sex-addled mind. Videos of her lifting weights in little bootie shorts appeared on Instagram, as well as several close-ups of her new hot pink pedicure. I saw my key in some of them, hanging on an anklet or a necklace as she flaunted her ownership of me. She even opened up her Facebook page to non-friends, giving me even more to scroll through. That made me vaguely wonder if she somehow knew about my browsing activities and was choosing to torment and titillate me further.

I existed for that week in two parallel states, like Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. During the day I was responsible, focused, and conscientious. At night, I degenerated into a frustrated, obsessed mess. I leaked in my cage, unable to relieve myself while becoming more and more focused on my keyholder and the erotic potential she represented.

I only saw her once in real life, through the peephole of my apartment, but other than that she was restricted to the screen and my imagination. By Friday night I was crawling the walls.

On Saturday I got up early, went to the grocery store, and then headed for a swim at the local pool to clear my head. I felt unbelievably awkward getting changed in a private cubicle, knowing that any other man seeing me naked in the changing room would result in instant humiliation.

I hoped that keeping busy would distract me until Julie made contact, and it worked until I got home. By 1 PM, though, I was jonesing like an addict and checking my phone every 5 minutes. It had now been 7 days, over 168 hours, since she locked me in this cage and changed my life. I wanted out of the cage, of course, but even more powerful was my desire to see Julie.

I drafted message after message, deleting it each time until I eventually decided on something simple.

I hope you’ve had a good week. Can I see you today, please. Thank you.

It was respectful to the point of obsequiousness, but it was less embarrassing than some of the things I could have said. I tried to distract myself with video games while I waited for a reply, but by 5, I had simply accepted my own pathetic desperation. I sat near the door, listening for her like some loyal dog.

About an hour later I heard her footsteps coming down the corridor, a sound sweeter than any music I had ever heard. I could feel blood rushing to my cock as it attempted to harden in the cage, an effect that only became more pronounced when I saw her through the peephole.

Julie was wearing the tightest little pair of bootie shorts I had ever seen, with a sports bra showing off her shapely curves and surprisingly well-muscled back. Her skin shone with sweat from whatever exercise she had just been doing. My cock swelled and I almost started salivating, such was my dangerous level of arousal.

I waited as long as I could before going over and knocking on her door, not wanting to anger her when she held the key to my happiness. Still, I lasted barely ten minutes before desperation overcame fear.

“Yes, I saw your text,” Julie said as she opened the door, still in her workout clothes. “I’ll call you when it’s time to see you. I’m busy, and don’t like being pestered.”

This was exactly what I had feared would happen. I could feel my heart sink and my hands get clammy. A week ago I wouldn’t have taken this kind of shit from anyone, let alone a woman twenty years my senior, but now her stern tone sent me reeling.

“I, um, sor-”

“Forget it,” she interrupted. “You’re here now, so you might as well come in.”

With that she turned on her heel and walked away, seeming almost disinterested in this man whose cock, mind, and soul she now owned. Still, I followed, desperate to know what would happen next and hopeful of my much-imagined reward.


A Mutually Beneficial Arrangement

Julie

“You’re here now, so you might as well come in.”

I turned and walked away, trusting from his flustered vibe that he would be quickly following behind. Sure enough, I heard the door close behind him as Chad entered my apartment. My web.

My bitchy, disinterested persona was going to be key, and I was pretty sure I had established it well from the start of our little game. Still, under the surface I was nervous and excited. I’d been picturing this all week, getting myself worked up and excited as I imagined what might happen today.

Not as worked up and excited as my neighbor, though. At least, I hoped so. I had spent many an hour this week picturing him all caged up and frustrated, knowing that the key to his freedom was just across the hallway. The pictures I had been posting on social media would have added fuel to the fire, if he was clever enough to find me and desperate enough to perv on my pics. From the look on his face, I think he was.

I was sure we had both spent the week obsessing over our little game, but the difference was that I was in control. That meant I could find release when my fantasies became overwhelming, using one of my many toys to bring myself to a satisfying orgasm. Chad, on the other hand, would have no real way of releasing the pressure building up inside. It was a delicious power asymmetry.

As an added bonus I had slept perfectly, no longer being bothered by loud music or even by the vague smell of weed smoke emanating from his bachelor pad. That had been my original goal when I decided to confront him, and on that front my little endeavor was already a rip-roaring success. Now, though, I had set my sights on something else. I wanted to play with my new toy, to realize my long-held fantasies, and relieve months of my frustrated desire for kink. I was nervous as hell about taking the next step, but I hadn’t gotten to where I was by being timid.

I flopped down on the couch and appraised Chad with a blank expression while he stood nervously, like a boy being told off by his headmistress. He was wearing a smart outfit, with a well-fitted pastel shirt and chinos, a far cry from his usual sloppy attire. I imagined him picking out the clothes in an attempt to impress me and thought about whether he had agonized over which of his pants best hide the metal bulge in his crotch. The realization that my cage and my key had probably intruded on every decision he made this week, big or small, made me shiver.

“So, how was your week?”

“Good. Productive. I’ve felt better,” he looked down at his feet, then up at me. “Thank you.”

Thank you. I almost burst out laughing. I had locked up his cock, denied him all week, ignored him all day, and he was thanking me.

“And more importantly, you’ve been nice and quiet.”

“Yes. I’m so sorry about all that.”

“So long as you’ve learned your lesson,” I couldn’t fight back the urge to smirk, taking my attitude from stern to bitchy. Fuck it, it would work. “And other than that, have you been a good boy for me?”

“Um, yes? I,- what do you mean?”

“Have. You. Been. A. Good. Boy?”  I spelled the words out, like I was talking to a moron.

“Sure. No parties, no drinking, gym every day. I tidied the house, and…”

“Yeah, yeah, that’s great,” I interrupted, pretending not to care. In truth, I was a little impressed. Perhaps I was onto something with this technique. Life coaching for horny, directionless submissives? It could catch on. “What I meant, though, is have you been playing with yourself?”

He looked unbelievably flustered by the question, designed as it was to make him explicitly acknowledge what our dynamic was.

“I, uh, couldn’t. Because of the…” he tried to trail off, but I simply fixed him with an expectant stare, happy to luxuriate in his unease. “… cage.”

“So, you didn’t try to get yourself off through the bars? Or use one of your little girlfriends’ vibrators on it? Or stick something up your butt? I’ve heard that can do the trick!”

His face went so red that I thought he might explode. It was all I could manage not to start playing with myself right there and then.

“No, I didn’t.”

“Why not?”

“I was keeping busy, trying to get my shit together. Plus…” he looked down, sheepishly. “I didn’t think you would want me to.”

Oh my God, he was too cute and this was too easy. I wanted to say good boy, but thought I should make him work for it a bit more.

“OK. So, you must be pretty eager to get out?”

He nodded and I sighed, as if he was asking me for some huge favor.

“Get naked.”

Chad’s hands shook nervously as he unbuttoned his shirt, but he didn’t delay. Clearly, he was as desperate as I had hoped. I sat back and enjoyed the show as he slipped out of his pants, revealing a telltale bulge in his boxer shorts, before pulling them down as well. Soon enough he was standing naked in front of me, as vulnerable as a lamb in a slaughterhouse.

I waited for a moment, watching him tremble deliciously, before getting up to take a closer look. Chad had a nice body, taut without being overly muscled, with soft pale skin that just cried out for scratch marks. The star of the show, though, was the caged cock. I had dreamed of owning a man like this for a long time, and now it was clearly within reach.

He shivered a little but remained silent as I circled him like a big cat, allowing him to feel the warmth of my body and smell my pheromones. The way he waited for my next move told me, if any further proof was needed, that this boy was naturally submissive.

I took his balls in my hand without warning, weighing them like a couple of plums at the farmer’s market. They were full, heavy, and, from the way he groaned when I handled them, very sensitive. I squeezed just hard enough to cause some discomfort and then stopped, drawing a moan of desperation. This young stud was aching for my touch.

“Wow, you really didn’t have any release, did you?”

He nodded, lost for words.

“Because you were hoping for a little treat from me?”

He nodded again, eyes bright with hope. I was going to enjoy crushing that hope, at least for now.

“The problem, though, is that I’ve completely forgotten where I left the key,” I walked back to my couch and sat down, crossing one leg over the other. “I’m so exhausted from the gym that it has just completely slipped my mind.”

This was a flimsy act and we both knew it. Still, I had all the power here, and Chad would just have to play along. And play along he did.

“What if I gave you a massage? Or another foot rub?”

His mumbling, halting delivery was adorable. I bet that for most of his life he would have considered himself the alpha in any situation. Not anymore!

“Oh my, what a forward young man you are! Are you coming onto me?”

The question seemed to stump him. He was quite clearly making a move, of a sort, but the power dynamics were all confused. He was used to hitting on younger coeds in dive bars, using his looks and charm and money to portray some false image of masculine power. The situation he now found himself in was alien and unfamiliar, no matter how much he had fantasized about it.

“I did an hour of weights, then a run, then a yoga class. A massage might jog my memory, as long as you don’t mind me being a little bit sweatier than last time?”

He shook his head and I pointed at the floor, making it clear where I expected him to start. Chad fell to his knees, exactly where I wanted him, and carefully untied my shoes. I hadn’t been lying about my hard workout and could faintly smell the results of my gym session when he removed my sneakers. I knew he wouldn’t mind, though, his frustration and submissiveness no doubt making him crave my pheromones.

He squeezed my arches and kneaded my soles through the moist cotton socks while I simply watched and enjoyed. I exercised power over men every day at work, and thoroughly enjoyed doing so, but it felt so satisfying to have a young, hot man literally serving at my feet. The symbolism mattered just as much as the sensation, and I was pleased with how perfectly I had curated this moment. I was clothed while he was naked, I lounged on the couch while he knelt on the floor. He had come to my door well-dressed and nervous while I was in my casual gym clothes. This was a man who had been my antagonist, a man who seduced and fucked and probably degraded younger women, and now he was practically begging for a touch of my sweat-stained socks.

Most of all, his once proud cock was locked up, and I had the key.

“How do they smell?”

“Um, they don’t?” Chad replied, unsure of himself.

“No need to lie,” I said, pushing my foot toward his face and scrunching my toes. “Can you smell how hard I worked?”

“Yes,” he said, after a pause.

“Do you like it?”

A longer pause this time, before a quiet reply. “Yes.”

“Pervert.”

I let him rub a little more, enjoying the redness in his face. As nice as his hands felt, though, we had already played this game last week. It was time to kick things up a gear.

“You know, I’m very happy with how well-behaved you’ve been this week,  but I still think I’m owed an apology.”

“An apology?” he looked up, face red and eyes dim. It was like his horniness was draining his IQ by the second.

“Yes, an apology,” I lightly prodded his slack face with my toe. “For keeping me up, for interrupting me today. Fuck it, for how you’ve treated women while we’re at it.”

Chad looked genuinely,  adorably contrite. “S-sorry?”

Time to move in for the kill. “I want you to show me you mean it. Kiss my foot.”

He barely hesitated, leaning forward to place a worshipful, almost chaste, peck on the top of my socked foot. I felt a little rush of power at the symbolic submission, receiving it like an ancient empress, but I wanted more. I wanted to degrade and humiliate this hot young stud, to revel in power. I wanted to be worshipped.

“Don’t be a little bitch. Kiss it properly, all up and down the sole.”

Chad did as he was told, dotting the bottom of my foot with firm kisses. The feeling was nice, but I knew what would make it even nicer.

“Take the socks off and put them in my trainers.”

He did exactly as directed before taking both feet by the ankles so he could kiss the soles from his kneeling position. I wiggled my toes playfully and admired my fresh pink pedicure while he went about his task.

A quick glance down at Chad’s crotch gave me another satisfying sight. His poor cock was struggling to get hard, the flesh poking painfully through the bars of the cage. The more humiliating I made this for him, the more he fell under my spell. God, what a perfect little pervert.

“Put a bit of tongue into it. French kiss them, like they’re one of your little girlfriends,” he added a little tongue, enjoyably tickling my skin but not quite hitting the depths of depravity I was looking for. “Properly, with fucking passion.”

Chad upped the ante, furiously Frenching my feet and even letting out a cute little moan of pleasure. I laughed and then stifled it, reasserting my bitchy, stern persona.

“God, you suck at this. No wonder you struggle to keep a girl, with kissing like that.”

Ooooft. That was a little harsh, and I instantly felt bad about it. He wasn’t a bad guy, I didn’t think, just a little selfish and immature. Chad’s response calmed me, though. Rather than walking away or breaking down, he instead kissed harder while his cock twitched in perverse delight.

So, he definitely liked being degraded. In that case, I was going to give him what he wanted- in abundance.

“Let’s see if you’re a better foot cleaner than you are a kisser. Lick up and down the sole.”

He did as I said, grimacing a little from the taste at first but soon falling into a pattern of long, worshipful licks. It felt amazing for me, the power rush making my soles feel almost as sensitive as my pussy.

“You should thank me for holding your key.”

“Thank you,” Chad mumbled in between licks.

“And for letting you practice your kissing on my sexy little feet.”

“Yes, thank you, Julie.”

“Call me Ma’am,” I suggested, on a whim. I wanted to remind him that he was submitting to a woman many years his senior.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I’m going to watch some TV while you take care of my feet. Maybe once I’m relaxed enough we can talk about your little treat.”

He nodded, that barest hint of a reward being more than enough to motivate him. For the next half an hour I watched some trashy reality TV while Chad worshipped my feet like his life depended on it. I largely ignored him, or pretended to anyway. In truth, my pussy was on fire, but I was willing to delay my own gratification to live out this little fantasy of having a desperate, subservient slave who I could afford not to pay attention to.

I occasionally broke my silence to give him directions, which he followed eagerly, or to make snide comments to keep him in his place.

“Lick in between the toes, get all the sweat and grime out. Do you like the way they taste? Is it better than pussy, you little perv? I was walking barefoot around that yoga studio as well, how often do you think they clean the floors?”

Chad licked and sucked, taking my humiliating comments and the occasional foot slap stoically until my show finished.

“I’m starving,” I said, with a relaxed little yawn. “There’s some salad stuff in the fridge. Why don’t you be a dear and throw that together for me? Fry some chicken to go along with it.”

There was no need for a threat to go along with this suggestion, with the dynamic between us now firmly established. I had a feeling that even if Chad wasn’t here for an unlocking, he would be eager to please me anyway. He was infatuated, as taken in by my newfound sense of power as I was.

I scrolled on my phone while Chad busied himself in the kitchen. Despite all my fantasizing about this kind of arrangement, I didn’t have a solid plan for what to do next. I enjoyed being mean to him. It let me work out a lot of those little life frustrations, and he seemed to get off on it as well. Still, maybe it was time to take a slightly more nurturing tone. Chad clearly craved direction, and to be fair he seemed to be responding well to it. Maybe if I added some honey to the vinegar I could keep this going, make it more than just a one-time thing.

That could be a mutually beneficial arrangement. At the very least, it would keep him on his toes.

I got up and made my way to the kitchen where Chad was chopping some peppers. He was doing an adequate job, better than a lot of men his age, but it was still an opportunity for me to show some firm but gentle leadership.

“You’re making a mess of that. Here, let me show you.”

I took the knife from him and started giving him an impromptu cooking lesson, showing him how to handle the knife and cut the vegetables neatly. After that, I instructed him on how I liked my chicken seasoned, walking him through a basic marinade. It was like having a naked butler, not like at a cheesy bachelorette party but in a real, tangible way. I felt like the lady of the manner, and I could tell from how Chad hung on my every word that he liked the attention, even if I was talking down to him.

At my direction, Chad put together one plate of chicken salad, his stomach practically growling. Normally, I was the kind of host who would insist on feeding a guest, but right now I had a point to prove. I didn’t want him to feel like a welcome guest. No, flush with power I decided that he had to learn his place - somewhere between a pet and a servant.

I sat down at the table and allowed him to serve me the food, sending him back to the kitchen for a glass of ice water. To spare his knees, I put a pillow on the floor next to me before telling him to kneel in silence while I ate.

My pussy was on fire now, demanding more direct attention. Still, I knew that no matter how desperate I was, he was suffering one thousand times more. It was worth waiting a little, savoring my own desire while teasing and torturing Chad. I scrolled on my phone and forced myself to ignore him, other than occasionally prodding his cage with my foot and offering him little bites off my fork as if he were a loyal dog. He accepted them gratefully, fitting into this role like he was a jigsaw piece.

I finished up and sent him away with the plate. Ideas for more games and torments ran through my mind, but I held back. There would be other opportunities to play with Chad, I hoped. If not, there would be other men and other opportunities. Now, it was time for me to come.

I turned the TV back on while Chad washed up, but not for more shows. Instead, I cast my phone to the big screen and loaded up some porn. I thought about going for something gay just to make him uncomfortable, but I was in the mood for some good old-fashioned BDSM. I found one where an older woman sat on a caged slave’s face, turning up the volume so that the dirty talk reverberated through to the kitchen.

As fun as teasing and playing with him was, my body demanded satisfaction. I went to my room to fetch a wand vibrator, telling him to come through when he was done. By the time he shuffled awkwardly back to the couch I was completely naked, using my fingers to slowly tease my clit.

“I’ll admit that holding that key for you, having you all locked up like this… it’s a massive turn-on,” I moaned, stating the obvious. “But waiting… frustration. Those are for bad boys who need to learn some discipline. I shouldn’t have to wait, should I?”

“No,” he replied, voice quiet but firm.

“So, what will you do for me?”

“Anything.”

Anything. Yes, that was the word I wanted to hear. I wanted to find the limits of anything, to push the boundaries of pleasure and pain and frustration until Chad became my mindfucked slave. Still, one step at a time.

“Kneel here,” I pointed at the floor in front of me and placed my feet on his shoulder.

He looked amazing, with a tight young body that just begged to be played with. The way he looked at me was as hot as his body, with wide, worshipful eyes drinking in every inch of my body.

I wiped my wet fingers on his face before roughly shoving them into his mouth. Chad eagerly licked my juices off, gagging but not giving up as I explored deeper and deeper.

“How does it taste?”

“Like heaven, Ma’am.”

“Oh, what a difference a week makes! You were so rude and now you are oh so eager to please. You want to make me happy, make me relaxed, right?”

“Right.”

“Do you want to eat my pussy?”

“Yes, Ma’am, please,” his voice was strained with genuine desperation. I knew he truly wanted it, which is why I had to deny him.

“No, no pussy for you. You haven’t earned it, and I’m not sure I trust you not to slobber on it like some over-eager pup.”

He looked devastated, like he might actually cry. Good. This is the kind of effect I wanted to have on him.

“If you like, I could teach you how to do it properly sometime,” he nodded eagerly, but I kept going before he had the chance to beg or bargain. “For now, I just want you to lick my ass.”

I rolled back and kicked my legs back so that he had full access, thanking myself for all the yoga and Pilates I had done. Chad didn’t hesitate, burying face in my most intimate area and searching out my whole with his tongue. I felt flush with power, loving every filthy moment.

“Spread the cheeks, really get in there,” I instructed, feeling no shame or sympathy as my body demanded that I act with complete selfishness. “I want you to clean every inch of my sweaty crack. You need to tongue-fuck it properly until I come. And savor the fucking taste while you do it.”

Chad moaned in agreement as I degraded him, a week of chastity already remolding his mind, or at least uncovering the latent submissiveness that was perhaps always inside him. His psychology was an intriguing puzzle, but it was one that I would have plenty of time to think about later. For now, all that mattered was that this sexy little stud, this ex-frat boy alpha male, was eagerly licking the sweat and juices from musky body, debasing himself for my amusement. I picked up my wand and turned it on, using one hand to rub it against my clit while the other pulled Chad’s face in, burying his nose in my cunt and his tongue in my ass.

I could have held back, but I had waited long enough. As the orgasmic brink approached I began to buck and gyrate against his face, rolling my hips with no care for his comfort. He was a sexy toy for me to use and abuse and take out my frustrations on, a cross between a dildo and a punchbag. As I reached the edge I pictured all the men who had wronged me, undermined and doubted me, imagining that it was their faces that I was coming on.

“FUUUCK YESSS,” I screamed, feeling an orgasm rip through me. It came in waves and I could tell before even the first one subsided that this was about to get messy. In other circumstances I might have held back, trying to spare my partner the full force of my squirt, but not today. I wanted to disgrace Chad’s face, to mark my territory by emptying myself all over him. I relaxed fully into the orgasm, squirting blast after blast of, well, whatever that liquid was. For his part, Chad drank it down eagerly like it was divine nectar, making me wonder again about just what I could make this little slut endure.

I kept my hand on his head as I came down from my high, telling him to keep licking gently. While he soothed my still throbbing cunt with his mouth I stroked his fair hair, murmuring sweet encouraging nothings. His back muscles were tense under my legs and his body occasionally twitched with discomfort, arousal, or both. Still, he kept going without complaining, submission winning its duel with desperation.

“Water,” I said, kicking him away gently. Part of me felt like saying please, my post-coital chill threatening to ruin my persona, but I made sure to stay in character. “And don’t wash your face, I want you to smell of me.”

Chad duly scurried off, his face still slick with my juices, while I idly thought about who I would share this story with. Perhaps some of my closest friends, or some old acquaintances from the kink scene, because I was too proud to keep this quiet forever.


Sweet Release

Chad

What the fuck was that?

A dream come true, a fantasy realized, a nightmare, a step too far? Was I acting in a porno, or a blackmail tape, or was this just my life now?

I pondered these questions while pouring Julie the water she had demanded. God, I loved it when she was demanding. Maybe it was the joy of turning my brain off by following orders, giving me the same kind of absolution through the annihilation that I got from weed. Or maybe I was just a pervert, with this being how I got my sick kicks.

Either way, it felt right.

Still, as right as it felt, my body was crying out for release after a week of obsession and abstinence. My heavy balls ached and my cock was sore from what was now over an hour of constant straining against the cage. Pestering her wouldn’t work, of course, so I simply brought Julie her water and knelt on the ground. Hopefully, subservience would be the thing that got me my reward.

Julie stretched out like a cat, yawning and dangling her feet off the couch near my face. For a moment I thought she was going to start the whole cycle over again. She might tell me to rub her feet or suck on those sexy toes while she fell into a post-coital slumber. That would be torture for me, with my desperate need for sweet release, but it was also a heavenly fantasy as I thought about serving this selfish goddess forever. I knew, deep down, that I would do whatever she said. What she said, in the end, was much scarier.

“Right, I’m going to go out soon, so we'd better get on with this.”

“Out?” I asked, dumbstruck. I quickly added a Ma’am to my question, hoping that speaking like a butler would stop her from getting angry at my obvious disappointment.

“Yes, out,” Julie said, slow and patronizingly. “To a bar, with some girlfriends. Might even find a man for tonight.”

A real man, is what she meant, not some silly little boy who lets someone lock his cock up. My heart sank, as I realized that she was running out of attention to give me.

“Awe, you look sad. Don’t you want to have your little pee-pee free? You can go home and jack it in peace.”

“I, um, yeah. It’s just-”

“I think I understand,” Julia interrupted me, a wry smile on her face. It was clear that she was playing with me, always one step ahead. “You think you deserve a reward?”

I thought carefully about what to say next. I didn’t want her to think I was selfish, greedy, or unappreciative.

“This week has been its own reward. It’s just… I’ll be sad to stop serving you.”

Julia pushed her lip out and made a face of exaggerated sympathy. “So needy! Since you’re so cute, how about this- I’ll send you some nice pictures of my feet to keep you busy while I’m out dancing.”

That was not what I was hoping for. I had wanted, perhaps on some level expected, a handjob at least. In the outer reaches of my fantasies I had even imagined fucking Julie, unleashing a week’s worth of frustration on her curvy body. Instead, it looked like it would be another night of obsession and desperation.

“Th- thank you, Ma’am,” I said, accepting my fate.

Julie padded through to her room and came back quickly with the key, having no trouble finding it now that she was “relaxed.” I marveled at the way she had played me, making me dance so gladly to her tune.

She fondled my balls while unlocking the cage, biting her lower lip in arousal. My cock sprang to full attention as soon as it was free, jutting toward her face all red and twitching. She laughed and then, to my surprise, blew on it carefully like she was trying to cool down a cup of coffee. Even that barest hint of sensation was enough to send waves of perverse pleasure running through my body.

“Wow, I’ve never seen a cock look this desperate! And I suppose you have been very good…” I held my breath as Jule theatrically pondered my fate. “How about this? I don’t have time to play with your dirty little cock, or much interest, but since you’ve been so well behaved I’m willing to let you hump my leg.”

“Hump?”

“Yes, hump it like a little horny puppy. Come on, I need to do my makeup. On your hands and knees.”

Julie got up and walked away, taking it on faith that I would follow. Of course, she was right. I might be free of my cage, but my desperation to be close to her was as strong as my desperation to come.

She told me to wait outside the bathroom while she peed. I listened and wondered just how far I would let her push me, knowing that it would take a lot to make me blink now. Maybe that would be different now I was free. The post-nut clarity might allow me to regain some pride and some limits. That thought made me anxious more than happy, though. I didn’t want my life to go back to the way it had been.

Julie opened the door and summoned me in, arranging me in front of the mirror. She pushed her big round butt back so that it was resting on my face, supporting some of her weight while she started her beauty routine. It was uncomfortable, but so sexy that I didn’t care.

“Go on, hump away. If you can come, you can come, but I’m leaving once I’m ready either way.”

She stood up straight and placed her legs together, apparently wanting me to fuck her creamy calves. I inched forward and placed my leaking, slick rod against her skin, my face pressed against her lower back. Julie ignored my frotting, focusing on her task while I ground against her pathetically.

I had started off being worried that I wouldn’t be able to come like this, denied a hand or a mouth or even a little scrap of attention, but after a week of confinement I was already shamefully close to the edge. The friction between Julie’s soft calves felt heavenly, while my mind spun with submissive pleasure. I was utterly broken.

“Ugh, I’m coming,” I moaned, feeling the need to warn her of the impending explosion despite already having permission. Julie opened her legs just as I reached the point of no return, her laughter both sweet and cruel. I thrust forward, fucking the air as I desperately sought out the kind of friction that could make my orgasm enjoyable. Instead, I found myself letting out my week’s worth of cum in a pathetic dribble rather than the mighty spurt that my heavy balls demanded. It was an orgasm, technically, but a ruined, frustrating one. Yet another cruel, creative trick of Julie’s.

“Look what you’ve done,” she said, turning to face me and pointing at her legs. There were sticky goblets of cum on her calves, ankles, and feet. “Time to clean up your mess.”

I could have said no, of course. I could have respectfully declined or I could have just left. I didn’t though. Instead, I just bent down, as if I was a puppet on a string. The tase of my cum was salty and disgusting, but part of my mind savored the shame that the degrading act brought on. This was sick, but I loved it.

“Fuck, this was fun,” Julie said, her hand drifting down to her crotch. “Now, let me ask you a question.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, looking up at her from my knees.

“You can let me keep that cage and we can forget this ever happened. You can do whatever you like, as long as you keep the noise down, of course, and I’ll find someone else to play with. Or… I can lock you back up and we can do this again next week.”

I hesitated. This week had been amazing, a possible turning point in my disastrous early move into adulthood, but it had also been a maelstrom of frustration and perversion. I had wanted to change, and I had, but I had no idea of knowing where this path would lead. Where Julie would lead.

She read my uncertainty and jumped back in.

“Have a shower, here, while you think it over. That way your cock will be nice and clean if you decide to take me up on it. There’s a razor in there, as well, if you need to shave. I’m staying in the room, though, I don’t want you playing with yourself in my shower.”

I did as she suggested, letting the hot water wash over my tense body as I considered her offer.”

This had been a mindfuck, but a glorious one. Julie had looked even sexier than I could possibly have imagined, with her sensuous curves and soft skin just begging to be worshipped. She had used my face and mouth so selfishly for her pleasure, yet it was me who felt blessed. Her cum tasted better than wine and even the sweat from between her ass cheeks made me want to keep licking until my tongue got sore. I had loved serving her and knew that if I didn’t get more, I would just keep craving it.

“So, what’s it going to be?” Julie asked as I left the safety of the shower.

I got down on my knees and bowed, deciding to make it theatrical. I kissed the top of each foot, before giving my answer. “Please lock me up, Ma’am.”

“Good choice,” she murmured, her voice a low and sensual growl. “We should set some ground rules, a safe word, things like that. First though… go pour me a drink. I wasn’t joking about going out.”

***

Julie sent me home with my cock securely locked and with a simple set of rules and instructions. We had agreed to use an amber, red safe word system, so I could let her know if this arrangement was getting out of hand or if anything she asked was beyond my limits. We would see each other at least once a week for my cleaning and potential release, as well as whenever she wanted during the week. I would follow any instructions that she gave me, so long as they wouldn’t put my job or personal relationships in danger.

And, of course, no loud parties.

She had started that one off by telling me not to brush my teeth until right before bed, to make sure I could taste what we had gotten up to.

My phone buzzed, breaking my weak attempt to distract myself from my unresolved arousal with video games. I was hornier than ever, with my partial release earlier being completely undone by the knowledge that Julie was now my full-time keyholder. I picked it up, to see a message from the woman who was at the forefront of my mind.

Get yourself to bed before 11. Send me a timestamped picture of you in bed, cage showing, and you’ll get a little treat.

A week ago, the idea of putting myself in such a vulnerable position by sending these pictures would have terrified me. It still did, but I trusted Julie to look after my interests, for some reason. That or I was just so desperate. Either way, I was all in.

Good boy, she replied quickly when I sent the picture she requested. My phone suddenly buzzed as it received several picture messages in quick succession. Julie in a tight party dress, posing with friends. A cleavage-heavy selfie in a bar. A picture of her high-heeled foot, with a gold anklet.

And on that anklet- my key.

Goodnight, pet.

Goodnight, Ma’am.
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