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Promotion

Chad

My morning was going exactly to plan. I had sent a worshipful wakeup message to Julie as I always did, then hit the gym for a pre-work session. The barista at my favorite coffee shop had flirted with me, some attention that I appreciated but didn’t return, and now I was walking through the park on a sunny day. Ever since I had let Julie into my life, things had been going better and better. I’d given up my bad habits, like drinking, partying, and womanizing, to focus on what really mattered. My health was better, mentally and physically, and I was able to spend time on self-improvement. I had even started to enjoy my job as a salesman at a fintech company, a cushy job that one of my father’s old fraternity brothers had gotten me but which I now found myself excelling in.

Still, the most important part of my new life was undoubtedly Julie. Her bizarre suggestion that she lock my manhood up and hold the key hadn’t just helped me turn my life around; it had unleashed my submissive desires. My gorgeous, successful, older neighbor delighted in pushing my buttons, teasing and controlling me, pushing my boundaries as she got more and more involved in my life. And I loved being along for the ride.

I tried not to daydream about her too much as I made my way into the office, waving to the pretty secretaries as I headed for the elevator. Thinking too much about Julie, about the things she had done to me or had me do to her, was a dangerous proposition. Such thoughts would undoubtedly cause me to swell in my cage, and I didn’t want to end up uncomfortably horny this early in the day. Of course, with her teasing pictures and texts, that’s often exactly how Julie had me.

Chad, come to my office when you get in. I want to have a quick chat with you.

It was a message from Stella, my boss. Part of me felt nervous, wondering if I was about to get fired. For my first months at the office I had been seriously underperforming, frequently coming in hungover. I could tell it was wearing on Stella, an ambitious and serious woman who I had fantasized about several times. Still, I was a friend of the CEO’s family and was basically untouchable.

We got on much better now that I had changed my ways. She regularly complimented me on my work and I treated her with the respect she deserved, hoping that I had never come across as lecherous in addition to lazy. I just hoped that this wasn’t about to come crashing down around me, a hangover from all my times showing up hungover.

I took a deep breath and steeled myself, using one of the exercises Julie had shown me. In addition to helping me control my vices and explore my submissive side, my mistress had started to take me under her wing in other ways. She had given me lots of tips about climbing the corporate ladder, something she had managed to do successfully without all of my inherited wealth and advantages. She had taught me how to stay focused, how to be firm in negotiations, and how to control my emotions. It had all just been talk in bed or over a dinner I had lovingly prepared, but it looked like I might be needing those skills sooner than I thought.

I imagined her stern yet soothing voice in my head. You’ve got this.

I finished my coffee and composed myself before knocking on Stella’s door. Her voice was bright and breezy as she called me in, and she met me with a big smile. “Sit down, Chad.”

For the next five minutes, Stella gushed about my attitude, my successful numbers, and my ability to learn. Still, it came as a surprise when she offered me a promotion- a big promotion. I was going to get jumped up to Senior Sales Executive, a job with a big increase in responsibility and pay. In the past, I would have assumed this was some family favor being called in, but my boss seemed genuinely delighted.

Still, I tried to remember some of Julie’s advice. When you have an opportunity, take it. When you have an advantage, press it.

“That’s amazing Stella, it means so much to have your confidence. I would love to move up here and keep learning from you. Still, we need to discuss the pay package a bit, and the clients I would be working with.”

When I left the office twenty minutes later, it was with a massive increase in responsibility, salary, and self-worth. The other managers and senior salespeople soon messaged or came to my desk to congratulate me, and several of them were insisting that I join them for celebratory drinks later. I wanted to go, of course, although I had come to enjoy my quiet Friday nights, often cooking for Julie before serving her more intimately. The idea of a night out with my famously hard-working and hard-partying colleagues also made me a little nervous. I decided to text her about the good news and maybe feel her out for more advice.

Congratulations!!! Julie replied quickly to my overly long message. And you should definitely go out tonight. You deserve to celebrate. I’ll survive on my own. You can make it up to me some other time.

Oh, I will, whatever you like, Ma’am. I’m just a bit nervous about all the drinking, the partying.

I waited nervously for her reply, watching the three dots on my phone.

You’ll be fine. Think about how much self-control you’ve shown in… other areas. Have fun, celebrate, just don’t take it too far.

Are you sure?

It’s cute that you’re asking my permission, but yes. I’m sure. I love how good you’ve been lately, but this is part of business as well. You have to network to get work.

That’s true.

I quite like the idea of having a corporate titan as my personal footstool. Even better than having a trust fund brat. Get out there and be the big man. Just remember who owns you.

There was a brief pause.

And text me when you get home safe.

Well, that was that. I had my good news, my go-ahead, my goal. I was going to have a night on the town.

***

Julie

Things were going well in my life. My work gave me just the right mixture of power and prestige to make me relish going in, but I still had the opportunity to work on tricky engineering problems from time to time. I was more financially secure than I had ever been in my life and had plenty of time to work on my health and my body. I might be in my forties, but life had never been better.

Key to all that, of course, was Chad. It might have all started with me telling him off for his obnoxious lifestyle, but meeting him had been the best thing to ever happen to me. I had finally gotten to live out my longtime fantasies of controlling a man sexually, teasing and denying him until he was putty in my hands. I had tried and failed with other men in the local BDSM scene, but now this hot young stud had just fallen into my lap. It was like some divine yet devilish kind of providence.

It wasn’t just sexually satisfying, either. Chad’s presence in my life was making everything easier. I could spend an extra hour in the gym when I knew that he would be willing to cook me dinner and provide a massage. I was even more focused at work now that I was getting my rocks off regularly. I had even gotten back in touch with some of my acquaintances from the kink scene, reviving my social life as I gossiped about my new boytoy. And on top of all that, I liked his companionship. He was funny, smart, and self-effacing, making for excellent company even when he wasn’t eating my pussy.

Things were comfortable. Perhaps too comfortable. After all, what would happen when this inevitably came to an end? He was twenty years younger than me, just starting out in this world of sexual exploration. As he became richer and more successful, he would surely want to explore everything else that life could offer him. With this new promotion, that day seemed closer than ever.

Still, I wasn’t going to let that nagging fear ruin what we had going for now. Chad was young, hot, and utterly obsessed with me. I had my fingers deep in his mind and the key to his cock hanging on a little chain. The constant sexual service was amazing, but even better was the fact that I had a pliable man to play with. I was able to experiment with him, to push his boundaries and live out my fantasies.

Anyway, while part of me was selfishly worried that this promotion of his might be the beginning of the end, I was mostly proud. Chad had been an arrogant little shit, afflicted by affluenza and machismo, but now he was making something of himself. It was truly impressive, and I was glad to have played my part in it.

Of course, I didn’t want him getting too big for his boots. What I needed now was to keep him off balance and put him back in his place. When I got home from work that night I poured myself a glass of wine and got into a warm bath, giving myself plenty of time to think about what game I might play with Chad next. I took an artsy picture of my toes in the candlelit bubble bath and sent it to my pet, smiling as I pictured him swelling in his cage.

The reply was slower than usual, and shorter. Apparently, Mr Bigshot was getting distracted. That was fine. I hoped he had a nice night out on the town, because if he didn’t give me the attention I needed, well… I would be happy to correct his behavior.

I pinched my nipple gently between my fingers and slipped down into the warm water, picturing what exactly that might look like.


Funishment

Chad

Dry mouth.

Pounding head.

An ominous churning in the stomach.

Without opening my eyes, I already knew this would be a bad one.

I hadn’t even managed to make it all the way into bed, finding myself in the once familiar position of waking up groggily on the couch. I was still mostly clothed. As I reached down to check what I was still wearing, I suddenly felt the presence of the cage. That brought me back to reality somewhat, as I remembered what my lifestyle was now.

Fuck. Was Julie going to be mad at me?

No, I reminded myself. She told me to do this. As long as I didn’t do anything to disgrace myself.

That brought a fresh wave of worry, though. Julie might have given me the go-ahead, but had I embarrassed myself in front of my colleagues? I had only just won their respect and could only hope I hadn’t blown that already.

My memories were hazy, but nothing dramatic jumped out. Still, there was only one way to know. I searched around for my phone and found it, still holding onto dear life with a little battery.

A quick scan gave me nothing to worry about. I had plenty of nice messages, a few people cheekily checking I got home OK, and a good few new contacts on my socials. As my memories solidified, I became more and more sure that nothing had gone too badly. I had been the life and soul of the party but had stopped just short of any real social disaster. Perhaps Julie and her strange, sexy games had taught me more about self-control than even I had suspected.

A fresh worry appeared, though, when I checked my message chain with Julie. She had sent several suggestive messages, all without reply from me. I remembered being in a club underground with bad reception, and not wanting to wake her when I finally saw the messages. I realized, though, in the cold light of day, that I had fucked up.

Ignoring her messages was bad, but perhaps justifiable in the context of the lateness. Not telling her I got home safe when I was specifically asked to? That was a problem. I’d also missed sending her my usual good morning message, which was sure to make her think the worst of me. She was probably picturing me passed out somewhere, all of her and my hard work wasted. Even worse, what if she wasn’t thinking of me at all?

It took a while to decide on the words, but I had soon sent my mistress an apologetic message. The ticks on my phone screen told me that she had seen it, but she didn’t reply immediately. I went for a shower and brushed my teeth, trying to get the stale taste of beer and vape out of my mouth as my hangover threatened to pull me into the abyss. I contemplated the fridge to distract myself, but the turning in my stomach told me that it was too soon for breakfast. I accepted my fate and simply sat next to my phone, waiting nervously for Julie’s reply. When the beep came through I leapt on in, shamelessly eager to start the process of getting back in her good graces.

It's fine. I told you to go out. But you should have checked in.

Yes, Ma’am, I know. I’m so sorry. I hope you weren’t worried.

You’ll need to be punished.

I know, Ma’am. Absolutely.

Perhaps a week without seeing me.

I had no idea what punishment her creative, cruel mind would have come up with, but I hadn’t thought that might be on the cards. It was a dull but destructive notion, sending a bolt of panic through me. Julie had become such a key beat in the new rhythm of my life. Even a week without seeing her, feeling her, tasting her, would feel like an eternity. I knew it was ridiculous, but I could feel it in my body.

No, please, Ma’am. I need you.

A week off would let you think about what you did, and might help you focus on your work.

Please, no, Ma’am. I wouldn’t be able to focus without knowing I could see you.

There was a long pause. I was ready to go full Grovel.

I need to see you. I need to serve you. I’ll do anything to make this up to you, anything at all.

In a moment of desperate inspiration, I knelt naked in front of my bedroom mirror and took a photo, trying to show her how I would kowtow for forgiveness if I were in her presence. I was casting around with my mind to see what else I could do to degrade myself and show her the depths of my seriousness when a picture message arrived on my screen.

The picture had been shot from the ground up, making Julie look like an Amazonian warrior looming over her defeated foe. She was completely naked, except for one thing- a large, pink strapon.

There were no words with her message, only a single question mark. The implication was clear and, well, I had said anything.

Yes, Ma’am.

***

Julie

I waited giddily for Chad to arrive, not even bothering to dress or remove my strapon. I had been a little bit worried when he hadn’t checked in last night, and a little bit disappointed by his lack of attention, but I had never really been angry. He deserved a night out and I had told him to go and enjoy himself. Now, the only emotions I felt were excitement and arousal.

Chad’s “bad” behavior had given me the perfect excuse to push his boundaries through a new punishment. Truth be told, our dynamic didn’t really require me to have a reason to try something new, but I liked the roleplay and the opportunity to fuck with his mind a little bit. Locking up a man’s cock and becoming his cruel, capricious keyholder had been a long-time dream of mine, but once we started to settle into it, the old hedonic treadmill kicked in. I started to focus on new fantasies, thinking about what depraved things I could make my little slut do. Pegging had quickly gone to the top of the list.

There was a knock on the door and my heart skipped a little. I tried to put on my sternest face, getting into character while I walked down the hallway. The fake cock swung awkwardly between my legs, and I could only pray that none of our other neighbors were in the hallway.

Chad stood with his eyes downcast, the perfect picture of contrition. He had made an effort, putting on a nice clean suit, but I could tell from his pale face and red eyes that he hadn’t escaped a hangover. Good. I felt like a predator stalking a wounded animal, and all the more powerful for it. I was going to fuck this hangover out of him and make him beg for more.

He stared at me with a mixture of awe and fear, mouth open like a fish gasping for air. I quickly pulled him inside and shut the door, my pussy tingling with excitement.

“Thank you for seeing me, Ma’am, I’m so-”

“Shut up,” I barked at him, deciding to make him work for forgiveness despite his minor transgression. “Knees.”

He got down so quickly that it must have hurt his knees, making me feel like a drill sergeant rather than an engineering manager approaching middle age. He was suddenly eye level with my swinging dildo, although he kept his humble gaze directed at my bare feet, partly out of shame and no doubt with an admiring glance towards my blood-red painted toes.

“Did you put in the plug like I told you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Show me.”

Chad quickly stripped off and then got back down on all fours, this time facing away from me on the hallway floor. As instructed, he was wearing the small vibrating plug that I had used to such good effect on our first date night, and occasionally since. I hadn’t turned it on, but it should at least get his ass stretched out and ready for me.

“Good. Maybe you aren’t completely useless.”

I ran my fingers along his back and butt, feeling him shiver and tremble in response. I flicked the plug, drawing a little moan of pleasure, and then took his nuts in my hand. I weighed them like a farmer assessing a bull, noting how full and heavy they were. It had been just over a week since his last release.

“You poor thing. You must have quite the hangover. Do you have a headache? A dry mouth?”

“Yes, Ma’am, a little dry,” he replied, not trying to hide anything from me.

“Well, let’s fix that.”

I grabbed him by the hair and dragged him towards the bathroom, Chad scrabbling to keep up in his half-prone position. A swift kick to the backside took him over the threshold of my bathroom, with another helping position him just in front of the toilet. He looked up at me with a mixture of panic and excitement, his mind off-balance in just the way I liked.

“Maybe I should give you something golden to drink?” I said, standing over him like I was about to mount him. Chad had nothing to say to that suggestion, simply keeping his eyes forward. Luckily for him, I didn’t really intend to make him drink my piss. Not today, anyway. I had to keep something for further down the line.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to make you do that, even though you did say anything. Go ahead and drink out of the bowl,” he moved his head forward, but hesitated, clearly disgusted by the idea. “Oh for fuck sake, it’s clean. Now drink, you ungrateful little fuck. You begged for this, remember.”

The water was clean, as was the toilet. I was facetious about keeping the place nice, and I had given it an extra good scrub once this little scene had occurred to me. Still, I wanted Chad to get the feeling of being humiliated, treated lower than a pet. He was going to have his head in the toilet, like a bully victim on the receiving end of a swirly.

He put his head in the bowl and began to lap gently at the water. Fuck, how could something so gross be so hot? I laughed and put my foot on the back of his head, forcing his face into the water. Part of me wished he still had underwear on so that I could give him a wedgie. Instead I just reached down and pressed on the end of his plug, gently fucking his hole.

After a moment, I released him and slapped him on the back, letting him roll gratefully off to the side. Usually, I would build this up more, having him perform some menial task for me while I relaxed, before moving on to some pampering, then worship, then sex. Today, though, I was too excited to get to the main event. I was all strapped up with nowhere to go, and his tight little ass was waiting.

“Wash your face. I’ll be in the bedroom.”

I waited on the edge of my bed, idly stroking my fake cock as if that would get it harder. When Chad entered the room a few moments later, he was crawling on his hands and knees without even being asked. His appetite for submission and degradation never ceased to amaze me, and I often had to remind myself how much he loved this when I feared that I might be going too far. He felt at home beneath me.

He crawled to me and bent forward, placing his forehead on the ground between my feet in a pose of complete supplication. I had taken art history in my first year of college and had found myself fascinated by all those old portraits of men prostrating themselves in front of powerful women. Society in the past might have been buttoned up, but artists had always been able to smuggle some eroticism in there. Barbarian warlords flung at the feet of Roman dominas, mandarins kowtowing in front of an Eastern empress, worshipful men crawling towards Aphrodite. Whether in adoration or fear, the image of a broken man in front of a beautiful woman spoke to me. Now, I was getting to live that image.

“Look at me.”

“I’m so sorry, Ma’am,” Chad met my gaze with big, sad puppy dog eyes. Got, he really did feel guilty. That, or he was a better actor than I thought. I would have to reassure him later, but for now, I wanted to use that.

“Suck it,” I said, moving the plastic cock towards his mouth. “Show me how sorry you are.”

He took the tip of the cock in his mouth, hesitantly at first. I put one hand on the back of his head, pushing him down on it, before starting to direct him like this was my personal porno. Lick, suck, deeper, worship it. I made sure to let him know just how slutty he looked, demanding eye contact as he sucked and gagged.

I couldn’t feel a thing, of course, but the power rush was incredible. There was a thrill of role reversal, as I thought about how many girls must have sucked his cock, how many videos he must have watched of women degrading themselves. Now, Chad’s cock was locked and he was lavishing attention on this bit of plastic between my legs. A piece of plastic that was soon going to help me break through another barrier. I was going to make him mine and fulfil a filthy fantasy into the bargain. The whole thing was so perfect, I almost wanted to applaud.

Instead, I decided to move on to the next stage. Slipping the phallus out of his mouth, I slapped him once on the cheek for good measure and then stood up. Chad moved easily, like a half-living puppet, as I dragged him to his feet and positioned him on the bed. I got some lube from my bedside table, putting plenty on the strap and some on my fingertip. His hole clenched as it felt the cool liquid, resisting me instinctively.

“Shhh, just breathe,” I cooed, teasing his hole as I worked my digit inside. He relaxed into it, slowly accepting my finger. The plug had prepared him well. “Is my little pet ready to take it for me?”

“Yes,” he murmured, his eyes dreamy and unfocused.

I rolled his hips back and took his legs onto my shoulders, admiring the taut muscles in his thighs. Hopefully he had been keeping up with the yoga stretches I had recommended for him, because I knew from experience that this position could lead to cramp for the one on the bottom. Still, it was giving me unparalleled access to his ass and a very nice view to go with it.

I paused for a moment with the tip of my cock pressing just against his asshole, ogling his body and savoring the moment. Chad had been a hottie when he started all this, but a few months of clean living had brought out the best in his body. His muscles were well-defined and his abs were just beginning to show, with his skin still youthful and unblemished. It was the kind of skin you just wanted to bite and scratch and whip. His body was tense, but I could sense the excitement in him and see the hint of a smile on his pretty face. The metal cage between his legs was already filled by his swelling cock, that constant and hopefully uncomfortable reminder of his submission. No doubt some base instinct in his body was telling him that he should be standing over me right now, ready to pound away, but his mind knew better.

Chad’s body was prefect, and I was about to make it mine.

I entered him slowly, working it back and forth until I broke through the natural tension. Once I was inside I felt him relax into it, his most intimate part accepting the plastic cock gladly. Throughout the moment, I kept my focus on his face, reading the story of his submission on it. First, there was a little discomfort, even pain, quickly followed by the realization of what pleasure this could bring. At the first deep thrust, his grunt turned to moans and he stared up at me with hungry, desperate eyes that screamed more.

Holding his thighs tight, I began to gently fuck Chad. The bed rocked slightly, helping me find my rhythm, although the unfamiliar motion wasn’t easy to master. He seemed to be enjoying it already, his mouth half open while some decidedly unmasculine sounds escaped him.

“Do you like that?” I asked, already able to read the answer on his body but wanting to hear him say it.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he moaned in time with my thrusting. “It feels good.”

“Play with your little nipples. Be a little slut for me, and I might even touch this clitty.”

I laughed as he followed my instructions, lewdly rubbing and pinching the tiny nipples of his hairless chest. He looked beautifully, gloriously ridiculous. True to my word, I used one finger to rub the end of his cock through the metal bars, feeling the build-up of precum. I brought a long line of sticky liquid with me when I removed my finger. Making eye contact with Chad, I brought it to my lips, arousal making the acrid jizz taste pleasant, a strange transference that the scientist in me had always been fascinated by. He groaned at the sight, cage twitching in excitement.

“Ma’am… I think I might-”

“No,” I grabbed his nuts and squeezed, drawing a grunt of pain. “No coming until I say.”

That seemed to focus him a little but, much to my secret satisfaction, I could tell that he was close to the edge. I had read that it was hard to predict how a man would react to anal stimulation. Some would be turned on by the thought but find the feeling uncomfortable, while others would find it almost instantly orgasmic. Chad was clearly enjoying himself. Perhaps a little too much, considering this was supposed to be a punishment.

This was fun, but it might not be the kind of fun that could go on forever. Chad was clearly close, and my legs and hips ached from the effort of fucking him. It turns out pounding someone wasn’t as easy as it seemed! I decided that if I wanted to give my fuckpuppet a real railing, I might have to switch it up to one final position.

I slowed and then slipped out of him, feeling his body shake in relief and loss. He got the message when I pushed him back and patted the bed, rolling onto his knees and presenting himself like a proper slut. I remembered some old electronic song from my college club days- Face Down Ass Up, That’s The Way I Like To Fuck. Well, it was time to see if this doggystyle thing was everything it was cracked up to be.

His back looked broad and manly, painting a nice contrast to his submissive posture. I worked the dildo back into him gently, taking my time before grabbing onto his hips. Chad made it easy for me, rocking back and forth, clearly desperate for the stimulation. I had never tried anal, not seeing the point in it since women didn’t have a G-spot up there, but it was clear that the wonders of the prostate were paying off for Chad. Although maybe anything would feel good when your cock spent most of its time locked up.

I reached forward and grabbed his hair, pulling his head back sharply. I loved his sandy blond mop, which I was insisting he grow out for me. Having that small but symbolic bit of control over his appearance was hot, and I looked forward to it being long enough to put in pigtails. With a firm grip on his hair and his hip, I started to fuck him harder, almost animalistically, grunting from exertion but feeling myself pulled along by the rhythm of it all. Rising up so that I was almost mounting him, I slid one foot along so that it was near his face. Without even being told, he turned his head to the side and planted a kiss on my foot, struggling to hold his position without collapsing but desperate to worship me.

This was fun, a major power rush and thrilling role reversal just like I had hoped. I couldn’t keep it up much longer, though. Despite all my good work in the gym, fucking like a man would take some practice. I slowed, and then stopped, and then removed the dildo from Chad as gently as I could. He moaned as it left him, the sound running sending a tingle to my pussy.

He rolled off to the side, looking as exhausted as I felt. I could see that while he hadn’t quite orgasmed, he had left a puddle of precum on the bed. He would be sucking my sheets clean for sure, but not before I found another use for his mouth. I quickly straddled him, not bothering to take off the strapon harness before smothering his face. Chad might have been tired, but he was becoming well-trained. His tongue started working eagerly, driving into my pussy before retreating to search for my clit.

As I rode his face to a satisfying orgasm I had just enough brain power spare to muse about one thing. I had enjoyed fucking Chad’s ass, but he had clearly enjoyed it as well. That meant it wasn’t much of a punishment. As much as my anger at him was mostly a confected part of our game, I had to be a woman of my word.

This had been funishment. I would need to come up with a punishment.


Punishment

Chad

Well, that’s one way to cure a hangover!

I had expected to take a submissive pleasure from Julie’s punishment, as I always did. Having had a plug in my ass a few weeks earlier, I also knew that anal stimulation could be, well, stimulating. But I hadn’t expected to love getting pegged quite as much as I did.

It hadn’t been the same kind of satisfaction I might get from fucking a woman to completion, but I did feel like I’d been given a seeing to. The deep thrusts and the close intimacy had left me feeling exhausted, ruined, but happy. It had been humiliating, sure, but also exhilarating. The experience had left me feeling satisfied, but still horny and eager to please.

The only thing missing was my own orgasm. That might be too much to ask for, but Julie had seemed pleased by my willingness to give up my anal virginity to her. Maybe she would take pity and let me get my release.

I got cleaned up and then made my way through to the living room on my hands and knees, knowing that she loved that kind of performative display of submission. Julie was lounging there fully nude like some Renaissance painting. The only thing she wore was a necklace that held my key on the end of it, an elegant reminder of my predicament. I was struck, as I often was, by her almost unbelievable beauty. My neighbor was fit, with her body clearly in shape and gym-honed, but there was a fullness to her that I absolutely loved. Her breasts weren’t as pert as they might have been when she was twenty and her abs would probably never be visible, but she truly had a body befitting a natural, experienced goddess.

Julie ignored me as I crawled into the room, although I thought I could see a small smile play across her lips when she noticed me.

“Thank you for correcting me,” I said quietly, hoping that the formality would amuse her. She didn’t answer, but did dangle a foot off the couch and wriggle her toes in response. Happy to oblige, I bent down to kiss her dainty foot, admiring the deep red color of her nails and the alabaster smoothness of her skin. I kissed loudly and quickly, openly groveling for her attention, forgiveness, and grace.

“It seems like you enjoyed that as much as I did. Maybe more,” Julie said, smiling down at me.

“I did, Ma’am. Thank you so much.”

“Well, I’m glad you had fun, but… it doesn’t seem like much of a punishment, does it?”

It was a rhetorical question if ever I had heard one. That meant there was only one answer.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Maybe I should have pretended not to like it, or begged her to stop, but I never felt like there was any point in lying to Julie. She would know, and anyway, wouldn’t let it affect her choices. She was in charge, and all I could hope for was that my selfish, masculine urges intersected with her desires.

“If that wasn’t a punishment, then we’ll need to come up with one, won’t we?” Julie spoke in a soft, even tone, but with such certainty that I knew there was no point in even attempting a gentle argument. She was leading me down a path, and I was going to have to follow.

“Yes, Ma’am. I said I’d do anything to make it up to you, and I meant it.”

“OK. I think a month without release should do it. Added to the week you’ve already gone. So, four weeks from today.”

Five weeks without any release? Not even a ruined orgasm, not even if I paid some humiliating price? Fuck, I should have let myself come while she was pegging me, but that no doubt would have resulted in some even swifter punishment. As always, Julie had me trapped in a Catch-22, inside a trap, inside a maze.

I would do it, of course, for her. Or at least I would try. I was worried, though, that my balls might literally explode, or that I would suddenly come in my pants at work or the gym. I tried to squeak out another Yes, Ma’am, but to my shame found myself welling up. Julie reached down and began playing with herself slightly, clearly turned on by my torment, by my inability to resist her. I simply kissed with renewed energy, hoping that my pathetic devotion might cause her to have pity on me.

***

Julie

Pegging had been more physically challenging than I had expected, but the whole experience had been a dream. Chad had looked so good squirming on my cock, utterly wanton and depraved in the most delicious way. It had been a fun, satisfying experience, and I could have just left it there for the night. After all, he had more than made up for his little indiscretion. Still, I felt like fucking with his head. Just because I could.

The thought of Chad waiting a month for release was a major turn-on, and the look of badly disguised horror on his face only made it sweeter. I had no real intention of going through with it, though. Maybe one day it would be fun to see how long I could make him go, but for now I enjoyed seeing him cum too much. I liked coming up with fun, humiliating scenarios to make his sweet release that little bit more bitter. I liked seeing whether he could come in his cage, or how little stimulation it could take, or what he would agree to do. I wasn’t going to deny myself that fun.

This was a good joke at his expense, though, an amusing little mindfuck. Now that he was staring down the barrel of true denial, what would he be ready to do for me?

“I tell you what,” I said, pretending to flick through my phone as if disinterested in the naked stud at my feet. “If you’re really desperate, I could maybe be persuaded to let you jerk off on my feet.”

“Please, Ma’am, yes-”

I cut him off with a light kick.

“If, of course, you are willing to clean it up.”

“Yes, I can do that. Thank you.”

Chad began kissing my feet even more eagerly. Clearly, he thought he was simply going to be unlocked for a jerk sesh with the condition that he would have to lick his cum off my feet, something he had done several times before. Well, much like a drug, each time I humiliated him, my tolerance got higher. I needed new amusements, and I intended to get them until my imagination ran out.

“OK, go on then.”

He stared up at me in confusion, expecting me to use the key hanging around my neck to unlock his cage. I cocked an eyebrow expectantly and stared back, waiting for him to speak.

“Um, will you unlock me? Or can I do something for you first?”

“You can do it now, since you’re soooo desperate, but no. I won’t unlock you.”

“But, um,” he was halting, trying to find words without offending me, trying to figure out my game. “How will I…?”

“Not my problem. Maybe shake the cage, or stroke the little bit of skin you can reach through the bars, like you’re teasing a little clit? If you’re really desperate, you’ll figure it out.”

And I would enjoy watching the whole degrading process.

Chad backed away like a cornered animal, his face burning redder than I had ever seen it, but his hand started moving downstairs like it was drawn there by a magnet. He started prodding around his cage unsteadily. I was a little surprised that he seemingly hadn’t even attempted to play with himself in the cage when he was alone in his apartment. I know if I had been in his position, I would have been trying everything I could think of.

“Wait. Before the show starts, go and get me a cup of coffee.”

Chad scampered off to the kitchen to fulfill my request, coming back a few minutes later with my coffee and, apparently, a plan. He used his hand to jerk his cage forward gently while using the tip of his finger to rub the little bit of his head as it poked through the bars while I watched. I was enraptured. He looked utterly preposterous, with his nice big cock all locked away, unable to even jerk off. He just looked so slutty, so silly, and so cute. It made me want to touch myself, but I resisted the urge so that I could focus on him.

At first, his tactic seemed to be working well. His cock was swelling as much as it could in its confines and his eyes took on that dreamy expression. It didn’t take long for frustration to kick in, though, with the lack of a proper caress meaning that his orgasm was staying firmly in the distant horizon. He went from drinking in my body with his eyes to looking downward and then shutting them. I wondered if he was ashamed of his inability to come, or of the depths he had sunk to in general.

“Look at me,” I said, wanting to bathe in every moment of this. I had no idea what was going to happen next, whether he would manage it or not, but it almost didn’t matter. I had popped Chad's cherry and taken him to this new, strange place. Now I was just excited to see where it would go.

“Please, Ma’am,” he moaned, eyes desperate.

“Please, what? I hope you aren’t going to ask to be unlocked, when I’ve already told you no.”

He shook his head, silently trembling in frustration.

“I’m giving you an opportunity to come. You better make the most of it.”

“Please, Ma’am, can I have something to help? I just need… I don’t know, something.”

“Something in your butt?”

“Maybe,” he admitted.

“Hmm,” I thought for a moment about how I could help him out without making it too easy on him. “The strap-on is already cleaned and away, but I could let you use my wand on your cage. The vibrations might feel good enough on your pathetic little clit for you to squirt.”

Chad nodded quickly, as relieved by my silly, slutty suggestion as a drowning man being thrown a life jacket.

“And what the hell, I’ll even let you worship my feet while you do it,” I said, raising my legs and wiggling my toes at him. “But only if you let me video it.”

His eyes lit up in surprise and panic. He was desperate, clearly, but also afraid. No matter how much power I already had over him, this would be something else. He had sent me plenty of pictures, but usually with his face partially obscured if they were at all explicit. The notion had just popped into my head, but now I had to hope I hadn’t gone too far. Still, there was no backing down now. My authority depended on it.

“For my own personal use only, you have my word. After all, I need something to help me get off if you go AWOL again or if you’re big boy promotion keeps you busy, and a sexy little video would do the trick.”

He still looked doubtful, but the frustration he felt was still written in his tense body as he tugged helplessly at the cage. I pushed forward, knowing from years of experience that you had to press forward when you had a man on the back foot. “Is that a yes?”

“Yes, Ma’am. Just for you. Please don’t show your friends, even the ones that know about us.”

I considered rebuking him for that request, but it wasn’t unreasonable. “Deal. Stay here, I’ll be back.”

I got up and made my way to the bedroom, deliberately brushing my ass against him as I passed. He was still playing with his cage when I returned with my vibrator, instinctively seeking out simulation like some preprogrammed robot. I sat down, ready to enjoy the show.

“Here you go,” I said, handing him one of my small, cordless vibrators. I raised a foot to his face, pinching his nose playfully with my toes. “You can lick my feet as well. They got all sweaty when I was fucking you, and I know how much you like that.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he said, fumbling for the on switch while kissing my soles.

Chad experimented with a few positions before settling on a technique. He positioned the head of the wand above his balls but underneath the cage, where the sensitive underside of his cock would be if it wasn’t locked away, using the other hand to keep tugging. I switched feet, reminding him to get in between the toes and drawing a moan of submission. I positioned the other one just at the tip of his cage, gathered up the quickly emerging precum on my toes. It felt warm and a little slimy, but I knew it would be getting cleaned up soon enough.

I turned on my phone’s camera and began filming, making sure to get his entire face and body in shot. I genuinely had no intention of using this against him, but just knowing he was willing to make himself this vulnerable for me was a buzz. I did enjoy gossiping about him with my kinkier friends though, and hoped that one day I might be able to share a little more of my toy with them. Perhaps, if we kept on this path, he might even let me show him off in person.

He looked beyond ridiculous as I watched him through the screen, pulling away on that little cage while he vibed it like a girl. Still, it wasn’t just funny. It was fucking hot. I reached down and started playing with my clit, wondering if I could come before he could. No chance, as it turned out.

“I’m close, Ma’am,” he groaned, seeking permission or encouragement or maybe even denial.

“Look into the camera when you come, pet. Look into the camera and say I’m Julie’s property.”

“I’m Julie’s property,” he said, face red with effort and embarrassment.

“Good boy. Now come for me.”

Chad exploded as if on command. There was one hard squirt of cum and then, robbed of any proper thrusting, it just started to dribble out. I laughed and caught it all on my toes, drinking in my pet’s expression. Relief mixed with shame and humiliation, with the emotional release of his orgasm bringing him close to tears. Well, I was about to give him something to cry about.

I mashed my toes together, spreading his sticky liquid between them until both sets of digits were good and coated. I waited until his orgasm had fully subsided, wanting him to fully experience his humiliation.

“OK, time to eat up bitch,” I said, waving my feet in his face. He certainly wasn’t eager, but he also didn’t hesitate, submission now coming naturally to him. I zoomed in slightly with my camera, making sure to capture every flinch of disgust as he sucked his own filth off of my feet.

“Was that yummy?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he replied, eyes downcast.

“Look into the camera and say it.”

“Yes, Ma’am, it was yummy. Thank you, Ma’am.”

“And smile like you mean it!”

I placed a big toe in each side of his mouth and pulled it into a wide, rictus grin. Laughing, I shut off the video and snapped a few quick pictures before throwing my phone to the side. I snapped my fingers and pointed to the floor. Chad took the hint and got onto his back, acting as my little foot warmer while I turned on the TV.

He might be moving up in the world, but for now, he was still under my thumb and at my feet. Just where I wanted him.
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