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Black Widows

Throughout the day, Christian marveled at his own luck. Even as the photographer flitted around, colleagues offered their congratulations, and Miranda dictated her orders to the staff, he knew this was the start of something amazing. Yeah, most grooms enjoyed this frisson of excitement on their wedding day, but he could sense the envy from most of the men at the ceremony.

As he stood by the altar with the priest, Christian watched her walk down the aisle. Heads turned, and everyone stared at her and eagerly drank in the sight of this beautiful woman. So many brides had to work to draw attention to themselves.

Not Miranda.

With her hair tied back into a perfect, swirling pleat of shining gold blonde, her vibrant eyes, and her exquisite frame, she was the perfect model of everything a bride might hope to be. Her dress flared around her legs, the snug bodice hugged her torso, and she had just a little bit of cleavage on display. As she approached, Christian recognized how incredibly, ridiculously lucky he was to be with her.

Of course, Miranda wasn't the only one to get a lot of attention. As the bride, people instinctively followed her with their eyes. And yet, her daughters also drew a lot of attention, especially from the young men among the guests. Blonde like their mothers, they dismissed the boys who rushed up to them and tried to talk to them. One after another, they sent those young men away, disheartened and feeling defeated.

Worse, it was so easy for Miranda’s girls. Like their mother, these women knew just how beautiful and powerful they could be, especially when they took control. Alyssa, the older of the two, could answer a man's entreaties with a wicked little sneer, hollowing out whatever confidence he had possessed and send him fleeing. Her younger sister, Katrina, seemed so sweet and innocent, especially when she twirled some of her blonde hair around one finger. Guys probably mistook her for a bimbo, but then she straightened her back, glared, and anyone talking to her instantly recognized the force of personality she might wield.

When he first met them, Christian had resisted the urge to burst out laughing. Yes, he was marrying Miranda, and he loved her very much, but he would get to spend more time with all three of them, and that felt like a bonus.

After the ceremony, they held the reception, and he could see the fresh looks of envy, desire, and jealousy play out across the guys' faces. They kept glancing back at Miranda. Every time she spoke with them, they laughed like nervous schoolboys. It was amazing!

This woman was now his wife, and he couldn't wait until their wedding night.

Hours later, they came to the threshold of their hotel room. This was the start of their honeymoon, and his excitement mounted. Underneath his pressed pants, his shaft was hard as he scooped her up and carried her across the threshold and into their hotel room. He gently lowered her down onto the bed, and that's when he climbed up after her, crawling toward her.

Miranda turned.

At some point over the course of the day, she had let her hair fall down around her shoulders. Those blonde waves continuously drew his attention. After they met online, they started dating, and he still remembered that first encounter. When he saw her, he had marveled at her high cheekbones, the slender curves of her shoulders, the outline of her breasts, and the way she strode straight at him. This was a woman who knew what she wanted.

She demonstrated that same power and confidence as she smiled at him on their wedding night.

She wore a dark red dress now. The hem hung just a little bit higher than the curves of her knees as she pulled herself up into a kneeling position.

Christian was still down on all fours as he crawled toward her across the bed.

And then she said just one word with this scintillating smile, "Strip for me, Christian."

Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth when he heard that tone of voice.

As they had prepared for the wedding, she had issued hundreds or thousands of commands to be different people who worked on the event: caterers, musicians, servers, and the wedding planner. Now she aimed that same stern tone right at him.

"Maybe I should get you undressed first," he teased.

"Strip for me, Christian," she repeated, her tone sharpening. "Now."

He froze.

Honestly, Christian didn't know what to do or say. And yet, he sat up, and he started working the buttons of his shirt. He pulled it off and threw it down onto the floor. Once he got started, he couldn't stop himself. He felt incredible because he knew what was going to happen next. This was his wedding night!

Yes, he had pursued her. Yes, he had dated her eagerly, hungry to get closer and closer to this woman.

And yet, they hadn't slept together…

If someone had suggested that point before they started dating, he would have laughed. Seriously, this wasn't the 1950's or something. Besides, it wasn't like they were a couple of dumb kids either. She was forty; he was thirty-five. She was gorgeous and wielded at that incredible confidence. Just as importantly, she easily drifted between spheres of influence like some modern-day aristocrat. When she spoke, people listened. She had this regal bearing, and it actually worked.

Christian, on the other hand, had grown up poor. But by studying hard and building his business, he could now count himself as a rich man.

After he pulled off his shirt, he went for his shoes and socks. Next, he loosened his belt and yanked down his pants, just leaving the black silk of his boxers. His erection pressed out against the fabric, making it obvious what he craved.

"I'm ready for you," he said.

"Not yet," she said, smiling at him. "Take my shoes off first," she ordered, raising her right leg, then her left. "And I didn't say you could keep the boxers on."

Reluctantly, he pulled off his underwear. There was something so strange about being close to this woman while she was fully clothed, yet he was naked. It seemed to indicate something...like she was better than him?

Christian quickly discarded the thought.

Instead, he focused on sliding the high-heeled pumps off her feet. She had high, slender arches and beautifully curved toes. Of course, everything was perfect about this woman, he had reflected time and time again. Waiting so long had been hard, but she was worth it, he told himself. Being with Miranda felt like spending time with a model.

"Oh, that feels very good," she said, purring with satisfaction. "Give me a foot massage." She relaxed against the pillows, raised her right leg, and flexed her toes.

This wasn't what he expected, so he hesitated. Uncertain of himself, Christian tentatively reached up. He supported her ankle with one hand. With the other, he raised his fingers and stopped.

"Christian," she said sweetly, "When I give you an order, I expect you to follow it."

"Wouldn't you rather…" Christian attempted to finish the sentence, but he glanced back at her, and she met his gaze with a cold stare.

"When I give you an order," she repeated, "I expect you to obey. Now unless you want to sleep out in the hall, you're going to do as I command. And right now, I'm telling you to massage my foot. Can you handle that?"

"Yes," he said quickly. "Of course, of course."

He started to massage her foot, just as she ordered. In that first instant of obedience, he didn't feel strange or wrong. After all, he instinctively tried to console himself with the idea that the wedding had been incredibly stressful, so of course she would be tired. In fact, he almost smirked thinking about the countless couples who had probably burned themselves out over the course of a day and consequently couldn't enjoy their wedding night.

But if he worked on her and if he helped her relax, then she would start to feel better, and they could have sex, right?

He had waited this long. He told himself he could wait a little longer.

Over the next couple of minutes, he served her diligently. His fingers moved along the arch of her right foot, then her left. He gently pinched her toes, and he pressed down on the tops of her feet before working his way up toward her ankles. Of course, by this point, she had completely relaxed. She closed her eyes, and he allowed himself to indulge in checking out his wife. He snuck little glances up her skirt.

At those moments, he felt like he had made a really good decision, especially because he could see the hint of her panties. Every time he glanced back at her, he told himself that he could wait. He could be patient for this woman. Besides, he didn't have any choice.

"Good boy," she purred. "That's right. Show me what you can do for your Goddess."

Goddess?

The idea sounded ridiculous, but he glanced back at her and found her hungry stare, "...Yes, Goddess."

When he said those words, he thought he was going to start laughing or something, only then those syllables seemed to fit.

"Good boy," she told him. "Show me what you can do. Your fingers are nice, but use your mouth." She dropped her heels back down to the mattress, and then she wiggled her toes.

He started to chuckle like this was a joke, but her expression didn't change. She stared at him, serious and determined. She had given him another command, and she expected him to obey.

Really? She expected him to start sucking her toes? To lick the arches of her feet?

"You're hesitating," she said. "Remember, I can have you locked out of this room with a snap of my finger," she replied. "You know how important my family is, and you know the manager will listen to me."

It was true. When they first arrived at the hotel, the staff had practically worshiped Miranda. She had been here before, and they recognized her influence. Yes, he was the one paying the bills, but they hardly seemed concerned with something as crass as money. Instead, they yearned for the legitimacy and prestige a woman like Miranda could give them with her approval.

If she told them to lock-in out in the hallway, they would do it…

His insides clenched up the possibility.

"Besides, you want me to take care of you, don't you? You want me to take care of that little problem between your legs?"

"Yes, Goddess," he said.

Goddess. He used the word without even thinking because it fit so perfectly.

Yes, he had money, only that wasn't good enough. One way or another, the bills would be paid. Christian would have no choice but to see to it, yet Miranda offered something better: the veneer of royalty. Her magnetic approval was worth more than anything he had to offer…

"Very good," she said. As those words hit the air, he beamed with pride. Earning her approval can be difficult, but he had it, so now he couldn't mess this up. Besides, Christian told himself that lots of husbands probably licked and sucked on their women's toes.

He bowed his head down. With his weight braced on his elbows and knees, he went for the big toe on her right foot first.

Then he heard her chuckle again, "In that position, you look just like a little dog."

He was tempted to bark for her, but then he decided against it. Playing along was one thing, but he was still a powerful man with an important company under his control. Granted, he had mostly retired and stepped away from the day-to-day operations, but it was his. Well, now they were married, so it technically belonged to both of them, he reflected right as his lips wrapped around her toe, and then he started to lick.

He moved his tongue along the soft contours of her skin. He sucked on her big toe before working his way down, one after another.

She giggled. "That almost tickles," she told him.

Christian continued to work, gently abasing himself before this Goddess, just as she demanded.

Then she lifted her leg again, flexed her calf, and nudged her heel forward. "Lick the arch of my foot, boy."

Boy?

He bristled for a moment, pulled back, and start to glare at her, only she smirked once again. As far as she was concerned, this was funny. In that moment, a thought occurred to him: she didn't respect him.

His lips parted, and he wanted to say something about that, only he couldn't. Instead, she tilted her head to the side, pounded out her bottom lip, and mocked him, "What's wrong?" Her tone dripped with condescension. "You don't like being called that?"

"No, it's fine," he said. Again, he glanced down between her legs, and he saw the barest hint of her black panties.

His heart beat a little bit faster. For so long, he had imagined thrusting down into her, rubbing his cock, savoring the heat of her body, and enjoying every second of her.

"Good," she said.

He leaned down, and he licked the arch of her foot just as she ordered.

Then she reached up between his legs with her other foot, and she started to massage and press down on his erection.

Other guys would have messed up. They would have forgotten about licking and stopped, but Christian knew how to obey her orders.

Maybe it had started subtly when they first started dating, but she routinely issued commands, and he pretty much always obeyed. He hadn't noticed how this transformation swept across his personality, but it hardly mattered.

He was lucky to be with her. So lucky!

As she rubbed his crotch with her foot, he continued licking the rest of her toes. He slid his tongue along the arch of her other foot, worshiping her just as she ordered.

Then, finally, she pulled her feet away.

"You know, other men wouldn't be able to do that. They would have too much dignity," she said.

Wait, was that a compliment or an insult?

Before he could decide, she shifted her position. She sat up on her knees, turned back, and tilted her chin above her shoulder as she looked at him. "Unzip me, boy."

There it was again: boy.

"Come, unzip me," she ordered.

With the adrenaline flaring through his body, he crawled away from her feet, up along with the soft give of the sheets, and he kneeled before her. He reached up, pinched the zipper tab between his fingers, and pulled it down. As he did so, he exposed her perfectly shaped shoulder blades, the small of her back, and even the curves of her buttocks. He saw her bra, black and shiny just like her panties.

"Good," she said. She tossed to the press on to one of the chairs, and then she turned back to him.

"Wouldn't you, would you like to take off your underwear?" Christian asked.

"No," she replied. "Not yet. I'm taking my time. I'm enjoying this. Don't you want to enjoy this?"

Of course, he had to say yes. He nodded, and then she rolled onto her stomach. "Massage me," she said.

He felt like some pathetic cabana boy, but he didn't have any choice.

Even if his shaft ached for release, he had to do whatever this woman told him.

Early in their relationship, he had learned what disobedience could mean. Yes, she could be alluring with her warm, nearly addictive charisma, but she also knew how to become cold. The people who displeased her quickly recognized how frustrating, embarrassing, and painful it could be to hear her wintry tone of voice or to be on the receiving end of one of her cutting remarks.

So now, as she spread out, face down, he could only admire the straps of her bra and the hugging elastic of her panties.

"A soft touch," she commanded.

Obediently, he started to stroke her shoulders. He worked his fingers gently along her beautiful body.

In some ways, it felt like he was actually worshiping her. Maybe "Goddess" really fit her.

His hands played down along her sides, then he jumped over her panties as he massaged the backs of her legs. He went all the way down to her calves, her heels, then back up again. For long minutes, he worked on her, gently petting her, all while she remained quiet and enjoyed the sensations flickering along her nerves.

More than half an hour elapsed, and he continued to work on her. Through all of this time, his erection remained. He couldn't help himself, not when he was so close to Miranda. Better yet, his beautiful, blonde wife was almost entirely naked. Just that bra and those panties…

At some point, he started to imagine some wild, mythical scenario where he might be able to roll her onto her stomach, grabbed her wrists, pin her, and start kissing her. He would be able to seduce her, and even if she tried to stop him, he would be able to overpower her. A combination of need and lust would sweep through her, making it impossible for her to resist…

Yes, he was hard. He was so desperately hard!

He squirmed there on his knees, although he didn't allow any of his arousal to interrupt her massage.

They were close, so incredibly close, and he couldn't ruin it, not here, not now.

"Very good," she said.

He had been stroking her for nearly an hour now.

She rolled over onto her back, braced herself on her elbows, and now she peered back at him. "Would you like to remove my panties, Christian?"

"Yes, please," he said, his voice straining. He had never sounded so eager or desperate in his entire life!

At that point, with excitement surging through him, his mouth actually started watering.

She nodded toward the black silk, and she smiled at him. "Go ahead, boy."

With his heart kicking even faster now, he obeyed. He leaned forward, his fingertips slipped into the elastic, and he pulled the panties down. Although the instinct to try to rip them off of her burned hot behind his eyes, he drew the underwear down slowly. He took his time, especially because he knew what kind of trouble he might face if he messed this up and ripped them by accident.

He pulled the panties away, and then he was about to drop them down onto the same spot as her dress, but she stopped him.

"Are you feeling lucky right now?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Tell me why," she instructed. Her eyes shined with mischievous delight as she enjoyed playing with him.

This boy couldn't be certain, but he got the impression that she really, really liked seeing him squirm there, especially because this felt like a test, but he had no idea what the right answers might be…

"Because I'm with you," he said. "I have married you," he said. He straightened his back as he uttered those last couple of words.

"That means you're my husband," she said. "That means you belong to me."

Immediately, Christian wanted to reciprocate. He should have been able to say something like, "And that means you're my wife, so you belong to me too." Somehow, he already knew he shouldn't utter anything along those lines. After all, she had her aristocratic bearing. In this relationship, she was the Goddess, so what did that make him? A servant. A peasant. He was a supplicant before this divine being, and he would serve her. Because if he didn't, the consequences could be brutal.

She smirked, apparently able to guess exactly what he was thinking. Bristling, he blushed, but then he decided to casually glide his fingers along her thighs anyway. He stroked her, bringing his fingertips closer and closer to her knees, then back up toward her hips.

Through all of this, she watched him.

"Come here," she said.

Christian scrambled forward, thinking maybe they were going to finally kiss, but now she set her hand on the back of his head, and then she nudged him down toward the spot between her legs.

"Worship your Goddess," she ordered.

Immediately, he understood what this was going to mean.

His brows creased, and it seemed unfair, but he didn't know what to do or say.

So he found his lips pressed down against her womanhood, and he started licking. He did this as her voice vibrated through his body. "That's right. Worship your Goddess. Show me that I'm better than you, Christian. Show me that I own you now. You're my husband, and I'm going to enjoy having you. We all are."

We?

Before he could think about what that meant, she laughed, and the delicious sounds resonated through his frame. "Oh yes, you're going to be such a good husband for me. I know exactly what you need. After this, we can take the next step."

The next step…

Sex!

He started licking faster, gliding his tongue up and down the length of her pussy. He worshiped her with everything he had.

"Slow down," she commanded, and he had to obey. He forced himself to control that excitement. At the same time, as he licked, he rubbed his cock and balls against the sheets. The excitement was right there, but he couldn't lose control. He had to focus on his breathing even as his tongue darted and played along her sex. If he accidentally came, he knew he would regret it for the rest of his life.

At least, that's what he thought. Really, he had no idea what was going to happen next or what this woman had planned for him.

As an investor and businessman, he probably thought of himself as clever and astute. He could make hard decisions with complicated variables, but none of those attributes applied when it came to women, especially a creature like Miranda. On some level, he recognized her ability to manipulate him. Even so, it hardly mattered. She was beautiful, and there was something so intoxicating about her presence. All of those thoughts pulsed through his head as he slowed down, yet his tongue continued to slip and slide along her sex. He worshiped her, just as this Goddess deserved.

His wife tightened her grip on the back of his head, and she started to maneuver him, guiding his movements up and down. She set the rhythm. "Oh yes. Just like that. That's right. Good. Oh yes."

Miranda was coming closer and closer to her orgasm. She was there, right on the cusp, he thought.

But then she yanked his head back, and his brows creased with confusion.

Had he done something wrong? Had he messed up?

It didn't seem to make any sense.

But then she grinned at him and asked, "Are you ready? Are you ready for your reward?"

"Yes, Goddess!"

Languidly, almost like a predator, she shifted her position, climbing back up onto her knees.

Instinctively, he started to lean forward, perhaps thinking that they were about to kiss, except she touched one finger to his forehead, stopping him. "No, no. Lay down. You want a reward."

He obeyed, dropping down onto his back. But then she touched his eyebrows and said, "Close your eyes. Don't open them. Okay?"

"Oh, okay," he stuttered out.

Shutting his eyes, he wondered exactly what was going to happen.

Maybe it was going to be a blow job? It could be a blow job! He imagined this beautiful woman with her bright eyes watching him. His breathing quickened, and she could just lean down, stroke the underside of his balls, take his scrotum in the palm of her hand, and massage him even as she started licking. Her tongue flickered out, and she would be so eager. He had worked hard to please her, so this could be his reward…

Carefully, he listened, but he didn't hear anything. Nothing happened either.

Second by second, he desperately wanted to open his eyes, but he knew better than to do so.

He heard the zipper on one of their bags. Then he thought he heard the sound of ripping paper or tearing cardboard. He couldn't be sure one way or the other, yet he still resisted that burning curiosity. Instead, he stayed there on his back. His shaft was still hard, and then she chuckled, "Thank you for grabbing some ice."

"Are you thirsty, Goddess?" He regretted the offer right away, but he still suggested, "I can go get you a soda or some juice or something?"

"No," she said, making him exhale with relief. "I have everything I need here," she promised.

With his eyes closed, he envisioned Miranda putting on some sexy lingerie. He could be some cute little nightie that would show off her cleavage or something else amazing.

But then she came back up onto the bed, and then she rolled him onto his side.

Miranda brought her new husband's arms together, and he didn't resist. If anything, he tried to cooperate right until the moment when she slipped the handcuffs around his wrists, trapping them behind his back.

"What are you doing?"

"Shush," she said.

Biting down, he knew better than to defy her.

She pushed him down onto his back again, and then she seemed to just be interested in touching him. She moved her hands along his inner thighs. "You know, lots of men would give up everything to be right here. Of course, the boys who think about it don't understand that this is exactly what it takes."

He didn't understand either

She continued. "Everything," she repeated. "That's what I'm taking from you, Christian. Your money, your independence, your dignity, even your free will."

He heard this. Each word seems to pound down against his psyche, but he didn't really comprehend what was going on. In that haze of arousal, it was almost impossible for him to think clearly.

Every thought indentation suddenly broke apart when the cold slashed through the haze. Forgetting about his obedience, he opened his eyes, jerked his head up, and looked down along the length of his body to see her rubbing two pieces of ice along the sides of his cock.

"What are you doing?"

"Getting ready for your reward," she said with a nasty little smirk.

"Stop it!"

She had pinned his feet to the bed, so he could only squirm from side to side. With his hands cuffed behind his back, he couldn't get any leverage. He couldn't stop her even as he twisted to the left, then the right, but he still couldn't escape those pieces of ice as she rubbed them up and down his cock.

Then she pulled one of them away and squeezed it to the front of his manhood. With the other piece of ice, she pressed it down against his balls. Then she rubbed along the underside of his scrotum!

That biting chill soaked up every other thought and idea. He tried to squirm. Like some frantic animal, he desperately worked to get away, but his erection eventually turned soft.

"Good boy," she said.

He closed his eyes, arched his back, and kept fighting his cuffs. He tried to tear his hands free, but the unyielding metal wouldn't release him. Whether he liked it or not, he was stuck right there, on his back before this beautiful woman.

"This is going to be your life from now on, Christian. It starts right now. This is when I take control of you. Maybe I’ll let you out. Maybe. Maybe I will let you have some relief. Maybe. You had better obey me."

That's when he felt that the tuba slide along his shaft. Another piece of slipped underneath his scrotum, and then she started to connect them. One by one, she attached to the various components until the cage was complete.

"Look, boy."

This time, he settled down for just a moment. The ice had melted, so there was just cold water clinging to the curves of his genitals.

With a nervous gulp, he obeyed her again, raising his head and staring down toward his cock and balls, only they looked different now…She had put something on him. "It’s your cage," she explained. "But don't worry. There are three keys. I have one of them."

Before he could say anything, she teased him, "I bet you're wondering why. Simple. I believe that in any marriage, someone needs to be in control. And that's going to be me. You see, I'm better than you. Yes, you have money, and that means I'm willing to give you some of my time, but you aren’t good enough for me, not really. I want what you have, so I'm taking it." Her eyes flashed. "I'm taking you."

From there, she drew away from him. "And right now, you're going to get up on your knees, and then you're going to lower yourself right back down. I'm not going to let you out of those cuffs. I am, however, going to let you serve me with your mouth."

As she spoke, Christian tried to interrupt her. He fought to get his lungs, throat, lips and tongue to work together, but her words beat down against him, robbing him of speech.

So when she was done, she lowered herself back down onto the bed, laced her fingers behind her head, and waited for him to obey. It was awkward, especially with his hands still trapped, but he got up onto his knees. Then he lowered himself down, he started licking her again. His tongue lapped against her sex as he worshiped his Goddess, and she moaned with approval.

Other men might have heard about this and insisted that there was something wrong with Christian, that he should have been stronger. After all, he was married now, so he should have been able to assert himself.

Those guys would have underestimated Miranda.

She knew how to tease him. She knew how to play with him, keeping him off balance so that he always felt the need to obey her. It became one of the core principles of his personality.

On their wedding night, she locked him in chastity, and he couldn't fight back. He couldn't argue or resist.

The next day, he timidly snuck off to the bathroom, and he worked at the cage, desperate to slip it off. He just needed to demonstrate that he could get free when necessary. Only there was a problem: he couldn't. This was a serious chastity cage, and it remained locked around his balls and over the length of his shaft. Yes, the arousal stayed with him, simmering at the back of his every thought, but he couldn't do anything about it!

They went on their honeymoon, and he served her every morning, every afternoon, and every night. Over the course of a week, he really did feel like her slave.

But now it was their first night back at home, in their bed, and he kept hoping she would produce the key.

After all, Christian had never gone this long without release! It seemed impossible, like no male was ever supposed to suffer this way. And yet, she still teased him with the different possibilities. On their honeymoon, there had been that night when she had him stepped into the shower with her. He watched her, all the way from her hair down to her neck, her shoulders and breasts, the flat of her stomach, the curves of her pubis, and the perfectly toned contours of her legs. Although he was practically frothing with arousal, she just held up the key in front of him, letting it dangle there.

And now, she wanted more from him, although that’s not how it sounded at first.

"I have something special for you," she said.

"Yes?" Christian asked, his voice tight with excitement.

That's when she stepped out of the closet, and he saw her in that amazing lingerie: white stockings with matching garters, a black corset, and her hair tied back into this elaborate French braid. She wore just a little bit of makeup. Her lips glistened with a bright shade of red as she strode forward.

"Does, does this mean we're going to have sex?" Christian asked breathlessly.

His Goddess stopped at the edge of the bed, placed her hands on her hips, and she asked simply, "What do you think?"

As hard as he tried, he couldn't come up with an answer.

She sat down on the edge of bed, leaned back, bracing her weight on her palms, and then she raised one foot. "Get on the floor and massage my feet," she commanded easily.

After a week of his subjugation, Christian didn't even think about it anymore. He fell into place, kneeling.

Perhaps he could do this because no one else knew about their secret relationship. During the day, he received text messages of congratulations from his friends and family. Even coworkers and rivals in his industry made sure to let him know that he was a lucky man. Of course, none of them knew about what happened behind closed doors. They didn't comprehend that this beautiful woman had tricked him into a chastity cage or that it had been days since his last climax!

Breathing in and out through his nostrils, he massaged her foot just as she commanded. He worked her slowly, taking his time as she expected.

"Don't forget to use your mouth," she said. "That's what it's good for. Well, that and something else," she said with a knowing titter.

He glanced up at her for just a moment, and his expression hardened, but she didn't even notice.

Then it hardly mattered because he obeyed her again, dipping his head down and sucking on her toes, one after another, just the way she liked.

"I bet you like this, don't you?" Miranda asked as she ran her fingers down along at the intricate embroidery of her corset. Black fabric with red thread drew his attention even as he kept licking and sucking. She pulled her foot away, only to replace it with the other one.

And again, he worked on her, pleasing her to the best of his ability.

"Good. That's right. Now, stay on your knees, and tell me how beautiful I am."

By now, he couldn't bring himself to argue with her. She issued an order, so he felt like he had to obey. It was a newly programmed instincts, something he couldn't resist. The urge flared, and he surrendered to it.

"You're so beautiful," he began. "You're the most beautiful woman I have ever seen, the most beautiful woman I have ever known. Thank you for allowing me to worship you."

"Ankles and calves," she said next.

While she sat there on the edge of the bed like some sort of queen, he massaged her, pressing down. She really enjoyed his attentions it seemed since she started to moan.

He tensed up, "Should you make that much noise?" Christian sounded so adorably sweet and tentative, like he didn't really know whether or not he was capable of confronting this woman about anything at all.

"What's wrong?" Miranda asked, although she obviously knew precisely what he had in mind. "Are you worried the girls are going to hear?"

"Yes, Goddess," he said.

Around her daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, Christian just seemed like a very well-behaved husband. He cooked for her and seemed to anticipate her needs. But still, he doubted the girls would understand the finer details of the relationship. Or maybe it was something else, something he couldn't admit to himself.

Maybe he didn't want Alyssa and Katrina to find out about their mother’s control because they were a couple of beautiful young women. Although they mostly seemed to ignore Miranda's new husband, the girls were still gorgeous. They exuded youthful energy and this precocious sense of humor that he couldn't really understand. It was like they shared a joke he didn't get.

"Don't worry about them," she said. "They know what they're doing."

He didn't understand what that meant, but then it hardly mattered because she said, "Down on your back, boy. Cross your wrists."

He complied. If he hadn't, he knew what would have happened next.

The handcuffs.

This time, it wasn't necessary, however. He laid down on the floor, and that's when she straddled his face. With her knees pushing against the side of his neck, she lowered herself down. She started to ride him, turning his face into a saddle. She moved forward and back, undulating her hips as she lost herself to that delicious rhythm. It felt so good to have this boy obediently lick, especially while she assumed that this regal position atop her peasant husband.

"This is where you belong, boy, down on your back, beneath me. I'm better than you. I'm always going to be better than you," she said. The words beat down against his psyche, reminding him again and again of her superior status.

After all, she was right.

This wasn't hyperbole. She wasn't simply messing with his head. She knew who he was supposed to be, so she trained him for her pleasure. She continued to ride him, using his face exactly like a saddle. Hot pleasure coursed through her body as he continued to serve her. He gave her everything he had because she expected nothing less.

"Very good. That's right. Show me what you can do again. Oh, that feels incredible."

After that, she closed her eyes and relaxed. For a minute or so, she simply enjoyed the movements of his tong as he served her. Then she started to move her hips again, going back and forth. She impaled herself on his tongue as his tip teased her clit. Hot excitement world through her. They felt like bolts of lightning! This was so intense, so perfect!

Other women would have been so jealous, she reflected.

No, Christian wasn't the most handsome man around, nor did he offer any particularly impressive insight. His pedigree and lineage weren't impressive either. Unlike Miranda and her daughters, any one of whom could have been a queen or princess, Christian seemed so ordinary. So plain. So common.

But that didn’t matter because he had money. He had wealth, and that made him useful to her. Yes, she could view him as nothing but a tool. He was an instrument of her will. More importantly, especially over the last week, she had started his training.

There were probably men out there who could endure chastity while retaining their dignity. If so, Christian clearly wasn't one of them. This man, now down on the bedroom floor, powerless in his cage, would do anything she desired. With just the right word, a sharpened look, or a flash of the key to his chastity cage, this man would succumb to her will. He would acknowledge her superiority because he could feel it deep within his psyche. At his core, he recognized her superiority.

She let out another little gasp. It quickly morphed into a scream of satisfaction.

And yet, she didn't pull away.

"Who said you could stop, boy?" Miranda demanded, so he took another breath, caught the scent of her arousal, and then he resumed licking. While she rode his face, she started laughing again.

Christian probably had people who admired him. There were probably those out in the world who saw him as some skilled business manager or something. Maybe they resented or even long before his investment acumen.

None of that would satisfy a woman like Miranda.

In fact, she closed her eyes. As she rode his face, sliding her hips forward and back and rubbing her slit along his mouth, she let her mind wander. She started thinking of other men, better men. These were the individuals who had the pedigree to impress her. Or better yet, they weren't just businessmen. Instead, they were actors, artists, and celebrities. When they talked about money, they did so with casual disdain. For them, it was so easy. A male like Christian had to focus all of his time and effort into chasing dollars.

Not these men.

For them, money was easy.

But better yet, they would be stronger and fiercer. They would possess real power.

She burst out laughing, and she was sure Christian wanted to understand the joke.

Feeling playful and cruel, she asked, "Are you wondering what I'm laughing about? Would you like in on the joke?"

In one swift movement, she pulled her legs away, and she be oriented herself, dropping down and straddling his chest.

When she peered down at him, it was easy to place her hands on his shoulders and to trap him there beneath her. At that moment, she felt like some wild cat with a mouse trapped beneath her claw.

At first, he tried to match her gaze and look up at her, only then he glanced back down toward her breasts, toward her stomach, like he couldn't face the way she casually intimidated him.

"Look at me," she said.

"Do you want to know what I was laughing about? Do you really want to know?"

"Yes, please."

Miranda couldn't tell whether or not he gave this answer because he really wished to know or because he understood that this was the correct answer and that she intended to play with him one way or the other.

"I was thinking about other men, Christian. I was thinking about someone bigger than you, taller than you, stronger than you, and smarter than you. I was thinking about how amazing it would feel if he could grab me and pushed me up against a wall."

"I, I could do that for you," he said, which only made her burst out laughing.

"Oh, no. No," she said. "You can't do that. You're not good enough."

"But, but you would never really cheat on me, would you?"

She laughed again. The sounds echoed off of the walls, each one so cheerful and amused!

"Enough talking," she decided. She turned around again, straddled his face, and turned his mouth into little more than a saddle while she rubbed herself on him.

"Lick," she said. "I know you're not good for much, but show me what you can do with your mouth. Show me how you can please me. Go on, boy. Lick. Lick like an obedient little husband."

Deep down, Christian probably wished he could have fought back. She sensed the tension as it gripped his body. After all, he had been so successful in business, making all of that money. Better yet, she had walked through his offices, and she knew that there were interns, secretaries, and other young women who would have probably loved to be close to him. They would have slept with the boss to get a chance at a promotion…

Yet none of that mattered. Those girls, no matter how cute or alluring, would never be able to compete with a woman like Miranda. It wasn't just her beautiful blonde hair, a bright shine of her eyes, or the perfect allure of her body. Yes, she could make those other girls look like pathetic children playacting at games of seduction, but it was something else.

She literally held the key to his cock!

As she rode his face, she contemplated all of that until those other images flashed behind her eyes, and she returned to those languid, delicious, exciting daydreams about bigger and taller men. She thought of their facial hair, the ripples of their muscles, and the way would feel when they climbed on top of her. She wanted to spread her legs and feel more than just a tong. She yearned for the girth of a real man's cock thrusting down into her.

She rolled her head back and started panting again before the explosion of pleasure could brace through her body.

Finally, she finished with him.

"Very good. Very, very good," she said, almost breathless.

"Would you like another massage, Goddess?"

"No. I think I'm good. But you know, I walked by the laundry room, and you haven't been keeping up with your chores. Before you go to bed, I want you to do the dishes, sweep the floors, vacuum, and do the laundry."

"But, but I did do our laundry," he said.

"You did our laundry," She corrected him. "What about Alyssa's and Katrina's clothing? Did you start washing their clothing? Did you hand wash their panties and bras?"

By this point, she had clambered back up onto the bed, and now she dropped herself to the fine sheets and expensive blankets. Rolling onto her side, she popped her head upon her knuckles, all while her husband stared at her. Uncomprehending, he clearly couldn't figure out whether or not she really meant to those words.

Only then she said, "If you ever want to get out of that chastity cage, boy, you're going to do exactly what I want. Now go. Take care of their laundry. And I better not hear you complaining. Because if you do, do you know what will happen?"

"You could lose the key," he said, his voice dropping into despair.

"Yes," she said. "I could lose the key."

Her husband rose to his feet and exited the room. She watched him go and laughed right when he glanced over his shoulder, perhaps hoping she might change her mind. No, that wasn't going to happen, not when she was having so much fun!

On some evenings, she played with him. On those nights, she used his mouth or his hands (never his cock). Not only that, she only released him from the chastity cage once. During that time, she chained him down to their bed, teased him, touched him, and made him plead for release. He begged as hard as he could. His face burned a bright shade of red, he was breathless, and he offered her anything and everything she possessed.

Unfortunately for him, she stroked his cheek with the back of her hand and said, "Unfortunately, you don't have anything to offer. I'm already your Goddess."

Eventually, she let him up after returning him to the chastity cage. But still, that episode gave him hope since approved she might release and at some point.

He didn't know what he had to do or say to make this happen, so he could only cooperate.

Night after night, he massaged her body, went down on her, caressed her, and did everything he could to please and satisfy her. Along the way, she teased him occasionally, reminding him of how strong and independent he had been before their marriage. Whether he liked it or not, Christian had to agree.

Now he stood in front of her, naked with his hands crossed behind his back.

"Do you like it when I touch your balls?" Miranda asked.

Once again, she wore a beautiful set of lingerie: a pink camisole, matching panties, and white stockings. She looked exquisite, like a model, especially when she tilted her head and smiled vindictively at him. At this moment, she caressed the underside of his scrotum.

She brought him close to an orgasm, so incredibly close, but he couldn't enjoy real release.

"Should I try to make you come while you wear your chastity cage? Maybe that could be your reward."

"No. Please, don't," he begged her.

"Why not?" Miranda asked, genuinely curious about the emotional state of her plaything.

"Let's try," she said, gently squeezing his balls. He flinched as the pain flashed through his body and double on his features. "What's that?" Miranda asked playfully. "Too hard? Let's try this." And she squeezed him with even more force! The spasm of pain shot through his body.

"Please, do whatever you want with me!"

She pulled her hand away, shook her head, and replied, "Pathetic." Only then, she let out a slow exhalation and brought her hand back up between his thighs. "Don't worry," she said. "I really want to see if I can make you come this time." She grinned at him, her eyes shining with bright enthusiasm as she started to stroke and teased the sensitive spot right between his legs. Her fingers started in dance. She lightly scratched him with her nails, and he clenched his eyes shut.

Pretty soon, he was panting.

His shaft strained.

This wouldn't be an orgasm, not really.

"Think of it as a ruined orgasm," she said. "Maybe you'll get some relief. Maybe not. Maybe this will make it even harder for you to concentrate," she taunted him. "Let's find out."

As he panted, she kept tormenting him, playing with him until he felt it, that shuddering burst of something close to pleasure. But it wasn't satisfaction, not really. Yes, there was the throbbing in his cock, but he couldn't get a real erection, nor could he enjoy genuine satisfaction.

She drew her hand back and glanced down at her palm. "It's not exactly an orgasm," she said as she inspected the shining, viscous fluid on her hand. But then she wiped her palm off on his shoulder, and then she shoved him right back down onto his back. She straddled his face and said, "I'm done playing with you right now. Lick."

As she saddled his face, Christian obeyed. Despite the exhaustion from his aborted orgasm, he licked her just as diligently as he always did it. His tongue darted up and down, between the walls of her pussy. He served her with everything he had, just as he always did. Soon enough, his jaw started to hurt, but he still couldn't complain, not while she demanded his obedient service.

Soon, she cried out, coming hard. Obviously, nothing held her back even as her boy remained trapped in his chastity cage.

"Stand up," she said. She grabbed her panties and pulled them back on. Next, she pulled on an extra skirt.

He watched all of this, confused.

And yet, it hardly mattered. As long as he obeyed, he wouldn't have to face her wrath. So he crossed his wrists behind his back and stood, wobbling on his feet.

"That was amazing," she said. "But I don't think I can keep you all to myself. What kind of mother would I be if I chose to be that selfish?"

His brows creased as he looked at her, but his Goddess didn't tell him to speak, so he knew it would be better to stay quiet.

She sauntered over to the closet, opened one of the drawers, and he envisioned these delicious images where she came back with the key to his chastity cage…

"Close your eyes," she said as she strode back to her obedient boy.

He complied at once, shutting his eyes even as he could sense her approach. She was right in front of him, and then she reached for his chastity cage again. He heard a click and suddenly felt a tug from the tight ring around his genitals.

"Come along," she said.

She tugged again, and he followed, only now he opened his eyes. "You have me on a leash," he said.

"Hey, look at that. Maybe you aren't as dumb as you look."

His wife tugged again, guiding him toward the bedroom door, but they weren't really going to go through it, he told himself. After all, her daughters could have been wandering the halls. They might see him. It was one thing for his wife to enslave him when they were alone together and sharing the intimacy of a married couple, but Christian knew those callow girls wouldn't be able to handle something like this. It would be too shocking!

Only she did it.

Casually, like this wasn't a big deal at all, Miranda grabbed the knob on the bedroom door, and she turned it. Then she stepped out into the hallway.

With every second, he expected her to stop, to glance over her shoulder and breakout with this big grin. It was all supposed to be a joke.

Only then she gave him another poll on his leashed cock, and she guided him out into the hallway. Not only that, she strode with easy confidence back toward the living room.

"Where are we going? What's going on?"

"You opened your eyes without permission," she said. "But you know what? This is an important night, so I think I'm going to be generous with you. Besides, the rest of this evening is probably going to feel like enough of a punishment."

"The rest of this evening?" Christian asked. "What is that supposed to mean?"

The desperation rang through his every syllable, but his wife still didn't answer him.

They passed expensive works of art that she had used his money to purchase as she systematically redecorated her new home. Then they were right there, near the end of the hallway. It opened up right into the living room, and that's when he heard their voices.

Alyssa. Katrina.

Miranda's daughters were chatting back and forth. Apparently, Katrina had found something funny online, so she was presumably showing her sister on her phone.

"Please, just take me back," he whispered and hissed at his wife.

Miranda pretended not to hear him. She pulled again as she casually strolled out into the living room. "Good evening, girls. Want to see something fun?"

His eyes widened for just a moment, except it felt like he couldn't see anything. Not only that, his body seemed to belong to someone else as he followed his gorgeous wife out into the living room. There. With his hands still held behind his back, he walked out, and girls were there on the couch, except now they turned all the way, and they saw him.

What was he going to say? How was he going to explain all of this?

In an instant, he imagined these bizarre scenarios where he could have said that he and Miranda were preparing for a play. Yeah, this was some kind of rehearsal or something. Maybe it was some avant-garde work, and this was a commentary about…

"Hey there, Christian. How's our enslaved stepfather doing?"

"I like talking about him like he's our stepfather," Katrina said, giggling. "How about we just call him the steps-slave instead?"

These girls didn't look shocked. As he stared at them, a pair of blonde coquettes with bright blue eyes that they inherited from their mother watched him. Not only that, they focused their eager, tantalizing smiles right at him.

With Miranda, Alyssa, and Katrina all staring at him, Christian felt like he was shrinking before the collective gaze of these powerful women. Yes, they were younger than him, but Alyssa and Katrina wielded their mother's nearly gravitational charisma.

Katrina hopped up on her feet, and then she walked over to him. She studied him like he was some exotic animal at a zoo. "And hey, look at that. You have him on a leash and everything."

"I told you that’s a good way to control boys," Alyssa said. "You remember that loser who used to tutor me in physics? Yeah, I put him on a leash. I also punished him for every error I got on my midterm."

All three of the women laughed at this.

"Girls, I think it's time for Christian here to understand that he really is the household slave. Now remember, you can order him around. You can make him do whatever you want. And he will obey, won't you, Christian?"

"Yes, Goddess," he said.

"Goddess?" Alyssa asked, her eyes shining with malevolent delight. "I like that. I like that a lot."

"Can we make him call us Goddess too?"

Christian opened his mouth, like he thought he might be able to say something. On some level, he probably wished he could salvage his dignity. After all, getting seduced and humiliated by Miranda was one thing, but he should have been more powerful than these girls. They were young! They were inexperienced! He was bigger and taller. He had money and influence!

None of that counted, not when it came to confronting these beautiful females. Both Alyssa and Katrina grinned at him like he was just a toy. He could have been a doll or a new car. It didn't really matter; either way, they would know how to push his buttons and compel his obedience.

No. Christian tried to tell himself that he would be able to resist.

"Do you want to take the steps slave for a walk?" Miranda asked.

Mouth agape, he could only watch as she held out the leash to her youngest daughter.

Casually, Katrina took the leash, and then she looked down at it, then over at his caged cock. "Wow. You really didn't need a very big cage for this one, did you?"

"No," Miranda agreed easily. "Christian here isn't very impressive, are you, slave?"

"Please, please don't make me say anything," he answered, directing his gaze down toward the floor. Part of him wished it would open up and swallow him.

"Dumb boy," Alyssa said her spot on the couch. With her arms spread out across the back of the furniture, she appeared commanding and at ease at the same time. "Begging not to talk is just as bad as talking back."

His cheeks heated up again, especially because he was right.

"When I ask you a question," Miranda said, grabbing his balls, "I expect you to answer. Now tell me the truth. Are you impressive? Are you well endowed?"

"No…"

"No," she agreed. "At least he isn't one of those boys who overestimates himself. Of course, if he tried, I think we would have to have a very long discussion about just how small and unimpressive he really is."

"Can I be there for that conversation?" Katrina asked. The petite blonde held onto the end of his leash and grinned at him. Clearly, she was itching for the chance to go walking through the house, especially because he would have no choice but to follow.

"It won’t be necessary," Miranda said. "You know that you're not very competitive as a man, don't you?"

"Yes," he said reluctantly.

"You know that you're small, and that no woman would really ever be impressed by your equipment, don't you?"

Christian hesitated, but he didn't see any choice. He had to answer her honestly, or he would risk angering her.

"Yes," he said. "Yes, Goddess. That's true."

She clicked her time and shook her head. "Silly boy. But anyway, it looks like my girl here wants to go for a little walk. Have fun, Katrina."

Katrina hopped forward, skipped around the couch, and forced the steps slave to follow after her.

He rushed to keep up, especially because he didn't want to experience a sudden jerk or yank of the leash. That's why he had to follow after her while Miranda smiled indulgently. Worse, Alyssa burst out laughing.

Katrina may have started this, but when she came to a stop, it was her older sister who jumped up onto her feet and announced, "Okay. It's my turn."

Dylan looked at this young woman. She was more mature than her little sister. She should have recognized that this was a bad idea. They had no reason to tease or humiliate him. Then again, he soon discovered that they didn't need one…

"There you go," Katrina said amicably as she handed the leash off to the other blonde.

With a grin, Alyssa took the leash and start to walk around the living room. Like her sister, she circled the couch, made her way over to the window, glanced out, and even pointed to something in the yard. "Does that look like a cat to you?

At once, he knew she was demanding an answer; if he didn't step up to the window and risk exposing himself, then she might get angry with him. That's why he swallowed back his trepidation. "No, I don't think that's a cat," he said.

"I think it's a cat," she replied. "Tell me that it's a cat."

"It's a cat," he said obediently.

"Good for you," she said, patting him on the head. Then she went over to the kitchen, all while her sister laughed and her mother enjoyed the show.

She had him carry the wine glasses on a small tray, and she distributed them to her sister and mother. Not only that, she handed the leash back to Miranda before she plopped down on the couch.

"Please, can I go back to the bedroom?" Christian asked, his tone pleading as he looked back at his wife.

She seemed to consider the request for several moments. Her head wobbled back and forth as she made up her mind. Then she touched a finger to the corner of her mouth, and she asked, "What do you think, girls? Should I let this boy run and hide?"

"Where would the fun in that be?" Katrina asked. "Besides, he hasn't massaged our feet yet!"

"What?" Christian asked, his voice shaking with disbelief.

"You're going to worship their feet," Miranda told him. She made this sound like an irresistible and undeniable dictate. These women were in control of him and his future, so he had to cooperate.

"You can use your mouth and your hands," Katrina said. As she spoke, she flipped her feet from her sandals and crossed her ankles on the coffee table. Her nails were bright shade of red that matched her fingertips.

He gulped, something tightened inside of him, and Christian continued to look from one woman to another. In an instant, he fantasized about what this could be like: some incredible orgy with two beautiful girls and their gorgeous mother. He thought of his hands roaming over their naked bodies, pinching and teasing them, his shaft thrusting down into their tight openings. It would be a sexual buffet, and he could enjoy himself as much as he wished!

His shaft strained against the confines of his chastity cage, reminding him again that this wasn't a fantasy. It was a nightmare.

Yes, these women were gorgeous, but that didn't mean he had any power or control over them. On the contrary, he knew that he had become Miranda's property.

"Go on," Alyssa started. "Katrina is waiting for you." A lascivious grin stretched along her lips as she watched him. In fact, each of these women studied him and waited.

They wished to see whether or not the collective pressure of their gazes would be enough to shatter the last of his defenses. Maybe he would rally. Maybe he would be able to fight back, argue, or resist at some point, but right then, he didn't know how to defy these women.

Without thinking, he took one step, then another.

Still leashed by the younger sister, Christian kneeled in front of the coffee table.

"Start with the arch my foot," she said as she wiggled her toes.

"Yes, Goddess," he said, only to flinch.

"There's something wrong with that," Alyssa told him.

Her mother agreed, "That's right. As far as you're concerned, we are all Goddesses. We're better than you, so you will stay right down there on your knees, where you belong, and you will obey. Really, that's all you have to do. Do you think you can handle that?"

He glanced up at Miranda, their eyes locked on one another, and he worked hard to summon some kind of defiance. And yet, this woman really was better than him. He could feel it down in the deepest recesses of his psyche. It was a primeval understanding, something primitive yet powerful.

"Yes, Goddess. I, I can do this," he said.

"Take your time," Katrina ordered as she wiggled her toes again. She looked so playful and flirty.

Christian reached out, and he started to work her right foot. His fingers pressed along her arch, then down to her heel, along her ankles, and then he worked her toes. As he did so, the women started talking again. They ignored him now, as though he had been demoted to the status of furniture.

"So how does it feel remarrying?" Alyssa asked.

"I'm enjoying it. This boy is definitely going to need a lot of training, but look at the progress he's making. I think, deep down, he knows who he supposed be."

"Chastity training looks like a really good idea," Katrina said.

"Definitely," agreed her mother. "You should try it."

"Maybe…" Katrina said. "But to be honest, I'm having a lot of fun with Alexander."

"How has he been?" Alyssa wanted to know.

"Good," Katrina said. "Very good. He's the kind of guy who really excites me, you know? It's like we go out to a bar or a club or whatever, and he takes me by the arm, and I can just really feel his strength. I get the sense that he is someone who knows what he's doing. It's that confidence, I guess. It's just really powerful because he knows what he's doing."

"When I first met Christian, I hoped he might be like that," Miranda said.

For the last few seconds, they had ignored Christian. If he had been honest with himself, then he would have had to think about how these females frightened him. It was a strange idea, especially because he was bigger. And yet, his shaft twitched again, reminding him of his captivity. Only Miranda had the key. Because she kept him in chastity, she owned him. She had control over every inch of his body, all because he couldn't resist those temptations!

But it wasn't just the denial, he knew. When she first put the chastity cage on him, he had technically agreed. Then, step-by-step, she had whittled away his defiance, showing him again and again that he could never beat her. He could never win in a contest against this woman. Miranda wielded her personality like a weapon, taking control whenever she wished.

She knew how to train him; she knew how to tame him.

"Start using your mouth," Katrina said.

"Won't your boyfriend get jealous?" Christian asked.

"Shut up. No one asked you for your opinion," Alyssa snarled down at the boy.

Realizing his mistake, he quickly dipped his head down, and he started to eagerly lick and suck on Katrina's toes. The young woman arched her back, leaned her head against the edge of the couch, and she closed her eyes as she lost herself to those flicking sensations. Warm and wet, soft yet firm, Katrina basked in every moment as his mouth continued to diligently work.

"Alexander won't get jealous, not if it's a loser like you," she said. "Besides, she knows that my mom is a powerful woman, and she keeps you under her heel, right where you belong."

Christian bristled, embarrassed even if he didn't know this guy. Still, Katrina's young boyfriend, who was probably tall and handsome, would hear about this. She would laugh at him.

His insides twisted as the shame flared along his body. As he licked this young woman's toes, he tried to tell himself that he still had to some semblance of dignity. Better yet, he would figure out a way to get Alyssa to change her mind. What if he tried to threaten her? What if he threatened to leave? She would laugh, he knew. Besides, she still had the key to his chastity cage!

His breathing quickened as he continued to lick, but Katrina giggled. "Okay, okay," she panted out. "Stop, boy."

He obeyed, sat up, and hoped that these women were done.

They weren't.

"Did he do a good job?"

"It wasn't bad," Katrina said. "But it was fun seeing this guy on his knees, ready and willing to lick anything we say."

"We haven't proven that yet," Alyssa pointed out. "Sure, he licked your toes, but worshiping your feet isn't good enough. He needs to understand his inferiority. Are you ready for that, Christian?"

Hearing this young woman uses first name so casually made him flinch. He felt as though he had been struck, especially because he didn't know how to process her complete disregard for him. In his household, he had no status, not any longer.

In fact, Alyssa casually held out her hand, and he didn't know what was going to happen, not until Katrina gave him the end of the leash.

He bowed his head down and try to pretend this wasn't happening, but then he couldn't ignore the tongue against the base of his balls and cock. Alyssa pulled on his leash again, thinking harder this time, so he had no choice. He threw himself forward and started crawling around the other side of the table.

Okay, he told himself. He could do this. She probably wanted him to lick her toes as well. If he did it for the little sister, he could do it for Alyssa too. It wasn't a big deal. He could handle this. That became his mantra while she stood over him.

For just a moment, while he kneeled at her feet, Christian turned his gaze up along the length of her body. He studied the toned contours of her legs, the curves of her breasts, and the lines of her neck before his eyes locked on the shine of her lips. She grinned down at him, and there was something big in her expression, like she couldn't wait to get started.

She lifted the hem of her skirt, and he saw the white of her panties.

He tried not to look, yet he couldn't deny that wild pleasure.

Seeing underneath her skirt felt forbidden and delicious all at the same time. His shaft strained twice as hard, but he still couldn't do anything about it!

With the same confidence her mother wielded effortlessly, Alyssa dropped her panties to the floor.

"Pick them up in your mouth," she ordered.

"I, I can't do that," he started to mumble with her underwear still dangling from between his lips, and he turned back to Miranda, but she just shook her head slowly. Apparently disappointed in him, she had expected better. She demanded nothing less than his obedience.

Dropping his face back toward the floor, he saw the discarded panties right there.

He knew this was disgusting; he knew it was wrong.

Even so, he dipped his head down, opened his mouth, and picked the panties up between his lips. As he did so, he could feel the warmth from Alyssa's body. It still saturated those sleek, white panties. Not only that, he caught the aroma of something else: her arousal.

Then she sat on the edge of the couch, she spread her legs. An idea seemed to occur to her, and she glanced over at the rest of her family.

"Let's go for a little walk," she said, standing up next. She got up, and the others didn't stop her. She still held onto the leash, and now Alyssa walked back down the hall toward her bedroom.

He started to rise and stride after her, only Alyssa glanced over her shoulder. Casually, she commanded, "No. Stay on your hands and knees. As far as you're concerned, you can’t get up right now. You’re a pet."

A pet? No way! It even as the defiance burned through his body, one glance at this girl made it clear she wouldn't tolerate anything less than his obedience. Suggested she said it, like a pet, he crawled on his hands and knees, scurrying behind her.

He kept his head bowed down. Every few seconds she tugged on the leash, reminding him that he had to go faster. He scurried to keep up even as he gripped her panties in his mouth.

She opened her bedroom door, kicked her hamper open, and then she pointed.

He rushed over, dropped the panties, and he licked his lips. For a moment, he thought he could taste her arousal. Part of him craved more. Part of him hated the fact that this young woman could ensnare him so easily.

"Hey," she said, mocking him, "Look at that. You figured out how the hamper works. Aren't you a smart pet?"

Without another word, she jerked on his leash again, walked him back to the living room, all while Katrina and Miranda talked about Alexander. Katrina kept gushing about how much she enjoyed spending time with her boyfriend. Sure enough, she talked about how he was handsome and powerful, how he had money, but there was something else. It was his aristocratic bearing. He definitely came from a good family, unlike Christian.

"This one is only good for his money," Miranda said with a dismissive shake of her head.

"But hey, it bought this house," Katrina said. "Besides, it looks like he's settling into his new life as the step slave."

Christian opened his mouth, and he wanted to say something, but he still remained down on his hands and knees. In this position, leashed and locked in chastity, how could he possibly argue with these women? It was obvious they knew how to take control. Even if he tried to resist, he didn't know what to do.

Then Alyssa was right there on the edge of the couch again, her legs spread, and she reached out, grabbing him. She put her hand on the back of his head and guided his face forward. At first, Christian didn't know what was going to happen. Maybe she just wanted to pull his hair or something. It might sting, but it wouldn't be that bad. Miranda had done much worse, after all…

Suddenly, his cheeks brushed along the sides of her thighs. He was close, way closer than he had expected!

She was just playing with him, right? There was no way she would really want her stepfather to lick her. Besides, he had already humiliated and based himself by sucking on Katrina's toes.

"Lick," Alyssa commanded. That single word resonated through his body.

Then, before he could stop himself, he started. He brushed his tongue along her sex and tasted her for the first time. Then he tensed up as the reality of his situation locked into place. No. No way. He couldn't really be doing this. It was impossible!

"Oh, that feels nice," Alyssa said. Again, her voice buzzed through his body. Not only that, she tightened her grip on the back of his head, making sure he couldn't pull away. He had started, but he wouldn't stop without her permission.

"Exquisite," she said. "You have done such a good job of training him."

"It took some effort, but he definitely has a lot of natural potential," Miranda replied. "I think it has something to do with his lineage. Some men are just born to lick, you know?"

All three of the women started laughing.

Christian kept going. He tried to speed up, only then Alyssa tapped him on the back of the head and told him to slow down, at least for the next few minutes. The women chanted, and he kept surfacing her. With each moment, he wished he might pull away, but Alyssa wasn't satisfied yet.

As the rest of her family continued to chat, Alyssa bent down, and she whispered a simple command, "Faster."

His tongue darted quickly along her opening, going faster and faster. He looked up and down, left and right. He stretched to the walls of her opening as he pleasured her with everything he possessed until she finally gasped. Unlike Miranda, Alyssa didn't scream out or shout with her ecstasy. Instead, her breathing quickened, and then she tightened her grip on the back of his head and yanked him away.

He quickly wiped his lips with the back of his hand, but then he heard another cheerful, youthful, enthusiastic voice: Katrina!

"My turn!"

Christian turned his gaze back toward the petite blonde, and his eyes grew larger as he saw the playful desire run across her features. She locked her eyes on him, only she didn't see a person. Instead, she viewed him as a toy. They all did. Somehow, this wealthy man who had built his own company had been reduced to the status of a sexual plaything for these alluring females.

Alyssa dutifully handed off the leash, Katrina pulled on it, and then she beckoned him forward with the curve of one finger. "Get over here," she said. Yes, she sounded playful, but there was that edge in her voice, the promise of danger if he screwed this up.

He crawled toward the youngest sister, and now she stood up. Just as Alyssa had done, she lifted them of her skirt and dropped her red, silk panties to the floor.

"Don't worry. I'm not going to make you put those away for me," she said.

Instead, she spread her legs, and then she gave another teasing pull.

"Goddess, are you sure you want me to do this?"

His wife didn't hesitate, "Absolutely."

Just like that, Christian realized that he wouldn't be able to escape. He wouldn't be able to talk his way out of this, nor could he fight, not while he was still locked in chastity and kept on a leash like their family pet.

Katrina snapped her fingers and pointed down. She parted her thighs, and he started to move. He did it without thinking. It felt unconscious, like this was something his body simply had to do. He followed the momentum of obedience, letting the inertia carry him forward until his lips were pressed against her slit.

"Say thank you," Katrina instructed.

"Thank you, Goddess," he answered even as his features crumpled against that the shame.

But then it didn't matter because they couldn’t see his face while he started licking. He drew his tongue up and down along the length of her slit. He went deep within seconds, and he could hear those little shivering moans brace through her body.

By now, Alyssa and Miranda resumed their conversation. It was time for the daughter to tell her mother more about Trevor, the actor and bodybuilder she had started dating.

Christian did his best to block out the sounds of their chat, but he couldn't. He heard about Trevor, how he had money, how everyone listened to him, how he was about to become an executive producer.

"Celebrities are fascinating, aren't they?"

"Definitely," came the answer.

Through all of this, he continued to lick Katrina. He worshiped her body, flipping his tongue up and down, in musical circles, spirals, anything to please this young woman. At that moment, she really did become a Goddess, while he was nothing but her worshiper, a pathetic peasant who had to do whatever women said.

Her hands dropped down to his shoulders, and she pinched, gripping him hard. Her muscles contracted, her knuckles turned white, and Christian couldn't complain. His mouth was occupied with her pleasure.

Finally, she threw her head back, and she cried out. The ecstasy pulsed through her frame, leaving her temporarily satisfied. Then, just as her little sister had done, she put her hand on his four head and shoved him away, like he was no longer interesting or useful since she had been sated.

Just like that, Christian realized that the women were done with him. Part of who wants to slink away, but he couldn't. So instead, he stayed there, on his knees. He remained quiet as the women talked. They were busy, and he no longer had any time for him.

Christian was barefoot, but he wore black pants and a button-up shirt as he tentatively knocked on their bedroom door. "Come in," Miranda called out.

Reaching down for the knob, he opened the door and stepped across the threshold, only to see his wife seated in front of the desk where she normally did her makeup.

And right then, she looked amazing, especially with her hair tied back into that French braid with just a single gang hanging stylishly in front of her face. It twirled, and she had put on makeup: blush and lipstick. Her eyeshadow heightened the vibrant blue of her irises. And she wore this incredible, strapless black dress. She looked amazing, like she was going to some important gala or something.

"Are we going out tonight?" Christian asked.

"I'm going out," she said.

He opened his mouth to speak, thought better of it, and waited for her.

She touched up her lipstick, rose, and sauntered over to him. In those black high heels, she looked exquisite, especially with her dress slit up to the midpoint of her thigh. As he waited for more information about where they were going at night, he wondered if maybe this would be a good time to talk to her about letting him out of chastity. She certainly seemed to be in a good mood…

"You're going to stay here," she said.

"You're going me leave me here alone?"

It had been three weeks since he returned from their honeymoon. Since then, he had entered into semiretirement, meaning that Miranda allowed him to answer a couple of emails each day, all while under her direct supervision. In the meantime, she had ordered him to promote Natalie Kohl. From now on, a woman would make most of the important decisions for his business. With all of his free time, he followed her around, cleaned, cooked, and served the needs of Miranda and her daughters.

If he had any time on his own, that meant he might be able to slip out of the chastity cage?

It had been weeks...weeks since his last orgasm. And yes, sometimes she toyed with his balls are made him known, but that wasn't good enough! Those half-formed, ruined orgasms couldn't count!

"No," she said with a smile. "I wouldn't dream of leaving you here alone. Who knows what kind of mischief you might get up to?"

"Alyssa is going to cuck-sit you tonight."

He heard one of those words, but it didn't make sense. He had never heard the term before, only now she approached her husband, put her hand on his throat, and she tightened just a little bit to hold his attention. Her fingernails, painted a bright shade of red, glistened beautifully as they pressed down into his skin. "Christian, I'm going out tonight with someone. I'm going to have a lot of fun with him."

"What, what does that mean?"

At first, her lips parted, it was clear she had something she was about to say, only than she reconsidered, and another idea seemed to occur to her. She grinned, pulling her lips back as she revealed the edges of her teeth. "You might be a dumb boy, but I'm sure you can figure it out."

Then she dropped her hand down to his, and she took a hold of his fingers. She got out into the hallway, and that's when he saw a list so there.

She was playing on her phone, but she heard their footsteps, turned around, and grinned at him. There was something hungry and her expression, like she was about to take something from this hapless male.

"Hello, Christian," she said with a smug smile.

"Tonight, Alyssa is going to be your cucky-sitter," Miranda told him.

Again, the words should have made sense, and he should have been able to put the pieces together, but Miranda reached out and gave her daughter a hug. After that, they whispered back and forth. Finally, the two of them started snickering, and it was time for his wife to go.

In a daze, Christian watched all of this happen.

Then his wife's voice cut through the air once more, and he focused on her, "Remember, my daughter is in charge. As far as you're concerned, she owns your ass. Say it."

"Alyssa owns me tonight," he said.

"Good."

She embraced her daughter one more time, and then she disappeared through the door.

"How does it feel?" Alyssa asked once the door had closed.

"How does what feel, Goddess?" At the last moment, he remembered to add her title. Yes, he was older than her, and he should have had more money and power, yet none of that mattered because she was beautiful and had learned so much from Miranda.

"How did it feel to be under the thumb of your stepdaughter? How does it feel knowing that I could boss you around all night because I'm in charge and you're nothing but a slave?"

"It's embarrassing," he said.

"I'm sure it is," she agreed with a sneering smile. "Go grab me a glass of wine," Alyssa said.

"Yes, Goddess," he said dutifully.

Christian rushed back into the kitchen, he picked out a bottle of wine, check the label, and he grimaced. He knew how expensive this stuff was, just as he understood that the women of this household had excellent taste, so they wouldn't be satisfied by anything less than the best.

He opened the bottle, poured some, and then he licked his lips.

Calling out from the living room, she told him, "Don't you dare. That is for us, not you. The peasant boy doesn't get something that nice."

His shoulders drooped, and he said he wine glass on the tray. Even as he worked, those doubts squirmed at the back of his mind, reminding him of how his wife had headed out. What were her plans tonight? What was she going to be doing?

Suspicions lurked at the edges of his mind, but he shoved them aside. No, he wouldn't allow his thoughts to drift in that direction.

Unfortunately for this slave, Alyssa already knew how she intended to entertain herself that night, and this was just the beginning.

"Good boy," she said as she gingerly took the wine glass. She pinched the stem between two fingers and brought the expensive vintage up to her lips. After her first taste, she asked, "What do you think she's going to do tonight?"

"I don't know," he said truthfully.

"Think about it," she told him. Leaning forward now, she rested one elbow on her knee as she studied him. "A beautiful woman like my mother? I'm sure, when she goes to that party, she’ll have her pick of the men."

"But she's married," he said.

"To you," she said with a disdainful role of her eyes. "My mother has needs, after all. And judging by the size of your equipment, it's not like you would ever be able to satisfy her. Besides, you’re all locked up, aren't you?"

He had to answer. "Yes, Goddess."

"So if you can't satisfy her, she's going to have to find someone else will. What does that make you again?" She snapped her fingers and pointed down at him. "It makes you a cuck, doesn't it? And that's why I am cuck-sitting you. It's my job to make sure that you behave yourself. You have to be an obedient boy."

"Yes, Goddess. I, I will do it if you want."

"Really like this coffee table," she said. "Move it for me."

"Where would you like it?"

"Just over there, against the wall," she said, motioning in some random direction like it didn't really matter.

Christian had no idea where this was going or what she had planned.

Still, Christian knew his place in this household. So even if he had to obey some young woman, he could at least be grateful that it wasn't Katrina here. It was the older sister who had been entrusted with his obedience. In some ways, he still thought of Katrina as a little girl, like she had never truly grown up even if she was technically an adult.

He pushed the coffee table, and then she grinned at him. "Come here," she said.

"Would you like a massage?" Even as he uttered the words, he hoped that this would be good enough to satisfy her. He really, really didn't want to end up down on his hands and knees, licking her pussy again.

He tried to deny it, but the taste of her sex would excite him. It would send it those flutters and sparks of arousal running through his body until the inferno threatened to consume him, yet he would never be able to break through the walls of his chastity cage! The desires, the needs, continued to drive him crazy! At the same time, those instincts forced him to obey these women.

They had his key. They could dictate his behaviors because they owned him. They kept him imprisoned within his own body, trapped by his desires…

"No…" Alyssa said. "Instead, I'm thinking I just want to put my feet up." She reached out and grabbed her phone.

"Would you like me to bring the coffee table back?"

"No need," she said. "Just get on your hands and knees for me."

"What?"

"You heard me, slave. On your hands and knees right now. I need a table, and you'll do."

"But, but…"

"What's wrong? You think you're too good to be my table?" She burst out laughing. "No, your wife is out, having sex with some gorgeous guy, and you think you can't be a table? No. I'm the Goddess, and you’re the pathetic slave, so get down on your hands and knees right now."

He moved into position. He did it automatically, without thinking. It was so easy, and then she lifted her feet, crossed her legs, and dropped her heels down against his back.

"Don't move," she commanded.

Obediently, Christian frozen position. He remained like that. First, he assumed it would only be a few seconds. After those seconds elapsed, he hoped it might only be a few minutes. As those minutes went by, he had no idea how long she would want to keep him like this.

In one hand, she held her wine glass and enjoyed those sips. In her other hand, she had her phone as she scrolled through her different socials.

"Oh, wow," she said.

"What is it, Goddess?" Christian asked, perhaps hoping that she would change her mind and decide to use the real coffee table.

"Shut up, slave. I'm not interested in anything you have to say." But then she chuckled again. "Good for you, Mom."

What was she talking about? What was going on?

He ached to sneak a glimpse of her phone, but he was down on his hands and knees, reduced the status of furniture. He was just an object, and he couldn't even move!

Suddenly, she decided to talk to him, "My mother is having a really good time. She just posted a picture with Dylan Reynolds."

Who?

"Oh, you wouldn't know him. Basically, he’s a very rich man from a very good family. Hey, I wonder if she's going to bring him home tonight. Don't worry. I can let you sleep on the floor of my bedroom. You know, like a dog."

Christian tried to summon something to say, but then she shifted her feet, set her wine glass between his shoulder blades and said, "If this spills, you're going to be in a lot of trouble." And just like that, he knew that he really had become nothing but a table. He was a piece of furniture, so he couldn't speak. He stayed there on all fours before this young woman, all while she enjoyed a pleasant night on her own.

Later that night, Christian was down on the floor of her bedroom. He did his best to fall asleep, yet his senses continued to strain. After her shower, Alyssa had crawled underneath her blankets, and she drifted off within seconds. Why wouldn't she? She and her family had all of his money, his house, and everything he had worked so hard to build. She didn't need to worry at all.

But Christian kept wondering when Miranda was going to come back. He tried to figure out what time it was, but he didn't dare move. If he woke Alyssa up, he would be in a lot of trouble, so he stayed right there, on his back, with his hands over his heart. His pulse came fast. He was nervous, he knew. He couldn't suppress those sensations.

And then he heard the sounds of the front door opening.

Not only that, he heard laughter, first from a woman. Miranda. Then he heard a man.

Was this Dylan Reynolds? Was Miranda about to have sex with him?

Yes.

The simple answer cut straight to his core. They laughed, kissed, and fondled one another out in the hallway. He could hear their footsteps as they made their way back to their bedroom. Then, in the bed that Christian and Miranda were supposed to share, they started to have sex. Within moments, Christian could hear Miranda begin to moan. She cried out his name. "Dylan! Oh, you feel so good! Dylan! Yes, give it to me! Give it to me hard!"

Through all of this, Christian had no choice. He simply had to listen as his wife had sex with another man.

The next morning, Christian decided to pretend. At some point, he had fallen asleep, although he only got a couple of hours of rest before Alyssa woke up. She nudged him with the tip of her foot, and he scrambled to start with his morning chores. He needed to do the laundry, cook breakfast for the women, and start cleaning the house.

"So, you were out late," Alyssa said.

Dylan stood off to the side by the dining table. Of course, he wasn't actually allowed to sit with these women. They were better than him. Besides, he was nothing but a chastity-locked servant...and now he became a cuckold (although Christian did his absolute best not to think about that for what may have happened last night).

In fact, Christian told himself that he wasn't going to think about it at all. He was going to pretend that last night had been some kind of strange fluke, and it would never, ever happen again. She tested him; she wanted to see if she could get away with cheating, and she had, but she wouldn't do it repeatedly. If nothing else, could he tell himself that she was a woman, and most women didn't have a man's voracious appetite for sex?

It was Christian's only hope.

There was just one problem with this excuse.

No matter what he wished to believe, no matter what he told himself, Christian didn't really understand this woman. If he had, he would have feared her more than he already did when they first got married. He didn't understand that she could marry him while craving something else, something better. She wanted the kind of powerful man who could shove her down onto a bed, grab her wrists, trap her, and tame her like some wild animal as he pumped into her.

If Christian tried something like that, she would have laughed!

Then she would tell her daughters, and they would have laughed as well!

"Come here and lick me," she ordered as she threw the blankets away from her bed.

Christian quickly scurried into position. Somehow, this was degrading, yet it also reassured him.

She spread her legs, and then she touched the underside of his chin. She looked into his eyes, “Last night was intense. I'm still sore, so I want you to use your lips and tongue to massage me."

"Please, don't tell me."

"What's wrong, Christian? You don't want to know about him? You don't want to hear about him?"

"No!"

"Too bad," she said. Then she brushed her fingers over the top of his head and down along the contours of his neck. As she stroked him, she chuckled, "It was so strange. I mean, when I first started dating you, I was obviously seeing other guys, but I think I forgot just how exciting the really impressive ones can be, you know?"

"Yes, Goddess," he said it, but now she nudged him. She pulled him closer to her slit, so he started licking.

He tasted her excitement, but there was something else there as well…

At first, Christian couldn't figure it out. Or maybe this was some kind of psychological immune response, like his brain refused to follow the details to the logical conclusion. Instead, he tried to hold off the inevitable for as long as possible…

Miranda wasn't going to let him hide from the truth, however. She chuckled and said, "Last night was so good. I mean, I was going to ask him to wear a condom, but what was the point? I know he's clean, plus I already take prophylactics, so I decided it was fine."

As she said those words, he tried to pull back, but she didn't let him go. With her fingers pressing against the back of his skull, she held him in place. "Keep licking, peasant."

Peasant.

Before they got together, he always considered his business acumen to be one of his greatest strengths, only Miranda didn't care. He lacked the social capital to really impress her, so his money attracted her attention, but it was just a tool.

"When I first saw him, I didn't know I was going to be able to take him. Seriously, you should have seen him. He was so long and thick and girthy." She chuckled. "I've been with a couple of guys, but no one like him. I mean, you could never compete with someone like that!" She chuckled. "But don't worry. You're never going to have to. You’re the slave, while he gets to be my lover—so it’s not like you’re competing. I mean, I don’t think I’d ever talk about both of you with the same breath.”

As she spoke, his tongue continued to slide along her sex, and he picked up on that strangely sweet, strangely salty flavor. Revulsion roared through his body, but Christian couldn't do anything about it, especially because his Goddess had already given him the command.

He licked her as quickly as he could.

Even so, Miranda held that pleasure back. She wouldn't allow herself to delve into the satisfaction she demanded, not yet anyway.

Soon...

"Then we were making out, and he pushed me down onto the bed. I thought I was going to ride him, and we wrestled back and forth." She laughed, and those sounds reverberated through his body. They felt almost a jacket, if only because they reminded him of how little he had to offer this woman. His wife didn't respect him. As far as she was concerned, she was entitled to have sex with another man.

And why not?

If he couldn't get out of his chastity cage, then why would she respect him? Why would she respect their marriage?

"Finally, he was on top, and he ripped my panties off of me. It was so raw and primal, you know?" Another burst of laughter jumped from her lips, "Oh, no, you wouldn't know about that, would you? You're a nice boy. You don't know how to really impress a woman. You’re just a wimp, and you'll do whatever you're told."

It was true.

He felt it deep within the inner recesses of his psyche.

"But there's nothing wrong with that, boy. Just think of yourself as a pet and a plaything, a servant and my slave. I mean, you know how to lick my daughters, don't you? And you look so good on your hands and knees. Oh, Alyssa took some pictures of you. She showed them to me. You do make an excellent table."

Even as he licked, he whimpered.

"There, there," she laughed. "It's okay. There’s nothing wrong with being a pathetic loser. You’re a slave, and this is how you should be treated. Accept it. Enjoy it. Recognize your status and your position in life, and you'll feel a lot better."

Then she tightened her grip, pulled his head back, and she looked down into his eyes.

"You know what you're doing," she said, her tone shifting to something harsh and unyielding. "You know that you’re licking me after I had sex with another man."

Then she pulled his face right back against her pussy, and he resumed. He licked frantically, furiously, eagerly now.

"He made me feel so good. He made me calm. He didn't even have to go down on me! He was the kind of guy who knows exactly how to make a woman."

As those words pummeled into him, he tried to come up with some explanation, some solution, something he might do or say to get her to change her mind. And yet, they both knew that would never happen.

He licked deeper, working his tongue up and down until she cried out. She threw her head back, panted, and finally jerked his head away.

Another couple of weeks went by.

At one point, he had been playing on his phone, so Katrina marched up to him and demanded, "What’re you doing, slave?"

"Nothing," he said, quickly hoping to stow the device back in his pocket.

But this girl, still a teenager, held out her hand. Palm up, she looked right into his eyes. "Give it to me," she instructed.

"But, but it's my phone," he protested.

"And you belong to my mother. What does that make you again?" Katrina touched a finger to the tip of her chin, but she couldn't quite remember exactly what term seemed most appropriate.

When Christian puffed out his chest, held his breath, and straightened his back as he tried to summon his full height, he looked down at this blonde girl and maybe hoped he might be able to convince her or change her mind. He only needed to break her resolve for a second. That was it. After that, she might be willing to listen to him. Perhaps she would start to respect him…

Nope.

Deflated, he exhaled, dropped his gaze down toward her sandaled feet and said, "A slave."

"Say it. Say all of it," she commanded. Without coquettish smile on her face, she made this all sound like some silly little game as opposed to stripping this man of his dignity.

"I belong to your mother, so that makes me a slave."

"Do slaves get to own property, Christian?"

"No…"

"No," she agreed. "Besides, I'm your Goddess, so if I give you command, then you have to obey it. So give me your phone. It doesn't belong to you, not anymore."

When he lost his phone, he lost the easiest way of keeping track of the dates. Worse, he pretty much never had to go to work or even join any of the conference calls. Instead, Miranda took care of those details as she seized every account he had once possessed. Little by little, she took total control over every aspect of his life.

And now, it was another Saturday night, and it was time for him to get cucky-sat again.

He assumed that it would be Alyssa. She was older and more respectable.

Again, his hopes were shattered when Katrina showed up. She walked through the front door, and he greeted her, "Hello, Goddess."

"Hey there, boy," she said.

Before Christian could think of anything to say to her, Miranda sauntered out from their bedroom. When she emerged from the hallway, he turned around and saw her in that amazing, dark red dress. Her hair was tied back into another elaborate pleat, and she turned from one side to the other as she demonstrated her perfect curves. She had those amazing breasts with that deep cleavage, her trimmed waist, and the red of her dress contrasted beautifully with the heel of her skin and the shine of her hair.

His shaft strained and twitched twitched painfully against his cage when he saw her.

"Who is it tonight?" Katrina asked.

"Arnold DiMarco," she replied.

"The famous hedge fund manager?" Katrina asked, sounding impressed. "Isn't that guy supposed to be a genius or something? I mean, he dates all of the best supermodels!" She actually started clapping her hands together and jumping up and down.

"That's the one," Miranda said. "And tonight, I think he and I are going to have a lot of fun." She walked right past Christian, dragged her fingernails against his neck, and sauntered back toward the door. Right as she was about to leave, she turned back to her husband, "Katrina is in charge. You will obey and worship her."

…Oh, no…

"Yes, Goddess," he acknowledged.

"So if she tells you to walk around outside, naked, what are you going to do?"

"I, I will walk around outside, naked."

"And what am I going to be doing?"

His eyes got bigger as he started to imagine it. Christian tried so hard to block those images from his mind, only he had to utter the words, just as she commanded. "Goddess, you’re going to be having sex with another man."

"That's right," she said. “It's going to be Arnold DiMarco. Oh, and guess what? I guess he's going to be appearing in some movie? I mean, he's already famous, but this is pretty amazing, don't you think?"

Because she wouldn't accept any other answer, he gave her what she expected and demanded, "Yes, Goddess."

"Have fun," she said with a wave back at her daughter. The door closed, and Katrina turned back to Christian.

"It's time," she said.

"Time for what, Goddess?"

Different answers popped into his head: dinner, laundry, some other random chore…

Instead, she said just one word, "Strip."

Christian hesitated, but then she clapped her hands together, "Now!"

Christian scrambled to obey. Yes, this girl was just a spoiled brat, but he had been instructed to obey her. She was his cucky-sitter, after all.

As she watched the steps slave pull off his clothing, she shifted her weight on to 1 foot, tilted her head to the side, and let some of her hair dangle so that it brushed against the curve of her shoulder. As she did so, she looked so beautiful, but then she snapped her fingers. "Oh, I almost forgot!"

She rushed off toward one of the back rooms. While she was gone, Christian finished stripping. Soon, he was naked except for everything except for his chastity cage.

Then she came back, and she held one hand behind her back.

"Tonight, I was thinking about turning you into a piece of furniture, you know, how Alyssa made you stay there on your hands and knees. I'm thinking you can do something even better, something even cuter!"

"What would you like, Goddess?"

"You're going to be a pony," she said. "So get ready."

She circled around him, ran, and then jumped!

Christian just barely caught the sounds of her speeding footsteps before she leapt up, and then she wrapped both of her arms around his shoulders. She hugged him with her legs and held on, like this was a piggyback ride or something!

He wobbled, stumbling forward, and the slave nearly lost his balance, but then he managed to correct himself.

"Not bad, pony!"

The slave inhaled, and he wanted to snarl something back at her like, "I'm not a pony!" He wasn't supposed to be an animal, yet this girl had made up her mind. More importantly, Miranda had given her all of the authority she needed to exert her will. Whether he liked it or not, Christian wasn't strong enough to fight back.

"Let's go for a little walk, shall we?"

Tentatively, he started to move forward, but this wasn't good enough for her. No, it wasn't anywhere near good enough.

That's when he felt the riding crop for the first time. She kept her hand behind her back, so he hadn't seen the implement, but now he experienced its wicked bite as she swung down with the letter implement. The tool smacked against his backside, the pain flashed along his skin, and he jolted forward, practically jumping. Again, he nearly lost his balance, but he recovered, just as Katrina knew he would.

"Around the couch," she instructed. "Come on, pony. Giddyup!"

Again, he didn't move quickly enough, so she struck with the crop one, two, three more times!

The leather struck his skin, sending flares of pain racing along his nerves. He tried not to cry out, but there was still that quick gasp of pain.

"You don't like that, do you, pony? If you don't want to get punished, then you had better obey! Come on. I know you're just a dumb animal, but even a pony should be able to figure this out." She laughed even as she tightened her grip. Her forearm pushed against his throat, making harder for him to breathe.

By now, Christian made it to the kitchen.

"Okay, go around the couch," she instructed again.

He circled the couch again and again, all for her pleasure.

"Goddess, are you sure you want to do this?"

"Let's go back to my room," she ordered.

He obeyed, bringing her down the hall into her bedroom door. There, she opened it, and he carried her inside.

She leaned down, reached for her hamper, and opened it. As she did all of this, he bit down, suddenly very, very nervous.

"Please don't talk," she said, "But I don't have a bit or bridle, but I'm thinking this will work." She plucked out some of her panties, balled them up, and swiftly stuffed them into his mouth. Fresh ways of shame burned through his frame, but he couldn't do anything about it!

Next, she smacked his ass with the tip of the crop again and ordered him back into the living room.

Finally, she jumped off, and then she put her hands on her hips as she considered him.

Yes, he still had her panties in his mouth…

"That was fun…" Katrina allowed as she tapped one finger against one of her cheeks. "But you know, I think we can do better. Stay here, slave."

She turned around and skipped away, hopping back to her room as she made her plans.

While she was gone, Christian reconsidered his position. Not only that, he actually glanced over at the front door. Yes, he was naked and locked in a chastity cage, but what if he just left? What if he escaped?

Christian started to shift his weight, to walk toward the door, but then something stopped him. Miranda. He was still so attracted to her. Even if she had enslaved him, he knew he couldn't leave. The idea of defying, let alone disappointing, this perfect specimen of a woman seemed impossible. Then he thought of Alyssa and Katrina…

Before he could finish those considerations, Katrina pulled something tight around his neck. His hands jerked up, like he feared she might choke him, only then he heard the click as the caller locked into place.

"On your knees, dog!"

She put her hand between his shoulder blades and shoved him down. Still surprised, he stumbled, and soon he was down on the floor before this beautiful girl.

"Oh, I'm sorry, I messed up," she said with mock contrition. "You're not supposed to be on your knees. You should be on your hands and knees, just like a dog. Get on all fours, dog boy."

Dog boy?

He jerked his head up and hissed through his teeth. The collar was too much. Yes, his wife was out doing something unspeakable, but he couldn't just let this teenager control him!

Only then she put her foot right up against his shoulder and shoved him down. Next, he was on his back. She slid the ball of her foot away from his shoulder and down right against the base of his throat. Pressing down, she made it impossible for him to breathe. "What was that? I'm sorry. For a second there, it looked like you were going to try to fight me. But you're not that stupid, are you? You're not going to defy your Goddess, are you? Because you really don't want me to tell my sister and my mother all about how you are such a bad little cuck while they were gone."

Desperately trying to breathe, he shook his head from side to side.

"Speak, boy," she commanded.

He barked for her, wheezing through those sounds, one after another, all for this young woman. He had to satisfy this girl!

Apparently, it worked. She pulled her hand away, and then she dropped down onto her knees. With Christian on his back, she still towered over him. In that moment, but her blonde hair framing her face and tumbling down her shoulders, she really did look like some angelic being. But then she smiled, and he saw the wicked edges of her teeth right as she reached between his legs.

He tensed up instantly.

"If you're a good boy, maybe I’ll let you have another ruined orgasm. My mom told you all about them, you know. I'm sure you're desperate for one. You're desperate, aren't you?"

"I—”

"Nope," she said with a pop of her lips, "That isn’t how this works, dog boy. You need to bark. I'm not interested in anything you have to say. No one actually listens to doggies."

As those words dug down into him, he barked for her. He made those humiliating, animal sounds, and she clapped her hands together again, giggling and chortling with delight because she was proving one simple fact: as a Goddess in this household, she could make this formerly powerful male do anything she liked!

"That's right. You can speak for your owner, can't you?" He didn't respond quickly enough, so she started to tease the underside of his balls. She massaged his scrotum, using both soft caresses and painful squeezes. Pain and pleasure mixed together in this strange, alluring concoction. His heart started hammering, and he wished he could tear himself free from her influence, but this girl knew how to touch him. Within moments, the tip of his imprisoned shaft grew damp with pre-come. Even so, he wouldn't be allowed an orgasm or any kind of genuine relief.

"You like that, don't you? Yeah, you do. You're a dumb dog, and even if we get you fixed, you're still going to do whatever we say, aren't you? Do it again. Speak, boy. Speak for your Goddess."

He barked for her. He barked for her amusement, and she threw her head back, laughing hysterically as she enjoyed the act of debasing the house slave.

"Good boy. Now, let's work on some tricks. First, let's start with something simple."

He didn’t like that the sound of that.

As she considered her options, Katrina continued to taunt him, "You want more, don't you? Yeah, I bet you want a lot more of this." Her fingers grazed and teased that sensitive patch of skin. She played with him, sending shivers of need racing along his body. His nerves cried out and his fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands. Again and again, his cock strained against the plastic prison.

It didn't matter how badly he wanted this; he wasn't going to enjoy it. Pleasure, desperation, and pain swirled into this storm of sensation until it suddenly stopped.

"Let's work on your other tricks, shall we?"

Katrina hopped up onto her feet.

When he finally got his eyes open, he looked up along the length of her body. His eyes drifted back toward her breasts, and he wished he could touch her. He wanted to hold her, to run his fingers through her hair, to grab her ass and to use her.

None of that was never going to happen, however. She was a Goddess, a woman with breeding and refinement, while she saw him as some lower-class, self-made peasant.

"Let's start with something really simple, okay?" Katrina asked with a little giggle flitting at the edges of her question. "Crawl over to the front door and right back here to my feet. Can you do that, Christian? Can you do that, boy?" Even when she used his name, she made him sound like a pet, not a person, not a man.

His breathing came hard, fast, indeed, especially as he glowered up at this girl.

It wasn't right. It wasn't fair.

Somehow, he could stand getting controlled by Miranda. She was perfectly beautiful, and maybe even recognized her ability to manipulate him. On the other hand, Katrina was just some girl! He was supposed to view her as a child, as someone dependent and inferior. But there she was, standing over him like a goddess, and his insides twisted as she started to frown.

"Do it, dog," she ordered. In that moment, he could hear the familiar echoes of her mother's certainty and authority.

His throat clenched as he sought some way out of this, only he knew he had to obey her.

"I'm waiting," Katrina said as she crossed her arms and started to tap her foot against the floor.

Reluctantly, he turned, crawled, made it over to the door, and he was about to turn around again when she called out another command, "Touch your nose to the door."

Jerking his head back over his shoulder, he stared at her. For just a moment, Christian hoped that she might burst out into laughter, wave him off, and tell him that it would be okay. Instead, the adrenaline flared through his body, and then there was this chill as she continued to stare at him, her expression fixed with expectation. He didn't know if it was the golden shine of her blonde hair, the sharp edges of her blue-eyed stare, or something else altogether. Whether he approved or not, this girl meant her order: he had to touch his nose to the door.

Obediently, he turned around, drooped his shoulders, and brushed the tip of his nose along the smooth surface of the door, just as she commanded.

Again, Katrina demonstrated that she was in charge. She had power, while he was nothing but an animal they are on the floor.

Reluctantly, he turned around, and he crawled back to her.

Then, much to his surprise, she crouched down, and she started petting him. Her fingers brushed along the top of his head, down toward his neck, and along his shoulders. Her nails grazed his skin, her soft fingertips caressed him, and he shivered and whimpered. His shaft struggled to stiffen, and he opened his mouth to speak, but she raised one palm and pushed it against his lips. "No, no," she chided him. "You’re a dog right now, and dogs don't speak."

His nostrils twitched, and he wanted to speak over her.

Frankly, it should have been easy. He should have been able to jump up onto his feet, only then she must have sensed the defiance because she laughed, "That reminds me. You tried to resist a minute ago, didn't you? You were a bad dog."

With more strength than he would have credited her with possessing, Katrina grabbed him by his shoulder, shoved him down onto his back, and then she put one hand on the base of his throat. With her other hand, she reached down between his legs. She grabbed his balls, and she squeezed them, sending bolts of pain racing through his body. They surged into his thighs, coiled up into his stomach, and made him gasp as his eyes widened.

"It can get a lot worse," she promised. Proving her point, she gave his balls another squeeze. Another sickening jolt of agony surged through him. But then she said, "You don't want to get bad dog, do you? No, no, you want to be a good dog. I mean, you are good enough to be a show pony, but I think you could be a pet. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

For those first couple of questions, he shook his head. Then he started nodding because he had to please her.

Each time, he worked to give her the correct response, whatever it might be, whatever she demanded from him.

"There we go," Katrina teased. Then she burst out laughing. "You know, your equipment might not be good enough to please my mom, but I do like playing with your balls. It's nice knowing that there's this handy little lever right here. I just pull, and then I know you'll do whatever I want. Isn't that right, dog?"

He nodded again, only that wasn't enough to satisfy her, not this time.

"Speak, boy," she said. "Agree with me. Speak, boy."

Christian hated himself for yielding, only he didn't see any other choice. There were no other options, no other alternatives for him. Down on his back, spread out, stripped naked and locked in chastity, he had to obey her every whim. He was at this girl's mercy…

"Speak, boy," she said, only some of the enthusiasm drained away from her voice. Her tone became cold as she waited for him to comply.

He held out for as long as he could, and then he barked for her. Yes, he barked again, just like a dog. He made those silly, pathetic noises, and she finally started laughing.

Crouching down, she rewarded him again. As he "spoke," Katrina started running her hands along his body. She teased him and taunted him, laughing about how obedient he could be. "That's right," she said. "You want to be a dog, don't you? You know that this is who you are. You're not a real man. That's why your wife is out with another man right now! He's big and important and famous, and what are you?" Even now, she grinned with childish glee as she said, "You're nothing. You're just a pet. She can do whatever she wants with you, and you're going to take it because you’re a dog." He reached down and tugged on his collar. As each word left her lips, she continued to stroke him, running her fingers down along his neck, over his cheeks, past his shoulders, and along his flanks. At some other place or time, this would have been incredible. It would have been delicious to have a gorgeous girl like Katrina touch him.

But one her fingers brushed along his skin, she didn't see him as some handsome man who deserved her attention. No, no, he was just a pet, and she loved toying with him. "Speak again, boy."

This time, without thinking, he barked. It felt normal. It felt natural. Yes, the stinging humiliation remainder, but he could obey this girl automatically.

"Now, dog, it's time for you to do some other tricks."

She popped back up onto her feet, looked down at him, and grinned. "Roll over, boy."

Crawling back up onto his hands and knees, he glowered at her. This was as much resistance as Christian could muster. Deep down, he knew he was supposed to be better than this girl, yet he still couldn't resist her commands.

"Go on," she coaxed him, still teasing him. When he hesitated, she reacted like he was just a dumb animal who didn't understand what she wanted. "Go on," she said with more enthusiasm. She used that same teasing, singsong tone so many young girls used when addressing pets. "Go on! Go on and roll over. You want to do a trick for me, don't you? Yes, I'm sure you do!"

He jerked his head from side to side, but then she hardened her expression, "Roll over, Boy. Now." That final word came out deep and menacing.

He gulped back his trepidation, threw himself to one side, and he rolled over just the way she expected. I can obedient animal, he gave in and had no thought of his dignity or self-respect, not while this beautiful blonde demanded and he obeyed.

This tamed husband surrendered to the teenager, giving her exactly what she wanted. He rolled it to the left, then to the right. It felt so strange. Maybe he had done something like this as a little kid, but now he was naked, wearing nothing but a chastity cage, collar, and he rolled around for her amusement.

It worked.

Katrina was laughing at him! That playful, teasing, bubbly and gleeful sound washed over him. If he had said some clever joke and provoked this kind of reaction, he would have basked in her laughter. It would have felt like some delicious reward, but he was down in front of her, and she knew she had complete control.

"Let's try something a little bit more complicated," she said. "Shake." As she held out her hand, she waited for him.

Did she really want to shake his hand? Was that what she expected from him?

The confusion played across his face, but then he reached up, he straightened his fingers, and he reached for her.

"No, no," she chided him with just a hint of irritation lacing her voice. "That's not how this works. Puppies don't have fingers, do they?"

He wasn't a puppy!

Christian bit down, locking his teeth together, but he didn't say anything. The urge to argue burned hot in his body, but he just looked at her with that confused expression, so she let out an exasperated sigh and held up her hand. "Do you see this? This is my hand, but you don’t have a hand. You have a paw." Tensing her knuckles, she pushed her fingertips down against the palm of her hand to form an approximation of a canine paw.

Bristling, he gulped and obeyed, pushing down his fingers, and then he reached up.

She wrapped her fingers around his knuckles, and she gave him a gentle shake. "There we go," she told him. "That's right. Good boy. Who's a good boy? You are! You might not be a man, but you're definitely in a good little dog."

She pulled her hand away, grinned again, and prodded him, "Shake."

Reluctantly, he lifted his hand, made the shape of a paw, and she shook it with a little grin.

"Good boy. That's right. Very good boy. I'm proud of you." She grinned down at him. "In fact, I'm so proud of you that I think I'm ready to give you a treat. Would you like that?"

He jerked his head down and up, but this wasn't what he could have anticipated.

Katrina did a little spin, hopped down onto the couch, and then she spread her legs. When he looked up along the length of her skirt, he saw the pink of her panties. She looked so cute in that tennis skirt. The pleats and snug material drew his eyes. His breathing quickened, and he had done this before, but now his shaft strange. His manhood pressed against the confines of his chastity cage as she sat up and pulled down her panties. Then she tossed them over the side of the couch, and she positioned herself at the edge of the cushion.

"Here, boy," she called out as she patted her there by.

"You want to lick, don't you? Puppies love licking."

Was he really going to do this again? Behind his eyes, he struggled to come up with some other alternative, some plausible scenario where he might be able to stand up, confront this girl, and reassert himself. After all, this wasn't Miranda; she wasn't Alyssa either…It was Katrina, and she was supposed to be young and nervous. Instead, she waited for him to follow her commands.

Reluctantly, he started to crawl forward. When he didn't move fast enough, she reached down, grabbed him by his collar, and yanked him forward, bringing his face right up along the inner contours of her thighs. His cheeks brushed against her soft, creamy skin, and then his nose slit along her opening. "Very nice," she said, "But you need to use your tongue, silly."

He had done this before.

He would do it again.

Katrina didn't allow for any other possibility.

"Lick," she commanded. "Dogs love to lick. I bet you can't help yourself, can you?"

He wished he could pull away. He wished he had the strength and gravitas necessary to defy this young woman. And yet, his tongue lapped up and down, just that she expected. He served her, worshiping her. From one moment to the next, she laughed, savoring the mixture of power and sensation. This was incredible. This was everything she had been trained to accomplish with a boy like Christian.

Her breathing came faster, yet Katrina still managed to speak clearly. She was probably pushing the sensations back, fighting them as she attempted to draw this out for as long as she could. After all, she had this cute dog down on his knees, and he seemed so "eager"…

"You know, when I was little, my sister used to tell me about boys like you. She started dating, and she figured it out right away. She told me all about the guys out there who are so easy to manipulate. And you know what? I didn't believe her. Oh, I was so naïve back then. I went to my mom, and I asked her, and we started talking about men, just the three of us."

She grabbed Christian by the sides of his head, she nudged him back, and she looked down into his eyes. "Do you know what she told me?"

His lips glistened with her juices, he still had the taste of her on his tongue, and so he stayed there, down on his knuckles and knees, his back at an angle as he gazed up at this callow, blonde girl. Tentatively, he shook his head from side to side. As hard as he tried, he couldn't summon any real words. He couldn't give her an answer, so she chuckled again.

"She told us that boys are weak. She told us that most men out there are just targets, sniveling little boys who need to be manipulated. She said we could turn them into ponies, dogs, furniture, slaves, whatever we like. And guess what? You proved her right. You have shown her that we can take everything you have in turn you into a servant, and what will you do?"

"I, I don't know," he confessed.

"Yes, you do," she said. "It's obvious. You’ll do whatever we want."

Christian needed to answer, only he didn't get the chance because she pushed him right back down between her legs. Now his lips were pressed against her slit, so he had no choice. He started licking again, gliding his tongue along her sex, probing and penetrating her moment by moment.

As he did so, the storm electrical excitement built deep within her body. The heat played along her skin, yet she continued to hold it back. She knew how delicious delayed gratification could be, so she pushed as hard as she could, but this boy knew exactly how to please her.

Yes, he was supposed to be a man yes, he was supposed to be older. If he had hired her, he would have been able to boss her around.

But that wasn't how this worked.

Unlike so many other women out in the world, Katrina, her sister, and her mother all understood what they could do and accomplish. With a flip of their hair, a smile, a kind word or a demeaning phrase, these women could trap the males around to them, grinding them down and turning them into...whatever they desired.

As the response coursed through her head, she came closer and closer to her orgasm.

"Good. That's right. Good boy, keep going."

Her breathing came harder and faster, and then she cried out, screaming at the top of her lungs. The house was empty, and her voice ricocheted off of every surface.

As he listened to all of this, he couldn't help himself. He wished he could enjoy that same kind of satisfaction.

She pushed him back, and he looked up at her, watching. By now, her body was rigid, but she twitched once or twice, her eyes were closed, and it was clear she had entered into some transcendent rush of pleasure.

Like all things, it eventually came to an end, yet his jealousy and envy still clung to him. He looked up at her. And that's when he knew he had to try.

With Alyssa or Miranda, it never, ever would have worked. But maybe Katrina was younger. By her own admission, maybe she didn't have the same intuitive sense of what it took to control a male.

"Please…"

"What was that, boy?"

"Please?" He tried again, swallowing and finding his voice. "Please, Goddess. Please, could you let me out of the chastity cage? Just for a little while? Please? I promise, I promise I will be obedient. I have been obeying you and the rest of your family for weeks now! I'm not going to resist or try to break away. Please…please, I’m begging."

"It sounds like you're trying to negotiate with me," she said.

Only seconds ago, she had lost herself to the wild ecstasy of her orgasm, except now, she stood up, smoothed out her skirt, and she stood over him.

"Please. Please, I just need to get out of this cage just for a little bit. Please?"

"How much time do you think you need?"

"A minute?" Christian suggested.

She seemed reluctant yet intrigued. He starts to think that maybe he would be able to manipulate her. "Look, you don't have to tell anyone else. It could just be our little secret. We could do this, and no one else would have to know."

"I could let you out of the cage…" Katrina said, more to herself than anyone else. "I know where your key is."

"Yes. Please. No one has to know, okay? We don't have to tell anyone else. It would just be our secret. You could let me out, and I swear, I would go right back into the cage after I finished. Please, your mother doesn't let me have any real orgasms. Please…" His voice strained. He hated admitting the truth, yet he didn't see any other alternative either. This girl, petite, inexperienced, young, and supposedly naïve, had complete control over him. He recognized that this simple fact, but he couldn't do anything about it.

She wobbled her head from side to side, making the light glisten along the yellow shine of her straight, blonde hair. "I don't know…"

"Please. Please, it feels like I'm going to go crazy. I can't help it. I have been locked up for so long! This isn't normal. It's not healthy."

"A minute? I think that might be too long."

"Thirty seconds?" Christian pleaded with her.

"What if Alyssa or my mother comes home? I could get in a lot of trouble…"

"That's not going to happen!"

"Lay down."

"What, what are you going to do, Goddess?"

"Lay down," she ordered again, sounding insistent. Clearly, if he defied her or questioned her again, she would start to get annoyed. The afterglow of her orgasm was starting to fade.

"What, what are you going to do?" Christian asked.

The girl giggled, "Whatever I want!"

He couldn't argue with her on that point, and he still craved reassurance, yet he had to tell himself he wouldn't get it. Breathing out slowly, he lowered himself down onto his back, and he looked up at her.

For a couple of moments, Katrina stood there, towering over him. He really did feel like an insect crawling around on the floor as he gazed upward. She was so perfect, from her shapely legs to her tight waist, the curves of her ass, the contours of her breasts, everything about this girl… Just like her sister and just like her mother, she was perfect.

"Oh, that reminds me," she said. She grabbed her phone, typed out a message, and sent it.

"Was that your sister?"

"Nope," she said.

"Your mother?"

"Not even close," she said with a smirk.

Because she was feeling playful, Katrina pulled her foot from her sandal, and she glided her toes along his cheek, down to his neck, and over his chest. She teased him and played with him, stroking him.

Then she came to his chassis cage.

The plastic blocked out almost all of the sensations, but there was that hint of pressure. Not only that, as her toes teased him, he experienced something else, the knowledge that she was this close, but she was teasing him and toying with him.

"Please, Goddess. Please, let me out of the cage," he tried again.

"That's what you really want, isn't it? I bet you would be willing to do anything for it. Is that why you were my pony? Is that why you were my dog?"

"You're a Goddess," he said, hoping these words might be enough. Channeling Miranda and everything she thought of him, he called out, "You're a princess, and I'm nothing but a peasant!"

"Too true," she agreed.

Then, like a Goddess deigning to spend time with an insignificant male, she crouched down. As she did so, he savored the smooth lines of her neck, the curves of her breasts, and that little hint of cleavage.

With one hand, she stroked his neck and his chest. Her fingertips slid along his body. With her other hand, she reached for his balls, and she started teasing him again.

"What, what are you doing?"

"The key is in another room," she said, "And I don't really feel like getting it."

"I could fetch it for you! I could fetch it like a dog!" He would have said anything. He would have done anything for the opportunity to get out and enjoy one real, powerful burst of pleasure. He needed the purity of a real orgasm, not the teasing, ruined climaxes that Miranda and the others occasionally offered him.

"Yeah…" Katrina allowed. "I could just tell you where it is, couldn't I? I mean, he could go grab it, bring it back to me in your mouth, and I would probably prove something, wouldn't it?"

"Yes!" Christian hissed back at her. "It, it would prove that you have complete control over me because I wouldn't try to run away. I swear. I'm going to be an obedient slave no matter what. I belong to you and the rest of your family, Goddess! Your sister, your mother, they all own me. Please. Please, just let me go get the key!" Even as he spoke, he didn't know whether or not he really meant those words. If he had been thinking clearly, the strategy would have been obvious: trick this girl and take the key.

Escape!

And yet, he couldn't push past the need to please these women. Maybe he really meant it. Maybe, he would crawl to the hiding place, find the key, press it between his lips, and bring it back to her like a pet playing fetch.

"I think this is going to be good enough," she said with her hand still between his legs. Then she made up her mind. "Yeah. This is good for you. You don't need a real orgasm. I mean, it's not like you're a real man, after all!" Just like that, she burst out into fresh giggles, and she grabbed his balls, squeezing them. The jolt of pain raced through him, forcing him to arch his back. He tried to squirm away, but she still didn't release him. There was the tug on his sack right before she started to massage his cage. She pulled it up and down. With her other hand, she stroked and teased at the underside of his balls.

New sensations coursed through his body, crashing down on him in a deluge.

"Yeah, this is what you need," she continued. "You don't need a real orgasm. This is going to be better for you." She grinned down at him. Her eyes shined, she revealed the edges of her teeth, and the corners of her mouth tugged upward. As she played with him, he wanted to escape, but there was nowhere for him to go.

Pinned down by his training, his obedience, and the power of her personality, he stayed right there as she tormented him.

Then it happened.

It wasn't an orgasm, not really. It wasn't genuine release, not at all. Instead, he felt this like this throbbing in his shaft, and there was this twitch of almost satisfaction. It didn't really mean anything.

It was done, and his body still ached for release. He needed the genuine pulse of pleasure that can only come from a true orgasm.

"That was fun," she said. She got up, walked over to the kitchen, and washed her hands.

Just as she returned, someone knocked on the front door.

Christian jerked his head to the side, and he brushed up onto his hands and knees. He was about to race off, but Katrina snapped her fingers and gave her another command suited for a dog, "Sit, boy!"

Before the slave could realize what he was doing, he positioned himself like a dog, down on his knees, bent forward, his hands pressed to the floor like they really were paws. Then she hopped over to the front door, turned the handle, and opened it.

"Oh, hey!"

At first, Christian couldn't see who had arrived. At first, he assumed it would have to be Alyssa or Miranda, but if it was either of them, why would they have bothered knocking? They lived here. Didn't that mean it had to be someone else, a stranger…

Oh, no.

"Alexander!" She threw herself forward, wrapping her arms around the stranger. From his perspective, Christian still couldn't see who had arrived.

His heart pounded, and he itched to crawl away and hide. He should have been able to scurry back behind the couch. Or better yet, he could have retreated one of the bedrooms.

Unfortunately, his obedience locked him down, holding him in place.

Second by second, he hoped this would be a quick interaction. Maybe Alexander was here to drop something off. Yeah, that could have been it. Or maybe he was in the area, but he didn't have a lot of time to waste, so he would leave momentarily. Yeah, that had to be it, right? This guy wouldn't actually stay here?

Like a pair of horny teenagers, Katrina and Alexander stood there in the doorway, kissing and fondling one another. It seemed to take way too long! Or maybe time had slowed down for Christian, especially because he kept wondering what was going to happen. Worse, he still couldn't move. This was his moment, his opportunity.

But he squandered it.

"Come in," Katrina whispered to her boyfriend.

She stepped back, motioning for him to enter, and that's when they both saw him again.

Katrina smiled down at her pet slave. As far as she was concerned, this was normal.

For his part, Christian looked up, and he saw Alexander for the first time. He had more than six feet in height, broad shoulders, and thick, dark hair. His muscles pressed against his expensive, dark red shirt. Well-dressed, he carried himself with the gravitas of wealth and power.

Christian may have worked hard and built a company from nothing, but this young man had been born to power. More importantly, he knew exactly how to use it. Just because he had inherited his influence, that didn't make him any less imposing, dangerous, or competent. He took in the scene spread out before him, he put the pieces together, and he asked, "So she did it? She really enslaved him?"

"I told you!" Katrina bubbled.

With Christian, she could be cold and determined. With this young man, she grinned cheerfully, took him by the hand, and pulled him across the room and down onto the couch.

"Well, what do you think?" She motioned down at Christian.

The slave desperately wished he could just crawl away. It would have been easy, yet something about their gazes locked him down, making it impossible for him to move away.

Alexander sneered, "Really? This is your stepfather?"

"He's more of a slave, although right now, I'm keeping him as a dog."

"That sounds about right," he said.

"I'm training him. Isn't that right, Christian?" Before he could answer her actual question, she clapped her hands down against her thighs, and she called out, "Speak, boy. Speak for me."

His eyes widened, and he pressed his lips together. Doing this while they had been alone was one thing. But now, he was supposed to do it again...in front of someone? Knowing that there was another man here made it so much worse! And yet, Christian didn't know how to defy this girl.

With the adrenaline springing through his body, he wished he could just leap up onto his feet. But even then, he envisioned to some scenario where he tried to confront Katrina and Alexander. If he stood over Katrina, then maybe he would have had a chance. Yes, she was this aristocratic girl with power, wealth, charisma, and breathing on her side while he was just some regular guy, but at least he was bigger and taller and stronger.

Against Alexander, Christian already knew what would happen. Alexander, tall and fit, could just backhand Christian, knocking him away. It would be effortless for a guy like Alexander to kick Christian's ass. That's why the slave state right down there on his hands and knees. That's also why he barked for his owner and her boyfriend.

He made this pathetic little yipping sounds, and Alexander just sneered, shaking his head from side to side.

"Pathetic," he said.

"Yeah…" Katrina agreed. "But you know, he does other tricks. Want to see him roll over?"

"Go for it," Alexander said indulgently. Clearly, his girlfriend was enjoying this game, so he wouldn't deny her the pleasure or satisfaction of teasing the house slave.

"Roll over, boy. Roll over like a good dog!"

Although he hates himself for giving in, he threw himself down onto his back, jumped up onto his knees, and braced himself with his knuckles once again. There. He did it. That had to satisfy her, right? It had to be good enough, didn't it?

"Again," she teased.

Alexander glanced back at his girlfriend with just a hint of irritation playing along his features. It was fairly obvious that he had something else in mind, but he was about to indulge this young woman nonetheless.

Christian world around on the floor, all while the two of them watched.

Apparently deciding he had enough, Alexander reached out and grabbed Katrina. He pulled her close. Somehow, this torture was even worse. Christian had to look up and watch as a real man touched and fondled this beautiful girl. He put his hand on her ass, he stroked her breasts, and he enjoyed every second of it. Again and again, Christian felt his manhood struggle against the confines of his cage. He couldn't help himself, no matter how hard he tried. The humiliation burned through his body, but it was mixed with that desperate arousal. He needs this so badly. But he swallowed, felt the collar around his neck, and knew that they wouldn't see him as anything other than the family pet.

It was about to get worse.

For just a couple of seconds, Christian didn't answer.

Only then the door opened again.

He heard several voices this time, laughter and chuckling coming from the wrap-around porch.

He tensed up again, desperate for some way out of this. But right as Katrina and her boyfriend started to make out, the newcomers revealed themselves.

His eyes jumped over to Alyssa first. The young blonde woman smirked down at him, only to hear them second later. She shook her head, reached out, and a young man grabbed her fingertips. They stepped into the house as her mother and her new lover entered as well.

Christian stared up at the woman who had married him, theoretically his wife, only then she became his Goddess. Christian opened his mouth, and he was about to say something, only he recognized the next individual.

Her lover.

"Hello, Christian," Miranda said. "What are you doing down there on the floor? Oh, and what are you wearing?"

Her lover chuckled. In an expensive suit, with that perfectly trimmed hair, that little bit of stubble, and his broad physique, he exuded power. It was different from the kind of authority a woman like Miranda wielded. His Goddess was gorgeous, charismatic, and intelligent. Even so, she didn't wield physical prowess as a potential threat.

This man did.

He was powerful, famous, and wealthy. At a glance, Christian could tell that this man deserved all of it. It wasn't just hype. He wasn't some kind of fake. On the contrary, he glanced down at Christian, their eyes met, and the cuckold husband knew that he wasn't as good as this man. He was better than Christian in every way possible…

After another second, Christian realized that Miranda expected a response. Desperate to avoid any kind of punishment or her disappointment, he gulped back his trepidation, and he said, "Katrina collared me. She, she wanted to train as a dog."

"And how is that coming along, my dear?" Her gaze is shifted, so now she looked over at Katrina.

"It's been going well. He can do lots of tricks, isn't that right, Christian? Show us your tricks. Sit, boy."

He straightened his back and sat up, just like a dog desperate for his owner's approval.

Next, she called out, "Now speak. Speak, boy."

Just as he had done before, he barked. He barked for Alyssa and her boyfriend and Katrina and her boyfriend and Miranda and her lover…

The reality of his situation sank in. The humiliation drilled straight to the center of his psyche. Six powerful individuals locked all of their attention on Christian, and he could only stay there, collared on his hands and knees.

Worse, he had barked. He actually barked like a dog in front of his wife and her lover!

With those sound still echoing in his ears, Christian just hoped that they could all retreat back to their respective bedrooms. They could leave him out here, discarded. They had already treated him like a piece of furniture once. Why couldn't they do that again?

Only then, Katrina said, "He does other tricks."

Oh no.

By her commander, he had to start rolling over. He threw himself to the left, to the right. Naked, he put himself on display. Worse, the women's lovers glanced down, and they couldn't help but see the chastity cage he wore. They shook their heads, obviously disgusted. The same ideas played across their faces: how could a man allow himself to be caged like that? What was wrong with him?

"Come along," Miranda finally said to her lover. "Let's go back to the bedroom."

Christian exhaled, grateful to have all of this come to an end. Only then, as they started to step away, Miranda glanced over her shoulder. With her blonde hair hanging down against her shoulder, she made eye contact with him and grinned. In that instant, it was obvious she knew exactly what he was thinking. "Come along," she instructed.

He opened his mouth, and he struggled hard to think of some way to stop this. Maybe you could try to change her mind or something…

But how?

He couldn't think of anything good. He didn't have any smart ideas, and then she turned and started walking. Just like that, Christian knew he had to crawl after her. He scurried down the hall as Miranda and her lover strode ahead. They made it there first, came into the bedroom, and suddenly they were making out right there, their bodies pressed down against the blankets and sheets.

Christian froze at the entrance to the bedroom. This had been his domain once. He used to view this as his inner sanctum, a place where he could hide from the rest of the world to recover and recuperate.

But now, his wife was kissing this man, gently nibbling on his neck. The lover hardly seemed to notice Christian at all. In fact, his eyes had widened, and he stared up toward the ceiling, all while the pleasure coursed through his body.

Jealousy and desperation pumped into Christian. Moment by moment, he knew he was supposed to be better than this. He knew he was supposed to be able to fight back or resist somehow…

But there was nothing he could do!

Then he watched as Miranda set up. Acting on some unseen signal, both of them started to strip. She pulled off her dress. She stripped down to her bra and panties. He was down to his boxers. Their undergarments didn't last much longer.

He slipped his hand underneath her bra, cupping her breast as he pinched and massaged her. With his other hand, he pushed her down onto her back before sliding his fingers into her panties. He started stroking her, and she lifted her knees into the air, spreading her legs to make it easier for him.

As she moaned, Christian thought of how he once hoped to coax those sounds from his wife.

But that wasn't going to happen, not here, not now. Christian would never be able to impress her the way that this man could.

Next, he pulled down his boxers in one fluid, aggressive movement. He threw the underwear down onto the floor; it landed just a few inches away from Christian.

Miranda grinned back at her lover, and she said, "No. I'm not going to be on my back."

Instead, she turned to the foot of the bed, braced her weight down on her elbows and knees, and then she lifted her haunches into the air. With her legs spread, it was clear she wanted her lover to come out her from behind. They would do it doggy style while the human pet stayed down on the floor, forced to watch.

With every second, Christian told himself that he could just turn away. He could shut his eyes, block out all of this, and pretend he was somewhere else, doing something else…

That didn't work.

As her lover put his hand on her shoulder, came up behind her, and pushed into her, she let out this groaning, grunting moan of pleasure. Her eyes widened, and she didn't seem to see Christian for a few seconds, almost as though she had forgotten about him completely. In her mind, he ceased to exist.

As he pumped into her, thrusting slowly, he demonstrated his skill as a lover. If Christian had tried to pull on her hair or hold this woman by her shoulders, she would have laughed at him. It would have been pathetic. Her lover, however, knew exactly what he was doing. He was properly equipped to take Miranda and to enjoy himself with her even as he brought her closer and closer to an orgasm.

She moaned again, gasping as that first burst of pleasure exploded through her. It was his length, girth, and technique, none of which Christian could match.

Her lover worked Miranda slowly, taking his time. One orgasm would be enough for this woman.

As she came back to her senses, she turned back to Christian and grinned at him again. Only then, that smile morphed into another panting look of surprise and pleasure as the ecstasy swept through her.

They went on and on like this. Minutes? Longer?

Christian had no idea how much time went by, but he watched anyway. As he did so, he kept thinking of the man he used the end how powerful he once felt. All of that was gone, stripped away by this beautiful woman and her daughters.

And now, Miranda's lover pumped into her harder and faster, working her until she couldn't take it. Soon enough, she started crying out, gasping for more even as he ran into her. With one powerful thrust after another, he made her climax so hard! The desperation exploded through her body, forcing her to arch her back. She grabbed onto the sheets, bunching them underneath her fingernails. Her toes curled, and every muscle she possessed tightened up as she tried to survive the onslaught.

Then he jerked away, and her lover was done.

She turned back around and kissed him. After another few seconds, she seemed to remember Christian, so she called out, "Go make yourself useful in the kitchen. I'm going to relax here."

Christian scurried out of the room. Once out in the hall, he realized that he was on his own now. The other girls and their boyfriends had retreated to their rooms. So he stood up tentatively. Even as he did so, he decided there was only one course of action. He trudged into the living room, kneeled on the floor, and he waited for one of these black widows to come out. When they wanted him, he’d make himself useful. After all, it wasn’t like he had any choice, not anymore.

The End


Anna’s Plan

As she sauntered through the enormous atrium, Anna still enjoyed the attention. She winked at one of the security guards, waved to a guy who used to flirt with her when she fetched Tim’s coffee, and flipped her hair toward another guy whose name she didn’t even know. It was also easy, so she enjoyed that little dance as she made her way over to the elevator bank.

Unfortunately, lunchtime had just started, so the employees who decided to go scavenge and surrounding areas for hot dogs, tacos, and maybe the occasional salad had already left the building. She rode the elevator up toward the top floor and enjoyed that little press of gravity until the doors dinged and she stepped out into the hallway. Everything felt different appear, she consistently reflected.

There was something magical about being on the top floor. Every time she glanced out any of the windows, she felt like she was flying.

The surrounding buildings looked more like shoeboxes, the cars seemed to scurry around like beetles, and people on the streets were nothing more than ants. Each one of those tiny dots contained a life with worries and hopes, but Anna had already won her game.

Tim just didn’t know it yet.

Striding ahead, Anna went all the way to his office door. She wasn’t surprised that his assistant had already gone to lunch, but she hefted her purse, grinned, and turned the handle.

Unsurprisingly, Tim was right there. He glanced up when he heard the door.

“Anna?”

“Hello, Tim,” she said.

His brows creased with confusion. “What’re you doing here?”

“I’m here to talk,” she said.

“That’s sweet,” he said dismissively, “but I have a lot of work to do. You can go. If you want, we can talk tonight.”

Oh, Tim, she thought, you have no idea.

Her husband was handsome enough with his brown hair, muscled shoulders, and lean physique. He may not have been perfect by any stretch, but he had exactly what she had craved when she first became his assistant almost a year ago.

In fact, she still recalled the interview. She remembered trying to read him, smiling and flirting, reaching over and even touching his being.

If an HR specialist had been in the room, she would have said something about Anna’s inappropriate behavior. Luckily for this young applicant, Tim decided to conduct the interviews alone, so his resistance melted.

Anna may not have gone to any of the prestigious universities, she didn’t have experience, and her answers were improvised at best. Even so, she did something none of the other applicants couldn’t duplicate: she excited him.

In fact, Tim could barely take his eyes off of her.

Maybe it was the shine of her long, dark red-brown hair, the way her eyes twinkled behind her black-rimmed glasses, or the way she leaned forward to reveal just a little bit more cleavage than should’ve been appropriate. It could have been her little black dress or the stockings she wore. Maybe it was the way she crossed her legs, flexed her shins, and let her right high heel fall away from her foot.

In any case, he hired her.

And she learned.

She flirted with him and teased him. Whenever he gave her a task, Anna tried to gauge its importance. Some jobs really needed to be done, and his stress levels might spike if she messed it up. Other tasks were for his ego. Along the way, she started to wear him down.

She made this boy consider what she “could” handle.

Of course, she was never in any danger of getting fired, especially because he decided to ask her out for a “welcome” dinner. They walked together from the office down the street to his favorite sushi restaurant.

He tried to impress her, and she pretended that it worked. She smiled and clapped, grabbing his arm and giving him a firm squeeze as she leaned in a little to close because the restaurant employees knew his name and seemed so excited when he arrived.

“You must be a really good tipper,” Anna had said as she looked up at this man with nothing but unadulterated admiration in her expression.

“It’s nothing,” he replied, easily brushing off the complement.

“Can I tell you a theory?”

“Go ahead,” he told her.

“I think people instinctively recognize leaders. There are powerful men who hardly have to try. I think you’re one of them.”

He had refrained from replying, but it was clear Anna knew exactly how to press his buttons.

Before long, Tim started daydreaming about her.

He didn’t say anything, but there were those little conversations in his office, moments where it became so obvious he didn’t want to go back to work. Instead, he searched for reasons to keep her there.

They started chatting more and more.

They had more “work” dinners.

Then came that delicious moment when she sauntered into his office, and Tim was right there at his desk. He looked exhausted, but he said something important, “Anna, we need to talk.”

“What is it, sir?” She rarely used that honorific, but this seemed important. Her instincts kicked in, so she decided to gently tap his buttons. He would like that. He would like it a lot, she recognized.

Besides, she had sharpened her intuition over the course of her life. From elementary school to middle school, high school and more, she learned to read boys as she figured out how to use them.

Tim may have had his tech firm with his employees scattered in offices all across the world, but his business acumen wouldn’t save him from her.

“I couldn’t sleep last night,” he said.

He looked down at his desk, apparently realized this wasn’t appropriate, and motioned over toward the two chairs and couch on the other side of his office.

“Please, have a seat with me.”

Anna obeyed. With her hands held in front of her, she scurried over into position. She sat down right on the edge, kept her back straight, and watched him with those big, adoringly intense brown eyes.

He thought he was in control; he thought he could do whatever he wanted.

At this point, she waited, quiet and demure as she prepared to hear what he had to say. Even if she could already guess easily, Anna pretended. Acting had always been her forte. In fact, he remembered getting into an argument once with a teacher back in middle school. She had been accused of stealing a boy’s backpack; a teacher confronted her and tried to intimidate her into giving up a confession.

Anna didn’t break; she didn’t even crack. Each time the teacher came out her with one verbal attack or another, Anna managed to block, dodge, parry and repost. At the end of the day, she didn’t get punished because this girl refused to break.

“I had a hard time sleeping last night,” he said. “In fact, I’ve had a hard time sleeping for the last couple of weeks.”

“Oh,” she said with that sweetly intense worry. She may have been his assistant, yet she sounded more like a worried girlfriend. “Would you like me to call your doctor? I can set up an appointment right away.”

A knowing and almost condescending smile curved along his lips as he held up one hand, “No.” His voice remained stoic, “No, that won’t be necessary. This is something else, Anna.”

“Yes, sir?”

“How would you describe our relationship?”

“Well, I think we work really well together. And if it’s okay for me to say, I think we’re more than just an employer and employee.” She nibbled on her bottom lip and glanced down. Not only that, she intentionally rubbed her hands along the curves of her knees, almost like she had this nervous energy rushing through her arms.

Anna certainly could have been an actress, only the idea of facing constant rejection had never appealed to her. If she wanted to act, then fine, she could do it here with a man like Tim, especially because she suspected the payoff could be far more lucrative.

When he didn’t say anything for a couple of seconds, Anna started to worry he might lose his nerve, so she glanced down then up with that same demure, shy expression. “I’d like to think we’re more than friends,” she ventured.

A look of uncertainty flashed across his face, so she started to wonder if she had pushed too hard. Boys could be so skittish, she knew.

“I think I’ve developed feelings for you,” he said. The words rushed from his mouth, then he stared at her hard.

“Feelings?” Anna asked, sounding exactly like the naïve ingénue he wanted her to be.

“Yes. Feelings.”

She pressed her lips together, and she asked very tentatively, “Would you like to kiss me?” She sounded like some little girl hoping for a cookie, but he shifted his position, sat next to her, and reached out.

Anna had to fight hard to keep that feral grin off of her face.

After that first kiss, she had him.

So now she came back into his office, only he had decided his work life needed to be more important. He preferred to focus on the numbers flashing across screens, productivity reports, and emails about their competitors.

“I’m really busy right now,” he told her.

“I know,” she said. “Because I know what kind of man you are.”

Tim had never heard this tone from her before, so he didn’t know how to read her.

He was a businessman, which meant he understood how different dynamics could change in the marketplace, but he wasn’t quite as skilled when it came to people—especially this woman. He definitely lacked the same acumen when it came to females, particularly a girl like Anna.

She may have been younger and looked sweet and naïve, but he didn’t know what she was thinking or the plans lurking beneath that warm, flirtatious smile.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Tim finally asked. At worst, he probably assumed his young wife would throw a tantrum.

Tim had heard his fellow CEOs complain about that. Fooling around with an assistant be fun, they warned him, but he shouldn’t allow himself to get tied down. Those girls lacked the maturity to really understand what it took to run a company like his.

“It means,” she said, “That I know you, Tim. And I know that I would always be a second-tier priority for you. Your company is your first love. That’s why you don’t want me to take it from you.”

“What’re you talking about?” Tim stared at her intently.

Yes, they joked around and flirted, perhaps not as often as when they first got together, but he kept thinking this had to be some kind of bizarre, elaborate prank.

“Take a look at these,” she said as she reached into her purse and pulled out a neat stack of papers.

She set them down on his desk and pushed them forward.

Tim resisted the urge to roll his eyes.

His wife was cute and sweet, but she was also something of a ditz. She didn’t understand how these dynamics could play out, but whatever. He decided to indulge her, especially since it was technically lunchtime.

He thought of asking her to run down to his favorite sushi place to grab him a couple of rolls while he looked through these documents, whatever they were.

Only then his eyes started to scan across the text.

“What are these?”

“Do you remember when you and I stayed at that resort and you got a little bit drunk?”

He hadn’t just gotten a little bit drunk. For his birthday, Anna planned this elaborate bash with a bunch of his close friends and associates. If anything, Anna proved herself to be one of the best wives because she even hired strippers! Somehow, this young woman managed to straddle the line between dangerous yet somehow appropriate.

Everyone had fun. No one complained.

Along the way, Tim had a lot to drink. He downed one shot after another. His friends encouraged him, and Tim enjoyed each burning hit of alcohol until his head swam. In fact, a lot of the night was a blur or simply vanished into a blackened haze.

“This isn’t my signature,” Tim protested.

“Actually, it is,” she said. “And I have the footage to prove it, not to mention the signed notary certification.”

He continued to stare across the pages. “Have you shown these to anyone?”

“These are just a copy,” she said. “The originals are with my unnamed attorney.”

Tim felt his mouth fall open as he stared at his young wife. He still couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t process how this girl had done something like this. Then he had to ask, “Do know what these documents do?”

“They transfer majority control of your company to me.” She tilted her head to the side like she thought he was foolish for asking. Couldn’t he read the fine print himself?

“We have to destroy these right now,” he insisted.

She giggled, “Oh, Tim. Why would we do that? I’m not going to let you destroy these or the originals.”

“But they could ruin me!”

“No,” she said in a tone he had ever heard from her before. Determined. Condescending. Utterly controlling. “I could ruin you,” Anna corrected him. “Right now, I could destroy everything you’ve built. I could take it away from you and maybe even sell it to one of your rivals. What do you think of that?”

“Anna, you are supposed to be my wife,” he growled back at her. His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands as he stared at her from across his desk.

“I am your wife,” she said. “For now. For as long as I want to be.” She held out her hand examined her sharp red nails. “More importantly, we need to discuss your status.”

“My status?” Tim asked dumbly. The echoing words just fell from his mouth. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t sound more articulate.

Normally, he went into every meeting having conducted hours and hours of research. He put intense thought and concentration into every clash with competitors and choice he made for his company. It was one reason why he had been so incredibly successful. Even as the money started to roll in, Tim always thoughtfully considered every decision. He understood the strategies and imagined the problems along with methods his competitors might use to undermine him.

But he never imagined petite girl in front of him might be able to take over like this.

“Yes,” she said cheerfully. “Your status.” When she grinned at him, her lips pulled back to reveal her teeth. Not only that, her eyes shined balefully. “Tim, unless you want me to sell this company to Trevor Russo, you will do whatever I want from now on.”

“Sell my company to Trevor Russo?” Tim repeated the words like they came from a foreign language. Those sounds, strung together, should have formed nothing but gibberish. Instead, he remembered the man who had caused the most trouble, the man who had secretly intimidated him and beaten him to some of the most lucrative deals.

No, Tim told himself. He wasn’t going to think about Trevor Russo. Instead, he fixated all of his attention on the young woman in front of him.

Belatedly, he remembered to look unimpressed and certain of himself. That’s why he threw his head back and laughed, “Okay, the joke is over. What is this really about? Do you want me to buy you something? Is that it?”

She didn’t answer.

Tim shook his head, “Darling, if you want me to buy you something, you just have to ask.” As he stared back at her, he silently hoped he had completely misread the situation. After all, this young woman could never really tried to blackmail him. She was just a girl, after all. She didn’t have his aggressive tendencies.

“Now, Tim,” she said. “This isn’t about me wanting a pretty dress or a new set of earrings.”

“What is it then?”

“If you want to remain in nominal control of your company, then you will learn to be completely and utterly obedient to me.”

“You, you have to know this contract won’t stand,” he said as he stared down at the text. He almost hoped the ink might have shifted around on the page to make some other declaration.

She smiled at the little stutter in his voice before leaning forward, “I’m sure you could try to bring your lawyer into this, but who do you think he would believe? You or me?”

“Me, obviously,” Tim snapped back.

“Tim, I have a notarized contract. You might try to weasel out of it, but just imagine how much damage that would do to your credibility. How many of your employers would jump ship? How many of your competitors would take advantage? How many customers would you lose?”

The CEO tried to run the calculations, only he couldn’t come up with a viable number. What did he know for certain? The damage would be extensive. In fact, it might even be enough to bring down his entire enterprise…

“And of course, that’s assuming you would win in the first place. We both know how persuasive I can be.”

“What do you want?” he asked, his voice quiet.

“To reevaluate our relationship. Up until this point, you have thought of yourself as the one in charge. And why is that?” Like some little girl, she brought her hand up to the corner of her cheek, glanced up toward the ceiling, and seemed to contemplate this. She looked like a schoolgirl trying to figure out a particularly difficult math problem before she came to an answer, “Oh yes. You think you’re in charge because you have all of this money. I’m taking that away from you, Tim. From now on, I control every account. I have already submitted the paperwork.”

While she had been his assistant, she had easily learned to forge his signature. Besides, half of the documents needed to run his company could be “signed” by clicking a box on a screen with a mouse.

“That can’t be right,” he said.

“Go ahead. Try to sign into your favorite bank account,” she said. “Or maybe use of the secret account you thought I didn’t know about with Everest Banking.”

The color drained away from his cheeks. How many times had he joked around with some of his other manager buddies about having a secret account, one his wife didn’t know about?

And yet, Anna watched impatiently.

He quickly turned back to the computer. He had to know!

His fingers rushed across the keyboard as he typed in his passwords. At this point, those movements felt more like muscle memory.

An error screen appeared.

Incorrect password and/or username, came the impassive reply.

“I’m in charge now,” she said. “In fact, as far as you’re concerned, I own you.”

“No,” he said. He shook his head from side to side. “This can’t be right. This can’t be happening.”

“Do you know what I’ve always wanted to do with you?” Anna asked her husband.

Eyes blank, he turned back to her. His lips had parted, only he didn’t know what to say. The words refused to materialize along his tongue or at the back of his throat.

“I’ve always wanted to spank you—among other things. That’s why you’re going to strip naked right now.”

“You, you can’t be serious.”

“Do I look serious?” Anna asked as she stared right back at him.

When she first met this man for her interview, he had studied the contours of her cheeks, the ridge of her nose, and especially her breasts. In fact, he had even “dropped” a pen and asked her to pick it up. He simply hoped to see her bend over.

Something inside of Tim finally broke. “Yes,” he said quietly. “Yes, you look serious.”

“Good. Then I order you to strip.”

“What about my office door? It’s not locked,” he said.

“You can lock it,” she said. “After you’re naked.”

He bit down, uncomprehending. He couldn’t process this.

And yet, he somehow managed to climb back up onto his feet. “Good boy,” she said.

Good boy. Those words were so infantilizing, so demeaning and humiliating! He hated them because he was supposed to be in charge. Granted, he had called her a “good girl” many times before, yet that was supposed to be different.

Men like Tim never understood the tacit sexism which guided so many of their decisions, especially when it came to women like Anna.

His chest pulsed as he climbed to his feet. Somehow, he managed to shrug off his coat. Next, Tim started to work on the buttons, one after another. Then he felt the cool, air-conditioned office atmosphere run along his chest and down his stomach. He yanked off his dress shirt.

Naked from the waist up, he looked back at her and searched for something he could do or say. He needed to find some brilliant strategy, some maneuver he might be able to use to get her to do what he wanted.

Nothing occurred to him. He didn’t get struck by some wild, brilliant insight.

Instead, he faced of the simple fact that this young woman could make him do whatever she wished.

“Please, don’t do this,” he said, ashamed of how his voice seemed to shake.

“Strip,” she replied.

That was all she gave him, just one word.

Reluctantly, he obeyed. Tim loosened his belt and dropped his pants down around his ankles. He kicked them off, followed by his shoes and socks. Last, he peaked down at his black boxers.

“Don’t do this,” he said.

“Tim,” she replied, “On our wedding night, you called me a slut. You held me down and had your way. You thought it would be romantic and sexy if you were rough.” Her eyes twinkled. “You were wrong.”

He tried to apologize, only she snapped her fingers and pointed down to his boxers. That one sharp sound cut him off, so he grabbed the underwear and jerked it down along the length of his legs.

“Okay,” she said. “You can crawl over to the door and lock it.”

“Crawl?”

“That’s right,” she said.

His nostrils twitched, and he wanted to fight back, only he didn’t see any other possibility.

With his frustration burning hot in his chest, he fell down onto the industrial carpet and scurried across the floor. With each movement of his knees and knuckles, he went as quickly as he could, if only to speed this entire process up.

Then he came to the door, turned the lock, and felt some relief.

The sound of a smack jerked him back toward his wife, and that’s when he watched as she slapped the wooden back of her hairbrush against the palm of her hand.

His eyes widened, but Tim told himself he could handle this. He didn’t know what Anna had in mind, but he could handle her.

“We need to talk,” he tried again.

“If you say another word, I’ll start taking pictures of you and show you off to Trevor.”

His eyes widened, his breath stopped in his chest, and his lungs seemed to freeze. He couldn’t believe what he had just heard. Trevor? Of all people? No way!

A grin edged at the corners of her mouth while she watched him.

He remained silent as he crawled forward and stopped in front of her. “Rise. Hold your hands behind your back and bend over your desk,” she commanded. She still had her purse dangling from her shoulder, and her hand dipped down into the bag as she got ready for the next step in his subjugation.

With a nervous gulp, he climbed to his feet right in front of his desk. Trevor had intimidated quite a few people here, only his inner sanctum and position of power had somehow been turned against him.

“You don’t have to do this,” he protested.

“Oh,” she agreed. “And I don’t have to do this. But I really, really want to!”

That’s when she grabbed his wrists, pressed them together, and looped the handcuffs around each arm. He felt the metal bands tightened as the locks clicked into place, snapping the bands tighter and tighter.

Within moments, he knew he wouldn’t be able to tear himself out of these restraints.

His wife had him naked handcuffed. Then she set her hand on the back of his neck and pushed him forward.

His chest fell along with the cold surface of his desk before she got ready to paddle him with her hairbrush.

“I thought you said you wanted to spank me!”

“A spanking or a paddling,” she said with a little shrug. “Either way, this is going to be fun!”

He hesitated and kept quiet. Perhaps he still needed to try to think.

Anna allowed her boy to squirm. Only a few minutes ago, he had felt like a master of the universe, the kind of man who could accomplish anything he aimed for. Except now, he was naked with his hands cuffed behind his back. A delicious smile played across her face when she stepped forward, rubbed the back of the brush along his backside, and saw him flinch. He tensed up. The desperation kicked through his body as he went rigid.

“What’s wrong, Tim? Are you scared? Are you scared I’m going to beat you up?”

“What? No!” Tim lied terribly.

Tightening her grip on the brush, she swung down. The flat, solid wooden surface crashed into his waiting buttocks. The pain ate through his defenses, ripping away his ability to lie.

“Silly boy,” she said with a chuckle. “Admit the truth. Tell me how much you need this punishment.”

“What? No!” Tim said again, more sincerely this time. “I don’t need to be punished! I haven’t done anything wrong!”

“You thought you could control me,” she said casually. “You thought you could use me as a bobble and a trophy. You wanted me as a piece of arm candy, Tim.” She clicked her tongue and shook her head before she struck the same spot three times in quick succession. The brush seemed to blur on the air as she swatted his posterior until he was hissing through his teeth, growling and grunting.

“You never respected me,” Anna continued. “But now, you don’t get a choice in the matter because I own you.”

I own you.

The words made him stiffen with an incredible mix of fear and something else.

Anna came up behind him, brushed her fingers along his reddened ass and grinned right has she pinched. Her grip tightened along the contours of his buttocks. Not only that, her nails dug down.

A squeak of dismay escaped his mouth.

“From now on, you are going to be the plaything,” she promised her boy. “From now on, you will do whatever I want. You will say and be whatever I want.”

“Fine!” Tim cried out.

“No,” she retorted. “I want to hear you beg for it. I wanted to hear those words come from your mouth.”

As he gasped, Tim really didn’t understand what this meant or might entail. He was so deliciously naïve. For so long, her husband had been protected by his business acumen and professional success. No more.

She struck five times.

Even as he squirmed and tried to pull away, Anna easily shoved her hand down against the back of his neck, pinning him. With his arms still cuffed in place, he couldn’t get the leverage he needed to escape her grip.

Holding this man down was so satisfying!

As a young woman, she recognized her physical limitations. Most men could have picked her up, thrown her down onto a bed, and held her with hardly any effort. Here and now, I didn’t matter.

She could control him. If she had his most valuable assets, not to mention his naked body poised in front of her.

“Please. Please, no more paddling,” he begged. Oh yes. She loved hearing those words jump from his mouth.

“Then beg for it,” she said.

“From now on, I’ll do whatever you want!” Tim swore. “Please, make me into your slave! Turn me into your servant boy!”

“Why?”

Different possibilities flickered behind his eyes, only he didn’t know precisely what she had in mind. Clearly, this girl expected a specific answer. But what?

“Because you have my company. Because you have me.”

“Smart boy,” she said. “Now, I’m going to take you home for some training, but first, there are two things I want to do.”

Tim didn’t dare ask, but she started with the first anyway.

She applied the brush again. Hard. Fast. She swung down until her arm got tired and this boy cried out. Maybe people in adjacent offices could hear. Maybe not. Either way, no one would dare interrupt the boss, especially if he happened to be in a compromising situation…

With a ferocious grin on her face, Anna made sure he suffered through the painful and dignity of getting paddled by his wife.

“Tell me you can’t wait to go down on me.”

His eyes were wet, but they got wide anyway.

When they first got married—even before that, when they first got together—he stated plainly that he would never go down on her. But yes, he still expected blow jobs from his evil full wife.

“I can’t wait to go down on you,” he said. His mouth moved automatically. His lips shaped the words, one after another, and they felt automatic.

Anna had worn a yellow summer dress with this in mind. She had skipped the panties that morning as she strolled around his desk, sat down in his chair, and spread her legs. “While I transfer out all of your money, I want you to service me.”

His eyes narrowed now as he stared back at her. In that moment, she could feel the anger and frustration radiate off of his frame.

But after that paddling, he lacked the will to defy her.

Perfect, she thought.

Anna felt so deliciously decadent as she spread her legs. She rolled the hem of her dress up, revealing more of her inner thighs as her husband instinctively crawled around the desk. She pointed to the spot in front of her chair, and he climbed into that dark alcove. Then she rolled the chair forward, trapping him.

“Start licking, boy,” she ordered.

Boy. He was supposed to be her husband. More importantly, he should have had so much more power than her!

But he didn’t.

She grabbed him by his hair, yanked him forward, and he started to lick. He was tentative at first, but she didn’t mind. He had his face right there between her inner thighs as she stripped away his self-respect.

After all, she knew exactly how much he hated this. She understood why he wanted to resist and fight back, even if those impulses were completely futile.

Pleasure roiled through her body as he licked her. It seemed to vibrate from her core out into her extremities. With one hand on the mouse and the other on a keyboard, she started typing in the names and passwords for her new accounts.

Going from one to the next, she transferred those assets. Little by little, she chipped away at his empire. Soon, he would have nothing left.

In the meantime, he kept licking. He slid his tongue up and down until she called out, “Faster and deeper.”

His cheeks probably turned to read it, but Tim didn’t stop.

He served this woman, giving her exactly what she craved.

At this point, Anna had to fight to keep the orgasm that they, but she still had work to do.

His tongue probed her. She could feel those delicious, flickering movements against the walls of her crevice.

With her nipples hard, her face flushed, and the pleasure right there on the edge of an explosion, she took her hands off of the keyboard. Anna allowed the rush of ecstasy to surge through her body. Then she sat back, relaxed, and started moaning as he pleasured her.

“You’re down on your knees, Tim. This is where you belong. You are mine. You are always going to be mine. You can’t escape because I just took everything from you.”

Tim probably didn’t want to believe it, yet his preferences had become utterly irrelevant.

Soon enough, she came hard. She squeezed her inner thighs against his cheeks, shoved him back, and grinned wickedly.

Through all of this, he still had his hands cuffed behind his back as she announced, “I think it’s time for us to go home.” After all, she had big plans for her boy.

She allowed her husband to get dressed, but that was pretty much it. Even then, right as they were about to exit his office, she stopped, turned around, and held out her hand, palm up.

“What?” Tim itched to snap back at her.

Instead, he just waited there quietly.

“Give me your phone, wallet, and keys.”

At first, he waited for her to smirk because he yearned to believe this had to be some kind of joke or something. She couldn’t really expect him to give up his most important possessions.

“Now,” she instructed.

Biting down, he fished each item from his pockets and dropped them into the palm of her hand. She took every piece and deposited them into her purse before turning around and walking out.

It wasn’t that late in the day, so most of his employees remained in the building. He passed his assistant, several other subordinates, and Tim wished he could call out for help from each and every one of them.

Unfortunately, he was no longer the owner of this company.

As much as he hated to admit it, his wife had outmaneuvered him. Still, he might be able to figure something out…

As they rode the elevator down, Tim worked to remember some other problem he had faced, something equally daunting and overwhelming. As hard as he worked at it, he couldn’t come up with any analogous situation.

Throughout his career, he’d faced challenges, and he needed to work hard, but there had never been anything like this. He had never gone up against anyone like Anna.

When they got to his sedan, she pulled out his keys and tossed them to Tim. He grabbed them from the air, glanced down, and watched as she got into the back seat. “Take us home,” she said, addressing her husband as though he were nothing but her chauffeur.

A servant.

Less than that: a slave.

Biting down, Tim really ached to snarl at her. It would have been so easy to shout, maybe even jump up and down or slam his fist against the vehicle. Only then he remembered the documents and her power over him.

Until he could get to an attorney and figure out some kind of recourse or solution, Tim needed to do what she said. He got into the driver’s seat turned on the engine, and started driving.

In the back seat, his wife crossed her legs, pulled out her phone, and sent some emails or text messages. He glanced back at her in the rearview mirror several times as they worked their way through the afternoon traffic.

She was beautiful.

Hot and sexy. Even now, he yearned to get close to her.

He had no problem recalling exactly what attracted him to her.

In the back seat, she could feel his eyes on her and smirked. Glancing up, she asked, “Are you trying to figure out whether or not I could do it again?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he lied as his grip tightened on the steering wheel.

Anna chuckled as she set her phone aside for the moment. “Don’t you?” she teased.

“No.” He tried to sound as definitive as possible.

“I think you do, Tim. I think you know exactly what you’re doing. And the answer is yes. I can wrap you around my little finger whenever I want to. If I wanted you on your knees, begging for the chance to be my slave, I could make you do it. But then, I don’t need to trick you anymore, do I? I already have everything.”

He murmured something.

“No, Tim,” she said despite his effort to keep those words low and quiet. “You aren’t getting your company back because it belongs to me now. But don’t worry. I think I have a good idea of what I can do to break you.”

“You’re never going to break me,” he snapped back. “I built a company. Do you know how much hard work that took?”

“Yes, yes,” she said dismissively. “You worked hard to secure those subsidies from the city. You worked so hard and took out so many politicians to dinner.” She shook her head. “You’re good at what you do, Tim, I will give you that, and you have built something impressive. But whether you like it or not, it’s mine now.” She smiled and flashed her teeth.

His shoulders bunched up, and his knuckles turned white as he held onto the steering wheel.

She chuckled. “Don’t worry. Like I said, I will break you.” Then she glanced down at her phone again.

It wouldn’t work, he promised himself. She wouldn’t win!

In the back seat, Anna enjoyed the ride. Occasionally, she glanced up and out the window. She enjoyed watching the buildings drift by until they finally rolled to a stop in front of the house he had purchased.

Her house.

She got out, strolled up the walkway, and waited at the front door.

As Tim followed, he paused behind her, glanced up, and wondered what she had in mind. Then it clicked. She expected him to open the door for her.

“Do you remember what I did with my hairbrush?” Anna asked casually.

He did!

Tim grimaced, stepped forward, and unlocked the door. He opened it for her, and she stepped inside. “Come with me,” she said. At this point, and I had her eyes aimed down at her phone as she messaged with someone.

Tim didn’t know what was about to happen, but he wasn’t going to like it.

“Actually,” she said as she slipped her phone back into her purse. “I think we need to do something special.”

“What?”

“Go on a little tour,” she said. “But first, you should be naked, Tim.”

“I’m not getting naked, not again.” Ironically, this was supposed to be his house, a place where sauntering around in the nude would have been easy. And yet, he didn’t intend to give his wife anything.

“Should I sell your company?” Anna asked breezily. “I mean, if I sell your company right now, any chance you might have of getting it back would basically drop to zero. Right now, you’re probably hoping to get a lawyer. A lawyer won’t be able to do much if money trades hands.”

His chest constricted because he knew she was right.

Reluctantly, he pulled off his shirt, pants, shoes and socks. He yanked down his boxers much faster this time, all while she watched.

She was smiling at him, smirking wickedly.

Again, he marveled at the simple fact that he was bigger and taller and stronger. He should have been able to overwhelm and overpowered this young woman.

Despite his advantages, she held the reins of power and remained in control!

“Good boy,” she said. Then she pointed to the spot right in front of her feet. “Get on your knees.”

His nostrils twitched, but he complied with her order. He fell to his knees in front of her and watched, his eyes widening with a mix of disbelief and horror as she pulled the black, leather collar from her purse. He saw the metal ring dangling from the front, the specialized clasp and even the padlock.

“You’re not putting that on me,” he said as he started to stand.

Her appearance made her look petite and weak, except now Anna’s hand shot down faster than he expected, and her grip tightened on his hair. With surprising strength, she shoved him right back down. Not only that, her hand slipped down along the contours of his head until she forced him to bow down.

He tried to jerk away to left, then the right, but she didn’t release him. Since he was already on his knees, he couldn’t get the right leverage or angle.

“You, my dear boy, aren’t going anywhere,” she said. “Stay on your knees. If you try to get up even one more time, I will sell your company. Or should I say, I will sell my company? And where would that leave you?”

He believed she could do it.

“Good,” she said when he stayed silent and down on his knees, exactly where he belonged. “That’s right. Just stay there.” She brought the collar up beneath his throat, drew it tight around his neck, and secured the clasp. It didn’t stop there. As he expected, she locked it on!

“Good boy,” she said. “Oh, and you aren’t allowed to speak.”

He jerked his head up and now that she had pulled her hand away from the back of his skull. Still, he looked at her and drew in a breath, but she touched a finger to her mouth, silencing him like a stern librarian might have.

After another moment, Anna grinned and said, “We need to go on that tour of my home.” It was her home, her house. She pulled something else out from her purse. A leash. She attached it to his collar and started walking.

“This is the entryway,” she said. “The first time I stepped across the threshold, you grabbed me and kissed me. Do you remember that, Tim?”

He did.

When he invited her in for a drink, he assumed that meant he could do whatever he liked with her…

To make the point clear, he had grabbed her right there on the inside of the doorway. He cupped his hands against her cheeks and nudged her back as his lips pressed to hers.

Pulling on his leash, she guided him into the living room. “A couple of weeks later, we were watching a movie, and you decided you wanted to ravish me right here. We couldn’t even go to the bedroom, you decided. He didn’t ask me what was going to happen. You just made up your mind and did whatever you wanted.”

Anna shook her head from side to side. She yanked on his leash and forced him to crawl behind her.

“This is the kitchen,” she said. “I know you don’t spend much time here, but you’re going to start. Think of it this way. As long as I own the company, I get to decide what you do. You’re still an employee, after all. I guess that makes you my employee. Or should I say that make you my slave?”

He bit down for another moment.

Anna could tell different answers swirled behind his eyes, only she tugged on his leash again, so he had to follow her.

“And this is the bedroom,” she announced. She pushed the door at the end of the hall open and forced him in. “And look at that. I think the carpenter got all of his work done. Perfect.”

Carpenter?

Tim had no idea what she had in mind, and he didn’t really want to look up. Only then, his wife crouched down, nudged to the underside of her chin, and forced him to see.

A metal chain and cuff had been attached to the wall. He thought instantly of the handcuffs she used back at work.

“What is this?” Tim sat up and demanded.

Before she answered, she put one hand on the nape of his neck, shoved him down, and knocked into his stomach.

Then she slapped his ass. Her hand flew down hard and quick. Each time her palm struck, that miniature explosion of pain raced through his body. He bit down, shocked at how thoroughly she could punish him like this.

It was a spanking! This was the kind of punishment that was supposed be fit for a child, yet she made the pain blossom along his skin. Perhaps he was more sensitive because of the paddling from before.

Within moments, he lost all sense of time and place. His world morphed into the stinging that flashed from one nerve to the next.

“This is what you get, Tim. This is what you get for trying to use me,” she growled down at him.

When she finished, she straightened her back and realized something.

She wanted his attention again; specifically, she wanted to feel his mouth right there between her legs. He had to taste her excitement.

“Before I chain you to that wall, you’re going to get me nice and ready.”

Ready? Ready for what? He didn’t really think about it, but she still held his leash, wrapped it around her knuckles, and sat down on the bed. She relaxed, stretched her arms over her head, and lifted her skirt.

“Come touch me,” she commanded.

Tim wondered if he could try to defy her. And yet, she had him on a leash!

“You know this is where you belong,” she said. “On your knees or at the end of my leash.”

“Never,” he whispered.

“Then why are you hard?” Anna asked, sounding almost sweet.

He didn’t understand what she meant, not until he glanced to down between his legs. That’s when he saw his erection. Sure, he could feel it before, only he hadn’t put the pieces together.

With a nervous gulp, Tim didn’t know what to say. His thoughts turned blank as she just chuckled.

Then she pulled on his leash, drawing him closer. He crawled between her legs, and she shook her head. “Pet me first.” She could sound childish and petulant because she was in charge; considering all of the power and influence she now wielded, this boy had no choice.

As she demanded, he stroked his fingertips along her shins and up her thighs.

“I want a softer touch,” she commanded.

Now his fingers moved lightly along her skin. He just barely touched her, and she started to squirm, especially as she considered the rest of her plans for that night. This would be exquisite, she thought, especially as she imagined the contours of his face and how he might feel on top of her.

“I’m not going to have sex with you,” she said without opening her eyes. “But I have decided to be generous. Normally, I’m probably going to keep you chained to the wall with your hands behind your back. But tonight, I’m going to let you touch yourself.”

Tim said nothing.

He didn’t know how to get some leverage over this woman. He kept waiting for some brilliant inspiration to strike, only she hadn’t thought of everything. He contemplated seeing her again at the office even as he looked at her now.

Although she told him to be quiet, he wondered if maybe he could beg…

Wasn’t he supposed to be more dignified than that? Wasn’t he supposed to have some self-respect?

Yes and no. Yes because he had already accomplished so much. He built his empire, crushed so much of the competition, and deserved his pride. No because he let this girl trick him, take everything, and put him on a leash!

…Perhaps he deserved this subjugation.

“Stroke my slit,” she ordered.

Tim blinked when he registered those words, but he braced himself, stretched forward, and moved his fingers along her sex.

“Very nice,” she said. “Slow down. That’s right. Now pull back. Oh, that’s good. Deeper. Deeper now,” she ordered as she instructed his every movement.

As he fingered her, Tim felt like nothing but a sex toy. Unfortunately for him, it was about to get worse.

“Kiss my feet,” she ordered. As those words left her lips, she flicked off her shoes.

Although he grimaced, he nonetheless moved to down along the length of her body. He saw her toned, fit legs, her slender ankles, and her cute feet. She wiggled her toes, and he realized the red of her toes and fingertips matched. Bright red of her nails glistened under the light.

He tensed up for just a moment, only then she bent her right knee, lifted her toes, and brought them up to his mouth.

“Kiss,” she ordered.

Tim may have hated himself for succumbing like this, only he didn’t see any other alternative. He puckered his lips, kissed her big toe, and that’s when she leaned forward. Her fingers moved along his neck until she grabbed onto the ring dangling from his collar. She pulled his face down and shoved his mouth up against her sex.

“You kissed my feet,” she said with a little chuckle, like she couldn’t believe it. “Now lick me. Get me nice and ready!”

He was almost there, she knew.

Anna enjoyed herself for the next few minutes as his tongue slid along her most sensitive spot. She enjoyed the bracing sensations as they shot through her body. The excitement built, but she didn’t give him any instructions, not for this.

Instead, she simply reveled in the fact that her husband had to think about what he was doing.

“Very nice,” she said.

She closed her eyes and relaxed. At first, she thought of Tim. She remembered setting her eyes on him and deciding this would be the boy for her.

“I’m going to have so much fun with you,” she said. “Just think about what you can do for me back at work. I think I’m going to take your office, Tim. Don’t worry. I’m sure we will be able to find some space for you. After all, you will still have your job. I will let you work every day. I will let you earn lots and lots of money for me!” Anna couldn’t help but giggle. “And of course, if your numbers drop or sales go down, and I really will have to sell the company.”

She wouldn’t even allow him to sabotage the enterprise he had built!

Then there was a knock on the door.

The sound boomed through the house, loud and confident.

At first, Tim thought he heard something. It must have been his imagination.

“He’s here!” Anna called out as the excitement rippled through her voice.

She grabbed her husband by the leash, yanked, and practically dragged him off of the bed. In the next moment, he found himself back against the wall.

As Tim worked to figure out what was going on, he came up with several lame theories. This was just some random person, and Anna intended to mess with his head. Or it could have been some delivery she had been expecting.

She cuffed him.

He hadn’t noticed the shackle. But now she pulled it up from the chain attached to the wall, and she encircled his wrist. He heard the click, glanced down, and saw the thick, metal manacle.

At once, he tried to yank on it, but he could instantly tell that the carpenter had done an excellent job.

No matter how hard he tugged or pulled, Tim wouldn’t be able to move more than a few inches away from the wall. Only one arm was chained in place, which should have given him some options, only Anna had picked this spot perfectly. He couldn’t reach anything!

“I’ll be right back,” she said as she patted him on the head.

Tim almost wished he had wrapped her and held her there, demanding that she release him. It was too late. His wife sauntered off, and he couldn’t do anything to stop her.

As she stepped out into the living room, she enjoyed every moment, especially while she pictured her arrogant husband chained and leashed and collared back in their bedroom.

Then she saw him.

Trevor Russo: Tim’s fiercest competitor.

Taller than her husband. Stronger than her husband. Bigger than her husband, she already knew.

A lopsided smile tugged at the corner of her mouth as she waited there. “Come here,” he commanded, so she practically ran forward, jumped up, and he grabbed her. She wrapped her legs around his waist, and he kissed her hard.

“Where’s the loser?” Russo wanted to know.

Like an excited little girl, she grabbed him by his hand, pulled, and guided him down the hall.

Naked and chained, hard and frustrated, Tim didn’t understand what was happening. He couldn’t process the sounds of her footsteps.

Then they both appeared in the doorway.

“Tim, I want to show you someone special, my new lover!”

In that moment, his brows creased, and Tim tried to comprehend what was about to happen, only his limited imagination couldn’t put the pieces together. Despite everything he had already experienced, he didn’t really believe something like this could actually happen.

My new lover.

Those words sounded so innocuous. Each individual sound didn’t seem dangerous or threatening at all, yet Tim put the pieces together, and he felt the color drained away from his mouth.

Then he watched, horrified as she reached up, slid her hands around his shoulders, and got up on the tips of her toes to kiss him again. They made out right there in front of him.

Trevor’s hands moved along her arms, down her waist, all the way to her thighs. He stroked and caressed her. His hand slipped up her skirt, and he started to finger her.

“You’re already wet,” Trevor said with a chuckle. His eyes blazed with dark intent.

“The slave boy got me ready for you,” she said.

The slave boy. Again, the words seemed to ring in Tim’s ears.

“Perfect,” he said, his eyes dark with lascivious intent as he took her by the hand and pulled her. In the next moment, he grabbed this girl, scooping her up and throwing her down onto the bed. Anna giggled as she landed on the mattress. At the same time, she lifted her hands over her head. She was prey, ready and waiting. Tim, she could be dangerous. With this man, she would surrender completely.

Tim hoped to be ignored. He seemed to press himself up against the wall as best he could, but then Trevor walked in front of him.

At first, Tim only looked down at this man’s dark, leather shoes. Then, tentative and timid, Tim lifted his gaze. He saw the man’s expensive pants, his neatly trimmed shirt and jacket, then his face.

These men had competed for business. They had battled and dueled with words in front of different clients.

“Look at that,” he said. “I always knew you were nothing but a dog. And now you’re going to stay there and be silent. Because if you don’t, I will come over here and kick your ass.”

Coming from another man, those words might have been silly and brash, but Trevor Russo meant each and every one of them. Worse, Tim knew it.

The naked boy tried not to feel the sweep of intimidation, yet he couldn’t deny the power this man wielded, especially as Trevor turned away and walked over to the bed. He took his time as he shrugged off his coat and unbuttoned his shirt. He removed his tie and neatly folded each garment.

Tim tried to look away.

Not only that, he attempted to speak. He wished he could negotiate some kind of deal.

But as hard as he tried, he couldn’t make his brain work.

Moving with an almost predatory grace, Trevor loosened his belt. Without turning back to the captive male there on the floor, he asked, “Did you have to punish him?”

“No, Sir,” Anna replied. Tim’s eyes widened as he registered the fawning respect and adoration in her voice.

Then she grinned. “I didn’t have to punish him, but I spanked him and paddled him with my hairbrush!”

“Good girl,” he said. He pulled off his pants, threw himself forward, and pounced on his girl.

His girl. Not Tim’s.

Trevor straddled her and pushed his knuckles down against of the pillow. The soft cushion squished beneath his fists as he gazed down at this girl. With her dark hair spread around the soft silk, she looked amazing.

He leaned to down gently this time and brushed his lips along hers. He kissed her softly.

Tim managed to look away. He shut his eyes and stared down at the floor. Only then Anna started to moan. That sounded seemed to ricochet off of the walls and reverberated through his body.

Tim didn’t know how to push those sounds aside. He didn’t know how he could bury them or pretend they no longer existed.

As hard as he worked at it, Tim knew this girl could entice him whenever she wished. She was beautiful with her cute nose, perfectly curved breasts, and toned legs. Even now, something inside of him yearned to stare at her as she made love to another man.

A bigger man. A stronger man. A better man.

His breathing quickened, and Tim surrendered to the temptation. As Trevor fingered Tim’s wife, the leashed boy could only stare on with envy. At the same time, Tim knew he should try to speak, especially when Anna started to arch her back. She curled her toes and shivered. She squeaked and moaned as the pleasure roared through her.

And to think, Trevor had just gotten started.

This man pulled back, looked down into her eyes, and said, “You belong to me now.”

“Yes, Sir!”

Tim instantly wished he had the courage to tell Trevor that she couldn’t be trusted. If Anna tricked him, then she could trick Trevor just as easily! But as hard as he tried to get those words out, something stopped him. The truth. Tim knew that Trevor was a better man. He was smarter, braver, and stronger. More importantly, and I would be able to recognize those differences just as easily…

Trevor pulled away. He held onto her hands, only now he sat her up and peeled the dress off of her body.

Tim watched each and every detail. The fabric fluttered around her body until Trevor through the dress down onto the floor.

Then he licked at her nipples. He brushed his fingers along her skin and made her moan. She whimpered and squirmed with sheer delight as the pleasure coursed through her body.

Then he aimed his shaft right for her opening.

Tim didn’t want to watch this, only he couldn’t look away either!

The moment they had sex, Tim already knew something inside of him would shatter.

Trevor shoved down, ramming his manhood into Tim’s wife.

Yes. Tim felt it. He experienced at that squeezing, crushing sensation as he lost this woman to another man. Trevor pumped her, working her slowly at first. He took his time as he claimed Anna.

For her part, Anna bit down on her lower lip until she couldn’t help herself. “Oh yes!” She has to those words as a whisper. “Oh yes. Please. More! More, please!”

Trevor obliged. He pulled back and thrust forward, burying his cock deep within her. With that girth, he stretched to the walls of her opening. Her body adapted and rewarded her with fresh bursts of pleasure. The desires burned hot through her body as he claimed her.

Again and again, Tim just tried to look away. By this point, he didn’t even think of disrupting their time together. Instead, he just yearned to bow his head down and pretend he wasn’t there.

He still couldn’t look away. As the sounds of her passion bounced on the walls, Tim continued to stare. At the same time, he wished he could be in Trevor’s position, all while instinctively understanding that he could never be big enough or strong enough to replace this man.

The minutes stretched on. From one second into the next, Tim kept staring. Then he looked down at his shaft. He was still hard. In fact, the arousal was pumping through his body. He needed relief.

He grabbed his member and started touching himself. Pleasure flooded through his system, but he hated every iota of it because of what it meant. Tim was pleasuring himself to the images of Anna with another man.

“Oh yes,” she moaned. “Please, more!” As hard as he worked at it, Tim couldn’t pretend those words were meant for him. He knew the truth, and he couldn’t ignore it.

Squeezing and rubbing, he moved his hand up his shaft again and again until he lost control. He came hard, pumping his member.

And above him, Trevor used his wife. Trevor took her, thrusting down into her again and again. She cried out through the storm of passion until she couldn’t take it anymore. “Yes! Yes, yes, Sir!”

Sir. With that word, she showed him what he could do.

Pumping her harder and faster now, he pushed himself to the edge. Then he embraced to that conflagration of need and excitement. The satisfaction of taking another man’s wife exploded through his body. Trevor finished, looked down, and asked, “You think he’s going to give you any trouble?”

Anna turned her head toward her boy. With his head bowed down and his eyes focused on the floor, he looked utterly defeated.

“No,” she said. “He’s going to be a perfect slave. I just know it.”

And deep down in his chest, Tim knew it too.

The End


Cuckold Dog

One morning, I woke up with one sensation running a chill through my body; I was bored. So bored. I reached over, touched his thigh underneath the blankets, and I didn’t get any kind of thrill. There was no excitement, no heat.

Thinking that maybe I could overcome this, I rolled over, sliding my leg across his body as I leaned in and started to kiss him.

“Good morning, sexy,” I said, faking it because this seemed like the right thing to do—the kind thing to do.

Kyle started to murmur something.

I nibbled on his neck, nuzzled that spot just below his ear, and I waited for him to do something impressive.

He kissed me, his lips on mine for a few seconds. Then he went down on me, his tongue gliding over my crevice. From there, he climbed up, sliding into me and pumping me for a few seconds before he came.

The whole thing took a couple of minutes. The whole thing left me frustrated and angry. It didn’t help that I had already tried to talk to him about this. Just last week, I sat down with him, and I looked into his eyes.

“Kyle, do you think we could try something different?”

“What are you thinking?”

“When we first got together, we played around. Had a lot more fun. Now, everything is either vanilla for me or puppy play for you.”

To be honest, I still felt a little snap of electricity whenever I thought of his tastes: puppy play. When we first started dating, we always had traditional sex. We would make out for a while, touching and exploring one another’s bodies. It was amazing, magical and electric as we learned so much. Only then, he decided to make a little confession.

One night, he held me tight. As he spooned me, he whispered into my ear, “Amalie, there’s something I need to tell you. It’s okay if you aren’t into this or if you don’t want to do it, but I feel like I have to be honest.”

I tensed up as I heard those words because it sounded like maybe he would want to break up or something. Maybe he was into something truly bizarre like cannibalism.

“I’m into puppy play.” He paused for just a second, then his voice sped up, “I have these fantasies where a beautiful girl like you will put a collar around my neck, spank me, tease me, and treat me like her dog. That’s what I want. I fantasize about being turned into a pet.”

“Really?” I squeaked out the words, probably because I had seen a couple of references to people who were into this kind of thing, but I had never actually considered it for myself.

“Really,” he said, squeezing me a little bit tighter like he worried I might try to pull away.

I didn’t.

“Okay,” I said. “Let me think about it.”

True to my word, I imagined what that would be like. I thought of my new boyfriend on his hands and knees with a collar around his neck and a leash leading to my hand. I pictured myself petting him, running my fingers along his hair and down his back.

But to be completely honest, that wasn’t what started to get me excited. I pictured myself standing above him, and that turned me on. I imagined what it would be like to discipline and train him.

I thought of him as a reluctant dog, one I would need to discipline and domesticate. I wanted to break him.

Those thoughts and images caught me completely off guard. But then, since I wanted to be a really good girlfriend, I started going online. I researched how different people engaged in these games. Sure enough, I saw lots of meetings and captions and videos of women who could be domineering and controlling. They loved their puppy boys, but they also knew how to be severe.

Pretty soon, I started fantasizing about Kyle in that position.

He came home from work one day, complained about his boss for a little while, and I decided this would be the perfect opportunity.

I beckoned him over to the couch, gently patted the spot next to me, and he came just like an eager dog. Once he sat down, I leaned in and kissed him. I moved my hand down along his body until I could feel his erection. Oh yes, this was going to be a good night to play with my new puppy.

I pulled away and whispered, “Tonight were going to try something new. Call it an experiment. Maybe it’ll work. Maybe it won’t. Either way, I’m going to come back in a few minutes. When I do, I expect you to be naked.”

With his cheeks warm and pinkened from making out, he quickly nodded his head down and up. Yes, he could work with that.

I left Kyle there on the couch while I sauntered back into the bedroom. I had already gone shopping. I had a local pet store. Granted, that had felt so strange and illicit at the same time. When I made my purchases, I kept expecting the clerk to ask me about my “dog,” which made my heart flutter and speed because I thought I would choke on my prepared answers.

But now, the clerk was just like any other minimum-wage employees; she didn’t really care about much beyond making it through her shift.

Only now, I counted down the seconds and waited.

I held the collar and leash behind my back as I emerged from the back bedroom. That’s when I found Kyle sitting there on his knees. Naked, he looked up at me curiously. Obviously, he knew that I was hiding something behind my back. But what?

He couldn’t tell.

As I nervously licked my lips, I had to wonder if maybe I was going to screw this up. In my fantasies, it had been so easy, but what if I didn’t know how to take control?

Then an idea occurred to me, and I fell into this new role, “Puppy, you aren’t allowed on the furniture. Off. Get off right now,” I snapped, my voice getting louder and slightly deeper as I chided him. I snapped my fingers and pointed to the floor, sharply waving my hand.

His eyes widened, but he didn’t move fast enough to satisfy me. I marched forward, tossed the collar and leash down to the floor, and that’s when I noticed his erection.

The first time we made love, I had been disappointed with his manhood. But he had been so eager with his fingers and tongue that it hardly mattered. He could have a small dick; so long as he remained enthusiastic, it wouldn’t matter. Obviously, I didn’t tell him about those particular feelings. Boys could be so sensitive about such things.

Now, I watched as he stayed hard and considered what he would do.

Since he didn’t react fast enough, I grabbed him by the back of his neck and pulled him off of the couch. He tried to stand, but I pressed extra weight into my arm and forced him down to his hands and knees.

“You do not get on the furniture without permission. Understand me?”

He opened his mouth and started to speak, “I—”

Interrupting him, I practically growled, “No. No barking right now.”

Instead of trying to speak, he finally understood. My boyfriend whimpered just like a puppy, and I felt this rush of heat right between my legs. Oh yes, that felt amazing.

I slipped the collar around his neck, and that’s when he started to pose just like a proud canine. When I leashed him, he didn’t look quite as pleased, but that didn’t bother me. Actually, it turned me on. I loved knowing that I was so completely in charge.

My personal theory: being a girl is hard. Even if overt sexism has largely disappeared from the world, there are these times when I’m reminded that I’m smaller and weaker than so many of the men around me. There’s always that little itch of insecurity, but when I had Kyle on his hands and knees, I had total power. I could discipline him or reward him however I saw fit. Just as importantly, he looked up at me with this intensely eager-to-please expression on his face. Yes, I enjoyed owning him.

I tugged on his leash and guided him around the house. I told him to beg and to roll over just like my pet. I teased relentlessly and enjoyed every second of it.

My favorite part? Having him go down on me. I sat down on the edge of the couch when I was ready for my orgasm. There was something so enticing and intoxicating about having this boy right in front of me, naked and collared.

That’s when it occurred to me: I owned him. I could do whatever I wanted with him.

I tugged on his leash, bringing him closer and closer. Having already stripped out of my panties, I pulled back my skirt, spread my legs and exposed my opening. By this point, I was practically drenched, yet I still looked forward to feeling his tongue move up and down.

This time, I wasn’t disappointed. Hot ecstasy ran through my skin as he serviced me. He licked eagerly, just like a thirsty dog. He was panting, and I studied the way his body moved. I loved seeing him on all fours, just like a pet.

My pet.

“Good dog,” I said, both complementing and teasing him at the same time. And to be honest, I really meant it. “That’s right. You’re a good dog. You’re a good pet. You’re my pet. You want to serve your owner, don’t you? You want to serve your Master, don’t you?”

He tensed for a second.

When he tried to pull back, perhaps to explain something, I didn’t allow it. I put my hand on the back of his head, forcing his face right up against my crevice. Sure enough, Kyle got the message and continued to lick.

Swiping his tongue up and down, he did his best to pleasure me. It felt amazing!

I loved the way he served me. This felt so incredible, like the best sex I had ever experienced! And when I came, I kept thinking about Kyle, but he wasn’t even on his hands and knees. Oh no, he would be locked in a dog cage, looking out at me and whimpering, perhaps begging for the chance to serve me again.

Those images sent a flurry of excitement running through my body. It was so amazing! I wanted that and so much more!

I could have come at any moment, but I held off as long as I could because I wanted to enjoy this. I savored those moments until I could no longer deny that explosion of pleasure. It pulsated through my body like an explosion. Fresh waves rippled through my skin until I tensed up and finally shoved the puppy dog back.

Then I grabbed him, shoved him onto his back, and I rode him hard. His small cock still couldn’t impress me, but I didn’t worry about that. I kept looking down at him, I bit my lip, and another thought occurred to me. I knew it was wrong, but I couldn’t help myself.

I imagined myself with another man, a better man…

When I first saw him, I wanted to hate him. Seriously, he was the kind of arrogant, aggressive jackass male who was supposed to ignite hot anger deep within my stomach. But when my eyes first locked on this man, I couldn’t help but study the curves of his jaw and the lines of his chest. Yes, he had on a dress shirt and jacket, but he exuded this kind of natural authority.

For just a second, I imagined myself walking right up to him, only to have him grab me and force me to my knees. He could unzip his pants, take out his cock, and force me to kiss, lick, and suck on him.

Yes, those fantasies triggered arousal, but there was also the spark of repulsion.

I knew his name before we were officially introduced: Ryan.

At first, I stared at him and genuinely believed he didn’t really notice. But then he started to swagger in my direction, taking those determined strides. He moved with the confidence of a man who understood exactly what he wanted.

He held out his hand. I hesitated.

Here were the first words he said to me, “You don’t like me, do you?”

“I don’t know you,” I protested.

“Right,” he said with a smirk. “Care to follow me?”

Without actually asking to see if I would be interested, he started to walk away. But why?

At that point, I told myself I needed to do this for Kyle’s sake. And yet, as I followed this man, I felt this strange hole. It was something primal and magnetic, something I craved deep within my body even as I tried to disintegrate those desires through the sheer power of my will.

He guided me through the maze of cubicles until we came to a door. He opened it and motioned for me to go inside first.

“How chivalrous,” I sneered.

“Hardly,” he said.

I walked into his office and immediately felt the rush of air leave my lungs. The view was amazing. Yes, I knew we were high up in this building, but to see the entire city spread out before me was nothing less than stunning.

He stepped behind me and closed the door.

“You know, I may not be the best engineer, and I’m not great with numbers either, but I do have one singular talent.”

I turned to him and did my best to seem completely unimpressed. “What’s that?”

“I’m good at reading people, women in particular. Right now, I can tell that you really, really want to have sex with me.” He stated all of this as a matter of fact, not interpretation, not a guess or wishful thinking: fact.

“You’re full of yourself,” I said.

“I’m confident,” he acknowledged. “But confidence comes with skill and success.”

Suddenly, I found myself swallowing as I realized just how close he had come. He didn’t touch me or anything, but this man was so much better than Kyle. I could feel it deep within my core. Every feminine instinct within my body told me that I wanted to be with this man. Yet I wasn’t going to cheat on my boyfriend.

“Who are you here to see?”

“Kyle,” I said that one word. I expected his name to serve as a talisman, to remind me of how I needed to be loyal. On the contrary, I imagined my boyfriend with his pathetic little shaft and how little he could satisfy me with it.

“That’s a shame. He’s a nice guy, but I think you should be with the real man.”

“He is a real man!”

Ryan just smirked as I shoved him away and marched out of his office. I was there to see my boyfriend, and I was going to go do that. I brought my boyfriend his cookie, just as I had intended. And that night, we had amazing sex. Kyle was back in his collar and on a leash, and I rode him hard. But as my puppy performed his tricks, I kept wondering what it would be like to be with someone like Ryan.

For a long time, the sex was fantastic. I especially loved owning my puppy boy, so I found myself looking forward to those sessions where he became little more than an animal. I could own him. Yes, I could own him as a pet, so I didn’t need to worry about what he might say because I was the one who told him what to do. Besides, it was hard for Kyle to mess up when his only options were barking or whimpering.

As we continued to explore, we started to buy fresh toys: a puppy mask made of leather straps. I loved that piece because it had a little bone muzzle I could shove in his mouth. Once that it was in place, he couldn’t get it out without a key. Of course, that belonged to me. Then the mask still allowed me to see most of his face, but it still gave him the silhouette of a canine.

After the mask, I went online, and I found something pretty special: a set of leather sleeves and straps that fit together over his knees and elbows. It was expensive, but I didn’t mind. When I first showed it to him, some of the color drained away from his cheeks.

“What’s wrong?” I asked as his eyes remained fixed on the computer screen.

“That’s intense,” he said.

“Are you nervous? Are you thinking that if I put you in this gear, you won’t be able to stop being a puppy?”

Rather than answer, he pressed his lips together and sucked on them softly.

I need to proceed without waiting for his permission. But he was hard; he couldn’t wait.

More and more, he became a pet, the special little animal who needed to be disciplined and trained on a daily basis.

But even as I learned to control him, I kept thinking about another man: Ryan.

In fact, I found myself visiting Kyle at work more and more frequently. Every time I got off of that elevator, I had to look around. I knew it was wrong, but I felt that magnetic pull. Inevitably, I would go see my boyfriend his cubicle, and there would be that little snap of disappointment. He wasn’t strong enough or powerful enough.

And then Ryan found me one day. Just as I was walking away from my boyfriend’s desk, Ryan grabbed me by my wrist and pulled me back to his office. He closed the door behind him, looked down into my eyes, and said, “Nice to see you again. But I’ve been wondering about something. Why are you with a man you don’t respect?”

I tried to march past him, but he stepped in front of me. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I finally snapped as though I weren’t really lying both to him and myself.

“Be honest for one second. What do you want?”

You, I thought. But of course, that wasn’t entirely true. I still cared about Kyle, but I didn’t want him as my lover. I wanted him for something else.

Then I said something, something I never meant to admit, “You.” What? How had I admitted that? Why did I let that word fall from my mouth?

He grabbed me, kissed me hard, and started to strip me. He was rough, but it felt so good. I loved the way he pulled on my hair and unbuttoned my top. His hands went for my jeans, and he yanked them down, taking my panties as well. Soon, I was naked, and he shoved me over to his desk. He bent me forward so that I looked out onto the cityscape even as his hand went down to my pussy. He explored me, teasing and touching me.

I tried to tell him that this wasn’t right, but I never said no.

Even if I had, I didn’t know if Ryan would listen to me, and it felt amazing.

Yes, I wanted this. Yes, I needed this.

Moments later, when he first slid into me, he took his time and moved slowly and deliberately. He was so big, so strong and powerful. Yes, this was what a real man should be.

I tried to think of Kyle, to feel arousal or guilt caused by my boyfriend, but that just didn’t work.

“You’re gorgeous,” he said to me. “Ever since the first time I saw you, I knew that I wanted to have you. Dump your pathetic little boyfriend.”

What?

Ryan continued, “Let me take you out. I don’t want just a fuck toy. I want to get to know you.”

I could hardly believe what I was hearing, but I just grabbed onto that the edge of his desk and agreed to everything he wanted—everything he demanded.

He pumped me harder and faster once my body adjusted to his girth. As my nipples hardened and I felt the solid desktop underneath me, I felt as though I had surrendered completely. I belonged to Ryan now. This man could do whatever he wanted with me. And when we came, I cried out.

Luckily, his office was soundproofed.

An affair. I was having an affair. But as I thought about it, I couldn’t spark any kind of real guilt. To make matters worse, Kyle started working later, which meant I had plenty of time to hang out with Ryan. We started dating. Yes, dating.

As the secondary relationship started to grow, I found myself thinking about Ryan more and more. Even when I was alone at home, I would occasionally imagine that powerful man, and suddenly I would need to touch myself. I would slip back into bed, slide my hand underneath my panties, and stroke myself until that spark of heat rampaged as an inferno. I’d arch my back, curl my toes, and come so hard!

Then I would see Kyle again, experience that rush of disappointment, and wonder what I could possibly do.

Later on, we talked again. Ryan told me something: he said he was interested in a real relationship.

“I can’t break up with my boyfriend,” I said. Ryan, for once, looked abashed. Simultaneously, I felt this strange regret well up inside of me. If I couldn’t break up with Kyle, could we try something else?

A different idea occurred to me, and I looked up at him. “What if it was the three of us?”

“What are you proposing?” He looked skeptical. “Because I’m not especially interested in sharing you. If you and I are together, then we are together.” He trusted me because he was confident in his ability to keep me.

“I could keep him. As a pet.”

After Ryan and I talked and I told him all about my secret lifestyle with Kyle, my new lover started laughing. He couldn’t believe that a man could actually allow himself to be treated like a dog. Yes, he understood that existed out in the world, but he was so much stronger and more powerful. He would never surrender control like that. The thing is, he would never need to.

That’s one thing I wondered about Kyle. This probably wouldn’t be true for everyone, but I started to speculate that maybe he knew, deep down, that he was pathetic, he didn’t deserve to be treated like a man, so he craved that complete loss of power. He wanted to be less than a person.

“Kyle, come to the bedroom,” I ordered after I had made my decision. I had already made the phone call. The clock ticked down one revolution then another. The only question was whether or not my pet would be in the right frame of mind.

“What’s going on?” my soon-to-be ex-boyfriend asked.

When he came into the bedroom, he saw all of his puppy gear arranged neatly on the floor. “Strip,” I commanded.

“Are you sure you want to play right now?” Kyle asked. “I can’t stay up too late. I have to be at work early in the morning.”

I stepped forward and suppressed the smirk that tugged at the corners of my lips. No, he didn’t have to be at work early in the morning. He just didn’t know it yet.

“I’m sure,” I told him. “Strip right now for me. You’re already in trouble. I really, really want to spank my puppy dog.”

“Why?” Kyle whined. “I didn’t do anything wrong!”

“Master’s prerogative,” I replied.

Kyle whimpered at those words. Something inside of him always tensed up, terrified or nervous when I called myself his Master. Not his Mistress. Not his girlfriend or even his owner. Master. There was something so perfectly domineering and commanding about that one title.

“Strip now or you’re going to be in a lot more trouble,” I said.

He retreated back a step, dropped to his knees, and started to pull off his clothing. He removed his shirt and his pants, his socks and his underwear. When I saw his shaft, I wasn’t surprised that he was turned on.

A boy like Kyle just couldn’t help himself. It was probably the same reason why he’d always climax so pathetically fast.

Whatever.

I watched him take off the last of his clothing, and then I smirked, realizing that he might not get to dress like a person for a long, long time.

I got down onto my knees, put Kyle on his back, and then I started to dress him. I pulled the sleeves over his elbows and cinched them shut tight. Once he was in all of this gear, he wouldn’t be able to get out on his own. That was my favorite part. A collar and leash might be symbolic, but these pieces of puppy gear actually made him helpless.

Next, I went for his legs. I pulled the leather restraints over his knees, locked them in place, and then I connected all of the straps.

When I finished, Kyle was on his elbows and knees like a good dog.

“Very nice,” I said. “But now it’s time for your mask.”

He looked up at me, tried to say something, and I slipped the bone gag in place. Next, I pulled the mask over his face and strapped the different pieces together. When I was done, I looked down at my adorable human puppy.

“Very nice,” I said. “There’s just one more piece you need.”

I held up a brand-new collar.

When he saw it, he let out a confused little whimper.

“This one is going to help me train you, Kyle. You see, things are about to change. Because I don’t want you to give me too much trouble, you’re going to wear this shock collar. Don’t worry. Lots of puppies have to wear them. They bark or disobey or try to run off, so they need to be disciplined. That’s you. You’re going to be disciplined.”

I showed him the electrodes along the inside, and I watched as his eyes grew adorably wide.

He tried to shake his head from side to side, and then he retreated back. He even made genuine sounds of protest, but it was too late because I had already decided what I would do with him. He couldn’t back out, not now.

I grabbed him, slipped the collar around his neck, and connected the latches together. Once I was done, I pulled the remote control from my pocket and I stood over him.

“Do you want a taste of what this is going to be like?”

Kyle started to murmur, probably because he thought he would be able to talk to me. In spite of the gag, he made the attempt, and I wasn’t pleased.

“No. You whimper like a dog or bark like a dog. You did not try to speak like a person.”

With a wicked grin on my face, I channeled all of my frustration. For way too long, he had been complacent, assuming I would stay with him no matter what. He’s never imagined a scenario where I might find someone else.

I pressed the button on the shock collar, and I watched as his body tensed up. He let out a cry of pain, and I couldn’t help myself: I laughed. The giggles bubbled from my chest and up into my throat.

This felt so right!

Once he regained some measure of composure, he tried to say something else to me.

“Kyle, you need to do whatever I want from now on. You see, I’m in charge. I’m the Master, and what does that make you again? Oh, that’s right. It makes you a pet.”

That’s when someone knocked on the door.

He looked at me with big eyes, almost as though he couldn’t believe any of this was really happening. To him, it must have seemed absolutely insane.

“Should I get it?” I teased. “Should I go answer the door?”

Realizing I was serious, Kyle started to shake his head frantically from side to side. He whimpered just like a good little pet even as I attached his leash. “Oh, but I’m so proud of my little dog. I mean, I got you in your puppy gear, so I should be able to show you off if I want, don’t you think?”

He made a loud sound, one which seemed disturbingly similar to a, “No!” That’s why I raised up the controller right in front of his face. With his arms and hands strapped into those sleeves, he couldn’t use his fingers or grab at the device. Even so, he desperately wanted it.

I pressed the button and sent another shock of electricity from his collar directly into his skin. He tensed, cried out, and the next thing he knew, I was on my feet, tugging on his leash.

“Come on,” I said just as another knock sounded through the house.

He kept whimpering just like a disobedient little dog. I was sure that I could thoroughly broken-in in time. But right then, I had something I needed to show him. When I opened the door, Ryan stood right there.

Kyle froze.

I could easily guess what my puppy boyfriend was thinking: this couldn’t be happening. This wasn’t real. He was imagining it. There had to be some sort of other explanation for all of this.

But then, Ryan strode easily into our home.

“Hello, Amalie,” he said to me. As I held my dog’s leash, I didn’t resist as this man stepped forward and kissed me, gently at first. Our lips barely touched, yet I closed my eyes and let my own satisfied noise rumble in my throat.

But then the kiss turned passionate as he pressed his body against mine and I rubbed myself against him. Oh yes, this felt so good. Distantly, I recognized the sounds of Kyle’s whimpering, only I didn’t care. He tugged on his leash as hard as he could, but he was trapped on his elbows and knees, so he couldn’t generate any real movement or momentum.

When I wrapped my arms around Ryan’s torso, I lifted my hand, which meant Kyle felt the tug on his leash.

The puppy whimpered again, and then he crawled over to me and nuzzled my calf with the tip of his mask. He really wanted attention; he needed to talk to me because none of this made sense.

Like so many other boys, he got arrogant. He thought that he could understand exactly what I wanted and needed.

Foolish puppy.

“Ryan, I’d like you to meet my dog. This is Kyle, although I’m thinking about renaming him. Do you have any good ideas?”

Ryan pulled away from me, although he still held my free hand. With a sneer on his face, he said, “Actually, yeah. I might have a couple of ideas. I mean, Kyle is a name for a man. And that’s a dog. Maybe something more appropriate like Fido or Fluffy.”

Kyle whimpered. He still tried to speak with the bone in his mouth, but he couldn’t spit it out.

I crouched down and looked into my puppy’s face. I could tell how much he hated this. After all, he was naked and bound, utterly helpless.

“Go over and be nice to my new boyfriend.”

Kyle tried to squeak, only he couldn’t exactly make that sound either.

When my puppy didn’t move, I made sure he caught sight of the remote control again. He tensed up, bristling, and then I added, “Sniff his feet or maybe lick his shoes. Show him you’re going to be a good dog.”

My ex-boyfriend couldn’t believe it. He had no idea how something like this could happen. But then I lifted the controller, pressed the button, so Ryan and I both laughed when Kyle flinched. He let out more little puppy whimpers, and then I repeated my command.

When he managed to climb back up onto his elbows and knees, Kyle crawled over to my new boyfriend. “That’s right. Show him that you recognize his authority. He’s better than you. He’s bigger and stronger.”

Kyle looked up at me, his eyes wet. He wanted to start crying, but he somehow managed to hold those tears back as he bowed his head down toward his rival’s feet. He licked both of Ryan’s shoes just like a dog.

“Good boy. That’s right. You’re a very good boy. Now roll over so I can pet your tummy.”

Kyle started to shake his head again, so I just delivered another electrical shock, something quick and sharp to remind my dog of his place.

Somehow, that wasn’t good enough. Kyle held his spot. Even if he couldn’t stand, he wasn’t about to roll over either. He probably considered this to be some kind of heroic position; he wouldn’t show weakness or doubt, even with his girlfriend’s lover here and ready to humiliate him.

That’s why I just pressed the button one, two, three, four, five times in quick succession.

Zaps of electricity blasted into his body, stripping Kyle of his independence and free will. The next thing he knew, he was on his back with his elbows and knees pointed upward. He looked like a defeated dog ready to accept whatever happened to him.

“Your boyfriend is pathetic.” Ryan shook his head from side to side. “I can see why you cheated on him.”

“He’s not my boyfriend. He’s a pet now.” Then I glanced over at Ryan and smiled. “Want to see something funny?”

“Sure,” Kyle’s boss said with a shrug. I lowered myself down and started to pet my puppy. At several points, Kyle tried to roll over back onto his elbows and knees. But now that he was on his back, that proved to be much more difficult. Each time he attempted to move, I shoved my hand down against his shoulder, stopping him. Nope. This puppy would remain on his back with his belly exposed whether he liked it or not.

At first, I petted Kyle’s chest and stomach. Then my fingers drifted lower and lower.

Soon, I got to his exposed shaft. I kept touching him, stroking and teasing him until he got hard.

“He really is small,” Ryan said.

“Absolutely,” I agreed. “With equipment like this, he never stood a chance.”

Kyle whimpered; he wanted to say something, to maybe argue or defend himself. Maybe he just needed to rail against the injustice of his newfound situation.

“By the way, Kyle,” Ryan told him. “You’re fired.”

Kyle whimpered again. He struggled as hard as he could against the restraints holding his arms and legs in place. All the while, I kept stroking and teasing him. “Oh, you poor puppy. You just got fired by your girlfriend’s new lover. That must be so frustrating for you. But don’t worry. We still have a position for you here. On the floor, as our pet. I mean, it’s going to be hard for you to get used to your newfound place, but that’s okay. You don’t need to try to think of yourself as a real man. We all know you’re nothing but a pet. You belong on the floor, don’t you?”

At this point, Kyle tried to bark, but I had my fingers wrapped around his shaft. I kept teasing him, bringing him closer and closer to an orgasm.

Sure, Kyle tried to fight; I could tell he needed to resist this, as though he thought he could somehow prevent me from making him come. But if he had an orgasm, didn’t that prove he was comfortable with his newfound subjugation? Did that demonstrate that he could be domesticated, just like a dog?

Absolutely!

One more squeeze timed perfectly made him climax. He pulsated, shooting his load up along his stomach. I squeezed him until nothing more came out. Then I jumped back onto my feet. Holding onto my ex-boyfriend’s leash, I went back to Ryan.

Exhausted, Kyle nonetheless watched as I started to make out with a real man all over again. I kissed Ryan gently on the lips. We pressed our bodies against one another, and I could feel his cock press out against his trousers. Damn. That was amazing.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” I said.

Ryan took my hand and pulled. I held on to Kyle’s leash and did the same. The three of us walked down the hall and into the master bedroom.

From there, Ryan put his hands on my cheeks as he cupped my face and tilted my head to the side. When he kissed me, I felt his tongue along my lips. He felt incredible! Hot anticipation raced through my body, turning me on more and more!

Yes, this was amazing! Yes, I wanted and needed more!

“You are mine now,” Ryan said to me.

“Yes, Sir,” I said, only to grin down at my puppy.

I had never acted as though I belonged to Kyle. With him, I was always a good girlfriend, yet I never respected his authority or power. He could never grab or push me down onto my back, not to the way Ryan did.

“Oh, puppy, be sure to bark for your new master.”

Kyle’s eyes got big when he heard those words.

New Master?

Kyle started to shake his head, but that’s when I held out the controller for Ryan to take. Although I still gripped the leash, Ryan crouched down, and he looked at the puppy dog. “I’m going to have sex with your girl, and you’re going to watch. You’re going to stay there on the floor like a good dog. You are a pet now. You’re nothing but a filthy animal. Your girlfriend is going to wash you and feed you and treat you just like her own personal lapdog. And along the way, you’re not going to get in trouble. You’re not going to risk pissing me off. You know why?”

Staring straight ahead, Kyle probably wanted to look as though he didn’t care about what his former boss said. Theoretically, he had been fired. He didn’t need to listen to anything Ryan told him.

“I know people, dog. If you really misbehave, we can get you fixed.” He held up two fingers and said, “Snip. Snip.”

Kyle dropped his head down, bowing before the superiority of his former boss.

Ryan quickly tied the leash to one of the bedposts before grabbing me and shoving me down onto my back. He started stripping me, pulling me out of my skirt and everything else. Soon, I was naked and underneath him while he remained fully clothed. Somehow, this felt important. His eyes moved up and down my body. Kyle had become a possession, but he wasn’t the only one. I now belonged to this powerful man, and I couldn’t have been happier!

There was something mystical, primal, and so powerful about the way Ryan looked down at me. His eyes were lit with something animalistic as he climbed up on top of me. He grabbed my wrists and forced my hands over my head. Then he started to explore me with his mouth. He kissed me first. Then he nipped at my neck. I moaned as those soft spikes of pain shot through my skin. Next, he went for my breasts. He started by licking me, gliding his tongue over my nipples. They were hard almost instantly! He sucked, tightening his lips around those points, first the right, then the left. From there, Ryan pulled back.

As he sat up straight, he unzipped his pants and took out his cock. When I saw his member, I moaned for him.

Down on the floor, Kyle watched all of this. I turned my head just enough to see the pet right there.

Oh, this must’ve been so degrading for him. In the span of just a couple of hours, he lost his job, his girlfriend, and his humanity.

“Don’t look away,” Ryan ordered. “You’re the house dog now. Every day, you’re going to get to see this. This girl is amazing. She is fantastic, and she deserves to be with someone powerful. You belong on the floor.”

This time, Kyle didn’t try to speak. The last dose of electricity had sapped away his ability to fight or argue.

That’s when Ryan shoved down, sliding his cock right into my waiting opening. He didn’t go slowly, not this time. I knew what to expect. Besides, having my ex in full puppy gear and knowing that he wouldn’t get out made me so excited! I was wet and ready for Ryan’s huge shaft. So when he slid into me, I arched my back, pushed my head down, and moaned even as I closed my eyes.

For once, I didn’t need to fantasize about someone else.

“You belong to me now,” he said. “I’m going to take good care of you. I’m going to make sure you come every single night!” Ryan growled into my ear.

That didn’t sound like hyperbole. He was a man of strong appetites, so now he pumped me, working his body against mine. As the friction sparked hot arousal, I surrendered completely.

I wasn’t thinking about what any of this meant or entailed. I was just embracing every second, grateful for how good it all felt!

He pumped me harder and faster. As my heart thrashed in my chest, I didn’t know what to do or say or think. Every thought fled as I embraced those sensations.

“Now you can come,” he said to me, so I clenched down, my body going tight even as he slid forward back, penetrating me with every perfect inch. I cried out, moaning. My screams of ecstasy bounced off of the walls as I felt him pulsate. He came hard, working me until he finally finished. Then he pulled back, but I hardly saw anything at all.

Ryan stayed with me for a while. I rested my head against his chest, and I could feel his heart as it pulsed fast at first before it started to slow down. We relaxed into one another, savoring the aftereffects of that incredible sex.

Then he got up and told me he was going to go take a shower. He marched through this house as though he owned the place. For my part, I rolled over and looked down at the dog.

“It’s late. I need to put you out,” I said.

Still naked, I got up and untied the leash from the corner of the bed.

As I walked back toward the garage, Kyle made these pathetic little sounds. Clearly, he was hoping that I might talk to him, that I would address him as though he were a person who had rights.

Nope.

I opened the door into the garage and showed him the black, metal cage. It was a dog cage. Inside, there were some old blankets and a dusty pillow. “Get in,” I commanded, raising the gate.

He glanced at me for just a second. Maybe he thought he might find some sympathy or mercy on my face.

He didn’t.

“You took me for granted, pet. Now this is going to be your life.” I clanged the gate shut and secured the latch before I went back inside. Kyle would be sleeping in the garage from now on, just like a dog. Maybe if he could behave himself, he might earn the right to sleep on the floor.

Maybe.

It all depended on what his owners decided for him. In the meantime, I looked forward to spending the night with Ryan.

The End


Telling Tyler

Telling the truth is hard, but here it is.

When I first met Tyler, I admired him so much. He was ambitious, brave, and smart. He had all of these different goals and ideas. He wanted to change the world in so many different ways. As a college girl, I was completely starstruck by him.

We dated, fell in love, and graduated together. A year later, we got married, and it was all so easy. Afterward, he went to work at a law firm.

That’s when everything started to change.

The young man I had fallen in love with started to drift away. Maybe it was the long hours or the fact that he no longer satisfied me sexually. As I learned more and more about myself, I realized he wasn’t all that great in bed. Fine. Whatever. Lots of wives aren’t pleased by their husbands. Sure, we might fake an occasional orgasm, but the truth is pretty obvious, and these men would know if they bothered to pay attention.

But it wasn’t just the sex.

It was watching Tyler as he went to work every day. He worked long hours for crappy pay. Every time I suggested he talk to his supervisor, Tyler demurred, like he couldn’t summon up the courage to confront his boss. That bothered me because seriously, this was supposed to be the guy who wanted to change the world, but he couldn’t take on one employer?

Like a good wife, I coached and counseled my husband, telling him he could do this. I was the ideal little cheerleader, ready and willing to support him. I told him that he could quit his job if he wanted to. There had to be something better out there.

Still, Tyler wasn’t brave enough to just quit. He couldn’t walk away.

Then one day, I decided that I was going to help my husband. I went to his job and brought him a nice lunch. As I was wandering the seemingly endless mass of cubicles, I searched for my husband, and that’s when someone stepped in front of me.

“Hello,” said a man in a suit. “Can I help you?”

He looked good. His dark jacket seemed to cling to his sides, emphasizing his muscular definition. He had a little bit of stubble, just enough to make it clear that this was a real man. I loved the lines of his job, the bright fire of ambition and determination in his eyes along with his height.

He stood just a little bit too close, which made me nervous. But for some reason, I liked it.

I tried to say something, only to let out a little squeak. After another attempt, I told him I was looking for Tyler.

“Are you his friend?”

“Wife,” I replied.

“Lucky man,” he told me.

Then, I couldn’t believe it, but he leaned down, and he whispered something into my ear. His breath was warm, his voice confident. I knew that I should have been offended by the way he invaded my personal space, but I wasn’t.

I liked it.

I haven’t felt this way since I first started dating in college. There was something about the primal magnetism this man exuded so effortlessly.

It took me another couple of seconds to process the exact words he whispered to me, “My name is Nick, and you’re a gorgeous woman. You deserve someone better than Tyler.”

He pulled away, and I started to stammer something out, but he raised his hand and spoke over me, easily silencing me with his intuitive authority. “He’s in the far corner. Have fun.”

I moved mechanically even as I tried to understand the sensations flowing through my body. Through the maelstrom of embarrassment and irritation with that man’s gall, another impulse seemed to take a hold of me: leave.

When I found Tyler at his desk, I placed at the bag off to the side and looked down at him. “Hey, honey,” he said absently. Apparently, he hardly noticed that I had made a special trip downtown just for him. “What are you doing here?”

“I thought I could bring you lunch.” Then I leaned in, and I whispered, “Maybe you would like to fool around?”

“Sorry. I can’t. I really need to get this project done.”

I saw numbers on his screen as he typed them in, one after another.

“This is what you do all day?” I asked, and I could hardly keep the disgust out of my voice. Not only had he given up on all of his big plans, Tyler wasn’t even doing anything terribly important. I could easily imagine people skipping over this part of whatever document or presentation he had to prepare. The numbers were a requirement, but no one was seriously going to pay attention.

“Pretty much,” he said without noticing the shift in my tone.

“Okay. Well, I guess I’ll leave you to get to it,” I said, more irritated been disappointed. Yeah, the idea of speaking off for afternoon sex sounded exciting and prurient, but I reminded myself that this was Tyler, he wasn’t very big, and he didn’t know what he was doing anyway, so I probably would have just been disappointed.

“Thanks. And thanks for lunch,” he said. When he turned to me, he wanted a kiss. I gave him a peck on the cheek.

As I left, I tried to ignore the swelling disappointment deep in my chest, but I had to ask myself one question. What did I expect?

As I headed back toward the elevator bank, I wondered if maybe I should just try to down with my husband and talk out my concerns and frustrations. But really, that was the last thing I wanted to do. If I craved excitement and the touch of a real man, I couldn’t get that through diplomacy.

Of course, this wasn’t really fair to Tyler either, but I just couldn’t make myself worry about him, not after so much time as his cheerleader. At some point, he needed to consider me and my desires, right? But if I had to ask him, that seemed to defeat the purpose.

“You look like you’re lost in thought,” came a strong, powerful voice.

I found myself in front of the elevators, staring straight ahead. I hadn’t even noticed Nick’s approach.

Suddenly, I felt the heat rush over my body. It seemed to spread down my chest, along my front, all the way to that special spot between my legs. I shifted my weight as I tried to distract myself.

The doors opened, and I got into the elevator car. Nick followed me.

“You’re turned on right now, aren’t you?”

I sputtered out, “Excuse me?”

“Tell the truth. Right now, you’re turned on. I saw how you looked at him, and I see how you’re looking at me right now.”

We were in an elevator, but I hadn’t pushed any of the buttons. Somehow, I had forgotten. When I reached out, Nick grabbed my wrist. He held me tight, and I loved the feel of strength. I knew that I could have jerked my hand back, and he probably would have let me go. Probably. But if he really wanted to hold me, he could.

“I am not turned on,” I insisted.

“If you lie to me again, I might decide to spank you.”

My lips parted. Staring at him hard, I tried to figure out whether or not he was joking. Because really, he couldn’t be serious, could he? My thoughts were disjointed and messed up, but then he pulled me closer and closer, and I let him.

“You love your husband. That’s fine. I’m sure we can find a place for him.”

“What’re you talking about?” I spoke worked to keep my throat from clenching shut.

“Tyler’s a nice guy, but he isn’t strong enough for you. You need someone like me.”

I tried to ask a question, to get real information, but then Nick leaned in, and he started to kiss me even as my lips continued to move. Within moments, however, I lost myself to the feel and heat of his body. He was so close, so strong. When I wrote myself up against him, I knew that he was bigger and stronger than I could ever be.

Somehow, I wanted that.

His hand dropped down to my thigh, and he stroked my leg. His fingers glided along my skin until he founded the lines of my panties underneath my skirt. His fingers dipped past the fabric, and soon he was touching me.

He worked one finger into my opening, then another.

I tried to protest, and my throat vibrated, only I couldn’t get the words passed his mouth as he continued to kiss me.

With his other hand, he grabbed onto my simple pony tail and yanks my head back. His mouth continued to explore my lips, my teeth, my tongue. He played with me, holding me tight and making sure I couldn’t let go.

Occasionally, I struggled to pull away, but he still held on, making sure I knew that I was trapped with him.

Damn it. Why did that turn me on so much? I couldn’t even lie to him, not as his fingers slid in and out of my opening. My nipples were tight and hard, my skin hot. With every second, I tried to catch my breath, but this man left me desperate and eager for more.

At any moment, the doors could have opened. Someone could have walked in.

I told myself this, but then I didn’t even stop Nick when he turned me around, yanked up my skirt and pulled down my panties. He pushed me into the side of the elevator as he unzipped his pants and took out his shaft.

“What, what’re you doing?”

“You know exactly what I’m doing,” he told me, so I couldn’t disagree as he pumped into me. I felt the tip of his cock as he slid forward, penetrating me. Hot pleasure coursed through my body, making me desperately wet even as I felt him slide in. My body was ready for him. I was so wet!

I couldn’t remember the last time I had been so excited.

Probably never.

As he pulled on my hair, I felt like such a slut, but I couldn’t make myself worry about that, not when he felt so good. He held me tight, took me hard, and made me cry out. My voice echoed against the walls of the elevator as he pumped into me, plunging harder and faster.

Then he finished, and I stumbled. He put his arm around my waist and looked into my eyes. “You want to that again.”

It wasn’t a question.

Whenever he called or texted, I raced off to give this man what he desired. I became his private, on-call slut. He could have me in thirty minutes or less. Along the way, I learned to serve him. In the elevator, he claimed me, marking me as his. He pulled on my hair and fucked me hard, which left an indelible mark deep within my psyche.

And I was grateful for it. When it came to Tyler, I didn’t even have to worry. I would get a message, get up and leave, and he hardly noticed. I even visited him at work, occasionally stopping by his cubicle when I was really there to see Nick.

He’d bend me over his desk in his corner office. I would look out on the cityscape as I was taken from behind. Sometimes he told me to wear panties. Inevitably, he would keep them. Other points, Nick instructed me to visit him at work without underwear on underneath my short skirt. With every step, I would worry that someone might notice or realize what was happening.

If anyone figured it out, they kept to themselves, probably because they feared it Nick. He was powerful, and he knew how to exert his will on other people. He certainly knew how to control me.

Occasionally, there would be little hints of guilt, but Nick knew how to short-circuit those as well.

“Face it. He doesn’t deserve you.”

“But I love him,” I said.

“You might love him, but you don’t want to be with him,” he said. “You want to own him, don’t you?”

Own him?

The idea sounded crazy.

But yes—that sounded right. I didn’t respect him, so I didn’t want to sleep with him. Sex with Tyler sounded so pedestrian and just plain boring. He couldn’t satisfy me.

Even as Nick asked the question, I knew I could just give up on Tyler or kick them out. That’s why my new lover looked into my eyes and said, “Tell me what you want to do. Tell me what you crave.”

“I want to keep him. I want him to see,” I said. The words tumbled from my lips, and they were true, so true.

“See how?”

“I want to see him helpless, tied down, forced to watch.”

“What you want him to see?”

“Us,” I confessed.

“Then make it happen.” His eyes glowed with a certainty that I never thought I could match. But I was ready to try.

Nick coached me and taught me. He whispered the possibilities into my ear. Tentatively at first, I started to ask questions and make suggestions. For the most part, he agreed. Not only that, he showed me the different toys they can be used.

As our affair blossomed, he trained me.

He knew exactly what I wanted, and he intended to give it to me.

But Tyler was still my boy, so I needed to make this happen. I didn’t want to simply dump him, although doing so would have been easy enough. Instead, I craved a different kind of control. Being with Nick woke something up within me. And now that this idea had taken hold, I couldn’t just give it up or even walk away.

Frankly, I never really considered the possibility.

It took a while to prepare, but I eventually decided with Nick’s help that everything was ready, myself included. I went online, but the equipment, and then I made my plan.

It would be easy enough, I realized. I waited for one of those random Saturdays when Tyler wasn’t working. Instead, he decided that he wanted to wander back to his computer and play some games.

Normally, I allowed this, mostly because he had been pushing himself so hard at work. At first, I resented the amount of time he spent away. He first ignored me for the office, then for his video games.

Fine. Whatever. I had Nick.

But then on this Saturday, he followed his usual routine, wandering back to his mouse and keyboard. As he worked to build digital armies and conquer pretend countries, I got dressed. I would seduce him into his new life. He might think he was getting lucky, but would be the exact opposite.

A grin touched my lips as I sauntered through our home. I found him with his back to the door. Then I walked up, and I ran my fingers along his neck, up through his hair, and that’s when he turned.

Quickly pausing his game, he looked back at me. At first, he probably meant to be annoyed. After all, I was interrupting. But then he saw me in that pair of white, lacy panties and the matching bra. He saw the way I smiled down at him lasciviously, and then he heard me whisper, “I want to do things with you.” My voice was light and playful but also filled with a new kind of lust.

“Right now?”

I stifled my frustration with him. How did this guy ever think he was going to keep me if he didn’t put in any effort?

“Right now,” I said, pretending that his question didn’t irritate me.

“Okay,” he said as I took him by his hand and guided him back to the bedroom. He didn’t even notice the small duffel bag by the headboard. If he had looked in there, he would have been scared. Very scared.

Too bad for him.

I started to kiss Tyler mostly on his neck.

He tried to kiss my mouth, but I kept turning away because I didn’t like that, not anymore. On some level, it felt as though I now belonged to Nick, so I didn’t want this boy to touch me in the wrong way.

“Get naked,” I told him after a few seconds.

“That’s fast,” he said, arching one eyebrow.

“I missed you,” I said, but even as I spoke, I was thinking of another man.

“Always so emotional,” he teased, but then he pulled off his shirt and his belt and pants. He stripped out of his socks. Within seconds, he was down to just his boxers.

Annoyance granted me extra strength, making it easy to shut him down onto his back. He bounced on the bed once, and I straddled him, grabbing his wrists and pushing them for the corners of the bed. He didn’t notice the restraints I had set up either. If he had, he probably would have asked questions.

Fortunately, I knew exactly how to bypass anything he might ask. “I’ve been thinking about something for a while, something dirty. Just close your eyes and relax.”

Like so many other guys, Tyler was overconfident, so he grinned, assuming he could handle anything I asked of him. As long as it involved sex, he was ready—or so he believed.

When he felt the cuffs, he let out a sharp puff of breath. He gritted his teeth, pulled on them, and even opened his eyes to turn his head from side to side as he checked out the new restraints.

“Wow,” he said, but his erection made it clear that he really enjoyed this.

I grabbed his boxers and pulled them down along the length of his body without asking, mostly because I knew that I now had him helpless. He could struggle if he liked, but it wouldn’t make any difference because those were real restraints.

“You and I need to have a nice conversation, Tyler,” I said. As I spoke, my fingers brushed along his scrotum and over his pathetic little cock.

When we first got together, I told myself that it didn’t matter if he had a small penis because he could always put in the effort to satisfy me anyway. There was just one problem: he never put in that effort. He probably could have used his mouth forefingers to get me off, but he never seemed to bother. And even when I yearned for the intimacy of sex, he raced off to the office to worry about paper and numbers on screens.

“What do we have to talk about?” Tyler asked, probably assuming this was part of the game.

“Our relationship.”

“You’re kidding,” he said, a note of aggression drifting into his voice. In fact, he tried to yank his hands away from the corners of the bed, only to feel the jingle of the cuffs. Those restraints weren’t about to release him, which he would figure out soon enough.

“That’s right. I’m deeply unsatisfied, Tyler. Frankly, you’ve failed as a husband. I still love you, what we need to make some changes.”

“This isn’t the right place or time. How about you go down on me, and then we can talk about it after?”

“Selfish,” I said, one word.

The disappointment in my voice must’ve felt like a slap across his face because Tyler was arrogant enough to always assume that he had been a good husband.

“You know, you can’t really count yourself as my husband if you’re constantly wandering off to go do other things. Whether you’re playing your video games or throw your life away at work, that’s not intimacy, and it’s not a partnership either.”

His eyes blinked, probably because he was having a harder time thinking.

While I talked, I also stroked him, my fingers moving along his body, especially his scrotum and shaft. I teased him, making sure he stayed hard.

Every few seconds, he arched his back, curled his toes, and tensed up. I played him like he was instrumental, teasing him until he was taut with need and desire. As he squirmed around, occasionally pulling on his restraints, I wondered if maybe I should stop. But now, those occasional qualms of conscience were quickly stifled by something else: arousal.

Teasing him and knowing what was coming next turned me on like nothing else. The anticipation sang through my body, making me hot and wet and eager for something truly amazing. So while I touched him, I felt that little flair of disgust, but I kept thinking about Nick and how he could truly please me, that powerful, perfect example of what a man needed to be.

“Please,” Tyler started to say. His voice stretched and strained. “Please, I can’t take this. Please, I, I need it!”

“No,” I said. His eyes flared with confusion for a second. “You don’t need anything,” I told him. “You want it. You think you deserve it, but you don’t need it.”

He stumbled and stammered, his voice locking up as I gave him another gentle squeeze. I brought to the verge of an orgasm, only then I stopped. It wouldn’t be that easy for him.

As the desperation coiled through his body, I pulled my hands away.

“No!” He sounded so pathetic. “Don’t stop!”

“Why not? You want me to make your priority, but you’ve never done the same for me.”

Clearly, Tyler wanted to come up with something clever to say, only he couldn’t get past his own selfish desires.

With a frustrated sigh, I reached down again. I stroked him gently, just barely touching him. He closed his eyes and moaned into those sensations. He loved this; he wanted and needed and craved more.

Too bad for him.

Right when it felt as though he might lose control completely, I pulled my hands away, only this time I didn’t just stop.

Tyler didn’t even bother to open his eyes. He probably assumed that he would get off momentarily. Or maybe he believed that he could whine some more, and that would be good enough to convince me to keep going.

After a few seconds, he tried that same strategy. “Why did you—”

Technically, this was supposed to be part of the plan, but I really just didn’t want to hear him talk anymore, which is why I shoved the ball gagged down into his mouth. I wasn’t gentle either as the red, rubber ball slid between his teeth and pressed down against his tongue.

When his eyes shot open with that look of desperate confusion, I barely noticed. I was busy yanking his head forward so I could pull the leather straps into place. I locked to the gag in, making sure he wouldn’t be able to spit the ball out, no matter how hard he tried.

“Much better. I got sick of hearing you talk,” I said.

At this point, he kept trying to speak despite the gag. Honestly, I preferred the incoherent murmurs coming from him to the whining and pleading.

“What was that?” I asked, holding one hand up to my ear. “Sorry, but I can’t understand you. You might as well be quiet.”

Ironically, he did settle down when I started to touch them again. I enjoyed it the way he squirmed there on the mattress, occasionally struggling but mostly settling into the fact that I controlled his orgasm.

“This is what I find so fascinating about boys like you. You’re so eager get off that you can’t think about anything else. You don’t worry about your circumstances or what an orgasm my cost you. You don’t even think about what it might mean.”

At any moment, I could have gently squeezed him again, moving my hand up and down his legs, and that would have been enough to get him off. Because I was considerate, I had always paid attention to his body, which meant I knew exactly what it would take to get him off.

I also knew how to keep right there on the edge of release, desperate and probably willing to do anything.

Granted, I could have used this kind of leverage to force his obedience, but then after his orgasm, he would just go back to his old ways. He would smile and try to sound diplomatic as he explained that he had certain obligations.

No more.

I squeezed him again, making him moan. Then I pulled my hands back and reached down for the back by the bed.

“You don’t deserve an orgasm,” I said simply.

He tried to ask a question. His interrogative tone was obvious even he couldn’t articulate any real words.

As he tried to ask you something else, I raised up the ice pack. It was solid and so cold in my hands. I couldn’t imagine what it would be like on his most sensitive body part.

Fortunately for both of us, he was about to find out.

I brought the ice pack down, lowering it a little bit at a time.

At first, he didn’t recognize what it was, but then he could feel the cold and chill radiated from that solidly frozen ice pack. When I touched it to his shaft, he howled out. Even with the gag in his mouth, his plaintive cries echoed against the walls of the bedroom.

For my part, I expected some kind of sympathy to rush through my body. I should have felt bad. After all, I loved this man. But now, I didn’t love him like a spouse or a partner or even a boyfriend. Instead, I saw him more as a plaything, and that’s why I grinned down at him. I had pulled the ice pack away, but now I looked into his eyes. “You didn’t like that, did you?” I shook my head. “No, you didn’t. But this is what I’m talking about, Tyler. Our relationship is going to change. From now on, I’m in charge, which means I own you, I own your cock, and I am your orgasms. I get to decide when and if you get off.”

He looked so pathetically and adorably confused.

I lowered the pack again, rubbing it from the base of his shaft up to the tip of his member.

His erection wilted away even as he panted, gasped, and cried out. He tried to say something, anything past of the ball gagged, but he didn’t succeed. Pretty soon, he was completely soft, which is exactly how I wanted him.

I reached down into the duffel bag again and produced the chastity lock. “Have you ever seen one of these?” I asked, setting out the different pieces of his new cage. There was the short, transparent plastic tube for his shaft, the ring that went around his scrotum, plus the different connectors.

Finally, I set a small padlock right there on his sternum.

“This,” I explained, “is a chastity cage. You see, there are some men out there who need to be controlled in the most degrading and thorough way possible. For one reason or another, their dicks no longer belong to them. Instead, they belong to their wives, their girlfriends, the women who now control them. That’s you, Tyler. You’re so pathetic that you don’t get to use this anymore. Sometimes, I might let you out for a little while. If I do, I’m going to chain you down just like this.”

He shook his head from side to side, jerking his chin this way and that.

“Oh,” I teased, “I bet you think you’re just going to take this off. Even if I use the padlock on you, you’re probably thinking that there must be some way to remove the entire device, aren’t you?”

He didn’t answer; he couldn’t.

“This plastic is really strong. Frankly, you’d probably need something like a chainsaw. You could do it, I suppose, but are you willing to take the risk?”

Tyler must have imagined what that would actually be like because the color drained away from his cheeks. All at once, I could tell that he didn’t have the bravery necessary for something like that.

“No,” I said with a quick shake my head. “Even if it means your dick now belongs to me, you wouldn’t risk of that kind of injury. It’s okay. This isn’t really a matter of bravery. I mean, men are so proud of their boy parts. It makes sense that you would rather be locked up.”

He tried to say something that probably sounded like my name.

“Remember, you deserve this. You deserve to be owned. You deserve to lose all control.”

Finally, I grabbed the different pieces, and I started to slide them into place. The first ring went up and under his scrotum. Then I slid his cock into the tube. Next, I connected the tube and the ring, finally securing everything with a padlock.

For his part, Tyler had raised his head, and now he shook it from side to side as he desperately begged. He didn’t make a sound, but those quick, nervous movements combined with the width of his eyes made it abundantly clear that he was begging me.

At this point, he probably would have agreed to anything.

“You’d be willing to quit your job now, wouldn’t you?”

Tyler didn’t hesitate. He jerked his head down and up calling yes! He would quit his job if it meant that he didn’t have to wear the chastity cage.

I smirked with just half of my mouth. “Oh, that such a shame. You see, the chastity cage isn’t going to be the only change to our relationship.”

Click. I engaged of the lock, he flinched, kicked down with his heels, and struggled against the chains. “Don’t worry. I’m going to let you play with this cock lock in a couple of minutes. But first, there’s something else you need to know.”

His eyes fixated on me, but there wasn’t any real belief or confidence there, not anymore. Instead, he must have been thinking about how the chastity cage had to be the worst thing that could happen. He was adorably wrong.

I reached up and grabbed a key off of the headboard. I dangled in front of his face for a second and said, “This only works on your handcuffs. Don’t worry about the key to your chastity cage. That’s somewhere safe.”

He inhaled sharply, but I can tell that he believed me. I am locked his wrists, releasing him from his restraints.

He rolled off of the bed, sat up straight, and then his hand hesitated. Somehow, he couldn’t actually try to remove the chastity cage, not yet. Something frozen in place, like he didn’t know whether or not he could actually do this.

“Go on,” I said, watching him with a cruel smirked. We both know you want to try to take it off. Let’s see if you can do it.”

Strangely enough, he didn’t go for the gag. Like so many other boys, he worried about his cock first and everything else second.

He reached down, felt the solid plastic, experience to the weight as it tugged it down on his genitals, and then he finally tried to pull it off. Gritting his teeth, he worked at it, pulling on one side, then the other. But he painfully squeezed his balls, so he gave up within the span of just a few seconds.

“Very nice,” I said. “You’re not getting out of that.”

He gulped, looked back at me, and that he reached up for the ball gag. “Don’t take that out. If you do, Nick is going to be pissed.”

He squeaked, and meeting was obvious.

Nick?

I sauntered over to Tyler and poked him right in the chest. “I’ve been cheating on you, Tyler. Well, I’m not sure if that counts as cheating since you’ve completely given up on acting like a real man. But that’s what I deserve. I deserve someone strong, someone who wants to take care of me.”

As I spoke, the front door opened and closed.

Tyler jerked his head as he looked out for the hall. I grabbed his cheeks and forced him to look into my eyes. “As far as you’re concerned, you’ve been demoted. You’re now a slave. You do as you’re told. And if you don’t, you’ll be punished. Or worse, all disk you out, and I won’t give you the key. You get down on your knees because you’re going to see something fun.”

Tyler murmured something, but then he dropped down into a kneeling position right as Nick walked through the bedroom door. When I turned back to him, I smiled brightly.

“Hello,” I said.

Nick swept his eyes up and down my body. I still wore the lingerie. “Gorgeous,” he said, and then we kissed.

I made sure to look down at Tyler. Our eyes locked on one another even as Nick continued to touch me and hold me. His hands roamed along my body. He squeezed my ass, fondled my breasts, and pressed himself up against me. It felt so good.

Nick broke off the kiss, held my hand, and looked down at the helpless male trapped in chastity. “You never deserved this woman. She’s way too good for you, so I’m taking her. She’s mine now. But don’t worry. I’m not going to fire you. Every day, you’ll come in and follow orders, just as usual. Except now, when this girl comes by to visit, she’s not going to be at the office to see you.”

Tyler stared hard, almost as though he couldn’t believe this.

“You’re going to get a special treat today,” I said. “To make sure you really understand your new place, you’re going to get to see us have sex. Isn’t that a nice treat? And when we’re done, you’re going to say ‘Thank you, Master’ and ‘Thank you, Mistress.’”

His eyes got huge as he heard those words, but Tyler lacked the strength to contradict either of us.

Nick grabbed me, picked me up off of my feet, and through me to the bed. I landed with the doubts, and he straddled me, pulling off my bra with practiced ease. His hands went down onto my wrists, pinning me, trapping me, making me feel powerless and feminine all at the same time. Then he started to lick and suck on my nipples, teasing them.

After a little while, he kissed me again.

I soon lost myself to that storm of sensations. Everything was so powerful.

Every few seconds or minutes, I tried to push at him, to demonstrate that I could fight back, but he grabbed me every time and reasserted his control. This man was in charge.

He wore a nice suit, he was strong, and he soon had me naked.

My panties didn’t last long. He yanked them down the length of my legs and through them to the floor, just a few inches in front of Tyler.

Nick glanced over his shoulder at the other pathetic male, “This girl is mine now.”

Then he unzipped his pants, and I spread my legs for him. He rammed into me just a second later, but my body was so slick and open and ready for him. As he penetrated me, I cried out, moaning. I never made sounds like that for Tyler, but then he didn’t know what he was doing. He didn’t understand how to work me up into this kind of frenzy.

Just a few feet away, Tyler had to watch.

Technically, he wasn’t bound, not anymore, yet something else even more profound held him in place: the truth. I had finally told him the truth, so he now knew his place. He wasn’t some successful man with a good job and a beautiful girl. Oh no. He was the cuckolded, that pathetic example of a man who wasn’t good enough to keep his woman satisfied. So now I was naked and on my back, getting taken and used. I felt Nick’s cock pump into me, going harder and faster. I called out, “I’m coming!”

With every second, I moaned as I lost myself to the ecstasy.

Since I was with Nick, I didn’t even need to fake it.

We moved against one another, our bodies clawing and pawing as we went at it like wild animals. Finally, he growled, grunting as he came hard. And when he was done, he pulled out. He zipped up his pants, and I rolled off of the bed as well.

Nick basically had to hold me up for the first few seconds. Then, almost kindly, I remembered to loosen the gag. Finally, Tyler could speak now that we had told him the truth.

Tyler gulped, looked down at the floor, and then he started talking. His voice may have shaken, but he said, “Thank you, Master. Thank you, Mistress.” Just like that, he understood the truth.

The End


Student Keyholder

As students filter out of the room, I stare down into the desk drawer, my eyes wide as I absorb the information they’re telling me. The bottom of the drawer is empty. When I first walked into this classroom and opened it up and dropped the key inside, there had been a phone charging cord, a bag of chips, and that was it. The key made the third item.

But now the drawer is completely empty. I’ve taken out of the cord and chips, and I still can’t see the key.

Biting down on the inside of my mouth, I start to touch the different corners of the drawer, thinking maybe the key slipped into some crevice that I can’t quite see.

My key!

There’s absolutely no way I lost it!

Heart pounding, I keep trying. After a few more seconds, I pull the drawer all the way out. I turn it upside down.

A couple of students, Maria and Tiffany, glance in my direction, but I hardly care about the attention of paying to me. I’m their professor, and I might look insane, but I don’t give a damn, especially now. I can’t lose it. I can’t lose that key!

After I’ve made absolutely certain that it’s not in the drawer, I shove it back in the desk, and then I pull out the one below, hoping that the key maybe slipped out somehow. That drawer is completely empty as well. I push it shut.

When I glance up again, one of my students is standing in front of me. “Can we talk for a second?”

Veronica. She’s one of my more frustrating students. Aside from the fact that she’s the cliché high school cheerleader who must now deal with the difficulties of college, I’m really not in the mood. She might to do well with some of her other teachers because of her long blonde hair, her vivid blue eyes, and her perfect body, but I don’t care about that. Even if I might sneak glances in her direction when I’m lecturing, it doesn’t mean anything right now.

The key. I need that freaking key!

“Actually, I’m in a little bit of a rush,” I tell her. “If you want to speak to me, you’ll have to come to my office hours.”

“When are those again?” Veronica asks with something that might be a coquettish smile.

“It’s on the syllabus,” I growl back at her. I go back to the first two drawers without even glancing in her direction, so I don’t see her as she leaves.

Breathing in and out, I do my best to remain calm. I have to stay focused. But at the same time, I’m trying to think of alternatives. I stand up, and as I do so, I can feel the extra weight between my legs.

This was just supposed to be a game, I tell myself, but I always knew that I was messing with something potentially dangerous. “I’ll find it,” I mouth without making a sound.

To make matters worse, the next class is heading in. Random freshmen and sophomores start to take their seats. A few of the students glance in my direction. They must be able to tell that I’m frantic, but I don’t care.

I keep searching the desk, doing everything I can to appear like a qualified professional as I feel the clock ticking through every second. It won’t be long now.

“Are you looking for something?” someone asks.

I snap my head up, and I’m about to growl something, but then I see it’s the professor who will be using this classroom next. Breathing out slowly, I look around the room. Sure enough, it is already filled with a bunch of students from the next class.

“No. I just thought I lost my pen,” I say as I quickly close my binder, my laptop, and gather up my extra handouts. I put everything away in my backpack, and then I had out of the classroom. Frustrated—and scared—I glance over my shoulder and wonder where my key could have gone.

Losing something sucks. Seriously, it’s so frustrating because I have to rely on all of the stupid clichés. I keep thinking about where I saw the key last, where it could have gone. Small and silver, it could have fallen. I did check around at the front desk. I scanned along all of the walls and everything.

But I didn’t find it.

What if I can’t find it?

No. That’s not going to happen.

Why did I buy one of the strongest, most secure chastity devices on the market?

As I get to my office, I want to stop and think my head against the door’s solid wood. But because someone might walk biting a moment, I instead force myself to unlock the door, and I stepped inside. I threw myself down against my chair, and I slumped therefore a few seconds as I hope some brilliant inspiration will occur to me.

Frustrated, I stand up. Fortunately, area the curtains are drawn back, so no one will be able to see me. Since I don’t share this office with anyone, it’s not like a coworker is just going to walk in here either. I pulled on my pants, and I look down at the lock now bound around my waist and between my legs.

Even now, I can’t help but admire the intensity of this thing. The steel band circles my waist. It connects down to the cage around my shaft. Then there’s another band that fits around the underside of my balls. Altogether, it prevents me from enjoying any erections. I’m definitely not going to be able to climax in this thing either.

Then I look at the steel, silver veneer of the lock.

I’m never going to be able to get this thing off. Maybe if I used a chainsaw or something, but that would be ridiculously dangerous. So really…the only way out of this is to find that key!

But how?

The answer is obvious. First, I’m going to have to wait.

Yeah, that’s not going to work. Pushing myself back in my chair, I stare up at the ceiling as I run my fingers through my hair. This comforts me for maybe a second, then I start laughing because I could always pull a fire alarm. That would get those other teachers and students out of the classroom.

I’m absolutely certain I put the key in that drawer.

Why?

Because I was an idiot. Seriously, I should have just a stowed away in my pocket. It had become probably the most valuable possession I have, and yet I just tossed it into some random drawer?

Inhaling and exhaling, I wonder what’s going to happen if I can’t find it. Seriously, did I just deprive myself of ever having another orgasm?

Obnoxiously, the thought makes my shaft start to harden even as the fear grips me. No. No way. I’m the kind of guy who needs to take care of himself every day. In those times when I’m in a relationship, my girlfriends inevitably end up complaining about how much sex I crave. That’s destroyed more than one of my relationships.

My breathing speeds up, my heart starts pounding, and I really don’t know how I’m supposed to deal with this.

I’m an idiot!

Why did I start messing around with this cage?

Because it turns me on, just like so many other things.

I shake my head and clench my eyes shut. I thought it was going to be amazing to stand up in front of a class, especially one with girls like Veronica, Tiffany, and Maria. There are so many cute females, and I wanted to stand in front of them. I wanted to enjoy that paradox of being powerful as their teacher even as my most sensitive body part was trapped in a steel cage.

Breathing out slowly, I tell myself not to freak out. More than that, I make the silent promise that I will find the key. This is a logical universe, meaning it must be somewhere. The key didn’t randomly disintegrate. I doubt anyone is going to pick up a random key even if it happened to fall under a desk or something. I just have to wait until the end of the day when the classes are done, and I’ll be able to go in there and scour that room from top to bottom.

These thoughts make me feel better for a few more seconds, but then someone knocks on the door.

You know what? I can’t deal with this.

I get up and go to the door. I open it, and there’s Maria standing in front of me. She has dark hair and a matching complexion. She’s a beautiful girl who has a penchant for wearing low-cut tops that show off her cleavage. Right now, I know I’m playing with fire, but I sneak a glimpse down at those curves, and my shaft starts to harden, only to field the metal bars of the cage between my legs.

Yeah, I really can’t deal with any of my students right now. “Maria, I’m really sorry, but something has come up. I’m going to have to cancel my office hours today.”

“Oh. Sorry. I understand,” she says and quickly turns away, scurrying back down the hallway.

I’m about to slam the door shut, only then there’s someone else standing there. She has her hands on her hips as she stares at me. “Did you hear that?” I ask Veronica.

“I heard,” she replies, only she doesn’t move. “But you know, I think the key to a good education is open communication between students and faculty. Wouldn’t you agree, Professor Rogers?”

I hardly notice what she’s saying. “Yeah. I guess so.”

“That’s why I’m so grateful you’re keyed into the needs of your students.”

What?

No way.

No freaking way.

I hear the snotty little emphasis she adds, and I can’t believe it.

“Professor Rogers, you really should focus on the needs of your students. You wouldn’t want to be rude now, would you?”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that you really, really don’t want to cancel your office hours.” Then she just walks right past me and into my office. She’s standing there. I turn around and watch as she beckons me back toward my desk with one finger.

Practically numb, I turn around and follow her. I fall into my chair, and I look at her. My eyes narrow slightly as I try to understand what’s happening here. There’s no way Veronica knows about my key. It’s just impossible. I mean, how could she possibly?

“What is this about?” I ask.

“You should be a good boy and go close the door.”

“Veronica, I’m serious.”

“And so am I,” she answers with a chipper grin. “Now I don’t want to have to repeat myself.”

My lips harden, and I’m tempted to just kick her out. But something tells me I need to listen to her, so I get up, and I pulled the door closed. I go back to my chair, and I sit down. “Good boy. You see, it’s not that hard. You don’t have to be a jerk all the time.”

“What is this about?”

“A key.”

The color drains away from my cheeks, leaving me pale. She sees all of this, and she pushes herself back in the chair. She brings her knees up as she giggles like some excited schoolgirl who has had too much sugar. “Oh, wow. It’s yours. It’s really yours,” she says.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I stutter, only she points at me and laughs some more. “Liar!”

“Look, Veronica, I really think you should leave.”

Those words cut through her amusement because she straightened her back and looks at me, her expression morphing from delighted to serious in less than a second. Her voice flat, she asks, “are you sure about that. Are you sure you really want me to leave, especially because we both know you’re wearing a chastity cage right now.”

“That, that’s crazy.”

“Then you wouldn’t mind if I took the key I found in class today and threw it off a bridge.” She gets up, and she heads toward the door. She takes one step after another. Eyes wide, I watch her. With my mouth open, I don’t even know what to say. My voice abandoned me, and it feels like I’ve forgotten how to talk.

Just before she can turn the knob, something in my brain reboots. “Wait!”

With a sly grin slipping along her lips, she turns around. “Why?”

“Because I need that key.”

“And why is that?” She bats her eyes innocently.

“I just need it.”

“Oh no,” she says. “I’m not going to give it back to you unless you tell me why.” She knows. We both know she knows. And yet, I can’t admit it.”

Something inside of me breaks, and defeat floods through my brain. I bow my head down and stare at her feet. She’s wearing a pair of expensive sandals. “Because you’re right. I’m wearing a device.”

“Oh really?” Veronica says, her voice light and taunting. “What kind of device?”

That’s it. She’s not going to be satisfied with anything less than the absolute truth. “A chastity device.”

“Yeah, I thought as much. You see, I used to date a boy who’s really into those things. He bought one too, so I recognized the key when I saw it. You know, it was probably a really bad idea for you to step outside, especially when you just left the key to your chastity cage in a drawer. Silly, silly boy.”

“Just give it back to me,” I growl at her.

“No.” The word comes out light and airy. It hangs on the air, so I lift my eyes, and I look up at her. “What?”

“I said no,” she tells me, leaning forward. “Because I’m your keyholder now.”

“Because I’m your keyholder now,” she said, so those words reverberate behind my eyes, bouncing back and forth. I can’t believe it. No way.

“No. That’s not acceptable,” I tell her, straightening my back as I adopt the most professional real tone I can. I’m an authority figure, do not going to let this eighteen-year-old college freshman intimidates me. “You’re going to go get that key right now, and you will bring it back here. It’s my property. You have to give it back to me.”

She listens politely, and then she touches a finger to the corner of her mouth. “Um…no. I don’t have to do anything you say anymore, Professor Rogers. In fact, I’m pretty sure you have the situation reversed.”

“What?”

“Well, I’m your keyholder now, so if you ever want to get access to your cock again,” she says, seeming to revel in the use of vulgar language, “then you had better do whatever I say.”

I can’t believe what I’m hearing. “This isn’t a game.”

“You’re right. This isn’t a game. This is something much better,” she tells me. “Because I’m going to win every single time. You like your penis, don’t you? You want to be able to touch yourself, to have sex again, right? If so, then you had better do whatever I say because you don’t want me to lose your keys. Oh, I’m sorry. I meant my key.”

“Please, I can pay you. Just let me buy it back from you.”

She throws her head back and laughs. “But Professor Rogers! I already own you. And since I own you, I own everything you have. In fact, look you prove it to you. Open your wallet and give me twenty dollars.”

“What?”

“I don’t really need the money,” she says, “but I just want to see the look on your face when you obey me for the very first time.”

“I can’t. I won’t.”

“You sure about that?”

Her question might sound more curious than threatening, but something inside of me cracks, and I reach down, grabbing my wallet. I open it up and take out one hill. But then, her eyes widened. “Oh, you have a lot more money than I would have expected. That’s adorable. I bet you’re one of those guys who likes to carry around a lot of cash to show off when you have to buy something. Is that right?”

When I don’t say anything, she giggles. “It’s okay. Boys are pretty silly. I guess you are no exception. So anyway, just empty your wallet and give me all of your cash.”

My lips part, and I’m about to say something, but she raises a finger and wags it in my direction. “No backtalk unless you want to be punished. Remember. I can let you out of your cage in an hour or a week or a month or a year.”

A year?

The thought shoots cold dread down my spine. As my breathing catches, I find myself pulling the stack of bills from my wallet and I hold it out to her. She takes it daintily and puts it away in her purse. “Thank you. You see, that wasn’t very difficult, now was it?”

“Please. You had your fun. Just give me the key.”

She throws her head back and laughs. As she does, the light glints along the long strands of her beautiful blonde hair.

“Professor Rogers! We are just getting started!” She leaned back in her chair, and she watches me for a few seconds. “You know, I’ve had kind of a stressful day. Come over here and give me a foot massage.” She slips her toes out of the sandals, and I stare at her.

“How about this? Every time you disobey me, I’m going to add another day to your chastity term.”

My eyes get big again.

“I’ll be nice and start you off in just one day. You’re going to stay in your cage for the rest of today. But if you don’t get down on your knees right now, I’m going to add another day.”

“Veronica,” I start to say, only she interrupts me.

“The day after tomorrow,” she says.

“You can’t—”

“Three days.”

The next thing I know, I’m on my knees in front of her, and I hold out my hands. She raises her leg and lightly touches the ball of her foot to the palms of my hands.

“There we go. That’s what I like to see,” she says, her face flushed and a lit with the ecstasy of control and power.

Tentatively, I reach up with one hand, and I began to massage her foot. I don’t know if I’m doing a very good job or not, but I glanced in her direction, and she is grinning at me. Veronica is definitely enjoying this.

“Please, just me back the key,” I start to say.

“No. You aren’t allowed to talk until I give you permission again. Now be a quiet boy and do as you’re told.”

I open my mouth, frustrated beyond belief. As a college teacher, I make my living by talking. I can’t believe that this girl has the gall to try to silence me!

And yet, I don’t make another sound. I can’t because she’s already assigned me three days of chastity. The thought makes my shaft struggle against the bonds of its cage, but I can’t achieve an erection while I’m wearing this belt.

“That’s right. Just massage my feet,” she says as I gently push down on her big toe and work my way progressively down. My fingers glide along her soft, smooth skin. At one point, she starts to giggle, but she gets a handle on her reactions.

“Now use your mouth,” she says.

I’m already on my knees before this girl, massaging her feet. I look up at her, confused, like I can’t really process the command.

“You heard me,” she answers my unspoken question.

This time, I obey more quickly. I’m not sure if it’s the authority in her voice or the threat of additional time, but I lean down. Stretching my neck, I open my mouth and wrap my lips around her big toe. I feel her and taste her along my lips and tongue. Hot frustration shoots through my body, but there’s nothing I can do. I just need to get the key back.

That’s going to happen at some point, I know. I have every confidence in my abilities.

I lick her gently, sliding my tong along the contours of her toes. Just as I did when I massaged her, now I lick them going from the biggest to smallest. All the while, I can feel her eyes on me as she studies me. “You know, when I first saw you, I thought you were such an arrogant prick. Look at you now!”

I can’t say anything, but because of her command and the fact that my mouth is otherwise occupied. That doesn’t keep Veronica from speaking, however. “I’m going to enjoy having you as my chastity slave. Don’t worry. It’s only for three days…for now. If you can behave yourself, I’ll even give you back your key. That’s what you really want, isn’t it?”

My heart is pounding as I hear these words.

“Of course, there’s a lot we can do in three days. You want to hear one of my favorite parts? After you lick my toes, you’re going to log into the course website, and you’re going to change my grade. I know I’ve missed five or six or ten assignments or whatever, but I don’t think that’s as important as what I’m learning through our little tutoring session here.”

Part of me wants to rebel against all of this, to silently protest, to promise myself that I won’t change her grade.

But I hardly know I will.

Without the key, I’m nothing!

I have to get back!

She knows this, and that’s why she can make me lick her feet. She lifts one leg up, exposing the arch of her foot. “Go on,” she says, coaxing me like I’m some dog.

I raise myself up and lean in. I kiss her foot gently, first of my lips before I start to lick with the tip of my tong. I look up, and I see along the length of her naked leg all the way to her panties. My cock strains against its cage as I continue to lick her, frustrated and humiliated in equal measure. I need to make this stop, but I don’t what to do! I don’t know how to make that happen!

“Good boy. That’s right. Keep going,” she says.

The seconds tick off into minutes, and I still can’t stop. She switches feet, and I’m still nuzzling her, licking her, kissing her. But after that, she has something even worse in mind.

“Very good,” she says, lowering her feet back into her sandals.

I’m not sure what to expect, except she stands up, and she raises her skirt. The white pleats bunch up around her waist and she reveals her pink panties. Veronica hooks her thumbs into the elastic, and she tugs the underwear down, letting its bill to her ankles. Then she steps free, and she looks over at my chair. “Move,” she orders.

I get out of her way, and she sits down at my desk. She turns and faces me, only now she is spreading her knees.

“You know what’s funny?”

I don’t say anything.

“Answer me,” she commands. “Oh, and that’s going to be a fourth day for you.”

I bristle. Sure, I was only quiet because I wanted to be defiant, but I loathe the ease with which she can punish me.

“What?”

“Guys my age really don’t like going down on girls. They think it’s gross or embarrassing or whatever,” she says. “Fortunately for me, that’s not going to be a problem anymore.” She beckons me forward with another wave of one finger.

I crawl toward her, and that’s when she reaches up. She slides her fingers through my hair, and she takes a firm hold of my scalp. As her grip sends jolts of pain into the top of my head, I lift my gaze and stare into the shine of her azure eyes. In this moment, she knows she can do whatever she wants.

“I’ve never had a teacher go down on me before…” she coos.

I started think that I might get the chance to say something, only she pulls my head forward. Sliding her hand down along to the back of my skull, she forces my face between her legs.

Her pussy is right there in front of my face, in front of my eyes, in front of my lips.

Frozen for just a moment, I’m not sure what to do. I can’t believe that I’m really going to serve a student like this. It is humiliating and degrading, only I can’t think of any alternative. This is what she wants me to do, and if I don’t, I might not ever climax again. The idea of somehow trying to live without any orgasms seems impossible.

So I start licking.

It happens all at once. It feels like it’s happening to someone else, yet this is a choice I’m making. As she tightens her grip on the back of my head, I lap my tong over her damp crevice. Even before I started, she’s wet.

Just the idea of having me in this position is enough to arouse her. This girl is a sadistic brat, and she wants to play with me.

“Deeper,” she commands. Because of her orders, I plunge my tongue into her pussy. I lick her, swiping up and down, left and right. Seconds later, I can feel the swollen contours of her clitoris. I start licking that one point, and I hear that sharp intake of breath. This is what she really wants.

“Oh, there we go. There’s a good boy,” she taunts.

I lift my eyes for just a moment, and she staring off into the distance. Even so, I can’t help but admire her shapely cheeks, her big eyes, and her perfectly shaped chin. This girl could be a model, but none of that matters.

My tongue continues to swirl even as it slides up and down.

“Yes. Yes! That’s right! Lick me, like me hard, Professor Rogers!” I want to admonish her, tell her that she needs to be quiet. I can’t risk anyone seeing this happening.

But I can’t speak either. That much is obvious, so I continue to work, sliding my tongue all around until she squeezes her hips against my cheeks. She cries out, practically screaming. Then she pushes back, and I’m down on my knees before her, but she giggles and grins.

For a little while, Veronica doesn’t say anything.

“Wow. Professor Rogers, that was amazing. I’m really impressed. I think I’m going to have you do that a lot more from now on.”

“Please. Just give me back the key,” I say to her.

“Five days.”

“What?”

“Six,” she tells me.

My eyes get big, and I inhale, thinking that I’m going to try to talk to her again, only I stop myself at the last moment.

“Good boy. Now you’re starting to figure it out,” she teases.

A little while before all of this, she told me to be quiet. And I had started talking without permission. I wasn’t answering any questions, so I was being punished.

Rather than say anything, I just whimper like some beaten dog. I hate myself for doing it, yet the sound vibrates from my chest.

She leans forward. She has her knees together now. “Oh, don’t feel bad. Just think about everything you get to learn over the next six days.”

Learn? What is she talking about?

“For one, you’re going to start to figure out that I’m smarter than you. That’s why I knew to check out your desk while you left of the room. That was really, really dumb, don’t you think?”

She keeps her eyes on me, so I know that she expects an answer this time.

“Yeah, that was dumb,” I say to her.

“And that means you’re dumb, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah, sure.”

Veronica lifts a finger and wags it from side to side. “Oh, no. I don’t like the sound of your attitude. Try again.”

Glowering at her, I can barely believe that I’m doing this. She’s a student! She’s just some dumb blonde airhead! Simply because she has my key, she thinks she’s better than me, smarter than me, more mature than me. She doesn’t think she has to listen to me at all!

Before I can say something in my regret, I stopped myself and consider my situation. She has my key. She has access to my cage. Even though it takes all of my self-control, I give her what she wants. “Yes, Veronica. That means I’m dumb.”

“You know, I don’t think I like you and use my first name. From now on, you should address me as ma’am.”

“What?”

She grins at me again, showing off her white teeth. “Seven days.”

A week!

Open my mouth, ready to protest, but then I have to say something else. If I argue with her, shall just add more time!

Realizing this, I drop my head down, pinning my eyes to the floor. “Yes, ma’am.”

Seven days. I have to wait for seven days before she’ll give me back my key.

Along the way, she isn’t satisfied simply to leave me horny and frustrated. No, she’s insists on teasing me. It starts with her uniform. Technically, the girls at our university don’t have any particular dress code outside of the obvious. Still, she decides to start putting on a white blouse and a little pleated skirt. She wears it to class. At the same time, she always sits toward the front of the room, and she flashes me.

When I glance in her direction, I can tell that she’s not wearing any panties. No one else can see up her skirt, which only makes my shaft try to harden. Erections begin, only to fail against of the bars of the chastity cage.

Whenever that happens, I stutter and stumble. In class, I’m supposed to be articulate as I discuss the finer points of chemistry with my students. And yet, I become an inarticulate mess. Whenever that happens, Veronica raises her hands over her face, and it’s clear that she’s laughing at me.

Then, she sometimes stops by after class to talk to me.

“Professor, I think I want you to give me some more money. Empty your wallet.” Luckily, no one else has been in the room when she does this to me. Despite my obvious reluctance, I quickly pulled out my cash and gave it to her. She counted each time. I’m worried that someday she might demand more. But so far, she has been satisfied.

Before class though, she’s taunted me in another way. She asked if she could talk to me outside. At the other students who had arrived early probably assumed that this was just a conversation about her grade or something.

Either way, I followed her out into the hall, per her request. Really, it was a demand, and we both knew it. That’s why she flashed me this obnoxious little grin as we headed out.

Around us, other students were heading off to other classes. I looked at her, my arms crossed.

“What did you want to talk about?” I asked.

“Nothing really,” she said quietly. “I just wanted to ask you about your cage. How does it feel?”

She didn’t drop her voice or anything. Immediately, I glanced around, terrified that someone might have been paying attention to our conversation. As far as I could tell, that was the case.

“You’re at seven days right now. Do you want me to add more?”

“I don’t like it,” I said. Then I dropped my voice to a whisper. “Ma’am.”

She threw her head back and laughed. That beautiful sound bounced along the walls. To make matters worse, she clearly didn’t care if anyone started paying attention.

“Good boy. Tell me. Are you horny?”

“Yes,” I hissed.

“Really? Tell me about that.”

I closed my eyes for a second. “Ma’am, I usually take care of myself every day. But now, I can’t do that. It’s getting hard to think, hard to sleep.”

“Oh, poor boy. Blue balls must be so rough for you,” she said with a grin.

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied.

“Tell me. Am I better than you?”

I glared at her. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Good,” she said. “That reminds me. Maria didn’t do very well on the last test. I think you scored it wrong. Be sure to give her an A.”

“I can’t do that,” I hissed back at her.

“Eight days.” She put her hands on her hips. “What was that?”

“I mean, yes, ma’am,” I said to her.

“Good boy.” With another smirk, she looked at me. “That reminds me. I want to set an appointment with you to see you for your office hours. I think you need to go down on me again.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said to her.

Really, I was at her disposal whenever she wanted, however she wanted.

But this is it. Finally. It’s been ten days, but I haven’t incurred any other infractions, so she has to give me back the key. She’s had her fun. I promised to give her an A, one that she doesn’t deserve, but I don’t care at this point. I just want to get the key back. I want to slide it into the padlock and open it up. I want to take it off along with the rest of the belt and cage. And then I’m going to fling it off a bridge or throw it into a wood chipper or something. I just need to make sure I never, ever see this thing again!

Right as class is about to start, I scan the room, desperate to see her again. She doesn’t show up until a few seconds before class begins. Still dressed in that frustratingly alluring schoolgirl uniform, she takes her seat at the front of the class. She smiles at me.

“Veronica, can I have a word with you?”

“Sure thing,” she says.

As she walks up in front of me, I can see the small chain dangling around her neck. I have to hope that the key is at the other end.

Soon, we are back out in the hallway again, and class is now technically late, but I don’t care.

“It’s been ten days, ma’am. May I have the key now?”

“No,” she says.

My lips part, my jaw falls open, and she giggles at me. “Oh, don’t worry your cute little head. I’m still going to give it to you tonight assuming you behave yourself and don’t need any more days added to your term.”

More than anything, I want to beg for the key right now. I need to get off! I need to free myself! I can’t take the frustration. It’s corrosive, eating into all of my thoughts and ideas. It’s hard for me to focus.

“This is what going to happen, Professor Rogers. You’re going to go in there and teach the class like you always do. Then afterward, you’re going to take me back to your office, and you’re going to get down on your knees and lick me. After that, you’ll go through the rest of your day, and I will send you a text message. You’ll come meet me at my apartment, and I will give you the key there. Understand?” Just to tease me, she pulls her necklace out from her blouse, and she lets the small charm at the end of the chain dangle from side to side.

Really, there’s only one answer for me to give her. “Yes, ma’am,” I say.

She skips back into the classroom, and I follow her. Her skirt bounces with every hop, and I begin to get eager for the chance to lick her again.

With Veronica seated at my desk, she spread her legs and I crawled up before her. Like some obedient peasant ready to serve his princess, I licked her pussy just the way she wanted. By this point, I was getting pretty good at it.

Afterward, she left.

I watched her go, and I had no idea what was going to happen next. Was she going to give me the key as she had promised? Technically, she had no reason to lie to me.

For the next hour or so, I carefully watched my phone, desperate to see a text message from her.

It arrived.

The message came with her address, and she wanted me at her place that evening.

So now, I’m right here outside of her door. I knocked, nervous. But it opens, and Veronica is right there. She has on a black dress that seems to shimmer in the evening air. She reaches out and takes me by the hand. She pulls me forward. “There’s my good teacher boy,” she teases.

She closes the door behind her, and that’s when she points to the floor. “I want to see you crawl.”

“Can I have my key, ma’am?” I’m very careful to use her title because I don’t want to give her any reason to punish me.

“No, not yet,” she says. Then she turns around and starts walking. She heads off to the bedroom door off to the side. She opens it and walks in.

Reluctantly, I lower myself to my hands and knees. Then I crawl across my student’s apartment floor. I make my way to the threshold, and that’s when I see her sitting there at the edge of the bed. “Come on,” she says, patting the spot next to her.

I crawl again, this time as she watches.

Then I climb up onto the bed, and she pushes me down to my back. “I want to see it. I want to see your chastity cage. Strip for me. Get completely naked.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I say. Part of me desperately hopes that she’s going to use the key herself. Veronica has everything she wants, right? She can’t keep me like this.

Soon, I’m naked, and she laughs to herself. “You’re cute. Maybe a little bit small, but I guess that makes sense. I mean, you have to get your confidence from lording your authority over all of your students. You’re like one of those little dogs that has a big bark, aren’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I tell her.

I will do or say anything if it means I might be able to get this thing off.

Now that I’m naked, she touches to fingers to my chest, and she pushes me down onto my back. From there, she straddles me. Under any other circumstance, this would feel amazing. I would love to have this nubile girl on top of me, poised to ride me hard. But I know that’s not going to happen. I won’t get to feel the hot tightness of her pussy around my shaft.

“Close your eyes,” she commands.

I obey. Even as I do it, something inside of me tenses with nervous anticipation. She nudges my arms toward the corners of the bed, and I don’t really know what’s going to happen, but then I hear the clicks. I feel the metal around my wrists.

“You can look now,” she allows.

At once, I twist around, just in time to see the handcuffs locked to her bed frame. I pull helplessly, but it doesn’t do any good. Chained down now, I can’t move!

“You can’t get away.” Then she takes out the key. It’s at the end of her necklace now, and she slides back between my legs. She unlocks the belt. She pulls it off of me, and she smiles down as my erection springs up instantly.

“You see, I let you out of the device. Aren’t I nice?” Veronica asks.

“Yes, ma’am,” I tell her.

But she doesn’t release me from the handcuffs. Instead, Veronica smiles down, giggling like there’s something special about to happen. Then she touches me. She glides her fingertips over my shaft, and feel so good. Ten days of desperation come pouring out, and I can barely keep myself in check.

“Don’t you dare come,” she tells me with a wicked grin. “Please, ma’am, I can’t take this. Please, stop!”

“I’m only going to stop if you tell me what I’ve done to you.”

“You took my key and you’ve trained me.”

“How? How have I trained you?” Veronica asks, taunting me with every question.

“You, you’ve made me into your slave!” Really, that’s the only way to describe it. Nothing else would be accurate.

She laughs as she wraps her fingers around my cock. “That’s right. You’re my chastity slave now. I’m keeping you, Professor Rogers.” She giggles as she uses my title, like she can hardly keep a straight face.

“No! No, please!” But she squeezes again, applying that perfect amount of pressure, and there’s no way for me to resist. The orgasm sweeps through me, stealing control of my body. I, hard, shooting my load up along my torso. Splashes against me, and all of my thoughts disappear. Suddenly, I’m not thinking about the consequences. My eyes are open and locked on this beautiful girl. As she laughs at me, I can’t think of anything else.

“Oh, look at that,” she says even as she jerks me off. “You failed to obey. I guess that means you have to go back in your cage after this. I guess that means you’re going to stay my chastity slave. It’s okay. We both know this is what you want. You never really liked to getting off or having sex with women. You just want to be a plaything for a beautiful girl. Well, guess what? This is your life now!”

Those words echo inside of my head again and again until that point when she finally pulls her hand away. Because she’s gracious and wipes me down. Then she locks me back in the cage. I hear the sound of the lock engaging, and I know that I’m never getting out of this. I’m going to be her slave, trapped in chastity for as long as she likes.

The End


Earned Release

Erika, Amy, and Lauren seemed like normal college girls. Gorgeous, all twenty, and ready to relax after a long week of studying, part-time jobs, and the normal social rigors of young women, they decided to hang out at Amy’s apartment. Tonight, they’d switch between hot chocolate and wine, watch terrible movies, chat, laugh, and joke around.

After about two hours, it was Lauren who brought it up, “Have you heard about the that challenge?”

“Is this an online thing?” Amy asked. The three girls were on the living room floor. Blankets, pillows, and sheets were spread around them, forming a tangled nest of soft linens for the young women. “Because I think it’s stupid how people screw around online. Yeah, I know they just want the page views, but some of the stuff they do is just idiotic.”

“It’s not really an online thing,” Lauren said conspiratorially. “It actually sounds kind of hot.”

“What is it?” Erika asked.

Lauren, as a theater major, had a reputation for the dramatic. When it came to her friends, she was always protective, sweet, and passionate, but she loved seeing the world through a lens of high drama, as though the world pivoted on a playwright’s pen.

“It’s a game,” Lauren said.

“Can you be any more vague than that?” Amy asked with an edge of sarcasm.

When Lauren pouted back at her, she kept her voice low like she was about to share some important secret. “Actually, it’s pretty simple. You get a group of girls, they get the right equipment, and they lure a boy to their apartment or dorm room or whatever, and they trick him.”

“Trick him into doing what?” Erika wanted to know.

“After the first step, they can pretty much making do whatever they want. I think that’s kind of the point of the game.”

“And what’s the first step?” Amy asked.

Lauren hesitated again. She dropped her voice even more. She was just barely whispering now. “Have you guys heard about chastity devices?”

“Chastity devices?” Amy repeated the words as though they came from a foreign language. “Like a chastity belt? Isn’t that what kings made their wives where back in the Dark Ages or something?”

“Kind of,” Lawrence said without really being sure herself. “But there are modern chastity devices. For boys.”

“Really?” Before Erika quite knew what she was doing, she pulled out her phone.

“You don’t have to look it up online,” Lauren told her.

Amy stared hard at her redheaded friend. “You didn’t,” she stated, yet they all heard the note of uncertainty.

“Maybe,” Lauren said as she reached out and grabbed her backpack. Normally, the black satchel would’ve held thick textbooks, her laptop, and a couple of notebooks. Today, it had her pajamas, some spare clothes, and some extra toiletries. Only now she reached down to the bottom, a bright smile on her face as she sounded the box and pulled it out.

When the girls saw it, they stared hard for a few seconds. They studied the exterior, almost memorizing the lines.

“It looks like a cock,” Erika said.

Amy glanced over at her. “He said cock.”

“What else am I supposed to call it?”

Lauren interrupted, “Ladies, it doesn’t really matter. What’s important is what this is and what it means.”

Amy reached out tentatively, picked up the box, and studied it intently. “Oh, I see how this works. There’s like a plastic ring that goes under the scrotum, and it locks onto the top here. I guess there’s a padlock right there?”

“Why do you even have this?” Erika asked.

Lauren glanced at both of her friends. “Because I think we should try it.”

“Try what?”

“The game,” Lauren said. “We should play What Would You Do?”

Erika lowered her voice to a fake stage whisper and said, “I’m not sure if you realize this, but we don’t have the equipment for a game like this.”

“Not us, obviously.” Lauren took a breath, steadied her features, and then she looked out at both of her friends. For the redhead, this was essentially a performance—her favorite activity! “We would need to invite a boy over.”

“Wait up,” Amy said. “I think we need to back up a little bit. How does this game work?”

“Okay, so it’s not really a game,” Lauren allowed. “From what I understand, it works like this: you get a group of girls, they get a chastity cage, they bring a boy over, they convince him to wear it, and then the tease him. They tease him to see exactly how far he’ll go in order to get out of his cage and get off.”

“Get off?” Erika asked. Her voice rippled with nervous energy.

With clinically precise precision, Lauren answered, “Get off as in have an orgasm.”

“That wouldn’t work,” Erika said automatically. “Besides, a boy wouldn’t be dumb enough to put this on in the first place.” As the words left her lips, she didn’t know if she was really all that sure. She glanced over at her friends. Clearly, they were having the same thoughts.

“That’s part of the game,” Lauren said. “I think we should try it.”

Amy nibbled on the inside of her mouth. With her black hair framing her face, she glanced back at her friends. “That’s crazy. That’s crazy, right? The inflection of her voice shifted from confused to questioning in a heartbeat.

“Who would we use?” Erika asked.

Of course, it was Lauren who had an instant response, “Josh.”

Amy’s eyes widened as she looked over at Erika. She was the shortest of them, the girl with sandy blonde hair, hazel-green eyes, and the sharp, feline features who swallowed and looked down at the floor. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Why not?” Loren demanded, confronting her friends. “Seriously, he was such a jerk. He told you that he liked you, then you have to ask him out, and he turned you down? No one does that to my friend!”

A sad smile tugged at the corners of Erika’s mouth. “He didn’t lead me on.”

“Yeah, he really did,” Lauren stated emphatically.

Erika glanced over at Amy. She was supposed to be the responsible one who would tell their theater major friend to relax just a little bit. Instead, the black-haired girl seemed to suck on her bottom lip for another moment. Then she looked over at Erika, “I think we should try it.”

“What?” Erika couldn’t hide the shock as a plate across her face.

“Yeah!” Lauren hollered.

“What are you thinking?” Erika didn’t mean for those the words to come out like an accusation, but they hung on the air.

Amy paused, glanced down, considered her answer, and finally peaked back up at her friend. “Josh was a jerk,” she started. “He did lead you on. He let everyone know that he had this huge crush on you, and I know we’re supposed to be adults or whatever, but it was obvious. Every time we saw him, he started flirting with you. And for what?”

“He totally led you on,” Lauren agreed.

“It was my fault,” Erika replied. “I never should’ve gotten my hopes up.”

“What’re you talking about?” Lauren demanded. “Seriously, just look yourself. You’re amazing.”

It was true; like her friends, Erika was cute and sexy. Still, she always felt a little bit self-conscious. She was short, standing just barely above five feet. And even if she had perfectly proportional breasts, a slender waist, and toned legs, she always felt like a little kid around the other college students. None of her teachers had ever asked her if she had wandered in from of the day care center, but she was still braced for the possibility.

“We should do it,” Amy said again. “We have the equipment, and I think a boy like Josh could be susceptible.”

“No way. No boy will actually dumb enough to put on a chastity cage.”

“Even if there are three girls daring him to do it?” Lauren asked.

It was Erika’s turn to bite down on her lower lip as she stared toward the floor. She glanced up at her friends, saw the confidence and certainty etched into their faces, and she knew she had to trust them.

“Okay, we can try. But no complaining when it doesn’t work.”

Of course, Erika had his phone number. Unsurprisingly, the girls spent about an hour composing the single text message. They went over the different possibilities, and Amy had to smile when she thought back to something one of her English professors had told her class. “Writing, rhetoric, composition, and communication might sound like boring phrases, something esoteric and academic, but the moment you fall in love with someone and start sending text messages, you’ll become a rhetorician. You’ll sit there and consider the implications of every capitalized word, every comma, period, your vocabulary, all of it. When you get a response, you’re going to sit there and stare at that text message for an hour as you try to figure out all of the different meanings.”

He was right, maybe realized.

Eventually, the girls settled on something simple and brazen at the same time, Hey, Josh. I’m hanging out with Amy and Lauren. We’re kind of tipsy and looking for a boy to play with. Want to come over? We need a guy for a game. She added a kissing emoji followed by a wine glass.

Just a few seconds later, he answered with, Address?

The girls had him.

Excitement seemed to pulse on the air. Erika kept glancing over at her friends as she wondered if she should try to put a stop to this. Maybe if she told them that she had changed her mind, they could politely text Josh back and tell him to stay away.

Somehow, Erika never summoned the words to her lips. Even as the doubts made her wonder if this was a good idea, she kept quiet.

“This is going to be amazing,” Lauren said. Then someone knocked on the door.

Erika and Amy both leaped to their feet.

Erika glanced down at herself. She realized she didn’t look all that sexy. In her pink pajama bottoms and a matching tank top with a white heart over her chest, she felt more like a little girl. Then again, she came out tonight assuming it would be a slumber party for Erika and her friends. She didn’t imagine any scenario where Josh might show up.

Sauntering forward with the confidence of an actress accustomed to stages, Lauren went for the door even though she didn’t live here. When she opened it, she leaned to one side and said, “Hey, Josh. How are you doing?”

“I heard you girls were looking for someone to play with,” he said, his eyes shining.

“Come in,” Lauren stepped back and waited for him to enter.

This cocky boy strutted in. He must have felt so good. These girls were all hot, so each one probably could have attracted five, ten, or fifteen boys at a moment’s notice. But somehow, all three girls had chosen Josh. Didn’t that mean he was amazing? Didn’t that make him something special?

He had every right to saunter in like a conquering hero.

Only then his eyes locked on to Erika. Maybe he realized this might be an ambush. He glanced over at Amy and Lauren, but the two girls smiled at him. Lauren probably seemed overly saccharine; Amy likely seemed nervous.

“Sit down,” Lauren said. “We have a proposition for you.” Without waiting to see if he’d obey, she rushed over to him, put her hand on his shoulder, and nudged him onto the empty chair. Then she returned to her spot on the couch with the other girls.

Before Lauren said anything else, Erika studied this young man. Yet short cropped hair, a clean-shaven face, and a strong jaw. By most standards, he was cute without being overly sexy.

She actually liked how they could’ve fit together; he wasn’t as tall as most of the other guys. But he would have been a perfect size for her.

Instead, he decided he wanted someone else. Maybe she got desperate; maybe she should have played hard to get or some other nonsense. And yet, she still sat there with her back straight and her shoulders tensed. All at once, Erika knew she couldn’t do this. She couldn’t be manipulative or cunning, no matter how hard she tried.

But the Lauren reached out and put her hand on his bicep, “Thank you for coming. We really appreciate it. We needed a guy, and we just knew you would be perfect.”

“For what?” He probably meant for those words to seem cocky and self-assured.

“A different kind of challenge,” Amy said.

“Are you familiar with chastity?”

“What?” Josh asked. “Isn’t that like a stripper name or something?”

Lauren and Amy glanced back at one another, smiling brightly because they both suspected the same thing: this boy would be perfect.

“No,” Lauren said. “Basically, it’s a form of denial. Back in the day, chastity was supposed be really good for women. They weren’t supposed to become promiscuous or sexually active.”

“But now, there’s another option.” Lauren reached under the blankets, pulled up the box, and held it out for him to see.

“What the hell is that?” Josh asked, dropping any semblance of worldly knowledge.

“It’s a chastity device,” Amy explained, “This one would be for a guy. You can see how it would fit over the shaft and prevent erections.”

“We want you to put it on,” Lauren said.

He sputtered out, “No! No way!”

“Are you sure about that?” Amy asked, surprising the other three girls. With her black hair glinting under the light, she leaned forward, but with her elbows on her knees, and she showed off some of her cleavage. Josh noticed. Like so many other boys, he couldn’t help himself. The curves of a hot girl’s chest always seemed magnetized to him, drawing his gaze a few inches below her neckline. Amy continued, her voice low and sultry, like a bedroom whisper, “If you put this on, we can have some fun.”

“What kind of fun?”

“Well, you if you do a favor for us,” Amy said. “I guess we would have to do a favor for you.”

“I want something first,” he said.

“Oh?” Lauren asked. A look of panic must have splashed across Amy’s face because she didn’t really know how to negotiate, but Lauren knew how to deal with boys, especially the arrogant ones like Josh.

“Yeah,” he said.

“You can ask for whatever you want,” Lauren said. She kept her dark green eyes aimed at him.

He seemed to get nervous under the myriad of possibilities. Showing up to a girls’ slumber party sounded like a fantasy, but now she made him ask for something.

“I want to see the two of you kiss,” he said, pointing from Lauren to Erika and back again.

The petite girl saw this, flinched, and glanced over at the redhead.

“And if we do that, would you put on the chastity device?”

“Absolutely,” he said.

Lauren pivoted toward her friend, raised a hand, and beckoned her with the curve of a single finger.

Erika knew she didn’t have to do this, but there was something about the possibilities buzzing through the air that made her get up. She seemed to move automatically, without conscious thought on her part. She came over to Lauren, and she leaned down.

For a moment, she imagined just giving Lauren a peck on the cheek, something innocent and far from what Josh should probably envisioned. But too bad for him. He had been a jerk, and—

Before Erika to finish the thought, Lauren gently touched her hands to her friend’s cheeks, pulled her down, and embraced her in a soft, slow, and sensuous kiss. It was deep and powerful.

Sure, these girls had joked about kissing in front guys before, but it had always been teasing, like a possibility which would never materialize.

Until now.

Erika didn’t know what was happening. Time seemed to slow down even as it sped up. The seconds must have swam by, yet it felt fast and delicious all at the same time. Finally, Lauren let go, and Erika sputtered.

Amy spoke up, “There we go. Now it’s your turn to live up to your side of the deal.”

He stared at them, his lips parted. Clearly, his brain was working furiously to etch those images deep into his memory because he never wanted to forget seeing Lauren kiss Erika like that.

“Okay,” he said.

“By the way,” Lauren told him, “You’re probably going to need to think about something else for a little bit. Go for something unsexy because you’re going to need to calm down.” She didn’t need to get any more explicit than that, but Erika and Amy still grinned.

“Is there somewhere private where I can do this?”

But it was Lauren who stood up and put her hands on her hips, “Why bother? Obviously, we’re going to want to see you wearing it, so you might as well strip now.”

“What?”

“Hey, we lived up to our side of the bargain. Now it’s your turn.”

He glanced over the door, but Lauren stepped forward. He flinched, perhaps thinking she might slap him across the face or something. Instead, she slid her hands behind her back and gingerly leaned forward like in some prissy schoolgirl. Then she whispered something into his ear.

Josh’s eyes widened.

As hard as Erika strained to hear, she couldn’t pick up on any specific words or syllables. She had no idea what her friend was saying.

And yet, it worked. He answered with a quick, frantic nod.

“Then get started,” Lauren said as she stepped back.

Erika had never seen a boy get this nervous before, especially because he twitched to the left, like he wanted to spin around. And yet, something about Lauren’s gaze locked him in place, ensuring he couldn’t hide.

He already got to see these girls kiss, so the other possibilities buzzed and hummed through his imagination.

But he breathed out slowly, pulled up his shirt, yanked his belt out, and dropped to the floor. Next, he pulled down his pants.

Josh carefully stared above the young women as they watched.

None of the three girls who did were cheered. Instead, they studied him casually, probably because they were worried about scaring him off. The wrong word or taunt might’ve been enough to scare away their prey.

Josh opened the box, pulled out the different pieces, and studied them.

When he hesitated, it was Amy who offered, “You want some help?”

“I can figure it out,” he said a little bit too quickly.

The girls glanced back at one another.

Lauren continue to watch him, almost like she was just waiting for him to bolt. But no, he glanced over his shoulder, and that’s when he saw Erika standing by the door with her arms crossed. She may have been the smallest of the trio, yet there was something about her, something dangerous.

All at once, Josh realized he was surrounded. There were three of these girls, and they could probably keep in here if they decided to.

It was just a toy, he told himself.

It wasn’t a big deal.

He had no idea.

Josh pulled one piece of plastic up to meet his scrotum as the girls watched. At first, he believed that he would never soften, not when he had gotten to watch them kiss like that. It had been amazing, only now these girls made him way more nervous than he had thought possible. He wasn’t scared, not exactly, yet the thrumming buzz of low-grade dread seemed to run through his body along with every pulse.

He focused on the chastity device.

He slipped the tube up over his member, connected it to the other ring, slipped in some of the rivets, and then he looked around.

“I’m missing something,” he said.

“This,” Erika said. She held out her hand.

When she pulled her fingertips away to reveal her flattened palm, he saw the padlock.

“Is this really necessary?” Josh asked.

“A deal is a deal,” Amy saying from the other side of the room.

His shoulders tensed up, but he didn’t see any choice. Breathing out slowly, he knew this would only take a little while. They could see him in the device, and then it would all be over. Right?

He slipped the lock in place, pressed it down, and heard the click. He flinched.

Josh pivoted from the left to the right, showing off his groin and his imprisoned male parts. “Okay,” he said. “I’m wearing a chastity device. Is that what you wanted to see?”

His chest tightened as he worried maybe the girls would take a picture of this, but they didn’t. Instead, they simply watched him for a few seconds.

“Very nice,” Lauren said. “You know, I think you’ve done such a great job that maybe you would like to see us kiss again?”

The girls watched as his face flushed. Not only that, he reached to down for his chastity cage as Lauren beckoned Erika again.

This time, the petite girl didn’t hesitate. She sauntered forward, practically skipping or dancing toward her friend.

He pulled his pants up and stared at the two gorgeous girls. There was something about the smooth, sandy blonde of Erika’s hair. The red of Lauren’s tresses made it impossible for him to look away.

Then their lips touched again, and he couldn’t look away. Utterly entranced, he fixated on these girls as the rest of the world of seemed to fade away. It was amazing. Then he felt his shaft is it chafed against the plastic of his cage. He couldn’t believe how effective this thing was! His shaft hardened, but it couldn’t actually become erect. A couldn’t push up.

“What’s wrong?” Amy teased from the other side of the room.

“Okay. You girls had your fun,” he said. “Take this off of me.”

Lauren continued to kiss Erika for the next couple of seconds. When she finally broke off, she whispered something to her diminutive friend.

Erika’s eyes blazed. She stepped right up to Josh. He was taller than her by several inches, but she didn’t lose any of her ferocity because she had to look up at him. “Josh,” she started, sounding innocently enough, “Can you take that cage off on your own?”

“What?” He had never really considered this. Then again, everything happened so fast…

After another second, he answered, “Yeah. Of course, I can take it off on my own.”

“Then go ahead,” Erika ordered.

This time, he didn’t pause; Josh loosened his pants, pulled them down, and immediately went for the ring around his scrotum. He tugged at the base, thinking it might slide off. But the padlock it did its job, locking the different components together.

The plastic clinked. A few of the pieces clicked or clacked. Maybe he managed to move it. More likely, that was his skin stretching a tiny bit.

Finally, he jerked his hands away, glared up the girls, and demanded, “Okay, I need the key.”

“What’re you willing to do to get it?” Amy asked.

“What?” It didn’t sound so much like a question as a single word dropping onto the air.

“You heard her,” Lawrence said. “If you want out of that chastity cage, you need a key. What’re you willing to do to earn it?”

A nervous gulp ran down and then up his throat as he stared at these young women. Which of them have the key? He didn’t remember. Not only that, even if it had been Lauren or Erika or Amy, each girl could have hidden it.

“This isn’t funny,” he said.

“No,” she agreed. “It isn’t funny at all,” Erika told him. “But it is going to be fun.”

“New rules,” Lauren declared. “For this game, you get the chance to earn your key back, but we want to know, what are you willing to do? If you want, you can leave at any point, but that means you forfeit your key. Forever.”

“But how am I supposed to get this thing off?”

The corners of Erika’s eyes crinkled as she grinned up at him. She revealed the edges of her teeth as she said, “You’re not.”

His insides clenched, and he glanced from one girl to the next as he searched for some sign of sympathy. He already knew he wouldn’t be able to remove the cage without their help.

Something inside of him broke as he dipped his head down, “What do you want?”

It was Amy who started first, “Are you willing to kiss my feet for the chance to get your key back?” She made the question seem almost ritualistic, like it was all part of some slumber party came.

Several seconds stretched by, and the girls waited to see if he could take this first step. “Yes,” he finally admitted.

Amy sat back on the couch, stretched her legs and pulled off her socks. Then she wiggled her toes. “Come here and kiss my feet.”

He walked toward the black-haired girl; he could feel all of their eyes on him, but he couldn’t bring himself to look up. The next thing he knew, he was down on his knees, looking up at Amy. He saw the freckles along her cheeks, the bright brown of her eyes, and her cute, flat nose.

She wiggled her toes in front of him as he leaned forward. He stretched down, little by little. Hot dread mixed with jagged humiliation as he kissed her right big toe, then her left.

“He kissed my feet!”

“Do you want him to suck on your toes?” Lauren asked.

Amy blushed, but she didn’t say anything right away. That was a relief. Obviously, she didn’t…

Or so he assumed.

“Yes,” Amy said as she discovered her courage.

He jerked his head up and peeked over at Lauren, “You can’t be serious! I’m not doing that!”

“But I guess you don’t really want to keep back,” Lauren replied with a wicked smile.

The color dissipated from his cheeks as a frightening chill ran through his body. For a moment, he glanced up at Erika and thought of begging her. She was supposed to have a crush on him, right?

And yet, the ferocious grin on her face made it very clear she enjoyed every second of this.

“Do it, Josh,” Erika said, sounding like some snide little sister.

He didn’t know how to resist. Before he could even think, he looked back and saw Amy reach down and run her fingers through his hair. She pulled his face down, closer and closer to her toes. Then he found him slip pressed against them, but it wasn’t the kiss, not this time. Instead, he gently started to suck on her big toe before he worked his way down.

In the distance, he could hear the girls laughing.

“Oh, wow. That feels really good.”

He licked and sucked for the next couple of minutes. When it finally came to an end, it was Lauren who put her hand on his shoulder and tugged him back.

“Come over here and give me a back massage,” she said.

“I’m not your servant boy!”

“Servant boy?” Lauren repeated the words experimentally. “Oh, I like that. What do you think, Erika?”

The petite girl leveled her eyes on the boy she once wanted to date. “I like that,” she said definitively. “I like that a lot.”

“Get over here and massage me.”

If Josh wanted to remain impassive, as though this didn’t touch or affect him, he failed miserably. These girls had no problem reading the look of shame glowing on his face.

And yet, he nonetheless walked over to her.

“You know, servant boy,” Lauren said. “I think this would be even better if you were naked.”

He turned to Erika, “Please. Don’t let her do this to me.”

“Are you begging?” Erika asked.

His nostrils twitched, but he gave a quick, desperate nod. Even so, the girl with sandy blonde hair gave a slow shake of her head, “Too bad. This is what you get for being a jerk! Strip for us!”

As Amy and Lauren hooted, he pulled off his shirt, his pants, his shoes and his socks. He stripped until he had nothing left but the proof of his captivity; his chastity cage. His shaft twitched against the confines of his tiny prison, but he soon found himself standing behind Lauren.

He reached to down and start massage her.

“Firmer,” ordered the redhead.

He obeyed, pressing his fingers down as he worked to please her.

Within moments, he realized that maybe he should’ve tried to do a worse job. But if he ticked these girls off, what would they do to him?

He didn’t want to admit it, but they intimidated him. They scared him. And they could smell his weakness; they saw the uncertainty in his movements and knew they had him trapped.

“Not bad,” Lauren said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “Amy, what would you like the boy to do next?”

“I have an idea,” she said. “Come sit in front of us, get on your knees, and tell us all about how women are superior to men.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” he said. He answered like this was some childish game getting played on a schoolyard.

Erika, Amy, and Lauren all ignored him. They sat down on the couch, their backs straight and their knees held together as they looked down and waited for him to obey.

He glanced over at the door. Theoretically, nothing kept him in that apartment, except he still felt utterly trapped.

“Are you willing to admit your inferiority for the chance to get off? Are you willing to earn an orgasm?” Amy asked, teasing him.

The girls went back to whispering. They were planning, and Josh still didn’t know what they were talking about; he still couldn’t pick up on a single word they whispered back and forth no matter how hard he strained to hear them.

Within seconds, his defiance broke, and he fell to his knees in front of these three girls. He kept his face down as he started to say, “I’m a boy. I’m inferior.”

“Not a bad start,” Erika said, “But I think you can do better. Go on, servant boy. Try again.”

Servant boy. The demeaning title reverberated between his ears as he bit down and lowered at the floor.

“Why are you inferior?”

“Because I’m not as smart as you,” he said. Josh actually sensed the truth of those words as his shaft twitched against his cage all over again. He couldn’t help it. Just being close to these three gorgeous college girls was enough to send the excitement shimmering through his body. “I’m not as smart as you, and that’s why I’m locked up right now.”

“Truer words were never spoken,” Erika agreed. “Now, would you be willing to wear a dog collar for the chance to get off?”

He bit down, clenching his teeth.

Erika reached beneath one of the couch cushions and pulled out a dog collar. She held it up.

“Yes,” he said. At this point, he knew he would do anything for the opportunity to get out of the stupid cock lock.

“Come here,” she said serenely.

He leaned forward, and she slipped at the collar around his neck. “How about a leash?”

“You don’t even have a dog,” he snarled back. “Why do you have any of this stuff?”

“My cousin came over last week, left some things here, and so we can use them on you,” Amy replied.

That’s when Erika pulled out the leash.

He already wore a collar. It was a dog collar. He could feel the coarse material against the base of his throat as a constant reminder of his reduced status.

“Please, Erika, don’t do this.”

“You can leave whatever you want,” she teased, batting her eyes sweetly.

Clenching his jaw again, he dipped his head low. “Come here so I can leash you,” Erika ordered. When he first heard this girl had a crush on him, he had felt elated, utterly supreme and undefeatable. Seriously, she was cute. Then he realized he could do even better!

Now he regretted the decision to ask out of that other girl.

Erika attached his leash, and then she got up. “Come on, servant boy.” She sauntered toward her bedroom.

Stunned, Josh didn’t know what to do, but Erika stepped away, strolling ahead like this was normal. Naked and locked, he had no choice but to follow the girl who used to have a crush on him. But maybe if he got her alone, he could manipulate her…

This seemed like the only plausible strategy.

So he followed her like an obedient puppy. Every few seconds, she tugged on his leash, if only to prove that it was there and that he was getting controlled completely and utterly by this adorably short girl.

When they got to her bedroom, she closed the door.

He inhaled and got ready to say something, but she walked right over to her dresser, reached into the top drawer, found a pair of handcuffs, and tossed them to him.

Josh grabbed them from the air and looked down at the shining metal. “What are these for?”

“They were supposed to be a gag birthday present, but I think they’ll work perfectly on you,” she said. “If you do what I want, I’ll let you out of your chastity cage, but I want you to put those on behind your back right now.”

He bit down. Realizing this might be his only opportunity, he obeyed.

The cuffs clicked into place behind his back. He pulled on them and instantly realized he would be able to free himself. But so long as she used the key on him, it wouldn’t matter.

“Come here,” Erika said. As he watched, she slid her thumbs down into the elastic of her sweatpants. Then she pulled them down along with her panties. Suddenly naked from the waist down, she didn’t seem self-conscious or nervous. Instead, she stared at him hungrily.

Moving with the same graceful confidence, she positioned herself on the edge of her mattress, braced her heels, spread her legs.

“What, what do you want?”

“Oh, I think you know,” she said, parting her lips and bringing to fingers up toward her tongue. She gently sucked on the tips of those digits before slipping her hand down between her legs. She stroked her slit.

“Come here, Josh.”

He walked to her, fell to his knees once again before one of these girls, and she grabbed him, her hand sliding into her hair and taking a merciless grip.

“You know, you really hurt my feelings when you didn’t want to date me. I guess that means I’m just going to have to keep you as my slave boy.”

He tried to pull away, but she yanked on his scalp, allowing him a brief respite. Only then he looked up into the stony green of her eyes. In that moment, his voice failed. She pushed him back between her legs

“What?” Josh tried to ask, only she forced his face right up against her slit.

“Lick if you ever want to get out.”

He didn’t want to believe her, yet he heard the cold edge of anger in her voice. Sure enough, he had hurt her feelings. He had made a terrible mistake. And now he would pay for it.

His tongue darted along her slit. He worshiped her, moving up and down, again and again. He licked furiously, which soon made her pant as the arousal rushed through her body like a primal, eager itch. At some other place or time, he might’ve been proud of his prowess. But right now, he knew this girl could own him.

“Good boy,” she said as the flavor of her excitement simmered along his taste buds. “I’m keeping you, Josh. You didn’t want to be my boyfriend? Fine. You can be our slave boy. I’m going to keep you just like this. I’m never letting you out. You can beg for the chance to get off, but you’re ours. Sure, you could try to walk away, but I think we both know you won’t do that. We own your cock. That means we own you!”

Erika meant to say more, but a gasp of passion broke through her monologue. She panted, desperate for more. She kept her grip tightened on his hair as she locked his face between her inner thighs. His tongue worked passionately, almost eagerly.

Soon, she came closer and closer to an orgasm. She told him to slow down.

Josh obeyed without question.

Later, she told him to speed up.

Again, he followed her commands.

Even if his neck ached and tongue got tired, Josh obeyed this girl. She wasn’t just some random chick on campus, not anymore. She became something else, someone powerful and authoritative. She owned him, and he felt it deep in the core of his being.

Then she screamed out, moaning and gasping as the pleasure rocketed through her body. She jerked his head back and looked down at her cuffed and collard boy.

“You said you were going to let me out,” he told her.

“I lied,” Erika replied as she pulled her sleek panties and fuzzy sweatpants back up into place. She held onto his leash and walked back out into the living room. She was sure the other girls would like to have some fun with their new servant boy.

The End


Just the Slave

In some ways, I know that this is my fault.

No, listen to me. Hear me out. This really is my fault. I mean, we met, we started dating, we got together and eventually married. Through all that time, I was never particularly harsh with you.

In fact, I would say that I was overly accommodating. That's what happened, I think. I went too easy on you. I let you get away with so much. Remember when we would be dating, and you would pull out your phone and mess around with work? Or, just as often, you would start playing one of your silly little games.

Yeah, that was never acceptable, but I let you get away with it because I thought you were a nice guy.

That's the thing about your little confession. You told me you want me to take control. Fine. That's exactly what I'm doing. Last night, it started with a little something special in your drink. Don't worry. Just a mild sedative, something you could get at the pharmacy. I gave it to you so that you wouldn't wake up while I stripped you and tied you down. Really, this is going to be good for you.

What's that? You thought it was just going to be a game?

Nope.

When you confessed those deep desires, I was taken aback. Throughout our relationship, you've always been this big, strong man. Granted, you aren't particularly large or muscular anything, but that has nothing to do with real strength.

How was I supposed to know that you were secretly hoping I would take control, that I would seize power in our relationship?

It's okay.

You're going to get used to this new way of life, just as I've become accustomed to it. I mean, you told me what you wanted, and I needed a few months to think things through. But now I'm settled on what's going to happen.

I’m taking control.

It's as simple as that.

Oh, they're going to be lots of details to work out. Would you like to hear about some of them?

Too bad.

This is what it's going to be, whether you like it or not. That's why I've got you naked and tied down in front of me. That's why I can touch you however I want.

Like right now, I run my fingers from the top of your head down your nose, along your lips, past your chin, over your neck and across your chest. My hand goes lower and lower until I'm down in your groin.

Look at that. You’re hard.

You see, you can't lie to me. That's the funny thing about dealing with a boy. You will always betray yourself. Try to tell me want to go back to the way things were, and I can just check your cock. Look how hard you are. Look how much you want this. You don't really want to be in control. Right now, you're clinging to those misogynistic vestiges of what you've been trained to believe a guy should be. But really, you're comfortable being a submissive husband.

Deep down, you know this is good for you.

That's why I stroke you, running my fingers along your scrotum and over your shaft. I touch you lightly, making sure you enjoy every second of this. Sure, you're going to pull against your restraints, straining your muscles. You will wiggle from side to side, writhing around.

And then I will pull my hand away from your cock, and you will start groaning. You will arch your back, pulling your lips tight as you begin to moan and moan through your frustration. What's that? You want me to keep touching you? You're begging for it?

Too bad.

Sorry. Well, no, I'm not sorry at all. In fact, I like hearing that desperation. Go on. Continue performing. Beg. Plead. I like this. That's what I didn't really understand. When you first told me that you wanted to be my submissive husband, little more than a slave, I didn't know how it would make me feel.

I'm going to stroke you as I explain all of this. I'm going to move my fingertips along the tip of your cock, down to your legs. I'm going to stroke your scrotum and that spot just beneath your sack. I'm going to tease you. And you know why? Because I want to see your eyes blaze with need.

Things are going to be different from now on.

There are going to be some new rules around the house. Up until this point, we've worked like most couples. We're polite to one another, and we mostly work things out. Sometimes, you'll ask me if I do something for you, and I usually oblige. Occasionally, I'll ask you if you can do a chore or something, and you usually cooperate.

From now on, I'm in charge. That means I'm going to ask you to do things, and you're going to obey. If you don't, you're going to get punished.

What kind of things will I want you to do?

Well, there are certain, sexual favors you are obviously going to provide whenever I want. As far as I'm concerned, if I snap my fingers and tell you to go down on me, you will do it.

You won't complain, argue or request anything else. You will slide your head between my legs, and you will lick my pussy for as long as I want. Maybe I will enjoy one orgasm or three. It won't really matter to you because the only thing you're going to need to know is whether or not I let you go. Maybe I'll tap your head as a signal. Maybe I will just tell you to go do something else.

If you've been a very good boy, maybe I will decide to ride you. That's going to be a treat for both of us. Like right now, you're strapped down and helpless. You can wiggle and struggle and fight as hard as you want, but it won't make the slightest difference. Nope. Sorry.

This isn't an action movie, so you can't just tear your way through those leather restraints. They won't snap, no matter how much you might want them to. That means, if you want sex, you're going to have to lay there and take it. I'm going to be the one who decides when you get fucked.

If you get fucked.

Sorry, but you aren't going to get any guarantees. Sometimes, I will ride you hard. I will treat you like my little pony. At other points, nope. I'm not going to let you have that pleasure you’re so desperately going to crave.

Because here's the thing. I've been thinking about it a lot, and I want to see you truly desperate. I want to hear you plead. I want to hear you beg. I want to see your eyes bulge as you struggle against your bonds, knowing just how futile it will be.

Ultimately, I'm going to own your orgasms. I'm going to own your pleasure. Because this way, I own you just as easily.

So you're probably thinking that you're going to sneak off and take care of yourself whenever you want. I mean, we won't be together every minute of every day. You will have an opportunity at some point.

Naughty boy.

No. I'm going to put you in chastity from now on.

See this? This is a chastity cage for a man just like you. It is round, it has a nice lock, and it goes right over your shaft. Once you have this thing on, you're going to realize two things. First, I will own your cock. I will on your manhood. I'm going to wear this nice little key around my neck, and you're going to see it dangle whenever I lean forward.

You're going to know exactly what it represents.

Because I'm going to hold your key, I will be in charge.

That's the funny thing about boys, I think. You guys all think with your dicks. So if I lock that up, I tell you what to think, I tell you how to behave, and I can make sure that you always obey me.

Doesn't that sound like fun.

Don't frown. Don't look frustrated. This is what you wanted. Remember? You asked for this, silly boy.

So once I have your cock under lock and key, I'm going to give you some new chores. Aside from servicing me and my whims, you're also going to be responsible for the cooking, cleaning, the dishes, and the laundry.

What? That's all the chores? I guess you're right. Aren't you a smart boy?

If you want, I will allow you to keep your job. I mean, you're still going to have to wear your chastity cage at work, and it might be distracting, but I don't care.

It's that simple. I just don't care.

If you want to keep up the farce that you are a strong, independent man outside of our house, that's okay with me. I mean, you're still going to have to address me correctly when I visit you at your job.

That's right. We haven't talked about formal addresses yet, have we?

Well, you're obviously not going to be using my first name anymore. Because I'm in charge, you're going to have to call me something else. What would be appropriate?

Oh, I know. You're going to call me Mistress from now on. Doesn’t that sound lovely? I'm in charge, so I get the title.

And you? Well, you’re going to be my slave. I'm going to snap my fingers or ring a bell, and you're going to come running because nothing will be more important than serving your Mistress.

If you dawdle or wait, I'm going to have to punish you.

First off, I could just tie you down this way and touch you. I could make sure that you get nice and horny. Your cock would strain, and you would be begging. It doesn't take long. I mean, you're such a sensitive boy. You need orgasms. You need that relief.

You just can't help yourself, can you?

No. You're weak.

It's okay. You have an owner here to take care of you, to tell you what to do and make sure that you behave appropriately.

We're going to have to figure out some other protocols. But at this point, I'm thinking that you will be collared and naked most of the time when your home. We can walk through the door, you can take off your suit and your pants and your shoes and your socks and your underwear. Everything. Every stitch of clothing.

Because when you're naked, you're going to feel vulnerable and off-balance. You're going to recognize that only one person in this house wears clothing. Me.

And when you come home from work, I will kick off my shoes, and you will crawl over to me like a good slave. You will ask me about my day, you will keep your head bowed. Oh, and I can't forget. You will come up, and you will allow me to collar you.

No, not just allow me to collar you. You're going to ask for it. You going to say, "Mistress, would you please collar me? I need to be a good slave, and the collar helps me remember how to behave."

Doesn't that sound lovely?

I mean, you're just a boy after all. I'm sure that you will forget all of these rules, so I'm going to have to punish you. That will probably mean an orgasm denial. I could always bring you right up to the edge, making sure that you are on the verge of that release, and then I'll pull my hand away.

Just like this.

Don't beg.

In fact, I want you to be silent for the next minute.

There we go. You're pretty when you don't talk.

Silly slave. Just remember. You wanted this. You asked for it.

I'm sure you're going to get used to it. Eventually.

Or not.

It's okay if you don't. You don't have to become accustomed to this. I mean, you're not getting out of our marriage or anything. We both know that most of the money is in my name. And pretty soon, it's all going to be in my name. Tomorrow, we're going down to City Hall, and we are going to have the deed to the house placed in my name only. All of our bank accounts will be the same.

Don't look so frustrated. Don't look so scared. It's okay.

You're going to recognize that I'm in charge when you don't have any access to money. Even your direct deposits will have to be changed. Every paycheck you get is going to be sent into one of my accounts.

And you?

You need money?

You can always ask.

What's wrong poor boy? You don't like the idea of getting an allowance?

Okay. I hear you. Then you won't get an allowance. An allowance would imply that you would get to keep some of your money. It would imply that you could control some of your destiny. But that's not an option for you, now is it? Nope. If you need to buy something, you can ask very nicely. Or beg. Yeah, you should probably beg. And after I hear you out, I will decide whether or not you really need this thing.

Don't look so frustrated. What's wrong? Is it the fact that I keep touching you, getting you closer and closer to an orgasm, only to pull away.

Okay. I will stop for a little while.

Aside from orgasm denials, I will also punish you with more traditional methods. A spanking sounds like a really good idea. Is that what you need? Will you need to be spanked?

Probably.

Right now, you're strapped down on your back. There's no reason I can't do the same thing to you on your stomach. Just think about how vulnerable you would be.

I'm going to take my hand and place it right on your ass. I will cock my arm back and then I will strike. You're going to feel that hot sting, and you're going to know that your wife owns you. More importantly, I can punish you whenever I want, however I want.

You'll be able to beg again, to plead.

I imagine that you're going to make lots and lots of promises.

Whenever you mess up, you're probably tell me that you are so, so sorry. And it's going to be adorable, hearing you plead. But it won't make any difference to me. I'm going to decide how many times you need to be spanked. Maybe you can ratchet that number up. That's the kind of control you will have. If you continue to disobey me or if you try to talk your way out of it, you'll just get more spankings.

Is there anything you can do to reduce the number?

No, of course not!

Obviously, you don't have to be strapped down to be spanked either.

In this house, I will snap my fingers and order you to place your hands against any wall in this house. You will lean forward, your bottom will be out, and I will be able to spank you whenever I feel like it.

By the way, you didn’t ask if you have to earn your spankings. You know that, right? Maybe I will be bored. Or maybe I will just want to spank you so that you remember your place. I mean, as a male, you’ll probably forget simple things all the time. This way, you always be able to remember that you are owned.

That's what this is going to mean, after all. You're going to be less than a partner, less than a pet even. Think of yourself more as a slave, a glorified toy.

Your body belongs to me. Your decisions belong to me. Everything you are is mine now.

Just accept it.

It'll be easier that way.

But if you want to be stubborn and if you want to try to argue or complain, you can always do that. I do enjoy spanking you, after all.

And remember, I don't have to simply use my hands either. Sure, I can give you a spanking with my palm. Just as easily, I could use a paddle. Or a cane. Would you like that?

No, I didn't think you would.

Say you're starting to figure this out, aren't you? You're starting to really feel the fact that you belong to me.

There is another kind of punishment I can use on you as well. You're really not going to like this one.

What do you value most in the world?

Yes, I know that you love me and I know that you want to please me. But there something else, something you don't even think about. For you, it's natural, easy, something right beneath the surface.

It's your pride.

At home, you can tell me that you want to be my slave, and I believe you. But there is something else too. It's your dignity and your pride.

Out with your friends and your colleagues, you always seem so confident, so sure of yourself. That's because you need to be respected. What if I took that away from you?

For example, what if I invited some of your coworkers over? They would see you naked, your cock locked away in a chastity device. Oh, don't forget about that dog collar around your neck.

Isn't there one girl at work that you really don't like? What's her name again? Monica? Tiffany?

It doesn't really matter. I could just go to your phone and find your work contacts. Or maybe I will just force you to send her an email, inviting her over for dinner sometime.

She would see you, and she would learn about your new relationship at home, how you are owned by your wife. Is that what you want? Is that what you need?

Okay then. You had better be a good slave for me.

Of course, even when you behave, I'm still going to have some fun with you.

There's one part, in particular, that I don't think you're going to like.

And yes, it's going to involve you being strapped down, on your stomach, helpless and squirming. I'm going to want to place my hand on the back of your neck. I'm going to tease you, stroking you and playing with you.

You won't be able to see the exact moment when it comes, but then you're going to feel it.

I've been going online a lot lately.

I have some special toys I want to try out on you.

First, I'm going to put on a special harness. Then I'm going to strap on a sleek, cylindrical dildo. And while you struggle, I'm going to fuck you. Yes, I am. You can beg some more, but I'm not going to change my mind about this one. It's going to be too much fun.

Fight it all you want, but I'm going to take you and claim you. Sorry, boy. You're going to be the girl this time. You going to feel the dildo as it plunges down into your opening. You're going to feel the slick lubricant as I ride you in a totally different way.

Oh, and I'm also going to videotape it.

Don't worry. I’m not going to let anyone watch this part. Of course, I don't have to stop with just your coworkers, do I?

Yeah, that's a really good idea. I could invite some of your female friends over. Would Rose like to see you as a slave boy? Would she like to see you with a collar around your neck. Would she like to see you kneel before me or her?

How about both of us?

Oh, don't look so upset. It's okay. And remember. It can always get worse. If I don't show you off to your colleagues or to your friends, I could always show you off to your family. How about your little sister? What would she think of your new life?

I mean, you've always been her big brother, right?

That doesn't seem like a good view for young woman to take. I mean, you are a slave. She shouldn't respect you. She shouldn't see you in a position of strength or authority. No, no, no. That's just silly. She should see you, and she should recognize the fact that you're a helpless slave boy. You do as you're told. When you see a female, you must be respectful.

Yes, I'm your wife and your Mistress, so I'm telling you right now that you will be obedient and subservient to all women. If I ever see you trying to assert your independence, you'll be punished. If I ever see you try to talk down to a woman, you'll be punished. Remember. All women outrank you at this point.

Are you a second-class citizen?

As far as the laws concerned, you're still a man. Whatever. This isn't about legality. This is about your obedience. You belong to me, so you’ll do as a I say. If you don't like it, you'll be punished.

And remember, I'm going to have lots and lots of dildos. I can use a small one or a big one. How much lubricant will you get? These are questions you should probably think about before you decide how you're going to behave around me and around other women.

Now that you understand how things are going to be, let's get started.

I have you down on your back, your arms and legs spread.

You've been wiggling around for quite some time now. Your cock is hard, the tip is damp with your excitement. You don't want to admit it, but I see it in your eyes. You know that this is the right thing for you. I wrap my fingers around your shaft.

Mine.

I squeeze you gently. Just as you feel like there is no way I would be able to stop before you climax, I yank my hand back. I release you, and without that pressure, you just can't get off. Sorry.

You start begging. You're babbling. Stumbling from one word to the next, you make any number of promises. I listen.

Right now, there something in particular I want from you.

I need the passwords to all of your bank accounts, every one.

I take out my phone. Your eyes are wide. You understand exactly what this means.

By the way, I want information for all of your bank accounts, not just one or two. By the time I'm done here, you aren't going to have a dollar to your name. I will transfer everything out.

What's that? You’re going to be stubborn?

I like the way you press your lips together, almost like you think you can resist.

But then, I slide off of the bed, and I go back toward one of my toy bags. I take out the crop. It has a wicked little tip, little grooves. If I use this on you, it's going to hurt. Badly. Is that what you want? Is that what you need?

Okay.

I climb back up onto the bed, and I position myself right between your thighs.

I stroke your balls. I toy with your cock.

The pleasure runs through you. Right when you close your eyes and start to relax and to those intoxicating sensations, I smack you with the crop.

Pain flashes through your body. There is a red line right along your body. Your eyes water. You try to tell yourself that is not a big deal. You can handle this. You're a real man.

Oh, that's something I could do to you as well. I'm already going to put you in chastity. I could always dress you up like a little girl.

Maybe later.

Right now, I strike one, two, three, four times.

As the pain spikes through your body, you groan. You try to stay quiet, disciplined and determined. But then, I start stroking your cock once more.

You love that, don't you?

Oh yeah. You can't help yourself. You're just a silly boy. When a girl touches you like this, you melt.

What was that account information again?

What? You’re going to be stubborn. Fine. I take my hand away, and you grimace. Your face collapses into panic.

No, you try to tell me. No, no, no. You're fighting so hard to maintain some the iota of dignity. It's not going to work. You can't save yourself, not from me.

You close your eyes again. I bring the crop back up. It flies down, whistling across the air. It strikes hard. There's another line along your flesh. I like that color. It's this mix of pink and red. I strike again, trying to get the exact same hue.

Honestly, I'm actually tempted to see if I could spell some words or maybe make some patterns. I could doodle on your flesh. Agony would be the ink. What you think about it, slave? Oh? You don't like that idea. You don't want me to turn you into my canvas?

Then give me information for your first account.

That's your password? That's your login information? Okay.

I take out my phone. I go to the website. I type in that information. All the while, you wait, staring at me. Your eyes are wet.

Nervous energy is running through your body. I'm your wife. I know how to read you.

"Oh, it looks like that information wasn't correct. Did you try to lie to me?

I guess I'm going to show you what you're going to wear after this. You're going to get one garment after another based on the information you give me.

I go back to my toy bag, and I come back. I hold the item behind my back for now.

Want to guess what it is?

Stubborn, you keep your lips sealed. You tell yourself that this is important. You tell yourself that you're resisting me, that if you can just hold out long enough, something will happen. There'll be some kind of miracle, something to save you. Silly, silly boy. That's not how this works. I'm your owner. I'm your strict wife, so I get to keep you however I want for as long as I want.

There is no escape, not for you. And here. This is what I'm going to make you wear after you give me that information. I hold them up, a pair of pink panties. I'm going to lock that cock of yours in a chastity cage. And you're going to wear this. After that, you're going to prance around the house for me. In every room, you're going to kiss my feet and lick my pussy. This way, you will understand that the home you live in is mine.

That's right.

Just accept it.

You give me another password, another user name.

This time, they work.

I stroke your cock. I tease you for long, delicious seconds and...and...and I stop before you can come!

You struggle again, pulling as hard as you can against of the restraints, but there is no escape for you.

You know that if you could reach down and take your cock in hand, maybe just for a second or two, you would be able to come, and it would feel so good! You can practically feel it, the echo of all of the pleasure you've already experienced. But now, you slam up against this wall of denial.

Poor slave.

Okay, so how about that next bank account?

This time, you give me information, and it works on the first try.

To reward you, I start stroking you again, lightly petting your cock. You know that I'm teasing you. With every stroke and caress, I make you feel like a kept boy. More than that, you almost feel like an animal. You might as well be a dog at my feet, wagging, panting, desperate for just a little bit more attention.

Pretty soon, you're begging again, panting about how much you want an orgasm. You plead with me. You tell me that it would be quick, you'll do anything to earn it.

Please, please, Mistress, you say over and over again. Those words reverberate through our bedroom. When we first got this place, you probably assumed that we were going to be equals here. Or maybe you got a little bit arrogant and assumed that you would actually be in charge.

Poor boy.

It's really not fair to guys in our culture, is it? You are raised with all of these expectations. Again and again, you're told that you're going to be able to take control. As a man, you're supposed to be strong. You're supposed to have power.

Not you.

Never you.

Never again.

You struggle some more, still begging. At this point, the words don't even really make sense.

Use my title.

Mistress, Mistress, Mistress!

You say please.

Please, please, please!

And of course, you continue to pull against the restraints, hoping you might slip free. But those are just the animal struggles of the captured beast. You don't have any real strategy. You don't actually think you're going to be able to slip free from your bonds.

Third account.

Again, you're a good boy. You tell me everything I need. I access the account, and I start putting the requests in place, just like I did with the first two. In a couple of days, these accounts will be empty and closed.

All that money? Where is it going?

Don't worry your pretty little head about it. In this household, I will make all of the financial decisions. You can just ask whenever you need something.

Yes, I'm repeating myself, but that's necessary. You're just a male, after all. I need to use small words for you. I repeat myself so that you won't forget.

Oh, I love that look on your face. So frustrated. Your cheeks are turning red, your lips of hardened together, and you really want to fight.

But then, I break that look of determination with a few more caresses. My fingers glide along your genitals.

Poor boy. You’re trying to fight so hard, but you just can't help yourself. The desires overwhelm you. They crash down on you.

Your features contort as you part your lips. You start to moan all over again. You know that it doesn't do any good. After all, I'm probably going to be cruel. I'm probably going to pull my hand away at the last possible second. And there you'll be, your heart pounding, the tip of your cock wet as it dribbles.

But you still won't have an orgasm.

And guess what?

That's exactly what I did. I yanked my hand back, and there you were. You arching your back, struggling. You pulled against those leather shackles, but it didn’t do any good. You're still trapped, still helpless, still mine.

Now, let's talk about that last account.

There's just one more.

You have a little bit of money squirreled away, and I'm going to take it from you. I'm going to own every penny you've earned.

Just think about it. Money means power. It means options. I'm stripping away all of yours. Pretty soon, you're going to be a helpless boy, eager to please me. I mean, if you’re ever going to want to purchase a treat, that's what it's going to take.

I smiled down at you, and you shiver, nervous. You can see the rest of your life flash out before you.

I ran my fingernails along your skin. I scratched your thigh, your bicep. I moved my fingers up toward your nipples. I circled them gently. They started to harden. Is that from fear or arousal?

Who cares?

What's it going to be? Are you going to give me the information I want? Are you going to be a good boy?

Show me that you don't really have the strength to resist. Show me that, deep down, you need to be subservient. You asked for this, remember. You want to be owned. You need to belong to me.

As my fingers play along your body, you still struggle.

I wait, giving you time to think about it. It's okay if you need to soak in your own subservience. I don't mind.

Besides, this is fun. Watching you squirm amuses me. For now, anyway. Maybe I'll get impatient. That'd be bad for you. Very bad. But for the moment, you can enjoy yourself.

What? You're not having fun?

That's a pity.

Okay. Enough play.

Tell me what I want to know.

I already have my phone out, and I can start making the transfers right away.

You give me your username. A type it in. You give me your password. I type that in as well.

And then we wait.

Look at that.

Good boy. You didn't try to lie to me. You didn't try to hold off the inevitable. Because you know that this is going to happen one way or another. There's nothing you can do to stop it. I own you. You belong to me.

The sooner you accept that, the happier you will be.

Now, all of the transfers have been set.

Over the next few days, your dollars will disappear from your accounts.

Oh, I know what you're thinking. You keep hoping that if you can just go online and cancel the transfers, you'll be able to protect some modicum of your self-sufficiency. That's what you really want, isn't it?

No, of course it isn't. You might think that you want your freedom, but you're wrong. Here. Let me tell you what you really need.

It's simple. You need to surrender. Don't worry. It’s not like you have a choice in the matter. The surrender is going to be very difficult for you. You're going to have to give up all of your ideas about strength and control. You're going to have to recognize the fact that you are inferior now.

Yes, inferior. I'm your owner.

When I tell you to do something, you do it.

Like right now, I'm going to tell you to relax. Relax, slave. Let that erection go.

What? You can't do it? Is your cock just too hard? Is that what's wrong right now? Are you too horny?

Okay. I'll be right back.

While I'm gone, you probably think that this is your chance. You believe that you're going to be able to get free somehow. But you won't because you can't. The restraints are too tight against your wrists.

Eventually, I come back, and I'm holding a small bowl. What's inside? Why would I need a bowl?

I clamber back up onto the bed, and I pull out an ice cube. When you see it, you know exactly what's going to happen. You start bucking and thrashing from side to side. You fight like a wild animal, but it doesn't matter. I press the ice down against your throbbing cock.

Your erection begins to wilt as you cry out.

Poor, poor boy.

Don't worry. This won’t last for much longer. I hold that ice against your skin. Eventually, your cock is nice and small, so I can fit it into the chastity cage. I trap your manhood, sliding the plastic prison over your member. Then you hear the click of the lock.

Yup. You're now locked in your chastity cage. There's no getting out. Sorry, slave.

So you don't have any money, you don't have access to your cock. So what does that mean? It means that you're going to do anything and everything I say.

I loosen your restraints and let you out. At once, you sit up. You look at me, wondering what's going to happen next.

Then you lower your gaze. Somehow, you just can't make eye contact with me. I frighten you. I scare you. And with good reason.

Good boy.

Right now, I want you on your stomach. Get down.

Reluctantly, you obey. And when I spread your arms above your head and when I push your legs apart, you don't resist. Why would you? How could you?

Then I strap you down again.

At first, you don't understand what's going on.

But you still need to be punished. You tried to resist your owner. When I asked you for that information about your bank accounts, you tried to lie to me! Naughty, naughty boy.

When I go back to my toy bag, I take out a wicked looking paddle. I smack against my hand. The clap reverberates through the room, and you flinch. You just can't help yourself. A gasp cuts from your lips. You're gulping down air. I smack you again.

It's okay. Don't worry. I'm not going to do any permanent damage. This is going to be really, really uncomfortable, but that's okay. You don't mind. You can't, not when you belong to me. You aren't allowed to have your own opinion anymore.

From now on, you’ll agree with me.

If you forget about this, another paddling will help you remember.

Of course, strapping you down on your chest was about more than just spanking you.

The first part should be obvious. I put you in a chastity cage so that you won't be able to get off. Before, if I had strapped you down on your stomach, then you would have been able to grind your way to pleasure. This way, however, you are just going to feel the plastic confines of your bondage.

But there something else I want to do to you now. This is the second part, and you're not going to like it.

I slide off of the bed, and I pull off my pants. I kick off my shoes, and I put on another pair of underwear. This is actually a very special garment. You see this little opening right here? It's where the dildo goes. I wear this as the harness.

See this? This is the fake cock am going to use to fuck you.

Don't worry. I'm going to use a little bit of lube.

When I'm all ready, I climb back up onto the bed, and I lower myself down on top of you.

Do you feel that, the tip of the dildo as it caresses your opening? What's wrong? Do you feel like a scared little virgin? Are you worried that this is going to be hard on you?

It is.

To make it even worse, you're not going to enjoy yourself.

But I am.

This might be a fake cock, but that doesn't matter. The friction, the pressure, and the fact that I now own you will all be enough to get me off. That's right. I'm going to get to enjoy an orgasm. You won't.

Why should I let you have an orgasm? You haven't even done anything yet! Don't worry. After a couple of weeks or months, I will probably let you out for a little bit. You can think of it as a treat. Every day, you're going to work and serve me. If you do a particularly good job, then I will release you from that plastic prison, and I will even let you touch yourself.

Just remember. An erection is a reward. An orgasm? Oh yeah, you're going to have to work really, really hard to get something like that.

But maybe.

Someday.

If you're really good slave.

Right now, it's my turn to have some fun. Well, it's pretty much always going to be my turn.

I thrust down, pushing the dildo deep between your cheeks. It slides in. The lubricant does its job.

Oh? Are you trying to clench? You try to keep this from happening? Sorry, slave. It doesn't work that way. I thrust harder, pumping into you. You're getting pounded like a little slut, there's nothing you can do about it.

Yes, I see how you’re pulling on your straps. I know that you're trying to kick or wiggle your way free. It won’t work.

Buck and thrash all you want, but you're mine now. That's why I slide into you. Then I pull back, only to thrust again. Feel that. Take it. Enjoy every inch, slut. You'd better get used to this. We’re going to do this what? Once a day? Twice? Maybe three times.

Oh yeah, that sounds like fun.

Eventually, you'll get used to it. You'll accept the fact that you’re a sex slave. Maybe I'll have you lick me before I do this to you.

I ride you. The matter how hard you fight, you can't get away.

I do love the way you push upward, however. It feels so good.

Pretty soon, I'm on the verge of my own orgasm.

Yes, keep struggling. Fight me. Show me how badly you want to be your own man. Show me how hard you're going to work.

Yes, yes, yes!

I pull out, and I stroke your back. You whimper a couple of times.

What's wrong? You didn't enjoy being the girl? You didn't enjoy being the slut?

Like I said before, you'd better get used to it.

This is your life now.

Well, it's been a couple of months. I haven't let you have that orgasm yet, but you’ve gotten very good at servicing me and my friends. Everyone loves just how obedient you are. All of the girls enjoyed knowing that they can come over here and get foot massages. Or if they snap their fingers and ask for some wine, you will scurry off like a good little slave. You do anything and everything I want.

I know this is a happy ending for me.

It might not be for you, but that's okay.

You're just a slave after all.

The End


Darren’s Property

She called his name from the living room.

Per her command, Josh had been busy in the kitchen, washing the dishes from last night’s dinner. When they first got together, Josh and Lily had discussed the allocation of chores. She did the laundry; he took the dishes. She cleaned the bedroom; he took care of the living room.

It had all been so fair and egalitarian—back then.

But things had changed.

Josh couldn’t pick out the exact moment. Even before she made her announcement, he had sensed a change in their relationship. Suddenly, after work, she no longer seemed interested in talking about her day. Instead, Lily would stare off into the distance and seemed to lose herself in one thought or another.

At the time, Josh couldn’t figure out what had her so preoccupied.

Since then, it became obvious: Darren.

Things may have been fair and egalitarian back then, but she called his name, and he rushed away from the dishes. Like a butler or some other servant, he found himself standing just a few feet away from his wife.

She looked amazing in that little black skirt and the purple top. The blouse buttoned up along at the center of her torso as she continued to work on a text message.

Although she called him, Josh made a point of remaining very still.

“How does the kitchen look?” Lily finally asked without looking up.

“I’m almost done,” he said.

“Good,” she replied. “Because Darren is coming over, and he has a present for you.”

“He—he’s coming over here?”

Six months.

That was how long Lily had been enjoying her affair with Darren. But then, she couldn’t tell whether or not it still counted as “an affair,” especially because he knew all about it.

Six months ago, she had confessed something to her husband. When she took him by his hands, she guided him over to that same couch, and he had no idea this would be the moment when his life changed forever.

“I’ve been thinking about this for a long time, and I really care about you, Josh, but I need more.”

“More?”

“That’s right,” she said. “I need someone who can really excite me, someone who can push my buttons and pull my triggers. You understand what I’m saying?”

He had stuttered and stammered, but then she reached up and put a finger to his lips. “That’s why I have something of an ultimatum for you.”

When I first got together, they had both promised there would never be any ultimatums in the context of the relationship. But now, this was just the first rule that was about to change.

“What, what are you talking about?”

Rather than answer, she pulled at the picture on her phone and turned the screen to face him.

Josh didn’t even understand what he was looking at. After all, he had been adorably naïve; he had never realized just how precarious their relationship had become or how easily she would be able to shrug him off and dump him.

“Darren,” she said. “Isn’t he handsome?” Yeah, he was. While Josh considered himself to be reasonably attractive, he knew he would never be able to compete with someone like Darren. This man had short, trimmed facial hair, broad shoulders, and there was something about his clothing. Between his shirt, his jacket, his pants and his belt, he exuded the confidence of someone who had money.

“Who is he?”

“My lover,” she said. She pulled the phone away, looked down at the screen, and seemed to bask in the glow of those pixels.

“Your lover?” Josh’s brain felt as though it had morphed into nothing but incoherent static. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t comprehend what she had just told him. It seemed impossible!

“That’s right,” she continued. “Look, I know this is really confusing for you, but it’s simple. When you and I got married, I didn’t really know what I wanted. Then I met Darren, and now I do. So that brings us back to us.”

Finally, Lily lowered her phone. As hard as he tried to make his mouth work, Josh couldn’t speak. “If you would like to remain married to me, that’s fine. Of course, there’s going to be a new hierarchy in this household.”

“A hierarchy?”

“That’s right,” she continued. She flashed him this wicked, coquettish smile. “Basically, you will be my husband on paper, but I will have sex with this man whenever I want. Oh, and you are going to be obedient from now on.”

Obedient? Like a dog?

Yes, it turned out. Exactly like a dog.

“I, I…” Josh still hadn’t been able to make it the words fit together along his tongue, behind his teeth, or between his lips.

That hardly mattered because someone knocked on the door. Those sounds boomed through the air, and Lily leaped to her feet. She rushed over to the door, all while Josh stayed on the couch.

She opened it for her lover, and that’s when Lily threw herself forward. She launched herself up, and he grabbed her. As she wrapped her legs around him, Darren started kissing her.

Josh watched, dumbfounded. Again and again, he tried to come up with some logical explanation. This was a dream, no a nightmare. But he was awake. Could he have been drugged? No. Was this some kind of prank? No, Lily would never do something like that to him.

Then again, he never imagined she would cheat on him either.

Finally, Darren lowered his girl to the floor, and that’s when Josh realized just how much taller he had to be.

Instinctively, Josh got up onto his feet like he thought he might fight this man. But even as he took one tentative step forward, Darren leveled his gaze on Lily’s husband, and that’s when the boy froze.

“Is this him?”

“Yeah…” Lily said like it didn’t really matter.

Darren strode forward; his expensive shoes pressed down against the carpet as he marched right up to Josh. Lily’s husband should have been able to hold his position, but his instincts took over, fear coursed through his body, and he retreated back a step.

“That’s what I thought,” Darren said. “Did she give you the ultimatum?”

“Yes.” As hard as he tried, he couldn’t force any other words out past his mouth.

“Then decide, cuck.”

Cuck.

Josh had seen that word online plenty of times. He had understood the definition, but the insult never really affected him, probably because no one ever used this word against him.

Darren said it so casually, like it was normal or natural.

That’s when Josh realized that the definition actually fit. Online, that word might have been thrown around like somewhat of a generic insult, but in his living room with his wife, it had become the truth.

“You get ten seconds to decide what you’re going to do. Either you agree that I’m in charge, your wife owns your ass, and you serve, or I kick you out right now.”

“This is my house,” Josh said like it would have mattered.

Darren simply stepped forward, cutting the distance between them in half. Josh retreated again, bumping his shoulder blades and the back of his skull against of the wall. Fresh fear coursed through his body.

“This was your house,” Darren corrected. “Five seconds. What’s it going to be?”

“Fine!”

“Good,” Darren said. He leaned forward, reached out, and touched the top of Josh’s head.

Every instinct within Josh told him to slap that hand away, but something held him in check: animal fear. He recognized this man’s superior size, wealth, and strength. Not only that, he seemed to exude a sense of control and authority.

“Rule Number One: you aren’t allowed to cut your hair.”

Josh turned and looked over at Lily. She grinned, but she didn’t say anything, nor did she try to contradict her lover.

“What?” Josh finally asked.

“You heard me,” Darren said. “If you want, you can beg for trims to keep things tidy, but I want the loser in this house to have very long hair. You know, like a little girl.”

The moisture drained away from Josh’s mouth.

He started to say something, only Darren cut him off. “If you contradict me right now, I will make sure you regret it.”

Josh hadn’t wanted to believe him, nor did he want to think that he could be intimidated this easily. And yet, the truth was obvious. Another rush of fear coursed through his body, glancing along his arms and legs before injecting that adrenaline straight into his heart.

“And since I’m in charge, I want you to go to the kitchen and get us some wine. I’m going to have fun with your wife, and you will stay on your knees and watch.”

As hard as Josh tried to summon some real skepticism, he couldn’t do it. Instead, he found himself moving automatically, almost mechanically. He turned around, marched into the kitchen, and he could hear them whispering back and forth.

Lily actually giggled from the living room like a horny schoolgirl.

Obediently, while he spent the next couple of minutes tracking down a tray, their wine glasses, and a decent bottle, Josh had to listen to those sounds. They were on the other side of the doors, kissing, cuddling, touching one another…

He understood all of this, and yet part of him couldn’t really imagine it.

Once he was ready, Josh stepped toward the doorway and froze.

Was he really going to let his life change like this?

He tried to believe he could stare Darren down, but he knew the truth. This man wouldn’t be defeated.

So he walked out with the tray, and Darren took it without even acknowledging him. Lily, however, grinned and said, “Thank you, Josh.”

“You don’t need to thank him. He’s just a servant now.”

Josh’s mouth fell open as he heard those words.

Perhaps Darren sensed his dismay because he took a slow sip, glanced up, and told him, “It’s true. From now on, you’re a servant. Actually, no.” He snapped his fingers as a different idea occurred to him. “From now on, you’re our slave. You won’t question us, and you will do everything we say.”

Josh didn’t answer. Perhaps he thought his silence might count as defiance or rebelliousness. Perhaps that was the best he could do. Either way, Darren noticed. “Get down on your knees and promise your obedience to your wife and to her lover.”

In a small voice, Josh asked, “Do I have to?”

Darren could have jumped up onto his feet, towered over Josh, and forced him to obey. Instead, he just waited, and it was Lily who grinned and said, “Yeah, yeah, you do!” She took another sip and laughed.

Although he’d only been given a few minutes to comprehend what had happened, he found himself collapsing onto his knees. And down before this man and the woman who used to be his wife, Josh kept his eyes locked on the floor.

“I promise to be obedient.”

“Kiss my shoes,” Darren commanded.

Josh opened his mouth, and he stared at this man incredulously. He couldn’t believe it. No way. That was going too far!

…Wasn’t it?

Josh waited several seconds for Lily to intervene, but that gorgeous girl just wiggled her toes and continued to smile at him. She took another sip from the wine glass and grinned.

Biting down, Josh bent forward. He kissed Darren’s right shoe.

“Now the left,” Darren ordered.

This time, Josh didn’t hesitate for quite as long. He pressed his lips down against of the expensive leather. The aroma of shoe polish wafted up his nostrils.

“Not bad, cuck boy,” Darren said. “Now back up. Stay on your knees, hold your hands behind your back, and watch.”

“Watch what?”

“No more talking,” Lily said.

“Yeah,” Darren agreed. “No more talking, not unless you want me to use my belt on you.”

Josh could barely comprehend those words, yet he stood up and started to walk back across the room. Just as he did so, Darren’s hand flew out and swatted Josh’s butt.

Josh froze, almost as though he couldn’t comprehend what had just happened. Hot shame burned down his cheeks, along his neck, all the way to the center of his body.

That was ridiculous; Darren wasn’t supposed be able to touch him like this, yet Lily’s lover had done just that, and Josh couldn’t confront him about it.

“Go,” Darren commanded. Without checking to see if Josh obeyed, he reached out, ran his fingers through Lily’s long hair, took a firm handful, and pulled gently, guiding her up.

From there, Darren leaned in and started kissing her.

Theoretically, Josh probably could have retreated. He could have rushed off or found something else to do, and they wouldn’t have noticed. Instead, Josh stayed right there on his knees.

His backside didn’t actually hurt, but the sensations seemed to echo along his buttocks. Darren had smacked his rear end, sending him off and dismissing him like he was some little kid or something.

It was ridiculous, and yet Josh still couldn’t argue or fight back.

In the meantime, Darren held onto Lily as their lips touched. They kissed softly and gently at first as their mouths just barely came into contact. It was almost like they were flirting without uttering a sound.

But then Darren changed his mind, and he held her tight. He pulled her close and started kissing her furiously, passionately.

Josh needed to turn away. He needed to close his eyes, but he watched the woman who was supposed to be his make out with another man.

It wasn’t just making out.

She groaned as the desires spun and burned hotter and faster deep within her chest. But then he reached down, and he started working the buttons of her blouse. He did it with casual ease, as though they had been together many times before.

The two sides of her blouse fell open, and that’s when Josh saw her black bra. She only wore that when she craved sex, so he hadn’t seen it for several weeks at least.

Darren slipped his hand underneath her bra, he cupped her breasts, and he gently pinched her nipples. He played with her right point, then her left.

Face flushed, she pulled back, only to lift her chin and moan with obvious arousal. The desires mounted within her as she surrendered to his attention.

Darren shoved her onto her back, and that’s when he continued to kiss her. He worked his lips along her mouth before pulling away.

When Darren started to kiss her neck, Josh almost laughed, if only because she hated that.

Only then, she started to moan even louder as Darren’s lips, tongue, and teeth played along of the contours of her neck. She squirmed, it was almost like she wanted to push Darren off of her as the passion resonated within her body. Each moment carried fresh vibrations of need.

From there, he unhooked her bra, jerked the cups away, and let them sail down onto the floor. Her bra landed right next to Josh.

He was about to pick it up, if only to feel the heat of her body, like this was the only intimacy he could enjoy, but Darren glanced at him. With a ferocious shake of his head, he stopped Josh.

With his fingertips inches away from the bra, Josh froze. Obediently, he held his hands behind his back. He kept his spine rigid, and he felt like some well-trained pet on display even as the room started to smell of sex and arousal.

Darren reached under her skirt. He started fingering her.

Within minutes, she twitched and moaned. He kissed her again, and then he brought his lips down toward her nipples.

The last time Josh had tried to suck on her nipples, she had pushed him away, saying she didn’t like that either. At the time, he had assumed there was something wrong with her, like she wasn’t feeling well or maybe she had a headache. Now he knew the truth.

She was getting fucked by someone taller, stronger, and better.

And now, Josh knew he would have to witness it for himself.

Darren continued to enjoy her breasts. He massaged and fondled her mounds. He cupped and kneaded her yielding flesh, making her moan and whimper every few seconds. Then he grabbed her nipples and twisted, forcing her eyes open wide.

If Josh had ever tried anything like that, he would have been severely scolded—or worse.

But Josh and Darren were very different men, so her lover could do whatever he liked, and she yearned for more.

While she moaned, Darren reached one hand beneath her skirt. He started fingering her. Josh couldn’t see the exact details, but it was easy to imagine this powerful man moving his fingers over her panties, pressing down, rubbing her, and driving her wild with primal need.

It had been a while—a very long while—since Josh had been able to make his wife come. Even so, he thought he recognized the sound, only now he heard what it was really like as she screamed, panted, and moaned, seemingly all at once. Her body twitched, she arched her back, and then she dropped down to the leather couch.

Despite her apparent release, Darren wasn’t done with her.

As his lips continued to tease her right nipple, he grabbed her panties beneath her skirt and pulled the black satin down along the length of her legs.

Josh watched. At several points, his mouth opened like he wanted to say something, but Josh still couldn’t find the words or the bravery necessary to utter them. Luckily, her lover hadn’t seemed to notice.

Darren grabbed her underwear, pulling it away completely before balling it up and tossing it to the cucked husband.

“Put them in your mouth,” Darren commanded. Perhaps he had spotted Josh’s desperate desire to speak after all.

Darren intended to gag Josh with his wife’s panties! But Darren was far too important to bother getting up. Instead, he expected Josh to do it himself.

It was a test of obedience, not to mention his control over the cuck.

When Josh grabbed the panties, his insides tightened. They were still warm from the heat of her body, but he could also smell her arousal.

Darren would only give Josh a couple of seconds at most. This was obvious.

Frightened, Josh balled the panties up and stuck them in his mouth.

“I’ll tell you when you can spit them out,” Darren said, but he didn’t bother to glance up and see whether or not Josh acknowledged his implicit order. Everyone in the living room knew a boy like Josh wouldn’t be able to defy this man.

Sure enough, Josh remained in place.

In the meantime, Darren focused again on the beautiful girl on the couch. He ran his fingers along her legs, up to her torso, and finally to her cheeks. Then he kissed her again, all while Josh had to watch.

Perhaps Josh could do this because he didn’t realize how much had changed. Or maybe some part of him still existed in denial, as though he figured there would be some logical explanation.

Darren played with her.

He touched her and stroked her, teasing her body as his fingers roamed along her skin. He enjoyed the feel of her breasts, the contours of her legs, the toned give of her buttocks, every inch.

“On your knees,” he commanded.

Lily glanced up at him.

Josh didn’t know what to expect, but he almost thought she might laugh at her new lover. Instead, she obeyed. It seemed impossible to believe, but Josh could only watch helplessly from the side as his wife slipped down onto the carpet as though she had done this dozens of times before. Not only that, there wasn’t any kind of reluctance on her pretty face. It seemed impossible to believe, but her irises shined with something like hunger.

Positioning herself on the floor, Lily licked her lips as Darren set his feet on the carpet. He unzipped his pants, pulled out his shaft, and suddenly his erection was right there.

Josh wished he could speak; he wanted to beg her not to do this.

He didn’t want to watch; he couldn’t!

And yet, something held him back.

Darren.

It was his strength, his power, his authority and gravitas.

All of this made it impossible for Josh to utter a sound. Gagged by his wife’s panties and bound by this man’s authority, Josh remained in place with his spine straight and his wrists crossed behind his back as Lily licked her lips.

In the next moment, she glanced up at him one more time. “May I?”

She sounded so sweet, so humble and demure.

“You may,” he said with equal solemnity.

She licked her lips again, leaned to down, and she started nuzzling his cock.

Hot jealousy surged through Josh, but he still couldn’t bring himself to utter a word. He couldn’t make a sound. Nothing technically bound him to his knees, nothing except the knowledge that Darren was bigger and stronger. It was enough—more than enough.

Her tongue flicked out, and she teased the base of his shaft before finally licking his length. She slid her tongue all the way from the bottom of his manhood to the tip. From there, she swirled her tongue around his opening and finally wrapped her lips around his circumference.

“Oh, that’s good. That’s very, very good,” he said. Even as the pleasure surged through his body, he embraced those sensations playing along his nerves.

“You’re very good at this,” he said.

She pulled back for just a moment, “I’ve been practicing.”

If she had, it wasn’t with Josh.

“Keep sucking,” he ordered.

And she obeyed.

Like some eager little housewife, she wrapped her lips around him again, bobbed her head down, pulled back, hollowed her cheeks, and kept sucking.

Bound by his inability to act, Josh just stared. He watched all of this, knowing he should have been able to stop it, yet still being unable to do so. The shame burned along his cheeks and down his neck.

It wasn’t fair!

Josh found himself getting hard as he watched. His own desires flared within his body, but he didn’t know what to do with them. Darren and Josh were far too different.

“Good girl,” he said. “That’s right. Keep sucking.”

Darren and Josh made eye contact for just a moment.

That was when Darren slid his hands into Lily’s hair. He took a firm grip, tightening his fingers through those soft tresses before he started to work her face. He used her, tugging and pulling, all while Josh watched.

Ridiculously, Josh wanted to call out something like, “You can’t treat her this way! It’s disrespectful!”

If he had said something like that, Darren would have sneered and laughed at him. Worse, Lily probably would have joined in. After all, she started moaning even as she licked, sucked, and slurped. Her mouth remained tight around his cock as she bobbed her head down and up, working hard to please this man.

With each second, he worked her hard and quick. Every moment brought him closer and closer to that point of release.

Josh didn’t know exactly why he couldn’t look away. With every moment, he tried to close his eyes, to bow his head down, to hide from the truth of this moment.

As hard as he tried, he couldn’t.

“Enough,” Darren finally announced. At the same time, he released her hair, and she pulled back. She licked her lips and asked, “Where do you want me?”

“On your hands and knees,” he replied.

Lily didn’t say a word; rather, she dropped down onto her hands and knees.

He positioned himself behind her, grabbed her hair, yanked, and forced her to raise her head. He pulled again. It probably didn’t really hurt her, yet those tugs on her scalp reminded her of where he wanted her to look: right at Josh.

Again, Josh should have simply raised his gaze and stared off into the distance. He could have let his eyes become unfocused, but something compelled him to watch this, to see every second of it.

As the shame burned through his body, he did just that. He looked on as his wife had sex with another man. Each moment seemed to be burned into his memory as Darren did whatever he wanted with this beautiful girl.

After another tug on her pretty hair, Darren pulled himself forward. He teased her with the tip of his shaft, gently caressing her sex.

She grinned, giggled, and finally whimpered before gasping when he shoved forward, thrusting his cock deep into her damp sex. After making out on the couch and getting fondled, her opening was nice and slick. She was ready for him!

“Yes, please, more!” she cried out. The desperation reverberated through every sound she made.

Josh had never, ever heard her make that kind of noise, not with him, not when they made love.

Then again, this wasn’t making love.

As Josh watched, he knew what was really happening. She was getting fucked—hard—and she craved more!

She gasped and moaned, crying out as he plowed into her, thrusting forward, pulling back, and giving her the friction she craved.

He reached down, smacked her ass, and that’s when she moaned. A little, miniaturized orgasm seemed to race through Lily’s body.

“That’s right,” he said. “You belong to me!”

“Yes! Yes, I’m yours! Please, please just don’t stop!”

I’m yours. Those words seemed to echo and reverberate between Josh’s ears. As he contemplated those sounds, he tried not to believe it. Again, he needed to think that this was some kind of joke or nightmare.

And yet, his wife was right there, poised on her hands and knees as she got taken hard.

Her face was flushed, her bottom lip trembled, and Darren continued to pump into her. He gave her another smack on the ass. It probably didn’t hurt, not really. Instead, it was a sign of something else: his control, his power, and his ability to keep her right there, especially when he held her hair with one hand and gripped her ass with the other.

Josh could never do anything like this.

Then she cried out, only this orgasm so much bigger and more powerful.

At the same moment, Darren claimed his own satisfaction as hot pleasure burned through his body. He didn’t make as much noise as Lily, but he didn’t need to either. Instead, there was that low, resonating growl as his lips hardened and he grinned with satisfaction.

Josh watched it. He watched all of it.

That first night, Josh tried to talk to his wife, but she just held up a finger and said, “Either you get with the program or you get out.” If he had pushed her, there would have been consequences. He would have to face Darren, but Josh knew he wouldn’t be able to do that.

When Lily went off to take a bath and relax after the pounding she had taken, Josh hadn’t known what to do with himself. He had paced back and forth, contemplated a divorce, and ultimately settled on the fact that he would never be able to fight someone like Darren.

Worse, his shaft was so hard.

At first, he sat down on the couch, he reached into his pants, but something felt wrong.

This was the same couch where Lily and Darren had made out only a little while before…

Humiliated and ashamed of his own arousal, Josh instead dropped down onto the floor. On his knees, he bowed his head down, kept his hand in his pants, and gripped his underwhelming manhood. He knew he would never be able to compete with someone like Darren, yet he needed this relief.

At first, Josh told himself that it was just a question of proximity. He had watched two people have sex, so of course he would become aroused.

But now, he wasn’t going to think about what they had done. He wouldn’t remember the shaper contour of Darren’s cock. He wouldn’t think about Lily or the expression of wild satisfaction on her gorgeous face. He wouldn’t remember how she had moaned or cried out.

And yet, He couldn’t help himself. He kept stroking, all while that image played out in his imagination.

Then he lost control, and he came hard.

Josh needed to get cleaned up.

Bowing his head down, he already knew he wouldn’t be able to fight back.

He would accept whatever they told him to do. At least for now. Maybe, maybe he would be able to save his strength and confront Darren eventually. Yeah. He would do it eventually. He would pick the right moment. And then he would make his wife see him as a real man again.

Six months.

Each day, Josh woke up, and he tried to tell himself he would be able to overcome this new dynamic. Each day, he told himself that this might be the moment when he could push back.

Over the following six months, Josh started to learn more and more about his place. They treated him like a servant, ordering him to cook and clean. He became little more than a house spouse. Sure, he continued his job, but his paycheck was deposited into an account he could no longer access.

His life spun out of control, and it all seemed to happen so fast.

But now, he kneeled before his wife.

“Darren is going to be here in a little bit, and he has a gift for you,” she said.

“A gift?” Josh asked tentatively.

“That’s right,” she said.

That’s when he heard Darren’s knock on the door. Oftentimes, Darren simply strode through the front door like he owned the place. As far as he was concerned, he was at the top of the hierarchy, so there was no need for him to wait.

And yet, sometimes he knocked. Why? Because he wanted to see Josh scurry over and get the door like a servant.

That’s exactly what Josh did.

Under his wife’s watchful gaze, he jumped to his feet, rushed over, and opened the door. He stepped out of the way and bowed his head down.

Darren strode past him as though he wasn’t even there.

Lily jumped to her feet, and he grabbed her. He kissed her. He held her tight, and then, just because he could, he slipped his hand under her red, pleated skirt. His fingers found that spot just above her slit, and he started teasing her. He pressed down on her panties, rubbing and massaging.

Josh understood exactly what was happening, and he remembered when he had tentatively tried to finger her while they were dating.

Each time, Lily had politely put her hand on his wrist, nudging him back. Without saying anything, she had made it quite clear that she wasn’t interested in that sort of attention.

When it came to Darren, however, he could do whatever he wanted.

There seemed to be no rules, no limits. When it came to Darren, Lily was his obedient girl, and she took anything and everything he gave her.

Josh clenched his jaw and searched for the courage to finally push back. Deep down, he told himself his moment would come. There would be a point where Josh wouldn’t be able to take it any longer! Then, he would throw a punch, fight back, and show Darren what kind of man he really was.

Lily whimpered, moaned, and finally tensed. Her shoulders twitched, and she stumbled back, dropping down onto the couch.

“Good girl,” he told her.

Lily beamed, apparently grateful for the complement. If Josh should try to call her something like that, she would have glared and maybe even smacked him across the face.

“Get over here, cuck,” Darren commanded. He snapped his fingers and pointed to the spot right in front of him.

Instantly, Josh understood precisely what this meant. He rushed over, dropped down onto his knees, and bowed his head down. In some ways, this was easier.

“I have something for you,” Darren stated flatly.

“What?” Josh asked even as the nervous energy flared through his body.

Darren hadn’t given him anything before, so the possibilities made him very, very nervous. His heart skittered, his stomach tightened, and that’s when Darren reached into his pocket and pulled out a small box about the size of his fist.

Josh studied the nondescript black box for a second. Then he glanced up and froze. He hated this, but he felt like he needed to ask for permission, “Can I open it, Sir?”

“Yes, you may,” he replied magnanimously.

Sir.

Josh absolutely hated addressing this man as “Sir,” but it had been one of the new rules put into place at the start of their arrangement.

At first, Josh had told himself that he would get used to it. It was just a word, after all, so it shouldn’t have made any significant difference. And yet, the flashes of shame never went away each time he addressed his superior.

“Go on,” Lily encouraged from the couch. Some of the heat had faded from her cheeks, but she still flashed him a grin.

Clearly, she knew exactly what it was.

With a little shiver nervous energy, Josh opened the box, he looked down inside, and he saw some sort of plastic tube. It had a rounded tip, and then there was a larger, plastic ring, several connectors, and he finally looked up. “What is this?”

“It’s your chastity cage!” Lily called out. She rose to her feet, strode up to her cuckolded husband and reached up to pinched his cheek. “Darren has decided that you’ve been having too much fun. This way, we can control you just a little more thoroughly.”

“Just a little more thoroughly?” Josh echoed the words like he couldn’t quite understand them.

“Put it on him,” Darren commanded. He stepped back, crossed his arms over his chest, and watched.

Josh understood the concept of a chastity cage well enough. He had seen them online, although he couldn’t remember where. It had probably been part of some joke or maybe a random article about the stranger facets of the internet.

But now, he looked at Lily with these big, frightened eyes.

“Don’t. Please, you can’t be serious.” Then he turned back to Darren. He hated doing this, but he saw no choice. “Please, Sir. I don’t think this is necessary.”

“Then it’s a good thing no one cares what you think,” Darren replied, his eyes shining with amusement. “Lily told me about how you still love masturbating. Don’t worry. You’ll get the privilege from time to time, but you’ll have to earn it. More importantly, you’ll have to ask for it.”

“Ask for it?” Josh repeated. He made those words sound like they came from a foreign language.

“It’s going to be good for you,” Lily promised.

How? How could this possibly be good for him?

“How? How is going to be good for me?” Josh asked, surprising himself. His words shot out onto the air and ricocheted against the walls, but he didn’t get an answer right away. Instead, Lily ran her fingers through his hair.

It was a lot longer now.

After six months of not being allowed to cut it, it had grown almost all the way down to his shoulder blades. He had never imagined his hair could grow this quickly. For her part, Lily’s now reached to the small of her back, but she was a woman. Her hair was gorgeous.

Josh, on the other hand felt feminized and weaker, as though some key component of his psyche had been weakened or trampled.

As she gripped his hair, she pulled, forcing him to look down into her eyes. “Pull down your pants right now, or there are going to be consequences.”

Obviously, Lily knew this boy quite well. Perhaps she didn’t want to have sex with him, but she could still read his expression quite easily. As some of the color drained away from his cheeks, she chuckled and said, “You’re going to wear this one way or another. The only question is when you get your next orgasm. Is it going to be a couple of hours? A couple of days? A couple of weeks? Longer?”

Longer? The possibility had never entered his mind. After all, it was his body, and he should have had control. But they were taking away this last vestige of his independence and freedom.

He didn’t have any money. He didn’t have any say over how the household operated. Darren was in charge, and if he didn’t make a decision about some aspect, then Lily stepped forward.

For the last six months, no one had cared if Josh touched himself. But now, they had apparently changed their minds. They would seize this small freedom.

Lowering his voice, he looked back at Lily, “Please, don’t do this.”

“Take off your pants,” she commanded. After another second, she amended that, “Actually, you should probably just be naked. Strip.”

Josh glanced over at Darren and instantly knew the man’s patience had worn thin. Something darkened in Darren’s gaze, so Josh pulled off his shirt, he yanked off his shoes, peeled away his socks, and finally pulled off his pants and boxers.

He stood there, naked, he understood exactly how Lily saw him. He was smaller and slender, especially compared to Darren. Worse, Josh’s longer hair definitely highlighted his feminine features.

Lily leaned in and whispered, “You’re lucky he doesn’t make you shave off all of your body hair.”

Josh’s eyes widened; he had never considered that as a possibility.

“Please…” Josh said again, straining. Hot worry pumped through his body, but he still didn’t know what to do or say.

For her part, Lily just pushed the box back into his hands. She started removing the different pieces. She started with the longer tube and slipped it over his shaft. As the fear pumped through his body, he wondered if her proximity might be enough to give him an erection.

Apparently not.

She slipped the plastic ring underneath his balls so it came close to the tube now imprisoning his cock. She pulled out the connectors, slipped them into place, and locked them down one after another.

Finally, she held up the last piece, the one which would truly trap him.

“You don’t have to do this,” he whispered, his voice frantic and stretched with desperation.

“You’re right,” she said. “I don’t have to do this, but I definitely want to!” She tittered with amusement.

Biting down, Josh didn’t know how to answer. His thoughts turned blank as he contemplated what she had in mind for him.

The worry pulsed through his body as his pulse sped.

She slipped the lock into place, pressed down, and then he heard it.

CLICK.

That noise only lasted for a second, but it froze him in place.

“Come here,” Darren ordered.

When Josh didn’t move right away, Lily slid her hands into his long hair, took a firm grip, and tugged him along, pulling him toward the man of the house.

Since Josh didn’t instinctively fall to his knees, Lily continued to use his hair. She pulled on those tresses like they were reins and pushed into his knees.

Naked and locked in chastity, Josh kept his head down. Lily pulled, forcing him to look up along the length of Darren’s body.

As Josh stayed there, humbled before this man, he could smell Darren’s cologne, see the shine along his expensive trousers, and marvel at his perfectly tailored coat.

“What you think of your cage, cuck?”

“I hate it,” Josh breathed out honestly.

“You can try to take it off,” Darren replied.

Josh’s brows creased with confusion before he glanced over at Lily, but she didn’t have any additional information for him either. What were they saying? What were they talking about? Was this another game, another way for them to mess with his head?

“Don’t worry,” he said. “If you remove it, you won’t be punished.”

“I can’t…” Josh said.

That’s when Darren reached down, slid his fingers through Josh his hair, pulled, and drew this boy back up onto his feet. He didn’t let go right away. Instead, he made sure Josh couldn’t retreat. He held onto this boy’s soft, shiny hair like it was a leash.

“I’m giving you an order, cuck. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir!”

Darren let go of him, so Josh stumbled back. Then, still naked, he looked down. Some of his hair fell along his shoulders and the contours of his cheeks. Breathing out slowly, he tentatively pulled on the chastity cage.

It was snug around the base of his shaft and his scrotum.

He tried again, pulling at a different angle. He shifted his weight, adjusted his footing, and continued to work at it.

Distantly, Josh could hear the sounds of giggling and snickering.

Lily.

He glanced over at her. Sure enough, she had one hand over her mouth as she watched her husband to try free himself.

As she laughed at him, his resolve hardened, and he tried to work at the segments. There had to be some way to get this thing off of him!

He kept working, tugging and pulling, shifting his weight and adjusting his breathing like that might make some difference.

Nothing seemed to help.

“What’s wrong, Josh? Can’t get out of your cage?” Lily teased him.

Finally, Josh gave up. He shoulders slumped, the embarrassment burned bright through his body, and he glanced over at Darren. At first, Josh thought he might be able to meet this man’s stare, but he couldn’t.

Darren would always intimidate him. Darren would always be bigger and stronger, wealthier, more attractive, superior in every way…

Feeling defeated, Josh admitted the truth. “No…I can’t get out of the cage.”

Turning his attention back to Lily, Darren asked, “How long should he stay in it until he gets an orgasm?”

“Should we even bother setting a time frame?” Lily asked.

Josh froze as he heard those words.

“Good idea,” Darren said. “Now be a good slave and go get us something to drink. I think I feel like a beer. What would you like, Lily?”

“A glass of wine, please,” she said.

“I can’t,” Josh said.

Just as those words left his lips, Darren reached out and grabbed Josh by the hair again. He pulled, practically dragging the boy back into the kitchen. With every step, Josh tried to pull away, only to feel the pressure against his scalp.

He hated his long hair! He hated looking like a girl from the back! And yet, Darren loved the ease with which he could control this boy. And ultimately, Darren’s pleasure was the only thing that truly mattered in that house.

In the next moment, Josh found himself back in the kitchen.

“Ready?” was all Darren asked.

Realizing the consequence could be far more severe, Josh swallowed back his trepidation and gave this man what he wanted. “Yes, Sir.”

“Then get on your knees and say it, cuck.”

Josh obeyed this time. He dropped to his knees, gulped, and looked up, “Yes, Sir!” Something close to enthusiasm vibrated through those two syllables.

“That’s right,” Darren said before stepping back and sauntering into the living room.

As Josh worked to satisfy their orders, he understood what he was giving up. He kept looking down at his trapped shaft.

Like the servant he had become, he brought the beer in a large mug along with her wine glass. Darren took his drink; Lily did the same.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Darren asked. Apparently, they had been whispering back and forth while Josh worked.

“Absolutely,” Lily practically purred.

Do this? Do what?

Josh tried to figure it out, especially because he figured they intended to humiliate him.

He wasn’t wrong.

Lily hopped to her husband, cupped his cheeks in the palms of her hands, and she pulled him close. Then she kissed him. Hard. Passionately. Her tongue danced along the edges of his teeth, and she groaned with wild desire.

It had been six months. Six months since she had kissed him. Six months since she had teased him like this.

The arousal roared to life through his body, and his shaft twitched, but he groaned with dismay. She let go as the look of confusion morphed into horror.

“What’s wrong?” Lily asked sweetly. “You look upset.”

“Get this thing off of me!”

He tugged and pulled again, but he couldn’t free himself from the chastity cage.

“That’s a high-end device,” she pointed out. “You aren’t breaking free, Josh. We have you, and we aren’t letting you go.” Then she flashed him a wicked smile.

“But we are going to be generous,” Darren said. “Tonight, you get to watch.”

Josh already knew what would happen. They would fuck in the bed Josh and Lily had purchased together. Darren would have his way with this beautiful girl. He would pull on her hair, smack her ass, and enjoy himself. She would lick and suck, she would get down on her knees or on her back.

Darren would be in charge, and Josh would remain off to the side, silent and observant. He would keep his head up, his spine straight, and his hands crossed behind his back. He would watch as another man rammed into his wife over and over again.

But this time, he would know that he wouldn’t be allowed to touch himself after. He wouldn’t be able to slink off and relive those memories. Yes, he’d think about it, but he couldn’t get off, not anymore.

They had taken that away from him.

The next day, Josh spotted a new detail. For the most part, he ignored the jewelry his wife bought with the money he made. But this time, he saw the small key dangling from a gold chain around her neck.

When she noticed him staring, she asked, “Yes?

Lily was messing with him. It was obvious, but he didn’t know what to do or say.

“Your necklace…” Josh finally said.

“Yes,” she replied. “It’s the key to your chastity cage. What do you think?”

“I, I…” Josh attempted to finish the idea, but he didn’t know what to say. His thoughts turned to fuzz and static all over again. Lily just smiled, stepped over to him, grabbed him by his hair, and forced him to look down. As she tugged, he gulped. He was so close, just a few inches away from her chest now.

“You’re locked in a chastity cage for a reason,” she said. “Your Master doesn’t want you to get off. So now, go do your chores like a good slave boy.”

When she finally released his hair, he rushed off to obey her. Yes, he would complete his chores as commanded.

The next day, Josh hoped she might let him out.

She didn’t.

The day after that, he glanced at her at several points and silently pleaded with her.

She still didn’t let him out.

After that, he had to ask. “Please, would you please release me just for a little while? Please?”

“Ask Darren,” she had ordered.

Just a little while later, Darren had come into the room, and Lily called out, “Josh has something he would like to ask you.”

Horrified and humiliated, Josh didn’t know how to reply. His heart hammered away in his chest, but he finally managed to lower himself down.

Darren grabbed Josh by his hair, pulled his head back, and forced him to look up. “Say it.”

“Please, could you please let me out of the chastity cage for a little while? Please?”

Darren seemed to ponder this for several seconds before he said, “No.”

That was it. Just no. No debate. No discussion. Just no.

The next day, Josh promised himself he wouldn’t ask or beg for release. Even as his desires mounted, pumping through his body, he told himself he could handle this.

Nearly a week went by. Finally, he found himself down before them again, begging. “Please. Please, I have never gone this long without an orgasm. Please, please, Sir. Please, Lily? Please?” He held his hands together as he pleaded with them.

Darren grinned and finally said, “No. Not yet. Maybe in a few more days, assuming you don’t ask again.”

“What?” Josh’s voice rang with disbelief. “But if you keep me locked up like this, it feels like I’m going to go crazy!”

“Too bad,” Darren replied.

Josh tensed up, his shoulders locking in place. Finally, he jumped to his feet. “No. I, I’m going to just cut this thing off.”

Theoretically, it would be easy enough. He could find some bolt cutters and slice through the thin lock.

“Is that really what you think?” Darren asked.

He stepped forward. “You’re a slave. You weren’t good enough for your wife, so now she’s mine. And by extension, you are mine.”

“I’ll fight you,” Josh spat out. The adrenaline slammed into his body, washing along his veins even as he stood there.

Darren stared right back at him for several long seconds. Then he reached up, and he grabbed Josh by his hair. He tugged on those long tresses, wrapping his fingers between the strands of Josh’s hair.

Despite being held, Josh refused to back down.

“I’m not going to let you keep me like this.”

“Do you really think you can stop me?”

“Yes,” Josh insisted as his nostrils twitched. Like some wild animal, he snarled out his answer, but it didn’t seem to do anything. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t intimidate a man like Darren.

“Okay, Josh. Let’s fight. Right now.”

He let go and Josh stumbled back.

“What? Really?” Josh asked. The adrenaline remained, but now a jolt of fear shot through his body.

“We wrestle.”

“But, but I don’t know how to wrestle,” Josh protested.

“It’s simple enough. If I can hold you down, I win. If you can hold me down, you win.”

“But…”

“This is your chance. If you win, I will let you go. When I win, you’ll stay in chastity for a month.”

Josh’s lips parted as he heard those words. A month? He had meant what he said before. He thought this would drive him absolutely insane. And yet, he had to assert himself, didn’t he? When this first started, he had been waiting for the day when he would show Darren what kind of man he could really be.

This was that day.

Lily plopped down on one of the chairs, crossed her legs, and watched. “You’re in trouble, Josh.” She flashed him a coquettish smile and even winked.

For his part, Josh leaned forward, held out his arms, and tried to get ready. He attempted to think of what sort of strategy he might be able to use.

Darren shrugged off his coat and stretched his neck from side to side. Then he leaned forward as well.

“Are you ready?” Darren asked politely.

“I’m going to win. I’m going to win this, and I’m going to get my wife back. You’ll see I can fight you.”

“You can try!” Lily called out playfully.

Josh didn’t know what to do, not exactly. Then Darren started to lunge forward, only to stop at the last moment. He retreated back.

Almost over correcting, Josh nearly slipped, falling down. At the last instant, he recovered, stayed upright, and could only listen as Darren laughed.

“What’s wrong? You don’t want to do this naked?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Josh spat. He glanced over at Lily, only this was a mistake.

Their impromptu match had already begun.

Darren threw himself forward, grabbing Josh in some sort of hold. Suddenly, Josh’s arms were crossed behind his back.

He didn’t know what to do, so he just threw himself forward. His arm was nearly wrenched from its socket, but he managed to get his hands in front of himself. The floor came up hard, but he rolled to the side, jumped back onto his feet, and faced Darren again.

It felt ridiculous, but Josh let out a roar, and he rushed at his opponent.

Darren quickly sidestepped, avoiding the tackle.

Darren landed on the couch. He bounced, and that’s when Darren grabbed him by his hair.

With a cry of dismay, Josh reached up and tried to get his opponent to let go.

Darren didn’t. Instead, he swung Josh to the left, then the right. Forced to follow his hair, Josh squirmed helplessly. He wiggled and tried to tear himself free, but Darren knew exactly what he was doing. More importantly, he had an extremely strong grip!

“You shouldn’t play with him like this,” Lily said.

“Really? Is that really how you feel?”

Lily answered with an impish grin, so Darren didn’t let go. Instead, he held on tight, forcing Josh to follow him around the room.

Finally, they came back to the spot in front of the couch, and Darren released him.

“If you want, you could just get on your knees and beg. Maybe, if you’re very nice, I will only keep you locked up for three weeks, not four.”

Josh didn’t listen.

Instead, he jumped forward, leaping like some wild, uncontrollable creature.

He tried to shove Darren down onto the ground, but Lily’s lover braced himself. He managed to remain up on his feet with his back straight. Then he grabbed Josh, shoved him down, and the cuckolded husband hit the carpet hard.

“Get up,” Darren said, his tone snarky and amused.

Josh didn’t bother answering even as he tried to kick out or somehow squirm back up onto his feet. He wiggled helplessly, but Darren had him down on his stomach with a knee pressed to the small of his back.

In fact, Darren didn’t even have to use both hands to hold Josh in this position.

“Let me go! Let me up!”

“First, admit that you’re never getting her back.”

Josh froze. At the same time, he pressed his face down into the carpet and closed his eyes.

He could only hide for a few seconds, however.

Darren grabbed Josh by his hair again, pulling, forcing Josh to raise his gaze and look up at the woman who had been his wife. “Say it. You know it’s true,” Darren demanded.

“I’m never getting her back!” Josh called out pathetically.

Humiliation burned along his body. He could feel the heat in his cheeks, down his neck, and all the way to his feet.

“Tell us you belong in chastity.”

Josh’s breath quickened. “Please, don’t make me!”

Darren simply answered with another tug on Josh’s thick hair. Maybe he didn’t like growing it out this long, yet that hardly mattered because Darren was in charge. A taller, stronger man could demand whatever he liked, so Josh had to acquiesce again and again.

“Say it,” Darren replied with another sharp pull.

“I belong in chastity!”

“And why is that?”

Josh’s eyes watered slightly, but he didn’t have a ready answer. His lips moved, and he started to say a couple of different answers, but he understood that he would have to stay there until he finally satisfied this man.

“I belong in chastity because I’m not as good as you,” Josh finally admitted.

“Very nice. And accurate,” Darren said with a chuckle. “But you know, I think my girl over there wants an orgasm. It’s been a while since you’ve gone down on her, hasn’t it?”

“Yes,” Darren said.

“Crawl over to her. Ask if you can serve her.”

“Yes, Sir,” Josh answered.

Then, with his cock still twitching in the confines of its cage, Josh crawled across the floor. Right as he started to make his way across the floor, Darren reached out and gave him a quick, encouraging spank. That little pat was the kind of humiliating reminder Darren seemed to use at every opportunity.

Josh’s heart kept hammering, but he asked, “May I serve you? May I go down on you?”

“Yes, you may,” she said. She stood for a moment, lifted her skirt, and pulled down her panties.

Josh couldn’t pull his eyes away. He watched, savoring the delicate contours of her body until she sat again. Then she spread her legs, she grabbed him by his hair, and she pulled.

As his wife held onto his hair, Josh started licking. He tasted her excitement and knew what this meant for her. She enjoyed every moment of it; she reveled in her power over him.

When they first met, they had been equals. After they got married, their relationship remained egalitarian.

But now, he was her slave.

Better yet, she could enjoy the attention and focus of a superior man.

Lily continued to enjoy the flickering movements of his tongue. He licked and lapped, gliding his tongue up and down, all to please her. She tugged on his hair, pulling and twisting, forcing his head to the left or right, all because she could. Better yet, she could use his hair as a leash and set his rhythm however she liked. She could speed him up or slow him down, all without uttering a word.

She kept using his hair. She kept using his face.

Within minutes, her inner thighs tensed against his cheeks. She was panting faster now.

“Just like that. Keep going. Faster! Faster!”

Of course, he obeyed. Of course, he gave her the pleasure she demanded.

After she climaxed, he still had his face between her legs, at least until Darren grabbed him by his mane. There it was again, that humiliating pull on his scalp.

“On your knees, and don’t make a sound,” Darren ordered.

Josh hardly knew what to expect, but he obeyed nonetheless. Then it all made sense. Even as Josh licked away the last taste of his wife’s excitement, he watched them as they started kissing.

This only lasted for a couple of minutes. Then Darren pushed her down onto her back. He pinned her, pulled out his cock, and Josh couldn’t help but look down at his own imprisoned member. His manhood could never compete with someone like Darren. He was bigger and stronger. He was so much more powerful!

Right there, Darren proved it again.

He pushed down, thrusting into Lily. She cried out, moaning as she felt one thrust after another. Every moment sent hot spasms of pleasure coursing through her.

The oral sex had been nice, but this was what she had truly craved.

Josh tried to look away. Again, he couldn’t.

Worse, he could feel his shaft pushed against the boundaries of his cage. They kept him locked up.

A month…

He would have to go through another month of chastity.

And what if he messed up before then?

Josh had never known he could be this foolish. He had confronted Darren, thinking he might have a chance.

“This is my girl now,” Darren promised. “And that means you’re my property. You stay in that cage for as long as I want. She might wear the key, but I’m in charge.”

“Yes, Sir,” Josh answered even as this man continued to have sex with his wife. “Yes, Sir. You’re in charge. We both belong to you!”

Right as he said those words, Lily lost herself to an orgasm. Then it was Darren’s turn to embrace that wild rush of satisfaction. His shaft throbbed, and he came hard, pumping into her just a few more times before he pulled back.

As Josh watched, he knew there would be no escape, not for him. He was their property, their slave. He dipped his head down and felt his long hair fall like a curtain around his face as one more reminder of his subjugation.

The End
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