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Owning Josh 
 
      
 
    Last night, they argued. Sure, every couple gets into a disagreement at one point or another. Sometimes feelings get hurt too, only this was different. Josh said things he couldn’t take back. He’s always known about his temper. He even warned his wife, except last night was different. It changed things. 
 
    The argument left a flare of anger in his gut along with something else…regret. Just as he opened his eyes in the morning, he tried to roll over because he needed to discuss this with Nicole. 
 
    He’d tell her that he’s sorry. He’d explain his side. 
 
    But when he tried to roll over, it doesn’t work. Rotating his position should have been easy. It should have been like a reflex, something he just did. And yet, when he made the attempt, he still couldn’t move. 
 
    Registering the oddness of this situation, Josh fluttered his eyes open. He looked around the room, surprised. First off, it’s bright in here. Usually, he wakes up with his alarm, even on the weekends. Ambition is always driving him forward. He never feels like he can relax. 
 
    Of course, that only takes a moment for him to realize. He tries to roll over, to get up, only he can’t. He looks down at his body, his eyes get big. What the hell is he seeing? What the hell is he looking at? 
 
    It doesn’t make any sense to him. Yes, he understands what he’s seeing, but the circumstances are wrong. The blankets have been pulled away from his body. He’s naked, his arms and legs spread. When he turns his head to the side, he sees the handcuffs around his wrist. There’s another one on his other wrist. Other manacles encircle his ankles. 
 
    Somehow, he is naked, on his back, chained to his bed. 
 
    He licks his lips quickly, resisting the urge to panic. Josh has always been a focused. His temper might get the best of him occasionally (like last night), but he won’t panic. This is one reason why he has done so well with his business. 
 
    Doing his best to think this through logically, he attempts to wiggle his wrists. He brings his fingertips together, hoping that he might be able to slip free. But as he pulls, the edges of the handcuffs dig down into his wrists and palms. 
 
    With even less dexterity in his ankles, he knows that he won’t be able to squirm out of those restraints. Slowly, he comes to the rather pessimistic view that he’s actually stuck in these chains. 
 
    That raises another question.  
 
    Who did this? 
 
    There’s only one answer: Nicole. 
 
    His nostrils flare, he tries to figure out what he should do precisely. He presses his lips together. Without even really thinking about it, he figures out what she wants. This is the first step. She wants him to cry out for her. She wants to hear him shout her name so that she can saunter in here whenever she likes. In this way, she will take control.  
 
    But then he smirked sardonically. She’s already in control. That much is obvious. 
 
    He bites on the inside of his mouth, torn between common sense and pride. He doesn’t want to admit anything, especially the idea that he might be genuinely helpless there on their bed. 
 
    Pressing his lips together, he tries to think of something else he can do. 
 
    Nothing comes to mind. She has him trapped. As Josh considers his circumstances, he wonders if maybe he should plan something else. Okay, so she’s going to come into this room, and they’re going to talk. He already knows that if he tells her to simply release him, she probably won’t to do it. It’s an infuriating thought, especially because she is supposed to be his wife. 
 
    When they first got together, Nicole seemed perfectly comfortable with the idea of being his helpmate. He would go off to work, plan for his business, and she would stay home. For just two years, this seemed to work. But now, she has been saying that he has done extremely well and been very lucky. That means it’s time for him to slow down, not speed up. 
 
    They don’t need more. 
 
    Instead, they should spend their time together, relaxing, having fun. 
 
    No. Maybe he’s being stubborn, but Josh doesn’t care. He isn’t interested in just sitting on some beach somewhere, relaxing. There are too many things he still wants to do. Yes, work is hard, and he does get stressed out, and maybe he occasionally lets that bleed into his relationship, but Josh wants to focus. 
 
    Ambition drives him forward.  
 
    Or so he thinks. 
 
    Fine. So is going to have to talk. He’s also going to have to do it from a rather inconvenient position. He can’t let this undermine his position. 
 
    “Nicole. Nicole, where are you?” He calls out those words, his voice booming between the walls. 
 
    Nothing. No response of any kind. He grimaces, wondering if maybe she has gone out. It’s certainly a possibility. Then again, he doesn’t think she would so irresponsible. What if something happened and he was chained to the bed? It was unlikely, but there could be a fire. 
 
    No. She’s playing with him. 
 
    Gritting his teeth, Josh inhales through his nostrils. He opens his mouth, and is getting ready to say something else. He wants to call for her, to get her to come talk to him. But if he does, will it sound like he’s begging? 
 
    Probably. And that’s the point. 
 
    She wants him at a disadvantage. She wants him to feel helpless. 
 
    Last night, she said something similar. Apparently, when he puts his business first, Nicole feels like she doesn’t matter. She feels like she isn’t enough of a priority relationship. 
 
    It sounds absurd to him. Doesn’t she know that he’s working for them? He’s working to make sure that they have a very, very bright future. 
 
    Somehow, that isn’t good enough for her. Shaking his head, he thinks about all the stuff he needs to do at his office today. Could other people handle it? Probably. Josh doesn’t care. He starts thinking about the different projects and deadlines he has set for himself. 
 
    The frustration mounts, one second collapsing into the next. Really, he should just be sure and call out for her again. He should tell himself that this is a big deal. Clearly, his wife is trying to send him a message. He hasn’t listened to anything else she has said. Maybe this will get his attention. 
 
    But it doesn’t. 
 
    Instead, he keeps thinking about what he should be doing instead of laying there, powerless in bed. 
 
    Because he can’t quite help himself, Josh loses control of his temper. His heart starts beating faster. Heat cascades along his body. Even though he must know that it’s futile, he starts pulling against the handcuffs, kicking, punching, throwing his body from side to side. 
 
    The chains jingle, and the bed rattles. There’s a thumping sound every time he picks himself up and throws himself down, like that would make any difference. He keeps at it, determined. The handcuffs lock tighter automatically with every pull, but Josh doesn’t care. 
 
    Finally, his anger burns out. He drops back down to the mattress. Practically snarling, he wants to grab his wife, to throw her down onto the bed. Clearly, she needs some time in chains. Oh yes, he likes that idea. Maybe they need to have a conversation about equality. Because he works harder, he should be the one who gets to take control whenever he likes. 
 
    His cock starts to harden at the idea. 
 
    Throwing his head back, he gives up. He knows that he’s not going to win this, so he might as well get it over with. “Nicole, please, can you please come in here?” 
 
    Yes, it sounds like he’s begging and he hates himself for that. Settling back, he closes his eyes. He tries to get the anger to dissipate from his frame. And yet, it’s still there, lingering in his arms, in his legs, in his chest. 
 
    Fortunately, the door does open. Nicole walks into the room. She dressed simply in jeans and a T-shirt. She looks cute. She has her shoulder length, blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail. Her bright blue eyes lock onto Josh’s face. “Good morning,” she says simply. 
 
    He understands that it’s probably going to be a waste of breath, but Josh can’t help himself. “Let me up. Please.” The last word grinds out onto the air like he can barely force the sounds past his lips. 
 
    Nicole walks over to the bed. She runs her eyes up and down her husband’s helpless body. “And why would I do that?” 
 
    “Because you can’t change the rules without talking to me. You can’t do this, Nicole.”  
 
    “Interesting,” she says, touching a finger to her lips. “Because I’m pretty sure I can and did.” She winks down at him. 
 
    “I’m serious! Let me up! Let me up right now!” He knows it’s a waste of energy. He comprehends this, and yet it doesn’t really matter. He starts stretching again, flexing his muscles like some wild beast. Unfortunately, this animal is now in captivity, and there’s nothing he can do about it. 
 
    He yanks and twists his body, contorting himself as he tries to find some way out of those restraints. None of it works; none of that helps. He keeps at it until his energy flags. He drops back down to the mattress, panting. 
 
    “Are you done?” Her question is so blasé, like his best efforts hardly matter at all. 
 
    Eyes wide, Josh isn’t sure what he should say. How is he supposed to respond to something like this? For her part, Nicole has been about this for a long, long time. She knows exactly what he needs, and she’s going to give it to him, whether he likes it or not. But for Josh, this is all new. This is a totally different experience. 
 
    Josh struggles against the restraints again, perhaps hoping that there might be some chance for escape. 
 
    No. He isn’t going anywhere. Nicole has him exactly where she wants him. That’s why it’s so easy for her to wait, to remain poised above him, her hands on her hips. “It’s okay. I’m sure you’re confused. This must be something new for you, Josh. You always like to think that you get to be in charge. That’s not how this is going to work, not this time.” Nicole speaks those words slowly, letting each syllable slide out on the air. Simultaneously, she pulls herself up onto the bed. She looks down his naked frame, enjoying the way his muscles ripple and clinch, especially as he halfheartedly pulls or tugs against the bonds, all without thinking. 
 
    At this point, though, his struggles were animalistic reactions, nothing but a desperate reflex. She knows this, so she really doesn’t mind. Now she is between his legs, she looks down at him. “What do you think it’s going to take to break you?” 
 
    “What?” Josh glares back at her, his expression tensed with frustration. 
 
    “It’s a very simple question, Josh,” Nicole replies, grinning coquettishly “what you think it’s going to take to break you?” 
 
    “You can’t. You can’t break me,” he tells her impressively, he actually sounds like he might mean those words. On her part, Nicole just giggles, shaking her head from side to side. The blonde tips of her hair brush against her shoulders. 
 
    She might be wearing a simple outfit, just her jeans and the white fabric of her T-shirt, yet she has no problem asserting this kind of authority. After all, he was her spouse. As far as Nicole is concerned, this means that she belongs to him. 
 
    With a grin on her face, she leans down, touching her palms to his calves. She drags her fingernails up along his thighs, closer and closer to his pubis. Her fingers continue to move, darting and teasing his sensitive flesh. 
 
    Inevitably, his body responds. There is that natural reaction. To make matters worse for Josh, Nicole knows his body. She smiles at him, that flirtatious curve of her lips teasing him to fresh heights. “You know, if you just give up right now, this can go a lot more easily for you,” she promises. “I don’t need to be rough. I don’t need to be cruel.” 
 
    “Just let me up, and we can talk about this like people,” he says, protesting. With every sound, desperation rings out in his voice. Nicole actually likes that. She likes it a lot. She knows that she is focused on her husband and his subjugation, but she must also think about herself. In the end, this is a selfish act, after all. 
 
    Plenty of girlfriends and wives out in the world know what they want. They know what they hope to achieve in their relationships. But they don’t have the courage or strength to simply take it. This is a mistake that Nicole refuses to make. So she touches her husband, teasing, exciting him.  
 
    “If you don’t want to be my slave, just stay nice and soft. Don’t get excited. I’m not going to listen to you, Josh. I’m going to listen to your manhood here.” She winks at him, all while her fingers continue to play on his body. 
 
    Placing her nails against the sides of his legs, she scratches him lightly, sending electric tickles of sensation running through his body. 
 
    When he glances up at her, Josh realizes something. She’s telling the truth. 
 
    As difficult as it is to believe, Nicole really does want this for him. She actually wants to enslave him, to keep him like this. 
 
    “You’re serious,” he says, unable to keep the shock from his voice. 
 
    “That’s right. I want you, Josh. I want to keep you as my slave boy. I want to own you so thoroughly that you think of nothing but pleasing me. I want to make sure that you understand your place in this household. I’m going to be in charge, you will do whatever I want. I know exactly how to make that happen.” There it is again, that wicked grin. 
 
    Yes, he hears each word. Yes, he understands what each one means. Yet, when put together into a sentence, they no longer make sense. Some part of him can’t comprehend what she’s saying. 
 
    “Don’t look so shocked, Josh. You know that this is what you need. You know that this would be good for you.” 
 
    “No way. I’m not going to do this!” 
 
    “But we’ve hardly started,” she says, biting on her lower lip. Josh hates the playful certainty, she knows there’s no chance of winning. 
 
    Nicole slides forward, crawling up the length of his body. She places her knuckles by his chest. And she leans down, she kisses him softly on the mouth. He tries not to respond or to react. Right now, she keeps her eyes closed, and the soft mounds of her chest press into him. Her hand drifts down, languidly playing with his thighs, the flat of his stomach, and then his shaft. Her fingers move gently over the length of his member, teasing him, pleasing him. 
 
    Yes, it feels wonderful, but he knows that there will be a price to pay for this. She isn’t doing this for his benefit. It’s for hers. It’s all for her. 
 
    And yet, as she continues to kiss, there is something hypnotic about the movement of her body on top of his. The gentle rhythm keeps him excited. Not only that, he can feel the curves and the warmth of her breasts, the heat of her lips, the play of her fingers.  
 
    She breaks off the kiss and looks down into his eyes. “All you need to do is give up right now. Give up, and I will make it feel good for you,” she promises. All the while, she continues to touch, her fingers playing along his length. 
 
    He shivers, trying to resist. The desire spreads through his body. His lips part, he tries to hold it back, to pretend this doesn’t really work. But it does. The need begins to blur his vision as he closes his eyes. He takes a breath, holding it tight in his lungs. 
 
    “You can’t hide from me,” she promises. “I get to do whatever I want, you get to lay here and take it.” Her fingertips move down, caressing his base, his scrotum, the spot just beneath his balls. All the while, it feels like her fingers are dancing through these quick, complicated little movements. 
 
    Gritting his teeth, he tries to resist. He summons up all of his willpower, but it doesn’t do any good. She has him, and she knows it. Worse, he can’t stop her from doing exactly what he likes, exactly what he wants, what he craves. 
 
    “If you’re a very good boy, I’ll let you come. That’s what you want, isn’t it? Don’t kid yourself, Josh. You can’t help yourself. You’re helpless, and I know exactly what you want.” 
 
    That’s when she decides to be particularly cruel. She pulls herself away from his torso. Her hands glide down to the edges of her shirt, she grabs it. She peels it off, revealing her bare stomach, her naked shoulders and her bra. And yet, even that flimsy garment made of silk and cotton won’t last for long. She discards it, throwing it down to the floor. Now she’s naked from the waist up. 
 
    If Josh really wanted to fight and resist, he would find the strength to close his eyes. Yet, he can’t. Like a horny newlywed, he stares right up at his wife. On some level, he must understand that there are going to be consequences. But that doesn’t matter to him, not here, not now. 
 
    Nicole reaches up, and she touches two fingers to the corners of her mouth. She sucks on them gently, her eyes still on his. He knows that he should look away. He knows that he should fight her, but he can’t. It feels too good. 
 
    She holds her fingers up, each one moist. Then she leans down, showing off the contours of her breasts. Her fingers slip over to her nipples. Of course, they are already hard, each one standing at attention. 
 
    Nicole knows that she’s showing off. She knows that she’s tormenting this boy, and that only adds to her excitement. She moves her fingers in neat, tight circles around her nipples. Pretty soon, she lifts her chin. She breaks eye contact, looking up at the ceiling as the pleasure cascades through her nervous system. 
 
    “Oh, that feels so good. There’s something wonderful about knowing you can just touch yourself however you want.” She grins down with just momentary eye contact. It’s enough for him to read her expression, to know that she loves teasing him. At this point, her pussy must be wet as well, not that he gets to find out anytime soon. 
 
    Her fingers play along those curves, teasing those buttons. She savors the pleasure that runs through her body, the heat playing on her skin. Then she slowly moves her hand down. She brushes along that spot between her legs. “Would you like me to ride you, Josh?” 
 
    “I, I don’t care,” he says. 
 
    That makes her grin for the simple fact that she knows he’s lying. It’s adorable, watching him try to obfuscate at this point. Doesn’t he know that he is helpless? Doesn’t he realize that he can’t lie to her? 
 
    Oh well. It’s fun—like when a cat gets to toy with a pet mouse that she may or may not eat… 
 
    “You care. You want this. You can’t help yourself,” she tells him.  
 
    Retreating back, she leans down. She takes his balls in her hands, her fingers gliding over that sensitive skin. She works her way up, wrapping her fingers around his member. She moves her palm up and down, up and down, a soft, teasing rhythm that he can’t ignore. 
 
    “I could go down on you right now, Josh. Would you like that? Would you like me to go down on you?” She giggles. “Just think about how good it would feel for you. You could think of whatever you like. Imagine a supermodel or something else. Think of my mouth tight around your shaft.” 
 
    Of course, she’s a good wife, so she’s gone down many, many times before. She has licked and sucked, using her dexterous tongue to great effect. Those memories ripple back behind his eyes as he grates his teeth. More and more, he can feel the desires racing through his skin, calling out for release and relief. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, Nicole isn’t interested in letting him off. No, he’s going to have to succumb first. As she promised, he’s going to have to break.  
 
    Josh must understand this, on some level, in some corner of his mind. And yet, he is a stubborn guy. He’ll try to fight and resist. 
 
    “Okay,” she says. “If you’re feeling stubborn and you don’t care about getting off, then I guess I will just have to do it on my own.” 
 
    She pulls off her jeans. She removes her panties. All the while, she glances back in his direction, sure that he knows he won’t get to enjoy himself as he does exactly what she wants. So really, what’s more important, self-respect or independence? 
 
    Nicole already knows what he’s going to choose in the end. 
 
    “I’m not going to let you do this. I won’t let you win,” he says, except his voice stretches, nearly breaking. Nicole twirls her panties on the tip of her finger. And she throws them down to the floor along with the rest of her clothing. 
 
    She might be naked, but that doesn’t change anything. She’s still in charge. That much is obvious. Some people are capable of exerting authority with hardly any effort. They are charismatic or simply dangerous. They wield an inherent boldness that allows them to take over. 
 
    This is Nicole. 
 
    Josh’s wife grins down again at him. Yes, he closes his eyes once more, but that’s just a paltry attempt to hide. It won’t work. He can’t protect himself from this woman, not when she knows exactly what she wants. 
 
    And she won’t be denied. 
 
    “Where should I touch you next? Should I play with your legs? Your sides? Should I lick your neck, Josh?” She knows how much he enjoys that last one. 
 
    Decision made, she leans down again, stretching her body along his. She presses her lips to his neck. Her tongue laps out, and he starts to moan as the sensations sprint through his body. Poor boy. Because he naïvely kept his eyes closed, he didn’t see this coming. Now he must endure the pleasure, the rocketing sensation spreading through his skin. 
 
    He might be able to close his eyes, yet he can’t hide from the sound of her voice. Understanding this, Nicole flashes a feral grin. “I’m going to win, Josh. I’m going to take you down you. I’ll make you into my plaything. What do you think of that?” 
 
    His lips part, and he wants to say something, but her tongue is busy at his neck once more. He can’t stop it. He can’t even slow her down. 
 
    His eyes fly open, his irises on display as she stretches her hand back down his legs. She cups his balls, her thumb and fingertips playing over his body. He squirms. He might even try to scratch, Nicole knows. But it still wouldn’t make any difference. That is part she loves about this. 
 
    Her husband gets to make decisions, only none of them matter. Nothing she actually does to him can be stopped. Nothing he attempts will make the slightest difference. 
 
    Her fingers wrap around his cock. She can feel some of his excitement on her skin, not that she cares. Every little droplet simply emphasizes her power here. She squeezes him, he feels like he might be able to get off. 
 
    He groans, his voice stretching pathetically. He desperately needs completion. 
 
    “Please,” he says, practically whimpering the word. 
 
    “Please, what?” Her voice is lit with amusement. Oh yes, she wants to hear him beg. She wants to soak in his subjugation. Before he woke up in their bed, he really did think that he could do whatever he liked. He never imagined that there would be serious consequences. 
 
    Poor boy. Silly boy. 
 
    She squeezes again, bring him closer and closer to that climax. If she gripped him just a second longer, his body would rebel, and he would lose control. Fortunately, Nicole knows her husband. She recognizes the point of no return, so she is there at edge, and then she stops. Her hand comes away. 
 
    “No!” Josh squeals that word like some damsel in distress. 
 
    “Maybe if you beg, I’ll let you have it,” she says. She pushes herself up on her knuckles. Her hair falls down, almost caressing his cheeks. “What’s it going to be, Josh? Can you show me? Can you tell me?” 
 
    Desperate, he searches through his psyche for some rush of anger or frustration, something he can use to hold her off. And yes, even as he thinks about his own ideologies, it doesn’t work. Josh knows that he’s helpless before her, so she can do whatever she likes for as long as she likes. With this in mind, he knows that she’s going to win. It’s simple…it’s inevitable.  
 
    So he closes his eyes and throws his head back. 
 
    “Yes, fine. I will do whatever you want. I will be whatever you want. Please, just let me get off!” Panting, he looks up at her, his eyes wide with desperation. She smirks, only to slide off the bed. She grabs her panties and balls them in the palm of her hand. He watches. 
 
    Confused, he doesn’t know what happened. Why is she doing that? Why isn’t she touching him? 
 
    Nicole tilts her head to the side as she watches her husband, as she awaits the inevitable. His lips are parted slightly, but that’s not good enough. There’s more she requires. 
 
    He is ready to ask a question. There’s something he needs to know. That’s why he opens his mouth, and he starts to speak. 
 
    Nicole shoves her panties between his teeth. She pushes it down, gagging him. She holds her fingers up against his lips, making sure that he doesn’t try to spit it out. “Don’t do anything stupid, Josh. I’ve gagged you, and I’m not going to let you spit these out until I’ve decided to give you permission. Nod if you understand.” 
 
    He brings his head down then up again. “I’m glad to hear it. You see, you can be trained. That’s what’s most important.” 
 
    Narrowing his eyes, he glares at her. Under normal circumstances, a guy like Josh would be able to intimidate those around him. Right here and right now, tied down and helpless with panties in his mouth, he just looks like a toy. 
 
    Nicole can’t wait to play with him. 
 
    “This next part is going to be very, very hard for you, but that’s okay. I don’t mind, Josh. So this is what’s going to happen. I am going to leave you here. You’re going to keep those panties in your mouth. You’re going to calm down. When I come back, I’m going to put something on you and you’re not going fight. Because if you do, I’m going to continue to touch you and make you so desperately, pathetically hard that you will cry out for release. You understand?” 
 
    Yes, Josh understands. That’s why he pops his head down and up again. She smiles at him, her expression patronizing and also proud. “That’s good. You see, you’re going to learn how to behave one way or another. You don’t need to worry about being your own man because you belong to me.” 
 
    With those words, she leans forward and kisses him. 
 
    This time, the kiss only lasts for a couple of seconds. Then she pulls away. She leaves the room, and he watches his wife. From one moment to the next, he keeps thinking that she’s going to turn around, that this is just some sort of game, a way for her to play with him. 
 
    But no. She’s gone. 
 
      
 
    She didn’t allow him an orgasm; she didn’t touch him or give him the release that he begged for. She took everything she wanted to, only to leave him frustrated and desperate, his heart pounding, his mouth dry. 
 
    At first, Josh doesn’t say anything. He presses his lips together, waiting. He focuses on his patience; he tells himself that she’s going to come right back. It’s just a game, after all. It’s not a big deal. 
 
    The seconds coalesce into minutes, and Josh suddenly can’t help himself. “Nicole! Please, Nicole, you can’t just leave me here!” He barely manages to articulate himself with the panties still in his mouth. He pulls against the shackles, thinking that maybe if he does a good job, she will come right back. It’s a nice idea. It might actually work. 
 
    Or maybe not. 
 
    Eventually, his shaft goes flaccid. Poor slave boy. He can’t maintain an erection, not without additional stimulation. But then, that’s the entire point. Even though his shaft softens, the desire continues to swirl through his body. 
 
    Horny and frustrated, he closes his eyes. He tries to think of something erotic, something he might be able to use to get off. But no. Even when he manages to achieve another erection, it’s not good enough. 
 
    He can’t get off. He can’t get that release.  
 
    Josh locks his teeth together, thinking about what this means. What is her plan? What is her game? 
 
    Again and again, he tries to figure out what she wants, what her plan is going to be. 
 
    Time starts to fracture. He doesn’t know how long he has been here. Has it been minutes or hours? When he closes his eyes, it becomes easier to forget about. Everything falls apart. 
 
    Then the door opens again, and he opens eyes. He looks over at Nicole as she saunters into the room. She has on another pair of jeans. The denim is tight along her legs and between her thighs. 
 
    Josh bites down on the inside of his mouth, doing anything and everything he can to distract himself. He knows he should try to say something, but he can’t bring himself to do it, not again, not while he has the panties in his mouth. 
 
    “Good. You didn’t try to spit them out. I’m glad you’re learning, Josh.” 
 
    Her eyes practically glitter with amusement. Meanwhile, he tenses up with another dose of frustration. She can tease him and play with him. She can say whatever she wants, and he can’t stop her. 
 
    “You want to know what I have?” Sure enough, she keeps both of her arms pivoted near her ass. Because of the angle she’s standing at, Josh can’t see what she is holding. 
 
    He tells himself that it will not be a big deal, that he will overcome this, whatever it happens to be. If he can resist, then Nicole won’t have fun. If she doesn’t have fun, then she might let him go. It’s a nice thought and his only plan. 
 
    “Close your eyes and don’t open them, Josh.” 
 
    He isn’t sure exactly why he does it, yet Josh obeys. Perhaps the training is working. Nicole wants him as her slave. Maybe that is precisely what she will get, so long as she is patient, so long as she wears him down. 
 
    She climbs up onto the bed. He can feel the mattress shift beneath her, and now she is between his legs. He wonders if she is going to touch him, if she is going to give him the orgasm that she owes him. 
 
    Nicole touches his cock, though it’s different this time. There’s something else she wants; she doesn’t arouse him, though he still feels the desires spinning through his chest like some primal, animal instinct. 
 
    “It’s okay, Josh. Just relax.” She slides something along the length of his soft cock. The temptation to raise his head and look vibrates through his body, but he stays down. He doesn’t make any mistakes. 
 
    She slips a plastic ring around his scrotum, only to lock it onto the tube. 
 
    “Okay. Now you can look,” Nicole says as she leans back. 
 
    Josh isn’t really sure if he wants to know what’s happening, but he doesn’t see any other alternative. He opens his eyes and looks down at his genitals. Sure enough, there’s something tight around his cock. 
 
    “You know what that is? You know what it is, Josh?” 
 
    He does. He has seen these online. Of course, when he was playing around, he thought it was just a joke. He couldn’t imagine any scenario where people would actually want to wear something like this. 
 
    She reaches down and plucks the panties from his mouth. “What is it? Tell me, Josh.” 
 
    It’s a chastity cage. 
 
    He remembers that odd phrase, just as he recalls thinking about how it didn’t make any sense. No one would want to play with something like this. No one would want to give up control. 
 
    And sure enough, Josh doesn’t want to give up control. He’s losing it nonetheless. His wife has made up her mind. 
 
    “This way, I get to own you in the most primal, important way of all. So many guys get aggressive. They think that they should be in charge just because of the appendage they have between their legs. I wonder why that is. I’m sure some anthropologists have thought about this. But the reason doesn’t really matter now, does it, Josh? All you really need to know is that you are owned now. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Please, please take this off. I can’t wear this thing!”  
 
    “You can’t? Because you already are!” 
 
    “Please, Nicole,” he says, his voice straining. 
 
    “Do you see this? This is your key. I hold it because I’m in charge. Now, you aren’t allowed to touch it without my permission. In fact, you aren’t allowed to get off either. “ 
 
    He arches his back; he takes a breath, doing his best to think this through. Surely, there must be something to say, some way for him to get her to stop. 
 
    “This is the thing about men. Own their orgasms, and you own them.” She grins down happily, waiting for the inevitable pleas. 
 
    She doesn’t have long to wait. He knows he shouldn’t have to wear this. He knows he shouldn’t be subjected to this sort of treatment. He isn’t a slave! He’s her husband! Those thoughts ring through his head, but then he can’t do anything. 
 
    “Please, don’t do this. Don’t put me in chastity, Nicole. I don’t want to go in chastity! You can’t keep me like this.” 
 
    “Can’t I?” It’s a simple question, one he can already answer on his own. 
 
    “I’m your husband! I don’t deserve this!” 
 
    “I told you before, Josh. I have been unhappy with your performance as my husband, so I’m going to make you into my slave. Don’t worry. I won’t tell anyone else about your cock cage. Well, I won’t tell anyone so long as you behave. Of course, if you really piss me off, then I can’t be held responsible for my actions.” 
 
    Before he can think to stop himself, Josh looks up at his domineering wife. Nicole is so beautiful, poised above him, ready to seize everything. 
 
    He shouldn’t ask this next question, but he’s panicking. “What, what do you mean? Who would you tell?” 
 
    “Well, there’s always your sister, your secretary, all of my friends. All of your friends.” She goes through the list, savoring the look of abject horror on his face. After all, Josh is supposed to be a real man, right? He should be able to handle his wife. What would everyone think if they knew that his cock was literally kept in a cage, that he couldn’t masturbate or touch himself without her permission? 
 
    “You wouldn’t!” 
 
    “You’re so cute when you’re wrong,” she says happily. At this point, she slides off of the bed again. He wonders if she’s going to leave him there. But no, she simply goes over to the nightstand. She grabs her phone. 
 
    Lips tight, Josh doesn’t know what to do. He tenses up, wondering exactly what she has in mind. He doesn’t understand. Does she want to call someone? 
 
    No, Nicole isn’t going to use her phone to call anyone. She just wants the camera. 
 
    She looks at him from behind the screen. Her eyes practically dance with another rush of amusement. Why wouldn’t  I? She has her husband helpless, and now she’s about to tighten his bonds. 
 
    Yes, this is how a marriage is supposed to work. She wants to own him so completely, so thoroughly that he won’t try anything stupid. He won’t attempt to think for himself. He won’t resist any order. He will cook and clean and serve her. All the while, he’s going to be so adorably pathetic, always eager for the chance to get off. 
 
    She might give him the occasional orgasm. Maybe. You know, for special occasions or as a genuine reward. 
 
    Thinking about this makes her wet. She snaps several pictures, quickly tapping her finger to the screen. “A couple of things you should know, Josh. These pictures all have your face and your imprisoned dick in them. So now, if you really pass me off, I can send them to whoever I like. Oh, and even if you manage to get out of the chastity cage on your own, I will still send out those photos. Don’t worry about trying to access them. I just saved them to four different cloud accounts. This way, there is absolutely no chance you will get every single one of them.”  
 
    As she explains this, the color drains away from his cheeks. He gets cold, knowing full well that she really does have command over his body now. 
 
    “Since you’re going to do whatever I want now, we might as well get started.” She shimmies out of her jeans in her panties. She climbs up onto the bed and maneuvers her pussy toward his face. Her calves straddle his head. Then she leans down, bringing her slit closer and closer to his mouth. 
 
    “You know what to do, don’t you, slave boy?” 
 
    “I’m not going to do this!” 
 
    “You will if you want to keep your precious little secret,” she says to him. 
 
    Understanding that there is no possible response, Josh grits his teeth for a second. He considers his situation, wishing that he had some other alternative. There must be something he can do, some way to get out of this. But she has those pictures now! 
 
    Knowing that his wife can blackmail him with hardly any effort, he opens his mouth, and he starts licking, sliding his tongue up and down the length of her crevice. 
 
    “No, no,” she says despite the quickening race of pleasure through her body. “First, you have to say thank you. Then you have to ask for permission.” 
 
    “Thank you?” 
 
    “That’s right. You need to think before I own you. You need to thank me for locking your cock up in its cage. Just think about how many mistakes you would have made otherwise. This way, you will always know what to do: whatever I say!” She giggles happily. 
 
    Josh looks up the length of her torso. He can see her breasts now. She is so lovely, but she seems so much taller, stronger, more powerful. Everything about this young woman vibrates with authority. He doesn’t know how to take that away or how to slow her down. 
 
    “Thank you for owning me,” he tells her. “Please, may I have permission to go down on you?” He hates those words, but that is becoming a familiar sensation. After all, his wife is going to make him say so many degrading phrases and sentences, comments and promises. 
 
    “That’s right. You’re a grateful boy,” she says, lowering her hips down another quarter inch. “Go ahead, slave boy. Start licking again. Show me what you can do. Show me who you are.” 
 
    Again, he does just that. He slides out his tongue and sweeps it along her opening. He licks her pussy like an obedient male. All the while, Nicole purrs, savoring the authority as well as the sensation now running along her skin. 
 
    Her skin gets hot, and she decides to grab onto his wrists. The shackles keep them in place, but she likes the sense that she is now holding him down as well. It’s more fun this way. 
 
    His tongue laps at her pussy, sliding around. It feels wonderful, delicious even. She closes her eyes, luxuriating in the sensations that now course through her body. This is how our relationship can and should work, she decides. Her only regret? Not doing this sooner. 
 
    As Nicole partakes of her husband’s mouth, Josh contemplates all of the times his wife has asked for something just like this. Well, not exactly like this. She has wanted him to go down on her many times in the past. Pretty much with every request, he turned her down. 
 
    There is one more reason why Nicole doesn’t want her husband. Husbands can think for themselves. Husbands can try to hold their ground. 
 
    As a chastity slave, that wouldn’t be an issue. Josh can feel that right here and right now. Her fingers squeeze into his wrists, and he halfheartedly pulls against both her weight and the resistance from the shackles. Obviously, there is no way he’s going to be able to get up, not now. 
 
    “Slow down,” she commands. 
 
    Josh doesn’t obey fast enough. She lets go of his right wrist, lifting her hand and smacking it down against his side. It hurts, though only for an instant. This isn’t about pain. No, it’s simply getting his attention. Now Nicole has it. 
 
    “Slow down. I want to enjoy myself.” 
 
    This time, he obeys, still moving his chin down and up. He licks at her opening, the flavor of her juices hot on his tongue. All the while, he keeps his eyes closed. If he opens them, he knows what he’s going to see, his wife perched above him, holding him, in the most literal position of authority he could imagine with her pussy pressed down against his mouth. 
 
    Josh doesn’t get to talk. He doesn’t get to argue or try to think for himself. No, right now he exists only to please her. His tongue moves slowly and deliberately up and down, left and right, in neat, swirling little patterns. 
 
    “Speed up,” she orders. 
 
    This time, she doesn’t need to punish her husband. Apparently, he learned his lesson. Nicole grins like a huntress as she moves her hips just a little bit, making it easier for him to go deeper into her opening. She savors the fresh heat that cascades through her skin. It starts right below her belly. It ripples out into the rest of her frame.  
 
    Yes, this is good. Yes, this is perfect. This is what every woman really wants, not that most of them would be willing to entertain such an idea. 
 
    Giggling as the pressure mounts, Nicole knows that she’s going to come soon. She won’t be able to help herself. She won’t be able to resist the burst of pleasure. And yet, she still wants to draw this out. 
 
    Nicole can enjoy some delayed gratification. Then she giggles again, thinking about her husband. That is entirely what his world is about to become: delayed gratification. 
 
    “Faster,” she orders. 
 
    He licks, swirling his tongue, darting in every direction. His jaw hurts, and his mouth is tired, but that doesn’t matter, not in his place. She wants more. She wants completion. Unlike Josh, she can demand it. More than that, she now has everything she needs to enforce her will. 
 
    He licks frantically, almost desperate to please her. 
 
    He’s not sure what he thinks will happen if he fails, but he lacks the authority, the willpower, the strength to fight back. After everything that has happened, Josh feels the need…to serve…the need to obey. More than that, he feels like he has lost something. 
 
    Perfect. A good husband should never try to think for himself. A good husband should be ready to serve the needs of his wife. So that’s what Josh does. Over the span of such a short timeframe, Nicole has rewritten his most basic drives. And to think, all it took was a little bit of plastic between his legs. 
 
    Nicole rocks her hips forward and back, losing herself to the rhythm, to the feel of everything her husband has become. Just because she can, she calls out, “Good boy! There’s a good boy. There’s my good husband!” Her voice breaks apart as her heart pounds and her lungs constrict. But she doesn’t care because she’s bending forward, losing herself as his tongue continues to flicker along her clit. 
 
    Shivers of pleasure run through her body, and she’s done. 
 
    Hot, damp, and satisfied, she pulls herself off of his face. 
 
    “I’m going to go take a shower. We can talk about your chores when I get back,” she says. 
 
    Josh opens his mouth, thinking that he might be able to stop her or get her to stay or maybe even release him. Only then, he realizes that this isn’t going to work. More and more, he is understanding that his only option is surrender. 
 
      
 
    Josh lays on his back, still chained to the bed. Every few seconds, he starts thinking about his wife. He pictures her pussy. He imagines her breasts. He thinks of her naked. Not only that, he wonders what it would be like if Nicole were the one chained to the bed, her legs spread, her body on display for his amusement. 
 
    And he would be able to train her… 
 
    The thought is intoxicating. 
 
    And yet, there is the snort of derision that runs through his brain after just a few seconds. Whenever he starts to fantasize about Nicole serving him, his shaft begins to get hard, only to feel the confines of its prison. No, Josh can’t have an orgasm. He can’t even get an erection, not anymore! 
 
    Whether he likes it or not, he must lay there, thinking about how he has been caught and tamed by his wife. 
 
      
 
    Josh lifts his head when he hears the shower go off. He knows his wife is probably toweling off now, her skin damp. Little rivulets of water are probably running down from her hair along her back, her flanks, over her perfectly shaped breasts. 
 
    Josh can’t help but think about their honeymoon. There was this moment where she was taking a shower after their flight. They just arrived at their hotel, and she emerged from the bathroom, still mostly wet. He jumped up from his chair, he pounced on her. Gleeful, Josh threw his wife onto the bed, and he started licking her breasts. He told her something silly about how he was going to help her. She squealed that his tongue couldn’t help with that. That thought always got him hard. 
 
    Not this time.  
 
    His shaft begins to stiffen, only to feel those plastic boundaries. Pushing his fingertips together, he knows that this isn’t fair, but he won’t complain. Josh already knows it won’t do any good. 
 
    “There’s my good slave boy. Now, I’m going to let you up, and you’re going to give me a nice massage. What you think of that, slave?” She speaks these words with absolute certainty, like she doesn’t believe there is any way anything else could possibly happen. 
 
    Maybe she’s right. 
 
    Josh watches as Nicole begins to open up his shackles. She starts with his ankles, freeing the chains. They pop open. Next, she goes for his wrists. Strangely enough, he doesn’t move, not until all of the cuffs have been removed. Even then, he’s tentative, just shifting his arms. 
 
    “It’s not a trick, not a trap,” she promises him. “If you want to get up, Josh then by all means, do so. Go ahead. Show me just how brave you can be.” 
 
    There is, however, a problem. Right now, he doesn’t feel brave at all. Despite this, he pushes away those tickles of fear, and he kneels. He gets up, and he looks back at his wife. 
 
    “Please, can’t you just take this thing off me? I think I could still be your slave.” 
 
    “No. That’s not how chastity works, silly boy. This is the thing about chastity. Your own desperation will make sure that you are always a baby. You won’t try to fight or resist because you’ll always be horny. Because I can let you out at any moment and ride you, you’ll want to do anything and everything in your power to please me. Don’t worry. I know that boys are slow, but you’ll figure it out in time.” 
 
    In theory, he understands exactly what she’s saying. And yet, some small part of him still doesn’t believe it. 
 
    “Now, I need to see you do some chores for me. You know how I asked you to clean the kitchen last week? Oh, I also wanted you to vacuum the floors, do the laundry, and make the bed? I’m going to give you two hours to work on those chores. Do a good job, and maybe you’ll get a reward. Fail to please me, and well, let’s just say that things won’t go well for you.” 
 
    Josh licks his lips. He glances over at the door. He feels like he must make one more attempt. “Look, Nicole, I’m sorry that I haven’t been a very good husband, but you don’t need to enslave me. I know that I can be a better man for you. Please, can’t you just give me another chance?” He looks up at her with big, puppy dog eyes. 
 
    Nicole puts her hands on her hips and she considers her husband for a few heartbeats. “Interesting. You know what I find so fascinating about this?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I really believe you, Josh. I think that, right now, you really do want to obey me. If I let you out of the chastity cage, you would probably do everything I have asked. I don’t think you would even argue with me.” 
 
    Hope spikes in his chest, making him think that she might take it off. After all, Nicole is a woman. She doesn’t have what it takes to be genuinely cruel, does she? 
 
    “Yes! Please! I can still be a good servant without a chastity cage!” 
 
    “In the short term,” she answers. 
 
    “What, what does that mean?” Josh stutters. 
 
    “It means that you would probably behave yourself for a little while, but I want more than just a little while. I want you to be a good boy each and every day. I want you to open your eyes in the morning to think about exactly how and why you are going to serve me. I want you to stop thinking of yourself. I want you to let go of every single selfish impulse in that cute little head of yours.” 
 
    The anger sparks through him, though only for a couple of seconds. Then he looks back at his wife, and he sees her resolution. She won’t back down on this. She knows what she wants, and she’s going to take it. 
 
    “The clock is ticking,” Nicole reminds him. 
 
      
 
    When Josh first heard about his assignments, he figured that he would do a crappy job. It wasn’t much of a rebellion, it was the only thing he could really think of. Now that he finds himself in the kitchen, he can’t do it. Rather, he finds himself scrubbing the corners, washing off the countertops, doing the dishes. He’s a good servant, giving his wife everything she could want. He pours all of his effort, focus, and attention into cleaning for his wife. 
 
    Josh doesn’t actually know how much time has gone by. He doesn’t look at any clocks. Instead, he simply finishes in the kitchen then goes to the bedroom. As he walks, he can feel the extra weight of the chastity cage pulling on his scrotum and cock. 
 
    But what makes this really hard is the fact that he must pass his wife. She is seated on their sofa, her legs up. She has their tablet in her lap as she reads articles and watches videos. 
 
    Keeping his head down, he hopes that he is not going to hear any comments about his new status in their household. But inevitably, Nicole wishes to reinforce his position. “There is a good boy. I’m very proud of you. That’s right. Go do the work in the bedroom now.” 
 
    “As you command,” he says, still keeping his head down. 
 
    What? Why is he just say that? Josh doesn’t want to encourage her in the slightest. And yet, he just said “as you command,” reinforcing her authority and position of power. 
 
    Feeling like an idiot, he makes his way back. When he steps across the threshold, he looks at the shackles that held him down. He wishes that he could tear them off, throw them away, discard them into some deep, dark hole. But no, the shackles don’t belong to him, even if his wife has used them on his body. 
 
    As he does his best to ignore the handcuffs, Josh presses his lips together. He focuses entirely on the bed. He removes the sheets like a good slave. After that, he takes the blankets. He bundles them up in piles of dirty laundry. From there, he lugs the basket from its spot in the corner. He walks back through their house, feeling foolish. 
 
    This is supposed to be his house. He is supposed to be in charge here. And yet, he is naked, his cock under the control of a woman. These thoughts swirl through his head, making it easy for Josh to lose himself in his tasks. This is almost meditative. He works quickly and efficiently. He does a great job, doesn’t make a single mistake. 
 
    After the laundry is going, he looks around, confused. 
 
    Without really thinking about it, he knows that he needs to vacuum the floors. Good and subservient, Josh does exactly what his wife wants. He vacuums the floors. And when he’s done, he goes back into the kitchen, and he sweeps up. There. He doesn’t know exactly how long it’s been, but their house has literally never been this clean before. 
 
    Other guys might feel pride at this sort of job. Not Josh. Instead, he finishes, and there is this sense of panic that shoots through him. What is he supposed to do now? That’s the question that he faces. 
 
    He doesn’t want to admit it, but losing control of his cock really does influence him. It changes how he sees the world, how he sees himself, how he plans what he should do. 
 
    Nicole. 
 
    Really, she is the only answer. He walks back into the living room, he drops onto his knees in front of her. “I have followed all of your orders,” he tells her. 
 
    Languid, Nicole slides out her phone. She checks the time. “Very nicely done, slave. I think you are really learning. And to think, it has only been a couple of hours. Where do you think you’re going to be in a couple of days, a couple of weeks? Oh, how about a couple of months?” 
 
    He doesn’t answer. He knows what he should say, but the response is scary because it means that he will lose everything. Even if this is true, it’s not something that Josh thinks he can really face.  
 
    Nicole reaches down and slides her fingers into his soft hair. She pulls his head back, turning it to the side so that it’s easier for her to whisper into his ear. “Longer?” 
 
    His pathetic excuse for defiance crumbles away, and he bows his head down, he looks to the floor. At this moment, it feels like he isn’t strong enough to directly address Nicole. 
 
    “I’m going to be your slave, Mistress.” 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “I can call you whatever you like.” 
 
    “That’s right,” she agrees. Leaning back, she crosses her legs. With a swift movement of her toes, she discards both of her flats. Now her bare toes are right in front of him. “I could make you call me Goddess, Mistress, maybe even Master.” It’s true; she can really get him to do whatever she wants. 
 
    Pressing his lips together, he hopes that maybe she will be merciful. Somehow, it doesn’t seem likely. 
 
    Giggling with all of this power, she looks down at him. “For now, you will address me as your Mistress.” Oh, and you’re also going to massage my feet. You’re going to do it slowly. You’re going to take your time. You’re going to make me feel very good. And then I’m going to let you go down on me.” 
 
    “Let him” means that he doesn’t have a choice. Fortunately for Josh, he understands this. That makes it a little bit easier. 
 
    As she wiggles her toes, Josh raises up his hands. He starts to massage each of her small digits, starting with pinkies, working his way up toward her big toes. “Oh my, that’s marvelous,” she says. It’s true. It feels incredible, and it’s almost enough to get her off. Almost. 
 
    “Use your mouth,” she orders. 
 
    Josh looks up at her, and he knows he doesn’t have any choice. He leans in, he starts kissing her toes. When she giggles, he knows that’s not the right way. He wraps his lips around her left big toe. He starts to lick, to suck. His tongue flickers, exactly as it would have done if he had his head between her legs. 
 
    Nicole loves this, but she can’t take it for long. Her cheeks are already flushed, and watching her poor little slave boy scurry around, cleaning for her, has turned her on. Her pussy is wet, and she wants some attention. She pulls her foot away from his mouth. He retreats back, looking up at her with big, eager eyes. 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    She stands. She removes her jeans had her panties. She takes everything off so that she’s naked, not that this detracts from her authority in the slightest. She lowers herself back down, and she beckons him forward with a curled finger. Josh doesn’t need a second command. He leans forward, and he starts to lick her.  
 
    His tongue is quick and eager. He will do anything to please her. In the end, that’s all that counts. That’s all that matters to Nicole. It’s her turn to be selfish, a turn that she isn’t going to let end anytime soon. 
 
    Before, Nicole enjoyed breaking in his mouth. This time, it is all about her pleasure. She knows that she can make him do this for as long as she wants. But really, his tongue is only a portion of what she really craves. Josh might not know it yet, but he hasn’t been entirely tamed and broken. 
 
    There something else she must do. 
 
    She can think of it as one final test. 
 
    Nicole sincerely intends to stop him before he gets her off, only it feels so good. Pretty soon, she gives in to the temptation. Because this feels so wonderful, she lets his busy tongue continue working against her pussy until she shivers, she shakes, and she gasps to her orgasm. 
 
    Nicole touches one finger to his forehead, she pushes him back. 
 
    “That was very good, Josh. More than that, I’m pretty pleased with everything you’ve done. I think you’re really learning how to be a good slave. Is that right?” She wants to hear him say those words; she wants him complicit in every aspect of his enslavement. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I’m learning how to be a good slave.” 
 
    “Tell me what that means.”  
 
    Josh glances up at his wife turned Mistress. He wrinkles his brows, confused. He doesn’t understand what she wants. He doesn’t know what the correct answer is supposed to be. His insides tighten with fear. 
 
    “Go ahead. Tell me what you’re thinking.” 
 
    This feels like a guess, but Josh will do his best. He knows that he doesn’t have any other options available to him. “To be a good slave,” he begins, “I must think of you first.” His voice trails off into a cold stop because he realizes that this is wrong. He tries again, grateful for the opportunity. “I must think of you always. You are my only goal, my only priority.”  
 
    “That’s right, so does this mean that you’re just some dumb automaton? Does this mean that you don’t have to think for yourself?” Nicole smiled down at him, waiting for his answer. She can see it, the way he’s trying to think through this, to figure out exactly what his owner wants to hear. There must be a correct answer, right? There must be something he has to say. 
 
    That’s all he can hope, anyway. 
 
    Josh nervously licks his lips again, as has become his habit. Breathing into his nostrils, he tries to figure out what his owner wants him to say. Then he ventures a guess. “I think that I do need to think for myself, Mistress.” 
 
    “And why is that, sweet boy?” 
 
    Josh has a harder time thinking as she reaches down and strokes his cheek, her fingernails trailing along his vulnerable skin. Her affection is enough to make his cock twitch in its cage. Then again, that’s just one more reminder of everything Nicole has done to him. 
 
    Pushing his way through those sensations, he glances up at her again. “You want a slave, not a robot. You want a husband who can think of your needs and imagine what you want. I believe that you still want creativity and originality. You just want all of this under your specific terms, Mistress.” 
 
      With those words lingering on the air, Josh lowers his head. His wife contemplates him for a few more seconds, debating whether or not she should punish him again. Has he done anything wrong? No, of course not. In fact, she’s rather pleased with his answer. It is self-effacing, humble, and it’s loaded with obedience. Even so, she never wants him to get arrogant. He should always be just a little bit nervous around her. 
 
    This is why Nicole needs to make another decision. But before she does, she wants a little bit of time to think. She reaches down, sliding her hands through his hair, guiding his head back between her thighs. Josh doesn’t need any instructions. This is only his third time going down on her, but he has become used to it. He has learned that he belongs there, on his knees, in a position to serve the woman he loves, the girl who owns him. 
 
      
 
    Sure enough, Josh is getting much better at this. Speedy and wet, his tongue darts along her pussy, deep into her slit. Not only that, he’s getting more creative, just the way she likes. This isn’t some machine. This treatment is better than a vibrator or any other toy. He understands what he’s doing, he can learn. He can adapt. 
 
    Plus, Nicole understands something about human nature, something that applies even to herself. The greatest pleasures are surprises. If you don’t know exactly what is coming, you can always be pleasantly surprised. There is always going to be a sense of anticipation. 
 
    Nicole tilts her head to the side as she looks down at her chaste male. For a few seconds, she wonders what he’s thinking. Then she decides that it doesn’t really matter. So long as he is focused on her pleasure, on her needs, on her satisfaction, the nothing else swirling through his cute head needs to be considered important. 
 
    “Stop,” she says. She hasn’t quite gotten off, but that doesn’t matter. If Josh is confused, he doesn’t give any sign of it. Instead, he falls back, straightening his spine as he looks up at her. He might be sitting upright, yet there is no real sign of disobedience in his expression. 
 
    “Follow me. Crawl,” she says, casually issuing those orders. Regal, she stands up and begins to walk away. 
 
    For an instant, panic runs through his chest. His heart beats much more quickly, but then he remembers his place. Fortunately for Josh, he doesn’t need to think about any of this. He simply needs to focus on the words that come from his Mistress. If he does this, then everything will be okay. 
 
    He moves along on his knuckles and knees, crawling. On some level, he expects another rush of humiliation. And sure enough, it’s still there, but it feels diffused somehow, like yes, he was supposed to be better, but maybe he really can get used to all of this. 
 
    Maybe Nicole has been telling the truth because he really is meant to be a slave. 
 
    She is his Mistress after all. 
 
      
 
    “Since you’ve been taking to your lesson so quickly and doing everything I wanted with so little resistance, I think you might deserve a reward. What do you think that, Josh?” 
 
    His animal instincts tell him that this is some sort of trap. She sits on the edge of the bed, her naked legs crossed. Strangely enough, all he can think of is the taste of her excitement, the feel of her opening as his tongue slides upward. And yet, he must answer her.  
 
    “I think in my opinion doesn’t matter, Mistress,” he says. As he speaks those words, he keeps his eyes aimed downward. He only dares lift them when Nicole starts giggling. 
 
    “Clever,” she says. “Clever and correct. Your opinion really doesn’t matter. But I still want to know what you think.” 
 
    “I really believe that I only deserve a reward if I have pleased you sufficiently. There is no way for me to really know if that’s the case until you let me know,” he says, worried that he might be talking in circles, but it’s the best he can do. Outside of his cock lock, thinking clearly is easy enough…while wearing it? That changes everything. It’s like she’s chained down all of his confidence along with most of his abilities. 
 
    Josh feels bold. In a quiet voice, he asks, “Mistress, have I pleased you sufficiently?” 
 
    It’s a good question. Exactly what a slave should ask. 
 
    Nicole’s smile makes it clear that she is pleased with his responses. 
 
    “Get up on the bed,” Nicole orders. This will be it, a moment of truth, another test to see whether or not he will really be able to embrace his new position, his new status, his new attitude and way of life. 
 
    That thought makes Nicole smile again. She thinks of how many assumptions humans make just on a day-to-day basis. There are all of these tacit assumptions that influence the way people see the world. Far too many take a patriarchal approach, meaning that everything is seen from a male vantage point. Sure, this is usually fairly subtle. The distinctions aren’t necessarily obvious or shouted as declarations. But they’re there nonetheless. 
 
    Sometimes, it might just be a question of who gets some attention first. If two people have questions, will the woman get to ask first or the man? So often, it’s the guy. Not for any good reason. He’s just a boy. 
 
    These thoughts fly through her head as she beckons her husband up onto the bed. He climbs up, nervous. The last time he was here, he had been chained down, exposed and vulnerable. Then again, that was exactly what his wife enjoyed so much. 
 
    “How does it make you feel to be back here?” 
 
    “Nervous,” he says. 
 
    “Oh, come on, Josh. You can do better than that,” she says with a smirk. When her lips move that way, parting slightly, revealing her teeth, she really does seem far more dangerous. 
 
    Realizing that her amusement could turn to disdain or frustration at any moment, Josh looks down. He’s on his knees already, his arms straight, his knuckles against the mattress. 
 
    “I’m nervous, but I’m also excited. I’m very nervous. I know that you might punish me right now, but you also might reward me.” As he speaks these words, he thinks of his last question, the one that she never answered. Has he pleased her sufficiently? Josh doesn’t know, and he can’t know, not unless and until his wife decides to tell him. 
 
    “You’re right about that, slave,” she tells him. Her smile is enigmatic and impossible to read. Again and again, he must try to guess what she’s thinking, what she will do. Then she makes it even harder for him to know because she reaches out, sliding her fingers over his knee, up to the curves of his thigh, and then her palm is on his stomach. She brings her arm up higher until she touches his chest. 
 
    Josh doesn’t try to say anything. He knows that he should be quiet, he should wait to find out what his Mistress will decide for him. It’s not his place to try to think for himself. 
 
    His cock twitches in its cage, eager for escape. For a second, he looks down at his imprisoned shaft. It’s enough to make his wife laugh. “Poor boy. I do wonder how long it will take you to get used to it. How long do you think, Josh? I mean, the effects of the cage. In just a few hours, you have given up all of those silly, masculine notions of free will. Isn’t that right, slave?” 
 
    She has given him two questions. He knows he should answer both of them. Josh tightens his lips together for a few seconds. Then he looks up at her. “I’m not sure how long it will take me to get used to this,” he says, tensing on the inside for one very good reason. If there’s a timeline, that means he will inevitably get used to this, that he will accept it. 
 
    He is going to be a chaste, sex slave.  
 
    He wonders if this means that he is technically deprived. Obviously, he can’t get off the way he once did. And yet, so much of sex is mental. It’s a sensory and emotional series of responses. Yes, the most obvious symbol of his sex drive has been captured, but the rest of him can squirm and fantasize. His imagination isn’t gone. 
 
    Josh doesn’t know it yet, but Nicole has an idea. 
 
    She’s interested in toying with the parts of him she can’t yet control. She runs her fingers along his chest, savoring the heat of his body, the contours of his muscles. She comes up to his neck, and she drags a fingernail along his throat. She brings it up beneath his chin. 
 
    Because she feels like it, Nicole leans in and kisses her husband. With her free hand, she holds onto the back of his head. She tightens her grip on those short strands of hair. She has a solid grip, and she controls his position. More than that, she sets the rhythm. She kisses him slowly at first, then faster and harder. 
 
    Pretty soon, he is groaning with frustration. 
 
    “Is there something you want?” 
 
    “Yes!” He exhales that word, a single sound packed with frustration and desperation. It’s exactly what a girl like Nicole enjoys hearing. 
 
    She leans in again and kisses him. She takes her time, enjoying the feel of his lips. Of course, so much of her pleasure comes from the simple fact that she is in control. He would like to be, of course. Under his ideal circumstances, he would be able to flip her over and throw her to the bed. He would be able to take command. 
 
    But right now, under the circumstances, Josh can’t even imagine something like that. So he kisses his wife, grateful for every sensation, knowing that it could come to an end at any moment. 
 
    “Stop,” she says, touching her forehead to his, pulling her lips away just slightly. 
 
    There is a fraction of an instant where he desperately wishes to kiss her some more, to continue. And yet, he must know that he can’t do it. She has given him an order, and this enslaved husband can’t disobey. 
 
    Like a perfect slave, he obeys right away and without question. The urge to defy her might be there, only it is muted and weak, colorless and without any real definition. There is no way for him to cling to an instinct like that. So instead, Josh stops. 
 
    “Good,” she says. “Now I want you to lay down. Lay down and spread your arms and legs. I think you can figure out what is coming next.” 
 
    Shivers run through his skin. He shouldn’t be scared. He shouldn’t experience this kind of animalistic dread, yet it’s there nonetheless, rippling through his body. He knows what’s going to happen; she is right about that. 
 
    Josh lowers himself on his back spreads out his limbs. He’s now in the exact same position he found himself in when he first woke up. 
 
    Well, he’s not in the exact same position. Even before, while his arms and legs were bound, he at least had the freedom to get hard. That is something his wife has not yet granted him. But maybe… 
 
    Sure enough, she chained him again, securing the metallic circles around his wrists, then his ankles. He feels the weight against the four corners of his body, and he tries not to react, his wife giggles anyway. “It’s okay if you’re nervous, Josh. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He doesn’t know any other way to respond. 
 
    That’s okay. He has done a good job. 
 
    “Close your eyes,” she orders. 
 
    Obviously, he complies. He lowers his eyelids, making sure that he has no idea what she’s doing. The bed shifts around him. He thinks that she might get off the mattress, though he isn’t exactly sure. It’s hard to tell just by the sounds he can pick up on and the sensations he can feel of the mattress shifting beneath him. 
 
    “Okay,” she says, definitely crouched between his legs. “You can open your eyes again.” 
 
    He takes advantage of this opportunity to look up at her. She’s seated there, on her knees, rather demure. It’s easy to think of Nicole as a sexy kindergarten teacher, maybe a tutor or something. Her eyes sparkle with vivacious delight as she contemplates him. 
 
    “What’s special about me?” 
 
    His eyes scan her. The most obvious detail is the fact that she isn’t wearing any pants or panties. Yes, she still has on her T-shirt, but that appears to be all. Her shoulders are bunched up, and her hair is pulled back into a simple ponytail. Every time she nods or shakes her head, that cluster of hair bounces along with the movements of her head. 
 
    “I, I’m not sure,” he tells her truthfully. There are plenty of details he could pick out, but which one does she expect him to notice? 
 
    Nervous anxiety runs through his body, quick and jagged. He grits his teeth, wondering exactly what he is supposed to tell her, but there aren’t any quick or obvious answers. That’s why he tells her, “I’m sorry, Mistress. I’m not sure what you want me to see!” He knows he sounds pathetic. He knows he sounds desperate. None of that matters. At least he’s telling her the truth? That might get him some sympathy.  
 
    Yeah, right. A woman like Nicole doesn’t do sympathy. 
 
    Then again, it might not matter. If she wants to punish him, she will punish him. It’s not like she needs a genuine reason. She can always just find an excuse. 
 
    “Don’t be nervous, slave. Take your time. I’ll give you a couple of guesses,” she says, obviously amused with his discomfiture. 
 
    Nicole knows exactly what she’s doing. This is a game plenty of women have played over the centuries, if not longer. A woman makes a change to her appearance, something small, something subtle. To her, it’s very important, but she gets upset if the man in her life doesn’t notice. 
 
    Is it fair? Probably not. Does it matter? Definitely not. 
 
    Right now, Nicole knows that she is toying with him. This is just another game, another way for her to tease him. Even so, she isn’t about to stop. 
 
    “Keep looking,” she commands, perfectly aware that he will get stressed, but he won’t stop. He can’t. 
 
    “You’re wearing the key,” he finally says, his eyes full of awe. Immediately, he pulls himself forward, forgetting all about cuffs around his wrists and ankles. The metal bonds keep him in place, right where she wants him right where he belongs. 
 
    Sure enough, the key to his chastity cage is dangling from a small chain right around her neck. She leans forward, and he doesn’t know if he’s staring at her cleavage or at the glistening metal. Either way, Josh can’t look away. Transfixed, he stares at her. 
 
    Nicole reaches around for the back of her neck. She unclasps the metal chain and holds it out, letting the key dangle, letting it fly front of Josh. Intellectually, he knows that it is completely futile, yet he still reaches out with his hands nonetheless. His fingers grasp at the air, gripping nothing. 
 
    Nicole keeps the chain moving. At one point, she dips it low, so that he can almost reach for the key. It’s rather funny. Even if he managed to grab it, what does he think would happen? It’s not like he can reach down and even touch the padlock that holds his cock cage in position. Completely trapped, he simply can’t do this. 
 
    With her giggles rippling out on the air, Nicole shakes her head. Then she does something that he can’t anticipate. She unlocks his cage. Yes, she uses the key, sliding it into the small opening. She turns the end of the key, and there is a click. 
 
    Nothing changes instantly. Just because the cage is no longer locked on, that doesn’t mean Josh isn’t trapped. The lock prevents him from taking the chastity device off when his wife isn’t around. Even then, he would need to use his hands. With his arms currently chained to the corners of the bed, that’s obviously not an option. 
 
    Of course, she takes her time with this. She wants her husband to feel each second, to bask in his helplessness. Even though she’s impressed with his progress, she can’t deny the simple fact that he really does belong on his back. Granted, he probably needs more time to learn this fact for himself. 
 
    Shaking her head and amused as always, Nicole slowly reaches down. Of course, his eyes track her hands. Josh simply can’t look away. Sure enough, she goes for the tube. Nicole slides the connections free. One after another, she pulls them away, setting them gingerly on the nightstand. 
 
    “There, there,” she tells him. “No need to get excited.” 
 
     Josh looks up at her, his expression filled with wonder, confusion, and the desire to please. Most of the anger has dissipated by this point. She pulls the tube off of him, freeing his cock for the first time in what feels like forever. Sure, it's only been a couple of hours, but that doesn't matter to the psyche of a boy like Josh. 
 
    His shaft springs up, hard and proud in its temporary freedom. 
 
    “What makes you hard?” Nicole asks. 
 
    “I, I want to have sex with you, Mistress,” he confesses. 
 
    “Good boy. Now, think about that. Stay nice and hard for me. I’m going to go out and take care of a couple things. While I’m gone, you’re going to stay here and think of your position. Think about what you want to say to me when I come back. Can you do that, Josh? Can you do that, slave?” 
 
    Josh. Slave. Those two words might as well mean the same thing. 
 
    Rather than leave right away, she decides to play with her boy first, she reaches up, touching his eyelids gently. She closes them for him, bathing his world in darkness. Next, she positions herself right above his member. She lowers herself down, her pussy just an inch or so away from his waiting member. 
 
    Nicole knows that she could give him everything he craves so desperately. It would be easy. Not only that, she would enjoy it. Her pussy is wet at the prospect of feeling his girth. And yet, she decides to delay her own satisfaction. It’s easy because she knows she’s in control. Really, that’s all that matters. 
 
    Nicole lowers herself down just a little bit more, and she hears that intake of breath. They haven’t technically touched yet. 
 
    “What, what are you doing, Mistress?” Josh asks, his breathing labored and frantic. 
 
    “I think you know exactly what I’m going to do,” she says, her legs spread, her ass pointed outward. She moves forward, then back. There’s still no connection, no friction of her flesh against his. Even so, he tenses up beneath her. He knows that at any moment, she could take him, enveloping his manhood. 
 
    But that’s not what Nicole really wants to do. 
 
    Instead, she just rubs her pussy lips along his cock while he moans and squirms. 
 
    Oh yes, this feels so good. Rapturous authority flows through her body as she rubs her wet slit against his shaft. “Keep your eyes closed, slave,” she orders, so of course, he obeys. At this point, it’s like Josh can’t do anything else. 
 
    As hard as it is for her, Nicole must nonetheless pull away. She can’t torment him this way forever, no matter how good that temptation might feel. Nicole withdraws, taking all of those wondrous sensations away from her poor slave. 
 
    His lips harden, pulling tight against his teeth as he hisses with disappointment. There’s so much he craves right now, so much he desperately yearns for. But he isn’t going to get it, and he knows it. So, like a good slave, he tries to accept his fate. He does the best he can.  
 
    “I’m going to come back, Josh. When I do, I’m going to be very, very quiet and you are going to keep your eyes closed. This way, I will see if you really can demonstrate your devotion to me.” 
 
    “How do I do that, Mistress?” 
 
    A giggle runs through her body. “Oh, just stay nice and hard and keep your eyes closed and your chin up. You can do it, I’m sure.” 
 
    She pats him on the head like he’s just a pet before she turns and strolls away. 
 
      
 
    Nicole pulled on a quick pair of panties, some jeans, and socks. Once dressed, she grabbed her keys and got into her car. She was torn. On the one hand, she wished to run. There was this excitement burning through her body, like when she was a little kid, and there was some special treat or toy or surprise waiting for her. 
 
    Josh’s Mistress could practically feel the vibrations running through her shins. It would have been wonderful to dart across the lawn, to jump into her car. 
 
    But she didn’t. Instead, like a very mature and sedate young woman, she pulled out her phone and she made a call. Fortunately for her, the woman on the other end was bored and was looking for a distraction. This would work nicely, they both knew. 
 
    This is why Nicole finds herself seated at a café downtown. Around her, young men and women in black uniforms carry trays with glasses of water and wine. They bring plates filled with semi-gourmet sandwiches and other entrées. It’s a lovely restaurant, Nicole thinks, with large windows and lots of light. On some days, this place can get ridiculously crowded. Every table will be taken up, and the din of conversation will be enough to make it difficult to talk without shouting. 
 
    Fortunately, the place is mostly empty now. That’s why it’s so easy for Nicole to spot her companion.  
 
    Theoretically, Nicole knows why she is there. This is going to be an intellectual exercise. And yet, her breath is already speeding along with her pulse. She gets up, and she hugs the other girl. 
 
    “Tara, it’s so good to see you,” gushes Nicole. 
 
    They hug one another, embracing like sisters. 
 
    For a few minutes, they enjoy some small talk, nothing particularly deep or impressive. They discuss some of their favorite TV shows, an article Tara read, a documentary Nicole saw a couple of weeks ago. They order their food, and they while away the afternoon. 
 
    Of course, Nicole occasionally squirms with erotic need. It has nothing to do with Tara, per se. Her friend is smart and sweet, but it’s Josh who turns Nicole on. Right now, he’s back at their place, chained down and helpless, squirming with his erection as he tries to keep his eyes closed and his shaft hard. 
 
    As a female, Nicole really can’t know exactly what goes through the mind of a male. Even so, she suspects that he is more than physically capable of remaining erect for all this time. She wonders exactly where his thoughts will drift, though she has one suspicion. She thinks that he’s going to think of her. After all, Nicole is his only avenue to an orgasm. And at this point, he must want one badly, oh so very badly. 
 
    Yes, that situation is plenty to keep Nicole wet. 
 
    “And how is your husband?” Tara asks, snapping Nicole from her reverie. 
 
    At this point, Nicole reaches down for her glass of water. She picks it up, taking a gentle sip. “Oh, there are so many ways to answer that question,” she says. 
 
    Tara raises an eyebrow. She has dark hair, bright green eyes, and sculpted features. She’s a lovely woman, the kind of female who can walk down the street and expect a lot of attention from passersby. In this, both Tara and Nicole are very similar. Perhaps it’s another reason why they get along so well. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    At this, Nicole glances around the restaurant. Obviously, the chances that she knows anyone else here are going to be fairly slim. Even so, she decides to be cautious. 
 
    “Do you remember that conversation we had at your party a couple weeks ago?” 
 
    “We had a lot of conversations,” Tara replies. “You’re going to have to be more specific.” 
 
    Nicole smirks, thinking about how she really does have to come out and say this. She can’t rely on euphemisms or double entendres. “Okay, at the end of the night, we started joking about men.”  
 
    “If I remember correctly, you were talking about how to control men. There were some fun ideas,” Tara agrees. “Why do you bring that up?” 
 
    At this point, Nicole licks her lips and looks around again. She knows this is a waste of time, but she can’t quite ignore the flutter of nervous energy running through her chest. After all, everything she has done so far has been in private. No one else has been involved. 
 
    Suddenly, the prospect of sharing all of this with someone, even her best friend, feels like it might be too much. Nicole isn’t really sure she can do it. 
 
    “Nicole?” Tara asks, maybe getting concerned when she doesn’t get an answer. “You know, you can tell me anything, not that you have to. If you want to keep this to yourself, that’s perfectly okay.” 
 
    “No. This is something I think I want to share,” Nicole replies, grateful for her friend’s patience. “Okay, so we were talking about men. We were talking about controlling men.” 
 
    “Yeah, and I’m pretty sure we agreed that the best ways to control a guy would be with food or sex.” Tara smiles, thinking of that night. It was definitely a good party. 
 
    “And you said something about how the best way to keep a man obedient isn’t to give him sex, but to take it away. You thought the best way to make sure he would behave is to keep him wanting all the time.” 
 
    Tara tilts her head to the side, like she can’t quite look at Nicole directly. Her cheek starts to flush slightly, perhaps because she didn’t remember that detail…or maybe she remembered it all too well. 
 
    “And then we joked about some toys.” Tara says those words, but she doesn’t actually look back to Nicole. 
 
    “Were we joking?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Tara says, although there’s no real humor in her voice. In fact, after just a couple of seconds, she looks back at her friend, “Why?” 
 
    “Over the last few days, I’ve been thinking a lot about what we were saying. I know that we were just joking around, but a lot of it made a lot of sense. What if guys would be better off without the freedom to get off?” Sure, her phrasing is awkward, but Nicole doesn’t care. 
 
    After a few seconds, Nicole glances over at her friend, it’s clear that Tara’s eyes are bright with fascination. At this point, they don’t have a party as an excuse. They can’t pretend that this is just drunken joking, only that doesn’t really matter. They are two friends alone in a crowded restaurant. They can say whatever they want. 
 
    Tara runs her teeth along her bottom lip. “Nicole, have you decided to put some of these ideas into practice?” 
 
    There. The question. The one they have both been dancing around. 
 
    “Yes,” Nicole says. 
 
    Once that word is out there, it feels like she can’t possibly take it back. In fact, everything is different now. She has admitted what she has done, and now someone else knows. 
 
    “Josh?” Tara asks.  
 
    “Yes!” Nicole calls out, practically shouting the word. “Who else would it be?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’m just blown away that you decided to do something like this. It’s awesome, but it also feels a little bit crazy.” 
 
    That’s the problem, isn’t it? This entire venture could feel absolutely amazing, but it remained contrary to so many messages and beliefs society constantly and unconsciously perpetuated. 
 
    “I’m not sure I care how other people might think of this. I just want to do what is best for me and Josh.” 
 
    “What have you done exactly?” Tara asks, looking directly at her friend. 
 
    This is it. Nicole inhales, filling her lungs. She sets her hands on the table, her palms down. She can feel the cool glass against her skin. The table cover is solid, reassuring. “Last night, Josh and I had a conversation. It didn’t go well. So I’ve been thinking about our girls’ night a lot lately, so I went online a few days ago I bought everything I might need. I got handcuffs, other chains for the bed, and something else.” She closes her eyes, takes a breath. Then she opens looks back at her friend. “And a chastity cage.” 
 
    Nicole knows that she isn’t speaking in the most logical or organized way, but that doesn’t matter. She ended with the most important part, the part that she and her friends had been talking and joking about. 
 
    “And?” Tara asks, her eyes lit with fascination. Like the other women at their party, she laughed at the prospect of putting a boy in chastity, of taking away his control. But that was just joking, right? It wasn’t supposed to mean anything. But here’s the most important part of every joke. It must contain some great truth, some little point about reality or society or people in general. That’s what really fascinates us. 
 
    Tara might have been joking, but some part of her wants to know exactly what happens when you take a man’s genitals and lock them up. After all, like so many other women, Tara understands that guys derive so much of their identity, perhaps too much, from their penises. 
 
    So what happens when they get locked away? It’s such a good question, one that fascinates her. 
 
    “This morning, Josh woke up in chains.” 
 
    “You’re kidding!” Eyes wide, Tara really isn’t sure she can believe her friend. 
 
    “I’m not joking. This happened. I woke up before him, and Josh’s always been a heavy sleeper. I was able to cut him out of his sweatpants and T-shirt. I took off his underwear and everything. Then I pulled off the blankets and the pillows. When I was all done, I had him naked, spread out, and ready for me.” 
 
    “You chained your husband to the bed.” Tara says those words, repeating each one. She still wasn’t sure she can believe this. 
 
    “I decided that it was time we try for a new dynamic.” 
 
    “A new dynamic,” Tara says, only she can’t keep herself from giggling. She rolls her shoulders back and looks around the rest the restaurant, like she needs to double check to be certain that reality hasn’t fractured. 
 
    “It’s crazy, I know,” Nicole says. She takes another sip of water. The cold liquid feels good. “For a long time, guys have gone around, picking and choosing what they think is best for us. It’s time for the women to assert themselves.” 
 
    “So what happened when he woke up?” 
 
    This is it, a very big question. Is Nicole going to tell the truth? Or rather, how much of it will she share? In theory, Nicole doesn’t have to say anything. This can all be private. But where’s the fun in that? 
 
    “I started training him,” Nicole says, grinning. 
 
      
 
    Back at home, Josh is on his back, staring at the ceiling, cuffs around his wrists and ankles. He can feel the weight of the metal, binding him. Those restraints do so much more than simply hold down his body. They constrain his thoughts, making it harder and harder to think of himself as a man. 
 
    Is that a bad thing? 
 
    A man is free. A man can think for himself, but a man must also resist. Josh isn’t certain that he wants to resist. He doesn’t know if he has what it takes to try to fight back. 
 
    Besides, his wife and Mistress has given him a command. Although Josh doesn’t know where she is or what she’s doing, he understands that he must remain there on his back, his shaft hard. He keeps his eyes closed, so he isn’t even sure if she’s in the room. 
 
    Obviously, he hasn’t heard anything for quite some time. That may or may not mean anything. For all Josh knows, Nicole is seated off in the corner of the room, watching him. Just as easily, she could be playing on her phone. It’s not like his ears are sensitive enough to pick up on the sounds of her finger gliding over a screen. 
 
    More likely, he knows that she’s gone. She probably wandered off to go enjoy herself. She may have already driven off to go enjoy a cup of coffee or something. That actually seems very likely to the restrained slave. 
 
    Unfortunately for Josh, he has no idea when she’s going to come back. So even if he can assume that she’s gone now, there’s no guarantee that she won’t be able to sneak right back in to see if he has obeyed. Opening his eyes would give him more information, but it would also be in direct violation of the command he has received from his Mistress. No, Josh won’t take that risk. He can’t bring himself to defy her like that. 
 
    So he keeps his eyes closed and he must remain hard, which means thinking. He must fantasize. He must constantly stimulate himself. Nicole certainly understood this before she left. She wanted to give him the opportunity to chase his own thoughts through his head in neat, binding little circles. 
 
    Josh, on the other hand, has no idea what would follow. 
 
    He is alone in the darkness of his eyelids as he tries to think of something sexy. First, he goes to a commercial. That’s right. He starts thinking about this blonde model in a bikini. He always loved her bright blue eyes and the way she smiled, seductive, innocent, and inviting, all at the same time. 
 
    Right away, he can tell that this won’t be good enough. He starts thinking of his wife instead, her perfect legs, the feel of her fingertips along his body. He remembers the warmth and heat of her pussy rubbing against his shaft. Immediately, his number stiffens. It’s a reflex, an instinct, a completely biological reaction that he has no chance of controlling. 
 
    Josh hisses air through his teeth as he starts thinking of his wife. But the memories of her body are just the beginning. 
 
    He starts thinking of everything she said, about how she wants to train him, to own him. 
 
    No, that’s not what he wants to think about. He tries to rewrite his mental script. In his fantasy, he should be on top. He should be big enough and stronger to grab his wife and force her down. She will be on her back, looking up at him, her eyes big with a mix of nervousness and adoration. 
 
    “You’re so cute,” she says in his mind. “You really think that you can be in charge, Josh?” She drops her voice to a whisper. “No. That’s not how it works. You know that you’re a slave.” 
 
    Josh simply follows the fantasy, letting his thoughts drift. His pulse might spike as those images dance his head, but then his breathing stops for just a moment. He knows that he should stop this. He should fight back, especially because he is in control. This is his imagination, after all. 
 
    Somehow, that doesn’t seem to matter here. 
 
    Josh imagines her voice, soft and seductive, utterly confident. “You’re just a slave, Josh. You belong on your hands and knees. You should please me and serve me at every opportunity. There’s nothing else you want to do. There is nothing else you can do. Try to fight it, you’re just going to lose.” 
 
    He scrunches his eyes closed, tightening them as much as he can, like he might somehow be able to hide from his Mistress. 
 
    But she’s right there, inside his head, she’s laughing at him. “This is how it works. I tell you what to do, and you obey. You don’t try to think for yourself. You don’t try to do anything on your own because you know that I make the decisions.” 
 
    Josh doesn’t want to believe it. He doesn’t want to accept it. Or does he? 
 
    His shaft is rigid, stiff with his desire. For some reason, these thoughts arouse him. They do something to him, turning him on in a way that should not be possible. But it is. It’s very possible, there’s absolutely no escape for him. 
 
    “Don’t worry. You can trust me. I’m going to be a gentle Mistress. I’m going to make sure that you always know your place, that you always remember how to be mine. Other guys have to worry about making choices. Not you. Never you, Josh. You’re just a slave now.” 
 
    His muscles tense, pulling against the restraints, tightening the bonds and yanking away the slack at every corner of the bed. 
 
    “Tell me who you are. Tell me what you are.” 
 
    This is just an imaginative version of his wife. He doesn’t really have to do it. On some level, Josh knows this, but he still can’t help himself. Perhaps he doesn’t want to help himself. 
 
    This is the hard part. Over and over again, he feels this itch, this programmed need to assert himself. But he can’t. He knows that he doesn’t deserve any real power, any genuine independence. He’s a slave. His wife has seen that within him, and now she is training him. She is breaking him. She is taming him. 
 
    Josh can’t know if he wants to be a tamed male or not. 
 
    As he lies there, his heart flutters in his chest. His shaft remains hard, and he keeps his eyes closed. 
 
    He must answer her unspoken question. He needs to say something to the Mistress in his imagination. Sure, this should be his mind, but it doesn’t work that way. For this boy, he knows he must act. He must do exactly as she commands because she’s in charge and owns him. 
 
    Josh licks his lips right before he starts to speak. He doesn’t really make a sound, yet his lips move. He shapes the words, each one a silent pantomime of language. 
 
    “Mistress, I know that I am your slave. I know that I belong to you. I am owned. I am your property. I belong to you.” Those words answer her question, so he can theoretically stop. This should be enough to satisfy her, but there’s something else itching there at the edge of his brain, this other declaration that he feels compelled to make. 
 
    With an audible gulp, he scrunches his eyes closed again. He squirms, like he can’t escape his own ambivalence. But he must. Josh has to make a decision. This is important. He can’t mess up in front of his Mistress, so he needs to practice. 
 
    “Thank you,” he says. These words almost come out like a prayer. “Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for owning me. I didn’t think this was possible. I never imagined that it would feel so good to belong to you, but I love following your orders. This is what I need. This is who I have to be. Thank you for seeing this inside of me. Thank you so much, Mistress. Thank you for allowing me to serve you. Thank you for training me. Thank you for taming me.” He pauses, his heart pounding faster. “Thank you for breaking me.” 
 
    Gratitude. It is such a powerful emotion, one that sweeps through him. Then, all of a sudden, Josh relaxes. The tension dissipates from his body, yet his cock remains rigid. 
 
    In his mind, he’s thinking about how he might serve her to demonstrate his gratitude. Other guys might immediately go to images of licking her pussy. Other guys would be wrong. After all, that kind of immediate jump to oral servitude would be for his pleasure and his satisfaction. No. If Josh really wants to be a good slave, then he needs to think of his Mistress and what she would genuinely crave first. 
 
    Like so many other women, Nicole likes to relax before sex. Men might use sex as an escape, to get away from stress and worry. Women, on the other hand, need to feel safe and sedate before they can really enjoy any pleasures of the flesh. Josh knows this, so he knows that his own desires are irrelevant. He needs to please his Mistress. He can’t be selfish, he can’t be greedy, and he can’t be egocentric. 
 
    If his time in the chastity device has taught him anything, then it’s this. 
 
    So in his fantasy, because he must remain stimulated, Josh thinks about how it would be to have his wife on her stomach. She would raise one foot, her arch extended. Josh would lean in, and he would begin to press down on her sensitive skin. He would work every part. He would take his time. More than that, he would pay attention to her and her desires. Josh would be the best husband he could be, massaging and serving her. All the while, he would do his best to discern exactly what she enjoyed most. 
 
    Each time she would smile or moan or groan with pleasure, Josh would pick up on it. He would make a note each time, and he would make sure to integrate those exact movements, those exact pressure points, into his strategy. Because yes, he would have to think about this very clearly. He couldn’t just act randomly. 
 
    Over and over again, he thinks about how he has been captured, controlled, and modified. He really is thinking differently now. That’s good. This is who he is meant to be. 
 
    After the massage, Josh fantasizes about working his hands along her legs. He knows that she doesn’t enjoy a lot of pressure on her calves, her shins, or her thighs. Instead, Nicole always wants something soft, a featherlight touch of his fingertips and nothing more. 
 
    So that’s what he thinks about giving her. 
 
    Even so, he knows that this would be erotic for her. When Nicole relaxes, when she is gently stimulated, her body begins to respond. In the real world, a shiver runs through Josh’s body as he thinks about this. It’s happened on more than one occasion where he simply wanted to be a good husband. As such, he gave his wife a massage, and started to turn her on. That hadn’t been his intention. It wasn’t his goal by any stretch. And yet, it worked this way nonetheless. 
 
    Josh knows this might not be appropriate, but he grins anyway. He likes thinking about his wife, her pleasure, the way she would squirm helplessly underneath him. Then there were those times when he mocked her, pretending that he didn’t know exactly why she started to twitch beneath his caresses. 
 
    Still, that’s a good memory.  
 
    “I’m going to roll over, slave, and you’re going to massage my breasts for me. You’re going to use your hands and you’re going to use your mouth. Understand, slave?” Nicole might not be in the room to say those words, but Josh has no problem imagining the sounds. 
 
    His wife’s authority echoes through his mind and body.  
 
    In his fantasy, Nicole rolls onto her back. She moves with lazy certainty, savoring the fact that she can do whatever she likes. She can take her time, and there’s no way for Josh to do anything about it. He might be impatient, but he’s smart enough not to complain. In his mind, he keeps his head bowed down as he waits for her to assume whatever position she likes. Then, and only then, he will serve her. 
 
    With his owner on her back, he watches as she stretches her hands over her head. 
 
    She gives an almost imperceptible nod, and he crawls forward. He now has his head down, and gently touching his fingertips to the sides of her breasts. He goes for her left nipple first. He nuzzles her with the tip of his nose and his lips. She likes that. She likes it a lot. 
 
    He puckers his lips as he continues to fondle her breasts. He sticks out his tongue and quickly swipes it along her erect nipple. Yes, she is quite stiff. Both of her nipples are hard; how could they be anything else when she is so turned on? 
 
    This understanding doesn’t make Josh arrogant or cocky. Instead, he remains servile and dedicated as his tongue continues to work. He goes up and down, from side to side, and in little squares and circles, all around her nipple. 
 
    “Would you like me to change?” Josh asks in his fantasy. 
 
    “Yes,” she would say with a quick nod of her head.  
 
    Obliging, Josh would quickly move over to the other side of her chest. His lips would come down again, and he would start with the same nuzzles. Those intimately sweet movements would make her smile, so he would keep going. Simultaneously, however, Josh would be very much aware that his owner would want some direct stimulation. Okay, then. 
 
    He would lick and suck, moving his lips and tongue wherever he could for her pleasure. 
 
    Josh doesn’t think that Nicole would be able to take this for much longer. She gets horny quickly, especially when faced with this kind of dedicated stimulation. That’s why she would spread her legs, perhaps snap her fingers, and definitely order him down between her legs. 
 
    He would look at her for just a second, his eyes big and pleading. He wouldn’t ask any questions or make any requests. That would be too forward. 
 
    Even so, the idea would be there, lingering on the air. He would be so hopeful, eager just for the chance to have sex with her. Would she acquiesce? Would she decide that her husband has done enough? No. 
 
    Because really, this is about more than what he “deserves.” It’s about her pleasure, her satisfaction, and her cravings. He’s there, but she comes first. Always. 
 
    In his fantasy, Josh does the only thing he can. He goes down on his owner. He licks her, he worships her, using his tongue. This enslaved boy uses everything he has to please his Mistress. In his fantasy, he can taste her excitement. He can hear the speed of her breathing. It’s almost like she’s really here, and it’s almost like he can climax on his own. 
 
      
 
    Nicole wants to hop. Seriously, the instinct pumps through her body, but she knows she should be serious about this. Instead of jumping around like an excited kid, Nicole creeps down the hallway to the bedroom door. She opens it, her hand on the knob. Gripping it, she turns it very, very slowly. She doesn’t make a sound, no noise whatsoever. 
 
    At this point, she can’t even hear her heartbeat. 
 
    With the door open, she steps across the threshold, careful not to let the floor creak beneath her feet. She leaves the door open and takes several careful steps toward her husband. He doesn’t react. There is no sharp intake of breath, no twitch, and he doesn’t lift his head. No, he doesn’t know she’s here. 
 
    For several seconds, Nicole simply enjoys her position. This is fun, she reflects. But there’s something else. She’s in love with this slave, she knows. Owning him is one thing, but it feels good to simply admire him. She studies the contours of his muscles, his hair cut, his somewhat placid expression. For the most part, he is relaxed, but occasionally, she can see the movement beneath his eyelids, almost like he’s dreaming. 
 
    She’s pretty sure he’s not asleep. No, this is something else. 
 
    Like a good plaything, Josh is doing exactly what his Mistress commanded. He’s fantasizing. She can tell he’s not asleep, after all, because his cock is hard. In fact, it stands up straight with little droplets of excitement at the tip. 
 
    Nicole creeps up to her husband. She’s right next to him now, not that he knows it. His expression doesn’t change in the slightest. 
 
    For his part, Josh is thinking about his Mistress. In his mind, everything’s changed. He started thinking about what it would be like if he existed in a world where he really was a slave, both inside of this house and out. What would happen if he was so thoroughly owned that there was a legal dimension as well? What if any man could be owned? 
 
    This is something that scares him, something teases him. He thinks of a world where any guy could be collared, where any woman could simply claim a man. Suddenly, he would be subject to her whims, dependent on her approval. This would be a world where female prerogatives would control everything. 
 
    Just then, Josh feels this gentle caress along his balls, up his shaft. 
 
    He yelps! 
 
    The sound is alien, he scratches his eyes shut, almost like he is panicking. Josh doesn’t know what else he can possibly do, especially because he doesn’t want to open his eyes. 
 
    Silent and desperate, he can only hope that this is his wife. 
 
    Technically, she didn’t tell him that he can’t talk, but Josh somehow can’t find his voice. He parts his lips, and his throat clenches as the sensations race through his nerves. She—someone—touches him again, those unnerving caresses that are impossible to ignore. He tenses up, wishing that he could climax, but there isn’t enough pressure. 
 
    Besides, Josh is pretty certain that he needs permission for something like that. So he doesn’t let go; he doesn’t relax. 
 
    “Josh, what have you been thinking about the last couple of hours?” 
 
    Right away, relief floods through his system. Yes, it is Nicole. He relaxes. Sure, the physical taunts of her fingertips gliding over his member are almost unbearable, but at least it really is Nicole and not some stranger or something. He’s almost tempted to smile at that idea. Who else could possibly be here? 
 
    “Mistress, I’ve been thinking about serving you and obeying you.” Those words should sound stilted or silly. They don’t. When he speaks them, he does so with perfect conviction because he really is telling the truth. 
 
    “That’s good to hear. So what does serving me and obeying me mean to you?” 
 
    He swallows, not exactly sure what she wants to hear. Instead of guessing, he swallows a gulp of air and tells her, “Nothing in particular. I guess, I’ve been thinking about simply putting your needs first. I know that I could serve you and say that I am subservient, but it would still be possible for me to put my own desires first. That’s what I’ve been thinking about, Mistress. How do I avoid that trap?”  
 
    “Oh my, that does sound like a trap,” Nicole agrees, her tone slightly condescending. “And how are you going to avoid it?” 
 
    “I think there’s only one way to avoid this problem. I need to put your desires first. To do this, I must always think about my choices and evaluate them based on what I know about you, Mistress.” 
 
    “That sounds pretty smart,” Nicole says. “I’m impressed. What about you, Tara? Are you impressed?” 
 
    Josh registers those words, and his lungs clench up. Right away, he understands the implications. But then, he can’t help himself this time. He opens his eyes, and he looks across the bed. In his peripheral vision, he picks up on Nicole. Sure enough, she’s right by the bed, exactly where he expects.  
 
    But there’s another young woman standing in the doorway, her arms crossed. She’s wearing a slightly odd expression, like she doesn’t know exactly what she should do with this situation. Their eyes meet, and the woman smirks.  
 
    At this point, Josh desperately hopes that the girl will get nervous and leave. After all, she is involved in an obvious situation. Not only that, it should be clear from Josh’s expression that he doesn’t want her here. His face turns bright red, and he opens his mouth, desperate to say something to get her to go away. But what? What can he do? 
 
    After all of his training, it’s not like he can tell a woman to simply get out. 
 
    With just a glance in her direction, he can feel something. It’s almost like she is inherently superior. He shouldn’t challenge her. He shouldn’t question her presence. His default assumptions are clear: she’s a woman, so he should defer to her. 
 
    Josh doesn’t know whether or not this is something that his Mistress actually wants for him. Does she think that men are inferior? Does she think they should obey women? Probably. And yet, she hasn’t trained him for any of this. She simply left alone, chained down, and that’s it. 
 
    Confused, Josh squirms around, frustrated, confused and disoriented. 
 
    What is she doing here? 
 
    It takes him another second to realize that he recognizes this girl. It’s Tara, one of Nicole’s friends. He has probably chatted with Tara on more than one occasion, not that he can really remember it now. Instead, his thoughts go blank. He stares at the other girl, their eyes locked on one another. While Josh is terrified, his thoughts scatter and his heart is pummeling in his chest, Tara just seems slightly amused, like she’s looking down a very interesting bug. 
 
    Eventually, Josh forces himself to look back up at his Mistress. He opens his mouth to say something, but he can’t get the words out. 
 
    “Well, Tara, what do you think?” 
 
    The other woman responds slowly, like she is carefully choosing her words. “This looks like a very interesting experiment.” 
 
    Nicole starts laughing right away. “Oh, I think it’s a little bit more than an experiment at this point. Josh here is giving up every shred of authority he used to possess.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he agrees quickly. It feels normal, natural, perhaps even automatic. 
 
    “Do you mind if I talk to him?” Tara asks, her question clearly addressed to Nicole. It’s like she’s asking the other woman if she can pet her dog. 
 
    A shiver of humiliation runs through Josh. He knows that he shouldn’t argue or complain or even try to think for himself. Still, it’s difficult. Some habits are hard to break. 
 
    “Of course,” Nicole applies waving her hand. 
 
    “Josh, are you really her slave?” 
 
    “Yes,” he says in the small, timid voice. Oddly enough, Josh feels particularly awkward because it feels like he should address this woman with some honorific. He doesn’t know if he should call her ma’am or something like that. It doesn’t sound right, but simply talking to her seems wrong as well. 
 
    Since his Mistress doesn’t object, Josh just does as best he can. 
 
    “Do you want to be her slave?” 
 
    Josh glances up at his Mistress. Theoretically, it’s only been a couple of days, but after so much training, so much programming, it’s hard to sift through his thoughts. Eventually, he licks his lips and nods his head. “Yes. I want to be her slave.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    This time, Josh can answer truthfully and without any real worry or thought. 
 
    “I want to be her slave because this is who I am meant to be. I think that I will be best off if I can serve my Mistress. I want to make her happy. I want to do as she commands.” 
 
    “And what would you do if I told you to eat Tara out?” Nicole asks.  
 
    He doesn’t hesitate or pause to consider his answer. “I would do it. I will do anything you tell it to, Mistress,” Josh tells her truthfully. 
 
    Nicole turns back to her friend. “What do you say? Would you like to have some fun with my slave boy?” 
 
    Josh looks over at Tara, only he doesn’t know what he expects to see. More than that, he doesn’t know what he should hope for. Does he want to taste her pussy? Does he want to impress his Mistress with his obedience? He knows that if she climbs up on top of him, he’s going to be used. This won’t be any real chance for him to show off because he is just a plaything. He will be taken as an object. 
 
    It doesn’t matter.  
 
    Josh simply needs to focus on his Mistress. Whatever she wants, whatever she desires. That simple directive makes it a lot easier for focus. 
 
    “Yes. I think I want to see what all the fuss is about,” she says.  
 
    “Would you like some privacy?” asks Nicole. 
 
    Tara touches a finger to the bottom of her chin as she thinks about this. “No. I think it’ll be fine.” With a cocky little grin on her face, Tara unbuttons her jeans. She pulls them off even as she takes away her flats. Then her panties follow, and she is totally confident. Then again, it makes sense. With that tight little body, it’s not like she needs to feel ashamed. 
 
    Tara hops up onto the bed. With smooth, confident grace, she positions herself over his mouth, only she is facing his feet. She lowers herself down, her pussy already wet. Josh has only ever done this for one before. 
 
    “Since you’re his owner or whatever, does that mean you can’t cheat on him?” Tara asks. 
 
    Nicole smiles over at her friend. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Why don’t you come up here?” she asks. “…Maybe we can have some fun together?” 
 
    Nicole grins ferociously as she looks down at herself. She has on a pair of khaki pants and her T-shirt. She decides to discard the pants, especially because she is interested in playing with her boy. But maybe she should have some fun with her friend as well. 
 
    A different kind of excitement, nervous anticipation runs through Nicole. 
 
    Did she think about this? Did she know that something like this could happen? 
 
    Probably. She’s a smart girl. And yet, Nicole never really put those ideas into conscious, coherent strings of thought. But now it’s happening, and she can feel the desires pound through her body. Because really, she knows that this is going to be fun. 
 
    Josh works his tongue as he lashes up eagerly after the woman poised above. Does he enjoy this? Yes and no. On the one hand, he hates his subjugation and his subservience, at least in front of this other woman. And yet, despite his reluctance, some part of him is thrilled. This is his opportunity to impress his wife; this is his chance to demonstrate that he really can be a good slave! 
 
    “Wow, that feels good,” Tara whispers. 
 
    “Josh, I’m going to have some fun with you, but there is one rule you cannot break. If you come without permission, I’ll lock you chastity for at least a year.” 
 
    His mouth might be otherwise occupied, but he whimpers anyway. That makes Tara laugh as Nicole strips. Soon, she is naked from the waist down, just like her friend. Nicole climbs up onto the bed, and she strokes her husband’s cock. As he shivers and shakes with pleasure, she smiles, wondering whether or not he can really handle this. 
 
    Ultimately, it doesn’t matter. He might mess up, but she’s not going to stop, not here, not now. 
 
    “Don’t disappoint me,” Nicole says to her slave. Then she keeps her eyes on Tara as she begins to lower herself down. Nicole’s pussy is already wet. She doesn’t know if that is because of what she’s watching or if it is simply her new position. In any case, she is ready for this kind of stimulation. She is ready for this burning excitement.  
 
    Nicole lowers herself down, tantalizing inch by inch. As Tara watches her, Nicole feels the tip of Josh’s member against her opening. She moves slowly, sliding her hips forward and back. She wants to make sure that this is perfect. 
 
    For his part, Josh inhales and exhales. He’s torn, locked between the dual realities of his life. While his wife teases him with her opening, his mouth is still busy. He has his tongue out, sliding, dipping, teasing and penetrating. He might not know Tara anywhere near as well as does his wife, but Josh is still determined to do a good job. He can’t disappoint either woman because he’s a slave. He must do a good job. 
 
    This is the main tenant of his life now. 
 
    He can’t disappoint. He won’t. 
 
    As Josh continues to lick, Nicole lowers herself. She can feel his cock as it pushes its way up her opening. She loves the way her body stretches, accepting his girth. Oh yes, that feels incredible. The friction of his body against hers might be subtle, but there’s something else as well. 
 
    She owns his shaft. His genitals belong to her. His balls and cock are her property, just like the rest of him. This understanding is intoxicating. Soon, she is right on top of him, and Nicole doesn’t need to move. Instead, she keeps her eyes aimed at Tara. 
 
    The two women study one another, perhaps basking in this position. Together, they have a man underneath them in the most subservient, restrained position possible. This is female leadership, female ownership, complete female control. 
 
    They love it.  
 
    Tara breaks the spell, leaning forward first. At this point, Nicole can’t help herself. With a satisfied grin, she also leans forward, and she starts to kiss the girl. They’re touching one another, their hands moving along each other’s bodies. Suddenly, they start to sway, going forward and back, then up and down. They follow the movements of their instincts, combined with his and his shaft. 
 
    These girls use the slave. They take their own satisfaction.  
 
    For her part, Nicole loses herself in this sublime wonder. It feels like she might be cheating on her husband, but that doesn’t matter, not when he is her slave. Simultaneously, she knows she can do whatever she wants whenever she wants. To make things even better, she knows that Josh will help her because he has to obey her. 
 
    It’s utterly delightful. 
 
    Tara shivers quickly, enjoying her first orgasm. Moments later, the same happens to Nicole. But just because these two women have climaxed, that doesn’t mean they are anywhere near done. 
 
    “What do you think of my slave?” Nicole asks, breaking off the kiss for just a moment. She is still close to Tara, so close. She can smell the other girl’s cherry shampoo. 
 
    “He’s a good boy,” she says, and the two women giggle before they start kissing again. 
 
    Josh knows that this is happening; more importantly, he knows there’s nothing he can do about it. Then again, he wouldn’t even try to stop them. 
 
    Nicole knows that she’s close. She’s close to her next orgasm, one that will overwhelm her. 
 
    “This is your life, Josh. This is how I’m going to use you. You do what I want, whatever I want, whenever I want. You cook for me, you clean for me, and you serve as my toy.” 
 
    With Tara’s opening still pressed against his mouth, Josh can’t actually respond. Even so, he makes a muffled noise, one that must be something close to, “Yes, Mistress!” In those sounds, Nicole picks up on the note of obedience. There’s nothing more important than that. 
 
    The women go back to kissing, fondling one another. They savor the sensations roiling through their bodies even as they use his mouth and his shaft. They ride him, moving faster, rhythmic inclinations, crests and troughs. They move faster and faster, all the while Josh knows that he can’t come. 
 
    As their hands move along each other’s chests, their thighs, their waists, Josh can only imagine what it must feel like for the two women. This must be incredible, perfect bliss.  
 
    Nicole breaks away again. Her lips are only away from Tara’s for a few seconds, just long enough to say, “Slave, you can come for me.” 
 
    His eyes open wide, he doesn’t even know if he has heard her correctly. Even so, Josh doesn’t want to mess this up. He pumps his hips, working deep into her. Nicole moans. His tongue keeps working, going even faster with raw excitement now. Tara can’t help herself. She squeezes her hips as she climaxes. Josh’s cock pumps, thrusting wildly, pulsating. Nicole throws her head back and she laughs, savoring everything she can do, everything she gets to enjoy. 
 
    The three of them are spent. Nicole and Tara leave the room. 
 
    They’re going to talk. 
 
    But for his part, Josh can only lay there, utterly drained, knowing that his opinion doesn’t matter. All he can be at this point is grateful. His Mistress allowed him an orgasm. For that, he must work hard to demonstrate just how well he can behave, how grateful he can be. After all, he knows that this is a privilege. 
 
    That’s what it means to be owned. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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