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"Open your knees for me. You’re my toy. My present. And I want to play with you."

Julia


The City of Love

They called Paris the City of Love, but Thomas had never felt more alone. This was supposed to be a surprise trip with his girlfriend Beth, but the real surprise happened three nights ago, when Thomas went over to her place to tell her about it and found her in bed with a coworker, her so-called “work husband” who Beth had assured Thomas over and over again was just a friend.

What a fool he'd been.

Naturally, the trip was non-refundable, the hotel room already paid for using years’ worth of credit card points. Thomas was just going to write it off as a complete loss when he got the insane idea to go anyway as one big “fuck you” to Beth. But now that he was here and his anger had melted into depression, he felt like a complete loser in a city full of lovers who couldn't seem to keep their hands off each other.

Thomas sighed as a couple passed holding hands. He was in some park he'd already forgotten the name of, with a half bottle of wine and an overpriced baguette sandwich, hiding in the shade of an old tree.

“That’s the third time you've done that,” a nearby voice said.

Thomas turned. He hadn't noticed the woman sitting on the red-and-white picnic blanket with a carefully curated lunch spread before, but now he could see she was just ten feet away.  She had that elfen look Thomas had noticed was so common among Parisian women: Fair-skinned, dark brown hair, delicately sculpted features, and something ethereal going on behind the eyes.

“Oh, uh, I'm sorry,” said Thomas, only realizing then how loud his sighs were.

“Why are you sorry?” Her English was good–very good–with only the slightest trace of French to it. “Should you be sorry for breathing now?”

What was she getting at? wondered Thomas. He'd bothered her and apologized–what more could she want? “Well… no, but I didn't mean to disturb you. I'm just… nevermind.”

The woman looked at him for a moment with a held smile, saying nothing. Her eyes glittered in the afternoon sun. “It's too nice of a day to be so unhappy,” she finally said.

Thomas huffed a bitter laugh. “Didn't mean to ruin Paris,” he said, muttering under his breath but still loud enough for her to hear.

“Do you know what Paris Syndrome is?” the woman asked him. “It's when the Japanese come here, thinking it will be roses and champagne… and then they find out Paris is dirty, that the people here are rude, and everything is crowded. It's a big psychological shock.”

“I'm not in shock,” said Thomas defensively.

“That isn't what I meant,” said the woman. “You aren't ruining Paris. If anything, you fit right in.” She patted her picnic blanket. “Join me. That sandwich looks like merde.”

“Oh, I don't want to impose, I wouldn't be–”

“I wasn't asking you, I was telling you,” the woman insisted with a mischievous smile. She pointed to the blanket. “Here. Now.”

Compelled by the woman, Thomas got up off the dirt and dusted himself off. He ambled over to her picnic blanket and sat down at the only available space, which was right next to her. She took the baguette sandwich from him with a wrinkled nose expression and set it aside, handing him instead a small piece of crostini covered with olive tapenade.

“Try it,” she said.

The bite was fresh and unctuous and delicious. She poured him a glass of her own wine and exchanged it for his own, urging him to follow the bite with a sip of wine.

“It's good,” Thomas said. “The food too. Thank you.”

“You're American?” the woman asked, assuming the answer. “Americans don't know how to eat. Especially the men.”

He introduced himself: “I'm Thomas and I'm American, guilty as charged.”

“Julia,” the woman said. She practically shoved another piece of crostini in Thomas’s mouth. “Every one of you American men should be assigned a French woman when you visit to teach you how to live in Paris.”

“Oh?” asked Thomas, his mouth half-full. Was this woman flirting with him? He could never tell and was especially out of practice after his time with Beth. It made him red in the cheeks to just consider the possibility. “What is living in Paris all about?” he asked, trying to keep up the conversation.

“How to eat,” Julia said, enjoying a crostini herself. “How to drink. How to…” She bit her lip and looked away with a secret smile. “...make coffee in the morning.”

Thomas was confused. “What's so funny about that?” he asked. “American coffee isn't that bad. At least not these days.”

Julia shook her head, still smiling. “So you don't make a girl coffee in the morning after she's been in your bed?”

Oh. That's what she meant. Thomas paused, unsure what to say. In the absence of something clever or flirty, he went with the limp, boring truth: “The last girl in my bed cheated on me so… yeah. Hasn't really been top of mind.”

“Ah.” Julia nodded slowly. “That explains the sighing. Boy meets girl. Girl cheats on boy. Boy comes to Paris to grunt at lovebirds. A tale as old as time.”

“I had booked the trip already,” Thomas said, on the defensive again. This woman had a way of so casually skewering his words that it left him on uneasy footing, like he couldn't get control of the conversation. “This was supposed to be a surprise for her. And I couldn't get my money back so I came anyway because… why not?”

“So, to deal with your girlfriend cheating on you, you came to the place you were going to take her as a surprise?” asked Julia with a veiled laugh. “No wonder you're so unhappy. Have you stopped thinking about her for even five minutes while you've been here?”

Thomas had nothing to say to that. He sure as shit hadn't.

“We French have a much healthier way to deal with this kind of thing: When we break up with someone, the first thing we do is go find someone else to fuck.”

The words were spoken so plainly and so matter of factly that it left Thomas speechless. His mouth hung open, mid-bite, and a rush of secondhand embarrassment came over him. This was not the kind of thing you said back home; America had done and become a lot of things, but at its core it still had puritanical, pilgrim DNA that made any casual discussion of sex feel like touching a live wire.

“Oh,” he finally managed after a long, blushing silence.

Seeing his discomfort, Julia pressed her advantage: “You’re cute when you blush. You’d look cuter though if you were also naked.”

Never, ever in Thomas’s life had anyone ever spoken to him like this–nor had he ever been so blunt, so bold. He wasn’t a complete clod–he’d scored Beth, after all, and two girlfriends before that–but he wasn’t a “player” or a “chad” or whatever term was now used to describe men with high body counts and no shame when it came to flirting. Even though it was a pleasant 70-something day in Paris, Thomas was sweating profusely, his chest tight and his stomach in knots.

“T-thanks?” he stammered, more question than reply.

Julia laughed brightly. Her eyes glinted with that ethereal look from before, the light catching them just so to reveal a hazel shine. She breathed in slowly and, with her tongue lightly held between her teeth, took her sweet time looking Thomas up and down. It was an obvious look, an appraising look, one that she wanted Thomas to see; it made him feel strangely exposed, like Julia suddenly had X-ray vision and could see right under his clothes. His heart raced white his brain finally caught on: This woman was trying to pick him up. He had never had someone try to pick him up before. What was he supposed to do? What was he supposed to say? Would she think he wasn’t interested if he didn’t respond in kind? Or would he ruin things if he was too eager?

All these questions and more flooded Thomas’s mind at the same time, paralyzing him into baffled silence. Not knowing what else to do, he nervously gulped his wine, not realizing his glass was empty. Julia locked eyes with him and allowed a smile to slide across her face.

“I have an absolutely sexy red back at my apartment,” she told him. “If you’re a good boy and carry my picnic basket back for me, I’ll let you have some.”

And that’s how Thomas found himself wandering the streets of Paris with a picnic basket in one hand, trailing Julia as if in a dream, or a fairytale. But if it was a fairytale, then Thomas with the basket would be Little Red Riding Hood, which would make Julia… the Big Bad Wolf? Would she have great, big teeth, all the better to eat him with? No, he sensed none of that danger from her–Thomas was shy, not stupid, and city living had given him good instincts–but he was nevertheless all nerves, almost grateful that the trip to her cozy, walk-up apartment was a silent one, with Julia only turning over her shoulder to make sure Thomas was still following.

Inside, Julia dimmed the lights and lit a modern-chic candelabra that dominated the dining table. She left Thomas standing by the doorway while she stashed the picnic basket away in the kitchen and then disappeared into the back of the half-bedroom apartment, behind frosted double glass doors that partitioned the sleeping area from the rest of small, but high-ceilinged space. There was a lump in Thomas’s throat. This was going to happen, wasn’t it? All he had to do was let it. Somewhere, in the back of his mind, he realized this was the first time he hadn’t thought about Beth since he’d caught her cheating on him.

Julia returned. She’d changed into a sheer black dressing gown with a floral trim, with a matching lace bra and panty set underneath that was electric yellow and shone brightly through the sheer gown. She sat down on the wine-colored velvet loveseat and crossed one leg over the other, holding her knee in the cradle of her hands.

“Undress for me,” she said.

Thomas’s feet stood planted to the floor. God, he wished he’d had more wine. Seeing his stage fright, Julia pointed to the space in front of her.

“Over here,” she said with an air of authority.

It was far easier for Thomas to follow her command than to act on his own accord. He shuffled over with his head hung low, unable to meet Julia’s unerring, curious gaze, but he did notice that the shyer and more bashful he was, the more entertained Julia became.

“I’m sorry, I–”

“Shh, shh, shh. No speaking,” said Julia. She unthreaded the delicate belt of her dressing gown from the fabric loops and stood, using it to blindfold Thomas; it was soft on his closed eyes and lightly perfumed. He heard Julia sit back down. “Imagine you are a very special present, just for me. Then unwrap yourself–slowly.”

Thomas had no clue how to do something like that, but with the blindfold on at least he didn’t have to see if he was doing what Julia wanted or not. Knowing taking his socks off would be most awkward, he started there, nearly losing his balance in the process and thinking that he was off to just a great start. But after that he recovered, taking his time undoing his belt and unbuttoning his pants–but leaving them slung on his hips, showing off his heather gray Calvin Kleins–before he took off his V-neck tee in what felt like slow motion, lifting it so it caught on his the underside of his jaw with his arms linked and pressing overhead. Thomas let the shirt slip slowly, being mindful not to pull off his blindfold with it, and through the cotton tee he thought he heard a pleased sound of delight from Julia. He let his shirt fall to the floor. Then his hands went back to his pants, sliding them down his hips and his thighs, and then down the rest of the way, bending forward as brought them to the floor instead of merely letting them drop. Now he was in nothing but his boxer briefs. He went to take those off too, but then Julia took his hand.

“No,” she said. “Wait.”

With his hands at his side, Thomas waited. He jumped slightly as Julia traced his bulge with a finger and despite all his anxiety, he hardened, growing stiffer and stiffer under Julia’s teasing touch. She gently grabbed his waist and urged him to turn. Getting the hint, Thomas took small steps as he turned around, his back now to her. Her hands reached up to his shoulder blades and washed their way down Thomas’s back, until her fingers got to the waistband of his boxer briefs. She started to pull them down and Thomas tightened; Beth, nor any of his past girlfriends for that matter, had ever done anything like this to him. Julia pulled his underwear down so that the back waistband rested right under his buttocks, the front of them still caught on his now fully hard cock. Her hands slowly slid down his ass and then Thomas jumped harder as Julia pressed her lips to one cheek and gave him a soft kiss.

If she noticed this, she said nothing. She kissed the other cheek, Thomas jumping again but a little less this time, and her hands returned to him, rubbing his tightened, clenched backside in soothing circles for a minute or two before she turned him back around. He relaxed, but only slightly. Then Julia tugged down, down, down on his boxer briefs, until his cock sprung free and Thomas was completely naked except for the blindfold. His breathing became shallow and he stood at attention in more ways than one while he imagined Julia leaning back to observe him at her leisure.

The tension was broken when Julia grasped Thomas’s sack in the clutch of her fingers. She pulled on him slightly, just enough to make him pulse for her and to feel how heavy his balls were; he hadn’t cum since the day he’d caught Beth, unable to get himself in the mood for even a quick porn session.

Oh what great, big balls you have, he thought, mind going back to Little Red Riding Hood, this time imagining Julia speaking. He moaned as she tugged on his sack again.

“I like that sound,” Julia informed him. “Make it again.”

She tugged much more firmly this time and Thomas let himself make a moan that in any other situation would’ve left him thoroughly embarrassed. For his bawdy efforts, Julia gave his balls one more tug and held it for an extra beat, really making Thomas notice how pent-up he was.

“Good boy,” she said, letting go of him.

There was the light ruffle of fabric and then a new sensation, this time around his cock. It wasn’t her mouth, he was certain of that, and it didn’t feel like her hands–it was smooth and firm and squeezed him either side, gliding down his shaft and then back up, until his flared head was caught in between until it squeezed out a pearly drop of precum.

“It’s too bad you have that blindfold on,” said Julia, continuing to make the mystery sensations up and down Thomas’s cock. “You can’t see the new nail polish I had put on during my last pedicure. At least you get to feel how smooth they left my feet…”

So that’s what it was, Julia was grabbing his cock between her soles. And indeed they were smooth, smooth as butter, and Thomas moaned as Julia brought her feet up to his cockhead again, squeezing out another drop of precum. She stroked him another few times before she took one foot away so she could draw her curled toes along the underside of Thomas’s heavy sack. Just as Thomas started to moan again, he felt Julia’s other foot on his chest, beckoning him.

“Kiss it,” she said,

Thomas took her raised foot by the heel and lifted it to his mouth. He was entranced by now, hard as a rock and only getting more excited as Julia toyed with his balls. He kissed his way up and down her sole, getting more distracted the hornier he got, and all the while breathed in the lingering smell of shoe leather and nylons and moisturizer. Julia sighed to herself as Thomas lavished her sole with kisses.

“You’re leaking for me,” Julia said, using her lowered foot to dab away yet another drop of precum that Thomas soon felt on his balls as she resumed her teasing. “Not thinking about those lovebirds in the park now, are you?”

Thomas shook his head. “No,” he croaked between kisses. The insinuation was clear, even through Thomas’s heightened arousal: He wasn’t thinking about Beth, either.

“Good booooy,” said Julia, her voice warm with praise. “Now, get down on your knees for me.”

Julia withdrew her feet and Thomas obeyed like a marionette on strings, practically dropping to the floor. Julia’s legs wrapped around his back and shoulders, drawing him towards her.

“Come closer. Closer. There you go. Now keep kissing.”

This time, when Thomas kissed her, he felt the lace of Julia’s panties under his lips, along with the warmth of her pussy behind them. He breathed in her sensual, erotic musk and listened to Julia as she began to moan, her legs keeping him tight against her crotch. Just as he started to reach for his cock, Julia stopped him.

“Hands behind your back,” she said breathily.

Thomas tucked his hands into the small of his back and continued kissing, eager to kiss what was beyond that electric yellow lace. He grew urgent, sloppy, and Julia seemed all too happy to have him bumping and grinding his face against her, her panties damp enough now that they left traces of her wetness on Thomas’s nose and cheeks. Her thighs tightened around his head and she started rolling her hips into him, riding her pleasure against Thomas’s kissing face, moaning louder and longer.

“The bed,” she finally said, coming to her senses. “Let’s go to the bed. I’m not done playing with you.”

Releasing her leg lock, Julia gently pushed Thomas back so she could stand, urging him to rise and then grabbing him by the throbbing cock to lead him blindfolded into the bedroom. She turned him and sat him on the edge of the bed and then, both greedily and softly, directed him to lie down before she drew his arms up over his head, using some piece of clothing–a pair of nylons, maybe, or a silk scarf–to tie his hands to the bed posts. He could feel she had shed her dressing gown by the time she climbed up on the bed between his legs, unprepared for what came next.

There was a little wet popping sound, like something being sucked, and then next thing Thomas knew, Julia was slipping a finger between his ass cheeks. He flinched hard on the bed, trying to instinctively pull away but unable to thanks to his bound hands. Julia eased, rubbing the tip of her finger on his hole instead while she took his cock in her other hand.

“Be a good boy for me,” she said, the tone in her voice half-mommy, half-dommy. She stroked his cock to relax him until Thomas was moaning again and then took her rubbing finger and tickled it into his backside the next big breath he let out. Again, his instinct was to flinch and to tighten, but Julia was already one knuckle deep so all he did was tighten around her instead of denying her entry. Thomas whined slightly, the high-pitched sound mixing with his moan, and Julia’s stroking hand played with Thomas’s cockhead, catching him between the embarrassment of having a finger up his ass and the ecstasy of being played with.

One knuckle, then two, then Julia had her whole finger inside of him, turned up so that she could curl it up and against Thomas’s insides, pressing on that taboo spot that seemed to sit just at the back of his balls, up in his groin. There was no whining in his next moan, just pure, unadulterated lust.

There was a victorious smile in Julia’s voice: “Open your knees for me,” she said. “You’re my toy. My present. And I want to play with you.”

In a horny haze, Thomas spread open his legs, vaguely thinking of that machine at his gym they called the “good girl, bad girl” machine. It was a seated leg machine, where the user brought their legs together to press weights–the “good girl” position–or, if they wanted to work a different set of muscles, they started with their legs crossed and pushed them outward against the weight, the so-called “bad girl” position of spreading oneself wide open. That was Thomas now, spreading his legs wide open for Julia while she fingered his asshole, pressed on his prostate, and stroked his cock all at the same time.

As Thomas got more comfortable with Julia playing with his ass, she slowed her stroking and then eventually left his cock completely alone, focusing only on pushing that magic button of his while she went back to her teasing, taunting tugs on his too-full sack. Thomas was grunting between moans, his entire body tingling with what felt like a post-orgasm glow–only he hadn’t cum, he was absolutely sure of that, and he couldn’t figure out what he was feeling. Either way it was damn good, like being glazed over from the purest, cleanest bud while sitting in the warmth of the setting summer sun.

“Are you my toy?” Julia asked him mischievously.

Thomas nodded, his brain smoothed over in a serotonin rush.

“Tell me,” Julia demanded in a sultry whisper.

“I’m your toy,” Thomas responded, Julia pushing extra hard on his prostate as he spoke so that the words ending with a needy little groan that made Julia give a smug, satisfied pop of a laugh.

“And you’re going to let me play with you, however I want?” asked Julia.

Thomas nodded again. “Yes, play with me,” he said, huffing and puffing with shallow breaths.

Julia slid her finger out of Thomas’s ass and let go of his balls. The mattress shifted as she clambered towards him and he could tell she was straddling his chest, a dark shadow vaguely visible through his fabric blindfold.

“I told you there were things to learn about living in Paris,” she said, voice dripping with anticipation. “Now you’re going to learn how to eat.”

The warm, soft, slick feeling of a sopping wet pussy enveloped the bottom half of Thomas’s face. When it came to oral, Thomas considered himself a B student, maybe a B+, eager and enthusiastic but by no means naturally gifted. But in his pent-up, lusty state, he was positively deviant with his tongue, lapping at Julia’s lips with a driven, sexual greed that he had never, ever known before. He thought this was how the jocks and bros and the pussyhounds were, completely shameless with how much they wanted what was between a woman’s legs that they let nothing hold them back, not self-consciousness nor any concern for how they might come across. He felt addicted to Julia, kissing and sucking on her lips, driving his tongue inside her as deep as it would go, smothering his face against her as he sought more and more of her.

“See, that is how Americans eat,” said Julia, chiding him though clearly enjoying it by the sound of her voice. “Gluttonous. You must try the French way.” She lifted herself off of him and Thomas, only able to see the vague shadow of her straddling form, licked at the air, reaching for her. “Tongue out,” she said.

Thomas held his tongue out as far as it would go. The air was thick with Julia’s scent.

“Now, keep it there,” said Julia.

Slowly, she drew her pussy along Thomas’s outstretched tongue, giving him licks in reverse, where he could not move or try for more, but instead only received as much of her as she allowed. He focused on the feel of her as she did this–how she started up by what he realized was her clit, a little brush of pubic hair tickling his nose, and then down her lips, all the way to the bottom to the soft skin of her taint. She repeated this again and again and again, all as her sounds became focused, urgent. Soon she was sighing out long moans and Thomas realized she was playing with herself while she rocked back and forth on his tongue. Her moans became tight, strained groans and the air became charged with heady excitement; Thomas remained absolutely still, not moving a single muscle, knowing enough to know this was when a man could fuck it all up and interrupt a woman from her climb towards orgasm.

His tongue was beginning to ache by the time Julia reached her peak. She cried out and sat down hard on Thomas's face, grinding against him as her body stiffened and shook and trembled all around him, Julia giving a few thrusts against Thomas while she rode out her waves of pleasure. He was barely able to breathe in through his nose and when she relaxed to allow him more space, he took in a deep, damp inhalation, filling his lungs with the scent of her. She sat back on his chest, wet on his skin, and reached down to undo his blindfold.

Thomas’s vision adjusted to Julia’s naked body, her pleasantly-sculpted breasts crowned with little pink gumdrop nipples he yearned to wrap his lips around. She smiled at him with glassy eyes. He then watched in disbelief as she unmounted him and hopped off the bed, leaving him hard and wanting. She pulled her panties back on with her back to him–giving him a taunting, agonizing view of her cute little bottom–and then picked up her bra, turning to Thomas to give him just a flash of her breasts before she wrapped the electric yellow lace garment around her. He couldn’t help but give her a pleading look of desperation.

“Awwwwh,” Julia said, slipping her dressing gown back on along with her lingerie. “You look so cute when you want something.”

“Please…” begged Thomas. “I’m so… pent-up.”

“I know,” said Julia. She smirked at his raging erection, watching it fall and throb and rise again a few times over. “And you’re going to be a good boy and stay that way until Friday.”

“Friday…? What’s Friday?” asked Thomas, as confused as he was sexually frustrated.

“I got invited to an underground party. I wasn’t going to go, but now…” She grinned at him. “...I think I want to.”

“What kind of party?”

“A proper Paris party,” explained Julia. “There will be music and some crazy fashion and, of course, lots of sex. You’re going to be my date. Well, maybe ‘date’ is the wrong word.” Julia nodded to herself, confirming her own suspicions. “Yes, more like… toy. My special, very eager toy.”

When Thomas tried to swallow, all he tasted was Julia’s pussy all over again; it made his balls ache even harder. Friday was two days away. By then, it would’ve been almost three weeks since he came, an unthinkable amount of time for a man his age.

“I don’t know if I can wait,” he said, still pleading.

Julia came close and leaned down so she could whisper into his ear, but not before running her tongue along the outer lobe and sending a shiver up Thomas’s spine. “You’re going to wait for me, like a good boy.” She stepped back and began undoing the ties–they were indeed nylons, Thomas now saw–and added: “But don’t worry. I’ve got something that is going to help.”

She subtly guided Thomas back into the living room, towards his clothes; the message was clear–it’s time to get dressed. In a daze, he started putting his things back on even with his cock still fully erect.

“What do you have that’s going to help me?” asked Thomas.

Julia wagged her finger in Thomas’s face. “No, no, no. It’s a surprise. You’ll find out tomorrow, after you take me to lunch.”

She wrote down an address, along with her number, and handed it to Thomas.

“2pm. And remember…” She grabbed him through his pants. “...you’re going to wait for me.”

Moments later, Thomas was back on the streets of Paris, hard as a rock and his face covered with Julia. He sheepishly beelined for his hotel, feeling like everyone knew exactly what he had been up to while he tried to imagine what sort of a thing could “help” him in this situation. Then, at a loss, his thoughts turned to the party on Friday, with its supposed music, fashion, and fucking. Those kinds of parties actually existed? He always thought it was just something for movies and chic TV dramas. He thought about going with Julia, as her “toy” and what the hell that could possibly mean. Were they going to fuck there, like they were going to in her apartment? Would people be watching? Would she do what she did before–blindfold him and tie him up and “play” with him again–all in front of a bunch of strangers?

These thoughts kept Thomas hard the whole way back to his hotel and at no point did he ever stop to think about Beth or the heartbreak she’d put him through. He discovered Paris, the real Paris, and with it, a side of himself he never knew existed.


Lower Depths

It was a toss-and-turn night for Thomas, one where he never truly fell asleep but remained in a twilight haze all night, ricocheting from thoughts of his time with Julia to his painfully blue balls to wondering what the party would have in store for him and back again. He finally dragged himself out of bed at six in the morning, taking a cold shower to both wake himself up and put a damper on his sexual frustration.

During his morning run, he began to see Paris in a whole new light. Yes, there were the cute bakeries and the Eiffel Tower and the artsy flourishes to the architecture, but he was now noticing the graffiti work and the abandoned, half-full wine bottles and other bric-a-brac–a lost high heel shoe, an unopened pack of cigarettes–that spoke to the city’s beating nightlife heart that always played second fiddle to the all the Parisian bluster about love and romance.

And Thomas had no illusions: What had happened with Julia wasn't romance. Refreshingly so, in fact. With Beth and the girls before, there had been so much twee build up, so much hemming and hawing over the first date, the first kiss, the first time they undressed together. It all had turned sex into something saccharine, more dramatic beat in a movie than the unfettered lust Thomas had felt the day before. Sex versus fucking, perhaps, but even that framing seemed to put the stale, stolid version of sex Thomas was familiar with on some pedestal. What was nice about yesterday was the lack of thinking–of overthinking, really–and just giving his body over to the moment.

Back in his hotel, he scrubbed the morning sweat off himself and struggled not to go too far when he soaped up his cock and balls. He was so hard at the slightest touch and when he caught a glimpse of himself in the hotel bathroom mirror, his erection seemed obscene, cock dripping suds, just begging to be played with. Thomas resisted. Something about Julia's insistence that he would wait for her made it easier and even somehow enjoyable to wait, as if Thomas really didn't have a choice even though he could surely pop one off and Julia would be none the wiser.

He thought about this as he dressed. Julia was… well, bossy wasn't exactly the word. But she knew what she wanted and she wasn't shy about taking it. There was something so fucking hot about that, Thomas had to admit. All that talk of him being her “toy” to be played with was hot too; he always felt like he had to be the one thinking things like that in the bedroom, that he was supposed to posture some cliche “I'm a manly man who talks dirty in bed” attitude that was the supposed “naughty” side to the all the Disney-fied romance. But Thomas much preferred it this way with Julia, he thought, with him as the prize to be won and taken–regardless of what that would entail on his end.

Thomas made his way to their designated lunch spot, a cozy, neighborhood bistro. Julia was waiting for him inside at a table and the waitstaff sent him back to her with a dismissive grunt; she'd already ordered a bottle of wine and poured him a glass. He took his seat, slipping under the tablecloth, and a moment later a tattooed female waitress came over to talk to Julia–and only Julia–in rapid, bored French. Julia replied, pointing at Thomas, and then concluded the conversation.

“You just ordered for me, didn't you?” Thomas asked.

Julia waved away his question. “There's no menu and they only speak French. There was no choice.”

“If you say so,” laughed Thomas, seeing that the Julia he met yesterday had not suddenly disappeared this morning.

“How was your night?” asked Julia.

Thomas ran a hand through his hair. “It was… long,” he said. He let out a sigh. “But I had fun yesterday.”

“So did I,” said Julia, eyes glinting over the top of her wine glass.

Thomas twitched so hard when he felt it, he nearly knocked his wine glass over: Julia’s bare foot, reaching for him under the table, the curl of her toes clutching at his crotch. She kept her eyes on him as she worked her foot against him, Thomas powerless to resist as he grew harder and harder behind the veil of the tablecloth. The waitress returned with some appetizers and Julia continued fondling him, breaking eye contact so she could talk to her instead.

The heat rose in Thomas’s cheeks. It took barely any touch at all for him to be sporting a full erection again and Julia seemed to be talking to the waitress forever, breaking through the tattooed 30-something woman’s bored veneer to strike up genuine conversation. Julia indicated Thomas with one hand and the waitress turned with an expectant look.

“Go on,” Julia said, as if Thomas had been part of their conversation the whole time. She grabbed his cock through his pants with her toes and stroked, slowly. “Tell her how you came to Paris to study French cooking.”

Study what? Huh? Where had Julia gotten that?

He looked dumbly at the waitress, who went from expectation to concern, like she suddenly realized she was talking to someone with brain damage, or a straight-up idiot; with the blood rushing between Thomas’s legs, he certainly was struggling to think straight regardless.

“I don’t… speak Fre…”

“Yez, I know, you are American,” said the waitress. Her English was nowhere near as good as Julia’s, but it was a hell of a lot better than Thomas’s non-existent French. “She says you want to see the kitchen?”

Thomas shot Julia a nervous glance. He didn’t need to look under the table to know how much his pants were tented by now–there was no way he could stand without completely humiliating himself. Sweat beaded on his brow and the air turned thick and soupy as his panic mounted. Julia held back a grin.

“Oh, uh, maybe later?” croaked Thomas. “I’m so hungry and the food smells so good, mmmm.”

The waitress quirked an eyebrow. Yes, she definitely thought she was talking to an idiot. Julia bit down hard on her lower lip to keep from laughing while she teased the head of Thomas’s cock mercilessly.

“Okay, I should check on ze Food, Would not want ze American hungry…”

Thankfully, the waitress left it at that, and when she was in the back of the kitchen, Julia finally allowed herself to laugh, beyond amused at Thomas’s predicament. She eased her under-the-table stroking but left her foot cradled behind his legs, her bare sole resting on his throbbing bulge.

“What are you doing!” Thomas quietly hissed, his cheeks so pink it was like they’d been cooking alongside the steaks in the bistro’s back kitchen. “I could’ve… that could’ve… I…”

Julia put a finger over her lips. “Don’t make me call her back and insist that you are just too shy to look at the kitchen,” warned Julia with a bright, mischievous smile.

Thomas shut right up and when he did, Julia went back to stroking him, slower now but no less enjoyable after his long night of denial. He breathed in small, shuddery gasps and focused on drinking the wine in hope of calming himself down. Julia enjoyed some of the green beans and tinned sardines the waitress had brought out for them.

“After yesterday, I was so turned on,” said Julia casually, shaking her head in disbelief with a little laugh. “I must’ve played with myself… three? four? more times after you left. I was thinking about you, tied down on my bed, about that look on your face with your eyebrows tight together and your mouth gently open, thinking about that nice, hard thing reaching up for me…” She fanned herself with one hand. “...I’m getting turned on again just talking about it.”

So was Thomas, though the slow stroking certainly didn’t hurt. His balls felt like concrete. He would’ve said he needed to empty them right then and there, but he knew he would do what Julia decided, which meant–unless she took pity on him–he had to wait until tomorrow night. But still, she had promised him some relief today, hadn’t she? How in the world was this relief?

“I’m turned on too,” Thomas said awkwardly, not landing the playful banter one bit.

Julia smirked to herself. “Oh? That’s got to be… hard for you,” she joked.

“So hard,” said Thomas. He was looking at her but she was focused on her plate with a smile, fully aware how he sought her gaze; Julia did not give in. Thomas tried harder to win her attention: “You said you’d help m–”

Julia put her finger to her lips again, silencing him. Her smile was bigger now–she was savoring her power over Thomas. “Be a good boy and eat,” she told him.

It wasn’t long before steak frites arrived to join the beans and tinned fish, along with a side of Lyonnaise potatoes. Thomas was ravenously hungry. He tore into the steak frites and the vegetables and even surprised himself by trying the tinned fish, usually something he would’ve avoided. The food helped keep his focus off Julia’s teasing foot and–more importantly–off how much his balls ached with the heaviness they carried.

“Excuse me for a moment,” said Julia, finally withdrawing her foot so she could go use the restroom.

Thomas let out a big sigh. He tried to will his erection down but it was slow to respond, and instead he opted for more wine in an attempt to calm the beast. When was the last time he’d gotten so hard so easily? When he was in college? Earlier? It felt like he was discovering himself all over again, all those awkward moments of being suddenly hard without being able to do anything about it. Just then, his phone lit up with a notification. It was an image attachment, from Julia, and a single-word caption that showed up on his screen

Peekaboo.

Stealthily, Thomas held his phone up to his face so the other diners couldn’t see and opened the image. It was Julia, pulling up her chic, summery dress to flash a view of her panties. They were stark white and the front was see-through mesh, showing Thomas that, since last night, Julia had shaved her pubic hair down to a narrow yet lush landing strip that seemed to guide the way right to her soft lips. He stared at the picture longingly, cock pulsing, and felt on the edge of being overwhelmed by his pent-up frustration.

Julia returned, as happy as a clam. “I think I’m about done,” she said. “How about you?”

“I uh…” Thomas shifted his legs under the table. “I might need a minute.”

“I’ll give you two,” said Julia, flagging the waitress down so they could pay. She indicated Thomas again. “His treat.”

Handing Thomas the card reader, the waitress asked: “Did you want to see ze kitchen…?”

“Uhh, no! I mean… next time,” stammered Thomas. “I, uh… everything was great. I'll be sure to be back, I–”

The waitress, not really giving a shit either way, took the card reader back, shrugged, and left the two alone again. Julia stood up with a barely-held laugh. Thomas followed suit, shifting and adjusting himself to best hide his only slightly softened cock, and raced after Julia like a nervous poodle. The waitress side-eyed him on the way out and it wasn’t until he was under the Paris sky and following Julia home again that he breathed a sigh of relief.

Like yesterday, the apartment was moodily dim, this time thanks to drawn curtains and small electric tea lights that Julia had left going while she was out. As soon as they stepped inside, she told him to undress. There was no blindfold this time, no luring, no teasing, just a command given to be obeyed.

With far less hesitation than the day before–though still with averted eyes and antsy movements–Thomas took off his clothes, setting them in a neat pile while Julia kicked off her open-toed sandals. When he was done, she turned to him with her hands on her hips and her lips twisted to the side in a smirking half-smile.

“Take my panties off,” she said. Sheepishly, Thomas reached for her, but she stopped him. “With your mouth.”

Shakily, Thomas got down on his knees. Julia didn't move her hands from her hips, not even an inch, and so Thomas had to duck his head under the hem of her dress, finding him canopied by the silky, flowy fabric. It was warm under her dress and carried the unmistakable scent of Julia with it, all perfume and pussy, and if Thomas's cock had flagged on the way back to the apartment, it was quickly stiffening up now. He grasped the top of her sheer white panties between his lips and began tugging, having to wiggle his head to slip the straps past her hips, feeling the brush of her new landing strip on his nose as he did. Thomas lowered them to the floor and Julia stepped out of the panties and back, pointing towards the bedroom.

“Put them on my bed–and crawl there, so I can watch you while you do,” Julia said.

With her panties in his mouth, Thomas crawled to Julia’s bed. He felt her eyes on his ass the entire time and his cock wagged back and forth, smacking against his thighs. The taste and smell of her filled his mouth from the panties and when he deposited them on her bed, he was as hard as ever, watching as she stalked towards him triumphantly with her hand grazing her pussy through her summery dress.

“Do you want to see what I have for you?” she asked. “What’s going to give you a little relief, my toy?”

Thomas nodded eagerly.

“Then you stay right there, on all fours, like a good boy.”

Thomas remained statue still while Julia went to her closet. She pulled open the thin folding doors and reached past a basket of socks, retrieving something long and thick and made of stainless steel that reminded Thomas of a thin cucumber, or a carrot. It had a ring handle at one end and the other end was smooth and bulbed. Julia showed it to Thomas.

“Do you know what this is?” she asked him, with that now-familiar gleam in her eyes.

Thomas knew but didn’t. The shape was obvious enough–phallic–and he imagined it could serve as some kind of avante garde dildo, but it was curved unlike any dildo he had ever seen, almost like it was meant to look like a slightly crooked, featureless finger at the tip. Surely it was meant to be inserted, but where? Thomas’s stomach fell. If this was going to help him, there was only one place it could reasonably be inserted…

Thomas shook his head.

“This is what’s going to milk you and take some pressure off those big, lovely balls of yours,” said Julia merrily. She ringed her fingers around the stainless steel shaft and moved them up and down. “Of course, we can’t milk you from the outside–this device works from the inside out.”

Julia giggled as Thomas went pale. “That…. I… I can’t, it’s too big. Way too big.”

Julia ignored him. She put the milking probe on the bed and took an old, weathered towel to put under Thomas. “Turn to the side, so I can–”

“Really, I don’t think I can do this,” said Thomas, interrupting.

A sigh puffed out from Julia’s nose. She took a step back. Silence yawned between them, weighing Thomas down, and then Julia said: “That’s fine. I’m sure you can wait another day for relief.”

Thomas hung his head; he wasn’t sure he could, and they both knew it. He swallowed hard.

“I guess we should just put everything away then,” said Julia smugly. She knew she had him in a hard spot and reached for the towel.

“Wait…” said Thomas quietly.

Julia cupped a hand over her ear. “Hmm? What was that?”

“Wait,” Thomas said more clearly. “I… I do want some relief.”

“All this indecision,” said Julia. “How do I know what you really want? I think you’re going to have to ask me. Nicely. Ask me: ‘Will you please milk my balls?’”

Thomas blushed, unable to look Julia in the eye. “Will you please milk my balls?” he asked woodenly.

“If you insist. Let me get the lube. Stay put, toy.”

Julia went back to the closet to get a bottle of lube and returned to Thomas, humming to herself as she squirted the lube onto his ass. She drew the metal probe down his ass and Thomas jumped at how cold it was.

“It’ll warm up soon,” she assured him. “Especially once it’s inside you.”

That was little comfort to Thomas. He closed his eyes as he felt the probe go up and down, up and down, its bulbed head sliding over his asshole for longer and longer as Julia timed her motions to focus on that secret spot. She started to push.

“This is just like my finger–you took that and you’re going to take this too,” Julia instructed him. She pushed some more. “Just breathe deep and think about accepting it.”

Push, push, push. Breathe. Push, push, push. Breathe. That’s how the rhythm went Julia timing her pushes with Thomas’s exhalations and easing when he took a breath in. Slowly, his ass opened, and when it was relaxed enough, Julia pushed the head of the probe in; Thomas flinched and then breathed a sigh of relief, the rest of the probe slipping in easily now, all the way until the bulbed head was pressing on Thomas’s insides. He groaned.

“Theeeere we go,” cooed Julia. “Good boy! I knew you could take it. Now just relax and let me do all the work.’

Thomas groaned again, much louder now, as Julia pushed the probe against his prostate. It sent a hot tendril up his shaft and Thomas watched upside down as a thick drop of liquid pushed its way out of his cock head. In a molasses drip, it descended towards the towel, joined a moment later by another drop as Julia worked the probe again; each time it pushed on Thomas’s prostate, he couldn’t help but grunt and groan, feeling like a piece of strange fruit being slowly juiced dry.

Julia rocked the probe against him. “I love the sounds you make. And I love how you try not to make them.”

It was true. Making these noises filled Thomas with embarrassment, but the pressure on his prostate was like a boiling kettle, forcing him to release the buildup with his ever-loudening groans. Knowing Julia enjoyed it added a whole dimension to his embarrassment-slash-lust and spurred Thomas to groan even louder in perverse self-debasement while he left a thicker and bigger puddle of goo on the towel below. And, what’s more, he was beginning to feel some relief–his balls were seeming just a little lighter and the continued probing caused a wave of mild pleasure to cascade through his body.

“Look at you, you sound like a little slut,” Julia said breathily. She mimicked his groans, only needier and higher pitched. “Do you like having me up your ass?”

Thomas nodded, though he couldn’t bring himself to speak. He did like it and that had a shame all its own. Where he came from, this kind of thing made you less of a man–maybe even something else–and like many guys he knew, he had joked about all the crude topics: dropping the soap in prison, the proctologist, fudge packers, all that nonsense. But there was no denying it, what Julia was doing to him felt damn good.

“I’ve had my finger in you, now my probe… I wonder what will be next? Maybe I’ll get a strap-on and ride you like a real slut,” said Julia, emphasizing her words with heavy pushes of the probe. “What would you do then, toy? Would you still groan for me?”

As if on cue, she rocked the probe heavily against Thomas and he groaned very, very loudly, loud enough that Julia let out a delighted laugh. She got down on her knees behind Thomas and held the stainless steel probe as if it were a cock extending from her crotch so she could thrust her hips forward and drive it into him. She settled into a rocking rhythm and Thomas could see her through his upside-down view past his legs as she humped him–fucked him–from behind.

“My good boy, my toy, my slut,” growled Julia as she thrust harder. “I can’t wait to show you off tomorrow. I’m going to put a collar on you with a cute little leash and I’m going to tie your hands behind your back so when people come up to touch you, there won’t be anything you can do. You’ll have to stand there feeling their hands on your chest and your ass and your balls and that pretty cock of yours…”

Thomas’s groans broke into a high-pitched cry. His legs shook as Julia remained buried deep inside him, wave after wave of glowing pleasure washing down his body. He huffed and puffed and then Julia slowly pulled the probe out all the way, wrapping it in another towel she’d prepared and then patting Thomas on the ass.

What just happened? It was like an orgasm but not, like he had crested right up to the edge of climax but not gone over the edge, only without any of the frustration of being denied. He imagined a mountain in his head: Normally, cumming was like a very, very high mountain with a very, very narrow peak, but this was like a flattened mesa, not as high but lasting much longer, deeper. Thomas sank his head to the towel, smiling to himself over how good he felt.

“Feeling better?” asked Julia.

Thomas laughed. “Yeah… holy shit… oh yeah, totally,” he said.

“Good. When you can get up, let’s get you dressed. We have to go see my friend who is going to lend us some outfits for tomorrow–I want to make sure everything fits.”

“Outfits?” asked Thomas as he caught his breath. His body was still glowing with ecstasy.

“Yes,” said Julia. “You didn’t think you were just going to go in your street clothes, did you?”

“I… I guess I didn’t think about it at all,” said Thomas. He slowly picked himself up, Julia guiding him to sit on the edge of her bed.

“That’s why I do the thinking, toy. You just need to look handsome and obey. Speaking of…” Julia hiked up her dress, revealing her bare pussy. “...before we go, have some dessert.”

◆◆◆

If Julia's look was French to a T, with her elfen features and dark hair on fair skin complexion contrast, the woman she took Thomas to see–Ysaline–was the complete opposite. She was tall and brusque and had shaved-down blonde hair, her ears colonized by piercings that had outposts on her lower lip, nose, and eyebrows. Her half-work half-sleep space was a concrete loft in a part of town far too cool for Thomas, a neighborhood that had been left to the artists and the crazies and which Thomas thought would one day have its own colonizers once the upper crust realized this was likely where all the good coffee, art, and music was coming from.

Ysaline did not mince words. “Take off your clothes. I need measurements,” she told Thomas in an accent that sounded like someone had put British English, French, and South African in a blender.

The loft space was high-ceilinged and Ysaline had rigged up hanging racks from the ceiling that moved on motorized winches, each rack packed with a colorful assortment of outfits. It was like a dry cleaners or a slaughterhouse, thought Thomas, and the loud whirr of the racks provided a modicum of sonic privacy as he took off his clothes, noting how he was getting a little too used to being told to undress.

“Ysa, can I help myself?” asked Julia.

Ysaline spat back some French and Julia clapped her hands together excitedly before disappearing to the far side of the loft studio, out of sight from Thomas. The racks stopped and Ysaline grabbed two hangers heavy with garments that she tossed on the floor. Then, with a length of measuring tape, she took quick measurements of Thomas’s neck, chest, torso, waist. She thought to herself for a moment and then hit the button for the racks again, gathering another two hangers, the items hanging from these jangling with the sound of thin chains and metal buckles.

“Stay right there,” said Ysaline, almost more to herself than to Thomas. As if he was a lifeless mannequin, she began to dress him.

She started with a strappy leather chest harness that went over Thomas's shoulders and along the bottom of his rib cage, tightening the straps until Thomas could feel it with every breath. Then came some bottoms–in the form of a white leather jock strap, its front cup adorned with imposing rounded spikes and Thomas's cock and balls roughly pushed through a cut-out hole in the jock’s leather crotch pad. This was tight too and the back straps seemed to lift and part Thomas's ass, ever so slightly. Next up was a pair of knee-high crew socks and, after a quick trip to one of the standing closets that dominated one wall of the loft to retrieve them, a pair of rubber combat boots that Ysaline had Thomas step into but did not lace up.

Ysaline wasn't finished yet. She fitted a pair of padded leather cuffs around Thomas’s wrists and then a matching collar around his neck, linking his wrists to the collar with double-ended snaps so that his hands were kept raised and tethered. To top it all off, she attached a chain lead to the front of the collar just as Julia returned from her outfit try-on. Thomas's jaw fell to the floor. She looked as if she'd just put on a second skin made of only black latex, the material clinging to every pert and firm curve on her body. The latex caught the loft’s bright lights in shiny white patches across the full-body catsuit, further accentuating Julia’s form and leaving little–if anything–to the imagination.

Ysaline handed the chain lead to Julia. “What do you think?” she asked, speaking in English for Thomas's benefit.

Without warning, Julia tugged hard on the lead, sending Thomas stumbling towards her. She plucked at one of his nipples with a devilish grin.

“I like this,” purred Julia. “He's so… exposed.” Julia turned Thomas around, greedily grabbing at his backside.

“Just like you wanted,” Ysaline said to Julia as she eyed Thomas with a smirk. “Oh, that reminds me…”

Ysaline retrieved one more item: A pair of clear goggle-like plastic glasses with an adjustable strap. She handed them to Julia.

“What are these?” Julia asked.

“Try them out,” said Ysaline. “Put them to your eyes.”

Julia held the glasses to her face. Her eyes were clear as day through the glasses, but she was looking around curiously, as if she couldn't see. She laughed to herself and exclaimed something in French.

“Amazing!” she added. She went to hand them to Thomas but Ysaline stopped her.

“Save it for tomorrow,” she said. “It will be more fun that way.”

Julia grinned and withdrew the glasses. “Good idea.”

“And let’s see what he thinks of your outfit…” said Ysaline. She popped off the jock’s spiked cup with a pinch-and-twist motion, Thomas’s cock springing out of it; he was half-hard already and growing. Ysaline snorted a laugh. “I think that tells us all we need to know, yes?”

Julia eyed Thomas’s hard-on with satisfaction. It was then that it sank in just how exposed and helpless he was in this “outfit”–cock available, ass bared, body bound, hands useless, it all gave him the feeling of being a thing on display rather than a functional person and with that feeling, all those arousing thoughts of Julia’s control over him came back too, surging his erection further. Ysaline snorted another laugh, one that was deriding and disbelieving. She said something to Julia in rapid French. Julia rolled her eyes with a smile, shaking her head. Ysaline added another quick comment and Julia scoffed.

“You should be careful,” Ysaline told Thomas as she patted him on the chest. “You stay too long in Paris and Julia’s going to be taking you for walks.”

“Ysa!” cried Julia with mock offense.

Ysaline held her hands up in surrender. “Okay, okay. You two have your outfits. You can come pick them up tomorrow, before the party.” She looked to Julia. “Did you tell him where it is yet?”

Julia’s laughing smile flattened. She let out a quiet breath. “No, not yet.”

Ysaline replied to her in French. Then, in English: “Or I can tell him.”

“No, no, I’ll tell him,” said Julia. She composed herself and said to Thomas: “When I said I was invited to an ‘underground party’, I did mean it was… underground. In the catacombs.”

Thomas’s eyes bulged. The Catacombs of Paris were hidden beneath the city and stretched on for some more than 150 miles. Much of it was uncharted, without lights, and visitors were urged to stay on official tours that only covered a small sliver of the space. Thomas had heard horror stories of people getting lost in the non-sanctioned sections of the catacombs and just the thought of being lost in the tight, dark space below the city with no way out sent shivers down his spine.

“Is that safe?” he asked dryly.

Julia opened her mouth and then flopped it closed into a flat, flipped-umbrella smile. “We’ll be okay. They set up trails for parties like this. All we need to do is follow the directions.”

“And try not to get lost forever,” added Ysaline.

“Ysa, you’re not helping,” said Julia. “Listen, I know it sounds scary, but trust me, okay? I won’t let anything happen to you.”

As Ysaline snickered, Julia shot her a dirty look.

Thomas blew out a sigh. He did not want to go down into the Paris underground, and yet he had come this far already on this trip and embraced parts of life he had never known before. In a way, stomach-churning way, he felt like he had to go to the catacombs, like something was waiting for him down there: The unknown, full of new experiences and–just maybe–a new version of himself, one that when he returned home would barely remember Beth or what she’d done to him.

After a long silence, he said: “Okay. I trust you. But how will we get down there?”


Into the Fray

Ysaline’s studio loft held an answer to Thomas’s question as well–in the basement of the hulking, concrete structure, there was a covered-up entrance to the catacombs, basically a private gateway to the underground that Ysaline and her network of fellow artists, scenesters, and clients used to make their way to the dealings going on down there. Thomas, still rattled by the thought of the trip, spent the rest of the day researching as much as he could about the Catacombs of Paris, doing his best to ignore the tales of lost tourists never heard from again to focus on the interesting bits, such as the rumored network of bars, clubs, talking pits, and other hideaways that been stood up by the catacomb guides over the decades.

Perhaps most intriguing were the rules of going to these places, with the most important one being this: No talk of your “surface life” while in the non-tourist stretches of the catacombs. What that meant, Thomas wasn’t exactly sure, but it seemed to include talk of your job, your status, your family, and all the other day-to-day flotsam and jetsam that made up 99% of small talk conversation. What did that leave? Who you were underneath, Thomas supposed, whoever that was; before this trip he thought he might’ve had some inkling of what that meant for him, but now, after meeting Julia, he was more confused than ever.

His night went a little easier than the one before–thanks to his “milking”–though the next day was another haze of exercise, city wandering, and being lost in his own thoughts. He wasn’t set to meet Julia until later, at 8pm, and so he had the entire day to check off some of the cliche tourist activities he had originally planned for himself and Beth. He took in the Eiffel Tower and the Arc de Triomphe, passed by the Notre-Dame Cathedral, went to the Musée d'Orsay after seeing how long the line was for the Louvre, and spent a staggering amount of time at the Musée Rodin, beginning to feel his 8pm meetup approaching with something close to dread.

It wasn’t just the catacombs, though those were bad enough. It was everything–the unknown of the party, the attention-demanding outfits he and Julia would be in, how he was so pent-up he could barely stand it, and, of course, the insinuation that his release would, somehow, be had during this party. Forget about whether he and Julia would fuck there, could he even do it? He imagined a crowd or worse–an audience–and having to keep his composure and his hard-on as they fucked. He saw himself going disappointingly limp and then Julia frowning or laughing along with the rest of the faceless crowd in his thoughts over how he couldn’t hack in the Paris underground. He wouldn’t even be able to run away if that happened, not without risking the labyrinth of the catacombs and winding up as another lost traveler.

Thomas realized he was drenched in sweat just thinking about it. He had a light dinner–small plates at a popular, touristy bistro by his hotel–followed by as much wine as it took to settle his nerves. He told himself that this was an adventure and that he was a vessel for experiencing it, nothing more, and with that he tried to shelve his panic and anxiety into somewhere deep, deep in the back of his mind. 8pm neared. That was when the thought of bailing crept into his head. He thought about what a huge relief it would be to just stay in his room, keep drinking wine, and not worry about the dark, weird unknowable…

…but then he thought of going home after his trip, no different than how he’d arrived. If anything, bailing now might set him back for years, teaching him to give into fear and doubt and worry. Still, the temptation was viciously strong and it wasn’t until he got a text from Julia that he was able to see a way beyond it.

Take a video of you stroking yourself, it said. Another one followed: I want to be wet by the time we meet up.

Thomas had never made a video like this and fumbled to get the angle and the lighting right and, once he was done getting himself nice and hard and stroking himself to the edge for a few minutes, he sent the video off, unable to bring himself to watch it first. For his effort he got another text–Good boy. Now no more touching–and his need for Julia surged, challenging his doubt and hesitation. Downing a $15 shooter from the hotel mini bar for a little extra liquid courage, Thomas forced himself out the door and back to Ysaline’s studio.

When he arrived, Julia was waiting for him outside. It had begun to sprinkle, but she’d come  prepared with an umbrella and Thomas thought he saw a look of relief on her face when she saw him. Had she been worried he would bail? Or was she just happy to see him?

Saying nothing and only communicating with Thomas with her eyes and her deck of smiles, she led him back up to Ysaline’s, who had their outfits laid out and ready for them. Just like the day before, Ysaline dressed Thomas like a mannequin–a little rougher this time, he noted, and a little extra grabby, too–though she left his hands free for the moment, the double-ended clips left hanging from his cuffs. Julia looked as stunning as she had before and couldn’t seem to keep her hands off the latex, rubbing down the shiny material and tracing the sensual crests of her curves in a way that kept Thomas’s eyes locked on her the entire time.

Perhaps it was intentional, because he was able to distract himself with the sight of her all the way down to the building’s basement, where Ysaline unlatched the entrance to the catacombs, pulling open the domed metal enclosure to reveal a manhole cover. The brawny woman had no trouble popping it open with a crowbar and Thomas stared grimly at the metal rung ladder that led down into darkness.

“Follow me,” said Julia, descending down as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Ysaline waited like a prison guard for Thomas to comply, resting the crowbar over one shoulder. He took a few steadying breaths and then started the descent. The low light of the basement disappeared above him, replaced by twilight darkness. Thomas’s chest tightened as he imagined his surroundings going pitch black.

“Just a little longer,” Julia assured him; he must’ve been breathing loud enough for her to hear in the claustrophobic shaftway.

And sure enough, just when the twilight seemed like it would go full night, colored light seeped in–yellow, pink, blue, purple. The lights were stuck to the walls of the landing and lined the low tunnel in both directions. They lit the walls and Thomas saw bricks in gruesome shapes and didn’t stop to consider if they might not be bricks at all. He was trembling.

Julia reached into the shoulder bag Ysaline had given her and took out the chain lead. She clipped it onto Thomas’s collar. “Follow me,” she said.

They walked along the rainbow-lit road for five, ten minutes before Thomas heard distant voices chatting and laughing. It sounded like people out on any other night back home and it put his mind at ease. Julia knew the way by heart it seemed, having no issue deciding what turns to take even when the lights left little decipherable clue–at least to Thomas, that is. Once his nerves calmed, he was able to take in the sheer awesomeness of what they were doing: Walking a secret, underground path that felt like it belonged to another world.

“This is insane,” Thomas said quietly.

Julia looked over her shoulder to give him a dazzling smile. “It’s one of the city’s best treasures if you ask me,” she said. “It’s everywhere, right under people’s feet, and most of them don’t even know it, and like all treasure, it’s all about knowing where to look.”

They passed by an alcove, full of people around an LED firepit who were drinking and talking in hushed voices. Glances were exchanged, but no words and no judgment whatsoever. Later, another ten minutes or so down the road, they passed a group of explorers that would’ve been positively terrifying above ground with their snarling animal masks, but who in this context were just like anybody else. The leader, wearing a lion mask with a perpetual roar, nodded to Julia and she nodded back. Thomas doubted they knew each other and yet, in a way, everyone down here seemed to know each other.

Soon Thomas could feel the thump of bass.

“We’re almost there,” said Julia.

The music grew louder and louder, as did the sounds of people, until it was like they weren’t even underground anymore but nearing the edge of some musical festival. People became more common to see until they were inching their way past throngs of seeming partygoers dressed in intense, outlandish wear not too different from their own. A few made comments to Julia and even to Thomas, and though they were in French, they seemed good-natured. Then, passing through a wide archway in a well-lit section of the tunnel, they entered a cavernous space thumping with music and thick with vapor from a smoke machine.

Thomas couldn’t believe it. It was part dance club, part fetish gallery, and part Old World tomb all mixed into one. To say it was unlike anything he’d ever seen was an understatement–he couldn’t have even imagined such a space before tonight and, to the two or three hundred people filling it, it seemed like the most natural thing in the world.

“Come on, let’s get a drink,” said Julia, tugging Thomas towards the surprisingly modern-looking bar.

They ordered mixed drinks that were plenty strong and Julia let Thomas take in the scene for a little longer. The vaulted ceilings and the columns supporting it–along with the nonstop smoke machines–made it hard to tell exactly what was going out there, Thomas only able to catch glimpses of half-naked bodies dancing or perhaps doing something more salacious.

“There’s a play area in the room next door,” said Julia, grabbing Thomas’s attention back.

Room next door? There was more?

Julia reached into her bag again and took out the clear plastic goggle-glasses. She handed them to Thomas. “Put those on,” she said.

Thomas pulled the glasses over his eyes and blinked in confusion. Everything was… fuzzy, like he had cataracts or something. Julia helped adjust them and he could see the blur of her form in front of him but no more detail than that. He heard her laugh.

“Can you see me?” she asked.

Thomas shook his head. “Not really. You’re just like… a blob of shadow with a blur of light all around.”

“I can see you,” said Julia, something smarmy in her voice. “Your eyes anyway.”

“Really?” asked Thomas, remembering how he could Julia’s eyes as well yesterday, when she tried the glasses out herself.

“It’s called a one-way magic blindfold,” explained Julia. “Perfect for nervous boys and the girls who like to see them being shy.”

With that, she guided his wrists up to his neck and clipped the cuffs to his collars, removing the use of Thomas’s hands. She pulled the chain lead tight and kissed him deeply, tongue pushing past his lips to take his mouth. It was, he realized, the first time they’d kissed. Then Thomas was being pulled again and was left shuffling after Julia through the wall of smoky light and full-body sound. All around him he heard snippets of conversations–some in French, others in what sounded like German or some Nordic language, a few in distinctly non-American English–and felt the brush of bodies against his while they wormed their way through the crowd. Were those hands touching him, or just the innocent bump of hips on hips or a grazed arm or two? Thomas had no way of knowing and something about that left him exhilarated and dizzy.

The thump of the music rose and fell while they made their way past the main stage and towards what must’ve been the entryway to the adjoining room. Words were exchanged between Julia and a deep-voiced, large blob of a man and then they were passing through another tunnel that muted all sound and which was steamy and humid. When they emerged, the lights had gone sinister, all reds and purples, and the music was darker and more sultry. The tenor of the surrounding conversation had changed too,--less boisterous laughing, more low-simmer flirtation–and then their trek stopped with Julia putting a hand on Thomas’s chest.

“Remember,” she whispered into his ear. “You’re my toy. Mine to play with, mine to share.”

There was the shink of metal and Thomas had the vague sense that Julia was reaching overhead for something. He was right–she had pulled down something to clip onto his collar, leaving him standing by himself as her blurry form took a few steps back. His eyes darted every which way in what must’ve been an amusing sight for her and he wondered with heart-racing anticipation what was coming.

Hands. Smooth, eager hands grabbing at his buttocks and thighs and biceps and shoulders. Thomas flinched in surprise and watched unknown shadows pass in front of him as they walked around, continuing to grab and grope him while he could do nothing about it. There were three, maybe four, and he did not know if Julia was among them until a mystery voice asked something in French and he heard Julia reply from some watching position.

“Non,” she said. No. But no to what?

The shadows dispersed and Thomas looked around anxiously, wondering where they'd suddenly gone off to. He felt the whoosh of air before the stinging slap on his ass of an open-handed spank. He gasped, shuffling forward as much as the chain connected to his collar would allow. Barely before he could recover, there was another spank, loud and sizzling across his ass. He yelped at this one, more out of surprise than pain, and he heard lilting female laughter all around him. A husky female voice hissed in his ear, speaking in taunting French as nails dug into the soft flesh of his backside. Then her hands slithered to his front, fingers finding Thomas's nipples to tweeze and pinch them until he was writhing against her, panting and gasping while his face baked with embarrassment over being so exposed and freely used.

More hands joined in. Fingers raked nails down his armpits and against his sides, causing him to spill ticklish laughs while his lead tormentor kept a firm grip on his nipples, adding extra tethering points as he jerked about helplessly. How fiendish something as simple as tickling could be! He laughed until it hurt and then begged for them to stop.

“Oh?” the husky voice asked in broken English. “You prefer I spank you more, oui?”

The spanking resumed, but the tickling did not stop and Thomas then found himself laughing and gasping and yelping as the woman behind him delivered a bevy of cupped spanks to his ass, switching cheeks as if by random. He could barely catch his breath throughout the gauntlet and when the sensations stopped–all at once, it seemed–it slumped forward and hung from the chain in the ceiling with his legs weak and his ass hot and tingling. A blurred shadow took a position in front of him, kneeling, and a hand grabbed for the spiked cup covering his cock and balls, popping it off with some struggle. Warm lips touched his balls and then a tongue joined in, swirling around his shaft. Despite his heavy breathing, his cock came to life with the ministrations of this mystery figure who teased the length of him, flitting their tongue against Thomas’s cockhead until he was thrusting for the mouth, wanting more.

There was no way to tell if it was Julia or not; somehow he imagined she was watching with a smirk on, enjoying the sight of her “toy” being so heavily played with. Thomas continued to thrust for the mouth, and the person on their knees seemed to catch on, using his excitement against him and pulling away just out of reach, only to blow hot, damp air down his shaft when he’d squeezed his hips tight and thrust as far as he could go. Pulling back from one thrust, there was a hand on his ass, but no spank this time–instead, there was a slick, lubed-up finger–a thumb, he thought–that stroked down him, seeking out his hole. More fingers followed, teasing his taint and the backside of his balls–he was right, the probing finger had been a thumb–and as Thomas stiffened, the mouth in front went back to work, licking and sucking and leaving his hard cock dripping with spit.

Words escaped Thomas. He groaned obscenely, eliciting laughter and aroused sounds of approval from those watching, and the thumb wiggled its way inside him. Of all the things to think about, he thought of a bowling ball–one hole, his, being taken up by a thumb while the other fingers danced their way back and forth along his taint as if searching for purchase. The mouth wrapped itself around his swollen balls and suckled gently. He let out a moaned “Oh god” and the thumb pushed its way to his prostate, the grip firm on his ass and taint as it made a firm, rocking motion there, like it was trying to rub off a stain. Thomas’s hands flowered open and shut again and he groaned up towards the ceiling.

A voice spoke. Julia’s, for sure, and she was definitely not the mouth around his balls nor the thumb up his ass. Her French caused the sensations to stop–the mouth pulled away with one last taunting lick and the thumb and dancing fingers followed suit, slipping out of Thomas’s ass and leaving it slippery with lube. There was a low, motorized sound and then the chain overhead became slack. Hands pushed on Thomas’s shoulders as it did, pushing him down to his knees, and he was grateful to have a few moments to rest.

But he couldn’t rest for long. Another blurred form neared, red and purple lights kaleidoscoped behind it, and then it paused, moved–turned, perhaps–and Thomas saw a featureless black form with a pale sliver near him. A hand grasped the back of his head and he heard the voice of his spanking tormentor in his ear.

“Eat,” she said.

Thomas pushed his face forward and it wasn’t until he was cheek-on-cheek that he realized he was putting his face against someone’s ass. This was a wild, new frontier for him, but by now he was horny and wound-up enough to not think twice about it. He shoved his face in deep and started licking, tasting sweat and lotion and musk and perfumed and inhaling that mixed aroma told Thomas that now it was Julia in front of him; the realization made him lick even more excitedly, making him feel like a mindless animal driven only by base instinct. Letting his lust carry him, Thomas pushed his tongue against Julia’s puckered little asshole, and she giggled, saying something he couldn’t understand to the others around him. They all giggled too.

“Are you a dog now?” asked the sneering, grinning voice in his ear. “An American dog, oui? Who knows his master by the scent of her cul? Go on then, dog. Show your master how much you adore her.”

And Thomas did. Having only received a giggle and no other rebuke for his boldness, Thomas stuck his tongue further up Julia’s ass, flicking it in and out a few times before returning to his long, excited licks. Julia was leaning back into his motions too, and though he couldn’t see it, it felt as if she was touching herself, pushing against herself through the latex and in turn pushing her backside harder and harder into Thomas. Behind him, the woman whispering into his ear got down on her knees too, right behind Thomas, and he felt her body press against his still-warm ass. She reached around and stroked his cock, keeping him on edge and pinned between her and Julia.

“Show her how much you want her,” the woman hissed in his ear. “Show her how excited you are!”

Thomas buried his face deep in Julia’s ass, marking himself with her scent, and put his tongue as far up her as it would go, until it ached with fatigue. Out of breath and getting dizzy, he pulled out, and Julia seemed to take that as her cue to pause, stepping away from Thomas and letting a cloud of cool, vapory air in; the woman behind continued stroking him, her fingers teasing his now almost too-sensitive head. She spoke to Julia in French.

“No, Celine, no, no,” said Julia, sounding breathy and turned-on, and speaking English for Thomas’s benefit. “I don’t think he’s ready for that, “

The woman–Celine–ran her hand down to the base of Thomas’s shaft and squeezed firmly. “Look at him! He’s like your puppy. He would do it.”

Do what? Dripping precum and with Julia’s scent all over his face, Thomas could barely think straight, but he wasn’t sure he liked the sound of this.

Celine didn’t give him much time to gather his thoughts: “Isn’t that right, little puppy?” she asked him in twisty-turny accented English. “You would do whatever your master says, oui?”

Thomas let his body do the thinking and nodded zealously in Julia’s direction. He had no clue what he’d just agreed to.

“He doesn’t even know what we’re talking about,” Julia countered–although the tone of her voice told Thomas she was as gung-ho as Celine was, just not ready to show it.

“Does that matter to you, little puppy?” Celine asked Thomas, again saying “puppy” like “puh-PI” in that overly French way.

By now, Thomas had already committed to his enthusiasm. He shook his head no back and forth, chains and clips holding his wrists in place jingling ridiculously.

“See?” said Celine. “He’s obsessed with you.”

Julia was quiet, but Thomas could picture her smiling with satisfaction. “Okay,” she said. She sounded pleased.

Celine let go of Thomas and Julia approached, unclipping his tethered wrists as well as the overhead chain. He could tell she was looking into his eyes but he couldn’t look back with the goggles on, having to imagine her stare instead. She stroked his hair soothingly.

“I’m having a lot of fun,” she told him, close enough now that the conversation was just between the two of them. “And you looked so cute getting spanked and played with. I can’t wait to see what you look like for this next activity.”

Still with the one-way magic blindfold on but at least with his hands free now, Julia beckoned Thomas back up to his feet. She led him deeper into the room, past pulsing lights and sounds of flesh being struck with something heavier than a hand, and Thomas became aware of how hard he was and how his jutting cock must look pointing at the latex-clad Julia as he shuffled behind her. His mind spun. He hadn’t seen a single face yet, couldn’t even draw the room from memory if he had to, thanks to the glasses. It was almost like he was in a very long, very real dream made up more of physical sensation than visual stimuli.

As it turned out for Thomas, he was about to get his vision back just in time to be face to face with a big surprise.

In a purple-lit alcove, Julia tugged down on Thomas’s chain lead. He intuited this meant to kneel and so he did, proud when Julia did not correct him that he’d guessed correctly. She stepped away for a moment and Thomas looked around futilely, making out blurred forms around him that also seemed to be lowered somehow. Sitting, he realized. Watching. There was low chatter among them, like an audience waiting for the show to start. After a minute or two Julia came back. She undid his magic blindfold and slowly removed it so his eyes could adjust to the smoky violet light cast by the ceiling’s mounted fixtures.

Then he saw it: A big, heavy, realistic-looking clear dildo hanging from Julia’s crotch, kept in place with a leather harness strapped around her latex catsuit. Out of the corners of his eyes he saw benches on either side that held curious onlookers sitting shoulder to shoulder, both male and female; Thomas looked up at Julia anxiously, but she only gave him a wolfish grin and said:

“You’re going to be a good boy and suck my cock.”


Stages

Thomas blinked, his eyes still adjusting to being able to focus. The dildo became clearer and he saw then just how realistic it was: A full, wrinkled ball sack; a big, veiny shaft; a belled and flared head, pointing right at him. Julia stroked the cock as if it was her own and walked around Thomas menacingly, leaning into the waiting silence of the crowd. She stopped behind him and moved close, resting the phallus’s weight on Thomas's shoulder.

“Or else you go right back into Interrogation,” she said, riffing in the moment. “You don't want to go back to Interrogation, do you?”

It was Thomas's turn to improvise. “No,” he said, stalling, not having expected to have to be so quick on his feet. “Please, anything but that…”

Julia laughed theatrically and smacked the dildo lightly against Thomas's cheek. “You're lucky you're handsome, otherwise I wouldn't be giving you this chance to rest,” she said, smacking the dildo harder and harder until Thomas actually flinched. “Show me that pretty mouth so I know I haven’t made a mistake going easy on you.”

As Thomas opened his mouth, Julia tugged on his hair, pulling his head backwards. She peered down between his lips to inspect him and Thomas began to sink into the roleplay and to feel a bit like she really was some interrogator or another and that he was her hapless victim. Leaning into his role, Thomas volunteered his tongue, stretching it out as far as it would go.

“Did I say for you to stick out your tongue?” snapped Julia, her mood turning on a dime. She slapped Thomas with the dildo, hard enough now that he grunted. Then she loped around in front of him and stroked the clear, silicone shaft over his upturned face, rolling her hips with the strokes; the purple lights bounced off the shiny latex and gave Julia an almost supernatural aura.

Thinking for a moment, Julia went to the corner of the alcove and dragged over a metal bollard that had wheels on one corner, allowing it to be pulled like a very heavy suitcase. She wheeled it around behind Thomas, eyes flicking back and forth as she continued to devise a plan in realtime, then nudged him back forcefully, so that Thomas was made to sit with his back to the bollard. From there, Julia’s idea fell into place: She pushed his knees up, so his boots were resting on the dusty concrete, and then pulled his wrists to the outsides of his feet, using the double-ended clips to secure his wrists to the boot lacings; it wasn’t perfect, but it was enough to immobilize Thomas. Last, she grabbed a metal rod from the same wall where she’d found the dildo and harness, a two-foot wide piece of steel that looked leftover from a construction scaffolding, and pushed it between his boots, effectively stretching out his feet, knees, and hands, all at once. That gave her easy access to walk between his legs and get right up close with the strap-on dildo while still giving the onlookers a front-row seat to the action to come.

“KIss,” said Julia, holding up the shaft to present the mock balls to Thomas.

He brought his lips to the jelly dildo and tasted rubber as he kissed its balls before moving up the base of the shaft, Julia lowering the dildo so he could plant more adoring kisses along the underside of it. She pulled her hips back and offered the head to Thomas, who kissed and then licked it, swirling his tongue around it like had been done to him before while he was blindfolded. Julia mmmed contentedly.

“I had no idea you were such the cocksucker,” she said, holding the phallus by the base to keep it steady against Thomas’s swirling tongue. “Maybe I’ve been giving you the wrong ‘carrot’ during our time together. Hmmm, yes, I think I should’ve offered you a nice, big cock to suck in exchange for telling me where the device is.”

The game unfolded in Thomas’s mind: He knew where the location of the mystery device was and Julia wanted to find out. Of course he couldn’t just tell her that information–where was the fun in that? This all reminded him of the tabletop roleplaying games he had played as a dorky teen and he found those old instincts coming back.

“I told you, I don’t know where it is,” he said in between kisses.

“Liar!” barked Julia. “Our intel is never wrong. You do know–and by the time I’m done with you, you’re going to be begging to tell me…”

Julia pushed the cock into Thomas’s mouth. Somehow it seemed so much bigger with his mouth around it almost immediately his jaw ached, feeling like if the dildo were any bigger it would pop his head right open. Thomas flattened his tongue and made his mouth in a tall “O”, letting it go deeper and deeper. It only made it in two or three inches before it was too much for him and he started coughing, but as he tried to pull away he found there was nowhere to go with his head right up against the metal bollard. Thankfully, Julia took the dildo out of his mouth but she was still right there, looking over him with the big, clear cock now glistening with his spit.

“There’s no escape,” she said, using his spit to lube the rest of the shaft. “Tell me where the device is.”

The part of Thomas’s brain still acting logically noticed the flip-flop in their storytelling–first he was getting a break from “Interrogation”, then he was getting a “carrot” to urge him to speak, and now it was a threat–but in the winding river of their improvisation, it didn’t seem to matter. They were putting on a show and the number one priority was keeping things interesting; this was exactly like those pen-and-paper tabletop games had been, going with the flow towards what was most fun, most entertaining for everyone at the table. He looked up at Julia with defiant eyes.

“Never,” he said.

“I thought you said you didn’t know where it was!” countered Julia, catching him contradicting his earlier words.

She took that as license to go for his mouth again and pushed in more forcefully this time. Luckily Thomas was ready–well, a little more ready than before, anyway–and he opened his jaw and throat in anticipation. Julia pushed the dildo back with her hips and it was as if she really did have a cock she was shoving down his gullet, thrusting it until she triggered Thomas’s gag reflex. He struggled not to give in and she gave him a flinty stare.

“Take it, take it,” she crooned.

Thomas’s stomach tightened and his throat closed against itself before he hit his limit, coughing up thick spittle that dripped from the phallus in heavy strands as Julia pulled it out. His eyes teared and he looked up at her, flushed and out of breath while Julia swayed her hips from side to side with one hand stroking the strap-on.

“Awh, is someone crying?” asked Julia. Carefully, she leaned forward and let a big bead of spit fall from her pursed lips and onto the dildo, using it to keep it nice and slick. “Open. Wider. Tongue out.”

His vision now blurry with tears instead of the blindfold, Thomas did as he was told, yawning his mouth as wide as it would go and stretching his tongue out for her. She slapped the dildo against the tip of his tongue.

“Now gag on me,” she said, driving right between his lips and going straight for his throat.

And gag Thomas did, much harder and more violently than before, Julia keeping the strap-on in just a few seconds past what Thomas thought was his breaking point. He shook his head and pushed back against the bollard but he was trapped until she relented, the intimate alcove filled with the sounds of him sputtering and gasping for breath. The lack of air had had a curious secondary effect: Thomas was hard as a rock, cock poking up ridiculously from his spread-open legs. It was around then that he noticed through his teary sight that the audience wasn’t just watching–a good number of them, more than half, were playing with themselves, too. He saw cocks pulled out and being stroked and hands down pants, their fingers moving in excited rhythms. They were getting off to him, he realized, to his submission to Julia and to the tawdry off-the-cuff scene they were putting together. Knowing that made Thomas thrum with creative inspiration, and he let his oxygen-deprived subconscious take over.

“You’d be in trouble if I wasn’t tied up,” he said, still wheezing.

Julia took the challenge with a smile. “Oh? Really? Because I see it a different way…” She knelt down next to Thomas, nodding towards his erection. “...I think you prefer it this way.”

Spitting into her hand, Julia reached for Thomas’s cock, giving it long, agonizingly slow strokes. He shuddered in pleasure.

“Oh god,” he moaned, unable to help it.

“You get a few strokes…” said Julia, reaching over to unclip one of wrists. “...and then I get a few strokes.”

Thomas had no trouble picking up on her cue. He reached for the big dildo, barely able to get his hand around it, and stroked. Then they were stroking together, Julia’s hand on him, his on her strap-on, and Julia nodded at him knowingly.

“That’s right, there you go,” she cooed. “You do like this, don’t you?”

Putting on a conflicted face, Thomas said through gritted teeth: “...yes.”

“Then stop fighting me,” said Julia, her strokes lingering around Thomas’s head to make his legs tremble with need. He was trying to thrusting into her hand but she moved with him, denying him the extra pleasure. “Tell me where the device is and you can have what you really want.”

It was time to take the game to the next level. “Fine,” said Thomas. “I’ll tell you.”

“Uh huh?” asked Julia. She stroked him faster and in turn Thomas stroked faster too.

“The coordinates are… 43.221, 110.115,” he said, wondering where the hell that could actually be.

Julia pretended to talk into an invisible earpiece. “Yes, did you get that?” she asked the phantom operator on the other end. “Can we confirm with satellite? Yes? Wonderful.”

Julia let go of Thomas’s cock and quickly pulled his hand back to his boot, reclipping his wrist to it. She stood up.

“Wait!” said Thomas. “You said you’d give me what I wanted if I told you where it was!”

It was a classic roleplaying alley-oop, Thomas setting Julia up to dunk on his naive agreement to her interrogation terms. She didn’t squander the opportunity.

“Oh, I will,” she said with a grin.

She pushed at him, from the side, intending to roll him over onto his belly. She wasn’t strong enough to do this without Thomas’s help and to keep the game going, he moved with her push, allowing her to upend him so that he was lying face down in the dusty concrete on his knees with his ass up in the air. Meanwhile, Julia stepped to the outfitted wall to seek out a small square wrapped in silver. A condom. She tore open the packaging and rolled the condom down the clear jelly dildo, stalking towards Thomas.

“Here you go,” she said as she got down on her knees behind Thomas, adjusting the angle so she could push the dildo against his ass. “Your reward for giving me what I wanted to know. I think you’re going to be getting a lot of this from now on.”

It was a slow, lube-heavy exercise to get the cock in Thomas’s ass, one that would’ve slowed down the pace of the game if the audience wasn’t so busy getting themselves off. But with some low-spoken coaching from Julia and some serious stretching on Thomas’s part, she managed her way inside, pushing herself right up against his insides, just like with the milking probe. And, just like that, as she started to fuck him from behind, he watched his own cock ooze out gooey strands of precum and seminal fluid that made a messy puddle on the concrete floor.

“A pretty boy like you, you’re going to get a lot of cock,” roared Julia as she began to fuck him harder, her latex-clad body slapping against his bare ass. “In this asshole, in that mouth hole… I wonder what it’s going to feel like for you to be taken in both holes at once while you stroke a cock in each hand. Maybe we can get some of the male interrogators to help out and see who comes first, one of them or you…”

Thomas wasn’t able to speak with the big shaft inside him, his words reduced to grunts and moans and other unintelligible sounds. At least two people in the audience had already come–a woman who moaned so loud he couldn’t hear Julia over it and then a man who spilled into his own hand. Thomas though was actually getting soft from the prostate pounding, as perversely good as it felt, his body beginning to glow with another one of those full-body, low-grade climaxes like the day before.

“Don’t forget to say ‘thank you’,” Julia said, slapping his ass.

“Thank you!” cried Thomas. “Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

Julia mimed cumming herself and let out a long, exhausted sigh. She draped her body over his as a fin o the scene, keeping their bodies close–and her curves nicely visible–while those who wanted to and were able to get off in the alcove did. There were moans and cries and the split-splat-splat of cum dribbling on the floor. The onlookers started to talk happily, excitedly, and a few offered their own thank yous to Julia and Thomas, in French and English. Slowly, Julia lifted herself up and gave Thomas a warning before she carefully pulled out of him, being able by others to clean up with some wet towels and sanitizer. About three-quarters of those gathered cleaned themselves up too and shuffled to another part of the party, while others remained to see what scene would unfold next. Julia helped Thomas to his feet.

“You did great!” she told him with a beaming expression.

Thomas was huffing and puffing, his ass feeling very open. “Thank you,” he said. “You too. That was… that was pretty fun.”

“Right?” asked Julia. She looked oh-so-pleased and truly happy in a way that made Thomas’s heart ache a bit. “Are you okay? Everything feel okay?”

“I think so,” said Thomas. He marveled at the purple-and-red-lit room, curious to see just how many little alcoves and other private spaces there were here. It seemed like there were two dozen private parties in one going on, each nook hosting its own flavor of debauchery.

Julia caught him taking it all in and said, “There’s one more thing I want to do with you. But… it is hard,” she said.

“Harder than what we did just now and before?” asked Thomas.

“Yes, probably,” said Julia. “You don’t have to though, you’ve already done so much.”

Thomas laughed to himself. He felt positively high off adrenaline. “Let’s do it,” he said.

“Thomas, don’t be so sure,” said Julia, doubt slipping into her voice. “This is… maybe advanced?”

“If you want to do it, then I want to do it too,” said Thomas. Seeing that Julia wasn’t convinced, Thomas paused for a moment to collect his thoughts. Then he added: “I told myself I came on this trip–to Paris–to spite the past, to not let what had happened to me control me. But honestly… I kind of think now I was running away, that coming here was somehow easier than staying back home, even if it meant being reminded of everything.” He didn’t say Beth’s name, wouldn’t, couldn’t. “Obviously I didn’t expect to meet you. But I’m so glad I did. Being with you… you’ve helped me realize I need to look inward, not outward, that I need to keep figuring who I am. And coming down here is part of that. I’m ready to keep exploring, even if it might be a little scary.”

Julia looked down at the ground with her lips pursed to one side. “I’m going to miss you when you go home,” she said.

Thomas nodded. “Same.”

“Alright, let’s do it then. Come on, toy. Follow me.”

◆◆◆

They wound up in a half-circular cutout of room that had more prominence–and a larger audience–than the other alcoves, not quite a main stage but very close to a secondary one. Julia spoke to black-suited staff before bringing Thomas up onto it, making sure it wasn’t already set to be used, and with their help they wheeled over a squat, black iron cage. People began to filter in, seeking out choice seats, but Julia hesitated.

“Are you sure?” she asked Thomas again.

His pulse was racing, his nerves on edge. Of course he wasn’t sure.

“You only live once, right?” he asked back, dodging her question.

“Well, you know what the French say: déjà vu,” said Julia rather cryptically. “Just… know that this comes from a place of love, okay?”

Thomas furrowed his brow. What exactly did Julia have in store for him?

She opened the cage top, beckoning Thomas inside. He awkwardly climbed over the top of the cage–it didn’t seem so squat then–and almost tumbled in the rest of the way. Julia shut the top and locked it with a chunky combination padlock. There was no getting out now. She signalled to the staff and they brought over a thin, mattress-like pad that they laid out on the floor next to the cage. Julia took a seat on it, facing Thomas with a quirky little smile. The seats around this secondary stage were almost full now and the crowd was buzzing with excitement.

Julia took her latex boots off. She barefooted underneath and she reached for Thomas through the bars of the cage with those feet, playing with him the way she’d played with him the day they’d met. He presented himself for her and closed his eyes as she grasped him between her soles. But she only stroked him a few times before letting go and withdrawing her feet, just enough to get him excited too. Keeping her eyes locked on his, she unzipped the front of her catsuit, down to her cleavage, and then opened the zipper between her legs that ran from just under her belly button to all the way up the top of her ass. She stood, getting close up to the cage bars, and pointed at her delicate pussy with its still-new landing strip. Thomas shuffled up against the side of the cage and reached for her with his tongue, but she stayed too far away for him to be able to touch her, making him strain and strain.

She wagged her finger at him. “No,.no, no,” she said, loud enough to get the crowd listening. “Not for you.”

Then she turned around and swayed her hips back and forth, taunting him with her backside, reminding him how he'd had his face buried in it not long ago. In a singsong voice she said:

“Not for yoooou, not for yooouu, not for yooouu…”

Thomas gripped the iron cage bars tight and reached his hand out for her, but Julia stepped away until she was out of reach of that attempt too; the iron was cold and hard against Thomas's skin as he kept reaching, trying to will his arm to stretch out further.

Julia sat back down on the mattress pad, facing Thomas. She started to play with herself, mouthing the words “Not for you” with a growing grin and glinting eyes. She laid back on the mattress and spread her knees. Thomas stared longingly at her. She was right there and though, sure, Thomas could've played with himself too, that wasn't what he wanted. He wanted her. He needed her. After all the teasing and taunting and wild kinky insanity he'd experienced with her, nothing else would do.

Then Thomas watched in horror as Julia pointed to an absolute stud of a man in the audience, waving him over. He was bare-chested and had leather pants on and was all too happy to accept Julia's invitation. No. This couldn't be happening, it simply couldn't.

They exchanged some low, rapid French and then the man was undressing; naturally, he had no underwear on underneath, his cock already at half-mast. No. No! The man got down on his knees and pulled Julia's ankles towards him, stealing away Thomas's view as he watched with shock and envy. Big hands ran over Julia's latex curves and she sighed, dreamily, letting her head fall to one side so she could look at Thomas with lidded eyes.

“No,” mewled Thomas through the cage bars.

Julia looked back to the man and opened her legs wide for him. He looked around for a staff member, who was quick to dart over with a condom for the man, and he wasted no time rolling it down his now fully-erect cock. Thomas's mouth fell open. Why? What in the fucking world would possess Julia to do this to him?

The man slowly guided his cock to Julia's pussy, pressing the swollen head past her pink lips. She shivered with pleasure and turned back to Thomas again with lightly flushed cheeks. Her mouth matched Thomas's, only open in an “O” of ecstasy instead of disbelief as the big man slotted himself deep inside her.

“God, oh God,” she said, almost like she was speaking directly to Thomas. “It feels so good…”

Thomas didn't know whether to feel crushed or enraged. Nightmare memories came flooding back of catching Beth in bed with her coworker: How she was drenched in post-sex sweat, how he looked so comfortable in the place Thomas was used to sleeping, how the two of them together looked at Thomas as if he was the one trespassing. Thomas seethed.

But then Julia said: “Stroke yourself. I want to watch you watch me.”

How Thomas managed to do as she said this time, he never knew. But he did, and he started stroking himself while the man slowly thrust in and out of Julia, keeping one of her legs hooked over his shoulder so that Thomas could see everything. Julia moaned, still keeping her eyes on Thomas, and the sounds egged him on, allowing him to pump faster and harder. Soon they were egging each other on, Thomas’s frantic stroking causing Julia to moan so loudly it was drawing a whole new crowd that had to stand to watch, and Julia’s moans sending Thomas to a deep, strange, lustful place where even though he wasn’t the one fucking Julia, it felt like he was. Her chest became beaded with sweat and her body bounced back and forth with the force of the man riding her, Julia’s brows upturned as the sensations overwhelmed her.

“Don’t cum,” she said to Thomas between shuddery breaths. “Don’t cum.”

He heard her, but he couldn’t take his hand off himself–in spite of everything, he had been aching for weeks for release and now could feel the moment quickly approaching, the brain between his legs hijacking the one up top.

“Hands off!” hissed Julia, pulling herself out of her pleasure to command Thomas.

That shook him out of his daze and he pulled his hand away like he had just touched a hot stove. Thomas was left with a denied, throbbing cock and a close-up view of someone else getting to have what he had wanted. Julia pulled the man towards her with her legs, bringing him in even deeper, and she flashed Thomas a mischievous look.

“If you want me, come get me,” she said, low enough so that only he–and presumably, the other man–could hear.

Incensed and pent-up, Thomas tried the top of the cage. He pushed and pushed, slamming the iron until his hands ached. He reached through the bars, knowing Julia was out of reach, and then pounded on the top of the cage again, bashing into it with his shoulder and then, just when he thought he could collapse back into a breathless mess…

…the lock snapped open.

Thomas was dumbfounded. The crowd was dumbfounded. But Julia’s mischievous look grew and grew, and when Thomas looked down at the combination padlock, he saw it wasn’t made of brass, but of some kind of breakaway fiberglass painted to look real. Julia patted the other man on his chest and he slowed, suddenly seeming a lot less intense and dominating and a lot more like the staff around them, all of whom were also not showing any of the shock Thomas or the crowd was.

It hit him like a ton of bricks: This had been a setup, a scene crafted by Julia somehow designed to make Thomas feel helpless, and then determined to be free of his bondage.

The other man gently pulled out of Julia and retreated, being handed a robe by the staff, and Julia patted the mattress pad.

“Well?” she asked. “Are you coming or not?”

Thomas clambered out of the cage on shaky legs. Julia slinked up to a kneeling position and this time, when she grabbed him, she had enough leverage and strength over him to send Thomas right down onto the mattress on his ass. She greedily pushed him onto his back and climbed over him, sitting down on his shaft, and then leaned forward to pin his wrists to the floor as she rode him, staring straight into his eyes the entire time. Her hair tumbled down, veiling their faces from the watching audience doing god knows what by then, and to Thomas it was like he was being milked again, only not in the way from yesterday, but as if Julia was trying to ride the cum right out of him, rocking her hips wildly fast and sliding her wet pussy against his crotch.

“Don’t cum,” she told him.

“What?” cried Thomas, already on the edge. “I can’t, I–”

“Don’t!”

Thomas balled his hands into fists as he fought the boiling urge to let himself go, doing anything he could to delay the inevitable–counting down numbers in his head at weird increments, imagining annoying and unattractive coworkers, trying to cast the physical sensations right out of his body–though he knew nothing would work for very long.

“Please,” he said as Julia rode him like there was no tomorrow, her body slapping against his. “Please let me cum!”

Julia grinned widely; that seemed to be exactly what she wanted to hear from him.

“You’re my toy, I decide when you cum,” she said, barely able to speak with all her sweaty, huffy puffy exertion.”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck,” groaned Thomas. He threw his head back and closed his eyes in an attempt to concentrate.

“Look at me!” demanded Julia.

His eyes bolted open. She was near-feral now, as if possessed, and Thomas looked deep into her eyes, feeling like he might fall inside any second. Julia laughed to herself and smiled wide and bright at Thomas.

“I love when… those shy boy… eyes of yours… get needy,” she said with pauses between her words. “Do you want to cum, shy boy?”

“Yes, god yes!” cried Thomas.

“Then cum for me. Give me all of it, every last drop,” growled Julia.

Thomas came so hard his toes curled and his feet cramped and his legs turned to stone, every muscle knotted and twisted up at the same time. There was a rush to his head, like he was about to faint, and he thought he let out a loud groaning noise but couldn’t be sure, his vision tunneling as he desperately pumped himself into Julia who continued to ride and ride and ride, milking out the deepest dregs of seed straight from the bottom of his balls. She went until he could go no more and then went some more, right until Thomas was begging and pleading for her to stop because he was so overly sensitive. Then they both collapsed on the mattress pad, not caring what the crowd around them was doing. His chest thumped against hers and he felt her head cradle against the crook of his neck to place warm lips on his cheek.

“Good boy,” she told him.

And damn if he didn’t believe it.

◆◆◆

They were back at Julia’s apartment. It was almost three in the morning. They had changed at Ysaline’s back into their street clothes, grabbed some to-go Halal, and ate it on some winding road that tourists wouldn’t have looked at twice during the day. Now they were naked in Julia’s bed, arms and legs intertwined around each other in a sweaty tangle.

“Tomorrow night, huh?” asked Julia.

That was when Thomas’s plane flew out. He could scarcely believe the trip was already over.

“Yep. Technically tonight, I guess. Then I get to go back to…” He held up his arm, indicating the way back home, and then let it drop.

“It won’t be so bad,” Julia assured him.

“Hah. If only you could guarantee that,” said Thomas. He looked up at the ceiling for a few moments, able to see the twilight streaming in from the living room windows. “I mean, it’s fine. It’s just going to seem so… boring now.”

“Boring is underrated,” said Julia.

“Oh, really? Is that what Miss ‘I go party in the catacombs’ has to say?”

Julia tickled Thomas’s side until he was thrashing to get away, with Julia keeping her legs wrapped around him to prevent escape. Finally, after his cries for mercy got too loud, she relented.

“It is,” said Julia, continuing her train of thought. “Boring is the blank sheet of paper, the base of the pyramid–it’s what creates the space for adventure. Americans have such a hard time with boring. You always need to go, go, go, go.”

Well that’s why we’re Number One,” teased Thomas. “U-S-A! U-S-A!”

Julia side eyed him. “Seriously. You should try to embrace your boring. Sit with it. Feel it.”

Though Thomas could’ve riffed another round of jokes, even he could tell that would only be to distract himself from the truth of what Julia was saying. He nodded, remaining quiet, and then turned to her so he could bury his face against her chest. She stroked the back of his head and adjusted her limbs so she was wrapped around him, drawing him close in a possessive, protective gesture. They had only known each other for a few days, but she knew him in a way no one else did and, for the first time, he considered this might be the last time he ever saw her.

He opened his mouth to speak, to voice his fear, to seek reassurance… and knew as soon as he did, the spell between them would be broken. He would be another man trying to hold onto her and she would be another prize to be won and that would be that, another chapter in the trite fairytale book of Boy Meets Girl. He let his words go with a sigh that blew back against her warm skin.

“You ever listen to the Cars?” he asked her.

Julia shook her head. “No, who are they?”

“Some band from the 80s,” said Thomas. “Stupid name but they have some good stuff. Can I play you something?”

“Sure,” said Julia.

Thomas extricated himself from Julia’s embrace to reach for his phone. He searched for “Since You’re Gone” and let it play. The lyrics started…

Since you're gone, the nights are gettin' strange. Since you're gone, well, nothing's makin' any sense…

“It’s good,” said Julia after a minute or so. “Sad, but good.”

“Good-sad,” Thomas said. He laughed. “I don’t even know what that means. But it’s just, like, a song that feels okay to be sad.”

“Aren’t you the native English speaker?” asked Julia with a poke. “Bittersweet. That’s the word you’re looking for.”

“Hah, I guess so…”

Since you're gone, I missed the peak sensation. Since you're gone, I took the big vacation…

“I don’t do sad,” said Julia.

“What does that mean?” asked Thomas, incredulous. “You don’t ‘do’ sad?”

Julia shrugged. “Life is too short for sad.”

“It’s not really a choice, is it?”

“...isn’t it?” countered Julia.

Well, I've thrown it all away. Since you're gone…

The song faded out and Thomas laid there quietly, thinking over Julia’s question. Was it a choice to be sad or not? It certainly seemed like a nice thought, but Thomas wasn’t convinced, as much as he would’ve liked to be.

“You know,” said Julia, breaking the silence and shifting to a sitting-up position in bed. “I forgot something.”

She hopped out of bed and was back in a flash with a black marker in her hand. Thomas gave her a quizzical look.

“You’re my toy,” she continued as she popped the cap off the marker. “I can’t let you go without writing my name on you.”

Thomas smiled. “Where’s a good spot do you think?” he asked.

“Oh, only one spot will do,” said Julia. She got up on the bed on her knees and pushed Thomas’s legs open. “But I think my toy’s going to have to wake up first…”

Julia glided her fingers across Thomas's cock, stroking him softly down his shaft until he started to stir. When he was the slightest bit hard, she bent her head down and traced the tip of her tongue up him, alternating her downward finger strokes with her tongue tracing, making Thomas's cock rise like she was a snake charmer commanding a sleeping serpent. Then she turned him to the side and carefully wrote her name on his shaft, dotting the i with a small heart.

“There we go. Now everyone knows who you belong to,” she said.

“That's going to put a real crimp in my dating life when I get home,” said Thomas.

“Quite the opposite, I think,” said Julia.

“How's that?” asked Thomas.

“This is sure to help you dodge a couple of those cow-eyed prudes that are all over your beautiful country,” said Julia. She blew on Thomas's cock to help the ink dry and then started doodling other shapes on his inner thighs and his lower belly: More hearts, a cozy-looking cat, an obscene but still somehow cute drawing of a merrily erect penis. “Until it washes off anyway. Though, I can imagine something a little… longer lasting.”

“What are you talking about?” laughed Thomas. He was intrigued but genuinely lost.

Julia pulled back and Thomas looked at his ignored cock, wishing she would touch him some more. Much like he had done a few minutes ago, she opened her mouth to speak, held her tongue, and sighed. Then, recomposing herself, she said:

“You’re not one of them. I think, after this week, you can safely say you're more like one of us. The freaks. Are you really going to go home and try to make it work with another one of them, only to… what? Get bored? Get cheated on?”

Thomas exhaled through his nose. “It's not that easy. There aren't underground fetish parties going on every night where I'm from.”

“It's not supposed to be easy,” said Julia, pushing back on Thomas. “That's what makes it worth it.”

Thomas looked up at the ceiling and nodded. Sure. Great. Whatever you say, boss.

“Well, I can't make any choices for you. But if you're interested in a–shall we say?–”forcing function”, there's something I can gift you.”

“What is it?” Thomas asked, his curiosity renewed.

Julia”s lips curled into a grin. “Just another something to let people know you're a toy they have to ask permission to play with.”

“You're really not going to tell me?” asked Thomas.

“Some rooms you can only see once you've gone through the door,” said Julia.

Thomas lost it then. He laughed and laughed and laughed, at first at what she'd said, and then at how she's said it, and then at the whole damn trip and everything that had led up to it, knowing full well Julia was wondering what was going on but just needing the moment to take himself a little less seriously than he had in oh so long.

“Riddles on riddles, huh?” he said once he had wrung the laughter out of himself. He sighed. “Sure. What the fuck, why not?”

Julia's smile was smoldering, her stare hungry from his agreement. “I want to feel your mouth on me again,” she said.

“Well, I was thinking maybe something else, too…?” Thomas glanced down at his throbbing cock.

Julia hmphed to herself. “If I were you, I'd get used to going without.”

“What does THAT mean?” asked a laughing Thomas as Julia crawled up towards him, barely able to contain herself from sitting on his face.


Epilogue

Three Months Later

Thomas’s balls couldn't have felt heavier. For three months, he has been wearing Julia's “gift”, a stainless steel device she had mailed to him that was put around his cock and balls to keep him from being able to jerk off or even get hard. Or in other words, a chastity device.
Julia had not given him a lock to go with it. Instead, she has sent a bag of numbered, plastic locks–100 in total–and made him send her a picture of the lock he was on, demanding updates if he ever had to switch locks for going to the doctor or some other unforeseen occurrence. In exchange, he received pictures of her: Sometimes naked, sometimes in wild lingerie or kink clothing, occasionally with someone–male or female. They were not exclusive. They hadn’t even discussed the idea, the openness of whatever their long distance thing was becoming a shared, unspoken understanding between them, and just as Julia did not hold back in finding people to be with, she wholeheartedly expected Thomas to do the same.
That, of course, meant finding someone who wouldn’t run away at the first mention of his “device” and–at least as far as Julia was concerned–that was the point, for Thomas to have no choice but to embrace a different walk of life or to simply go without.
He knew it would be an uphill battle, but what he wasn’t prepared for was how many women would actually be kind of okay with it. He had been on more dates in the last three months than his entire life, and maybe one in three had ended up back at someone’s bedroom. There was a lot of curiosity: The women wanted to see the device, had questions about how it felt, wanted to know about this freaky French chick who had given it to him, and so on. In a way, when Thomas told these women about his chastity, it seemed to take pressure off the evening. Whether or not they fucked would solely be up to them and there was no real risk of Thomas getting pushy or demanding and–very often–the women he wound up in bed seemed to get a thrill out of having Thomas go down on them and then calling it a night, perhaps feeling like they got to be the ones with their pleasure as a priority for a change.
Even so, he managed a handful of releases, wherein the woman would cut the plastic lock off–while taking a video at his request that he would send to Julia–and they would go at it before locking Thomas back up with a new numbered lock and another video to verify Thomas’s chaste state. These women gleefully sent the videos to Julia and in one case she was even around to text back, asking how Thomas was in bed and suggesting he should have a seat on the floor and provide a foot massage while the two spilled the tea.
Some dates were duds though and some were downright disasters. Thomas had been accused of being a pervert, a sinner, a pussy, and one time a woman even called him gay for wearing the chastity device, though he couldn’t quite figure that one out. He got used to it and became more explicit over the dating apps before meeting women, finding that his honesty led to more dates, not fewer. After a while, he just got used to it all, winding up less in his head about big, romantic dates the way he used to be and coming to see it more like playing games of pickup basketball on the public courts, knowing he’d win some and he’d lose some.
At Julia’s urging, Thomas finally found a fetish party to go to. It didn’t seem like it’d be anything close to the craziness of the catacombs, but he built up the nerve to buy a ticket and, with Julia in his ear via the magic of wireless headphones, he went. This time, he was the audience member watching the impromptu scenes unfold, with Julia making him tell her–and everyone within ear shot–exactly how he felt watching them. The evening culminated in Thomas lying over a spanking bench to receive a sizzlingly hard spanking, Julia whispering filthy nothings to him the entire time, before he went home with her reminding him how he would be hard in his chastity all night with a sore butt to boot.
Then, a surprise–Julia told him she was coming to the states on holiday and she wanted to see him, but with a catch: She wanted to go on Thomas's dates with him.
And that was how Thomas found himself at a table with Julia and the most recent girl he'd been chatting with, Amelia, who was all too into the idea of Thomas having a handler of sorts for their date.
“This has got to be the kinkiest thing I've seen in a while,” said Amelia. She had pinned-up black hair and a sleeve tattoo, with a half-goth, half-guitarist look to her. “He just lets you do that to him?”
“Oh, don't kid yourself, he likes it,” said Julia.
The two women laughed and Thomas blushed; two on one was a totally different beast than going head to head on a date and all night the women had taken turns needling him.
“I have an idea,” Julia said, finishing the last of her wine. “Why don’t the three of us go back to my hotel room and play a little game. We’ll cover Thomas’s eyes and see if he can tell who is who… only using his mouth. If he gets it right, he gets to come out of his chastity.”
Amelia chuckled. “And if he gets it wrong?”
Julia looked at Thomas, her head tilted to the side. “Hmmm. How about this: He has to watch while we have some fun together.”
Her eyes drifted towards Amelia to see how she would react to the proposal; a smile slid across Amelia’s face.
“Sounds like a win-win to me,” she said.
“Then it’s settled,” said Julia, clasping her hands together. “Ready to play, my little toy?”
Thomas surged with excitement, right against the confines of his device. He was ready indeed.
THE END
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For more gentle, teasing domination...
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Good boy. Andrew’s got a new place to live–as the roommate to a gothy e-girl named Emily who’s also a secret dommy tease. Shy, introverted Andrew doesn’t know how to handle Emily’s not-so-subtle hints and quickly finds himself on his knees, doing whatever she says… and loving it. The more Andrew submits, the deeper Emily takes him, leading Andrew on a journey of exploring himself, each other’s bodies, and how amazing it can feel to hear the words “Good boy!” when he lets her take control.
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For chastity play between two besties...
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Best friends share everything… even their kinks. Vivian and Sam are best friends. That’s the only reason Vivian even entertains Sam’s request that she become his “keyholder” for a month of chastity, but as Vivian discovers what Sam’s kinks entail, she’ll also discover a new part of herself that revels in this kind of teasing, sultry play. Meanwhile, Sam will find out just how difficult a month of chastity is–especially with this new alluring, domineering version of Vivian doing the chastising.
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For another kinky chance encounter...
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Whoever said Japanese girls were submissive never met Yuriko.




Jake’s life is about to change when he travels to Tokyo on business and meets Yuriko, a cute Japanese woman who exudes confidence and feminine allure. Throughout Jake’s two-week stay, he’ll learn that Yuriko also has another, wilder side that’s into sending upskirt panty photos, going to underground S&M clubs, and teasing Jake until he’s head over heels for her.




But when Jake discovers Yuriko is secretly a professional Tokyo dominatrix, he’ll have to choose whether to say goodbye for good or take the plunge into Yuriko’s intense, sensual world of BDSM roleplay. Will Jake be able to go through with a real life mistress-and-slave roleplay session? Or will he break before Yuriko’s had a chance to introduce him to her sultry and sadistic life as a Japanese Mistress?
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M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon
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