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She Gets What She Wants
 
    
 
   Right now, my head is down, my chin pressed into the top of my chest. I know what I'm supposed to do and how I’m supposed to be obedient, except I just can't do it. This time, I can't cooperate.
 
   Lucy is right here with me, standing just a few feet away. Although I keep my eyes scrunched shut, doing my best to hide behind the dark of my eyelids, I can still feel the aggravation and exasperation that radiated from her. Ever since we got together, I've been able to sense that aggression as it flows from her petite form.
 
   Other people see her, and they probably assume that she is just some sweet, innocent girl. She looks so young. And yes, she has bright red hair, dark green eyes, and a killer body, but she is also fairly petite. They have no idea the kind of theory this girl can summon on a whim.
 
   "Look at me."
 
   Chin down, I shake my head from side to side. No, I can't do it.
 
   A sigh leaves her lips, and she comes over to me, grabbing my hair. She pulls it viciously and without mercy, forcing my head back. "I didn't want to do it this way. I thought you could cooperate. We've been making so much progress, Kevin. I really didn't think I would have to restrain you like this."
 
   Then she shrugs, making it sound like nothing I do really matters. She will get her way. Lucy pushes my head up against the back of the chair. Then she grabs one of my belts, and she forces this around my forehead, buckling the clip behind me.
 
   "You are going to watch like a good boy. Do you understand?"
 
   For a couple of seconds, I can't answer. My body freezes up. My heart is pounding, and I truly don't know what to do, what to say. Nothing in my life has prepared me for a girl like Lucy.
 
   When I look up into her eyes, I can only try to stammer out something pathetic. "Please, I really care about you. I don't want us to be like this."
 
   This beautiful redhead focuses on me for several more seconds. Her hair is so soft, so gorgeous. More than anything, I want to reach out and touch her, but I can't, not with my hands tied behind my back.
 
   "Sweetie," she says with just a hint of sympathy. "This isn't about what you want. This is about what I want. You are going to be a good boyfriend.”She reaches down, stroking my cheek with her knuckles.
 
   Lucy giggles for a second. When we first met, I loved that sound so much. Even now, the sounds of her laughter can make me feel so much better.
 
   "Just look at the screen. Watch it. You're going to have fun tonight. When I come back, I want you to tell me what lesson you've learned. I want you to tell me how things are going to be between us. That's all you have to do, Kevin. It sounds easy, doesn't it?"
 
   "You don't have to do this," I tell her again.
 
   My girlfriend reaches down, and she strokes my scrotum. I might be tied up, but I'm also completely naked. She wants me vulnerable. She gets what she wants.
 
   Her fingers move up delicately along the skin of my balls. Pretty soon though, the sensation of her soft fingertips disappears for one simple reason. There is a metal case around my cock. It keeps me from ever getting an erection.
 
   That's right. My girlfriend put me in chastity.
 
   "Pouty boy," she taunts.
 
   Because she has literally strapped my head into an upright position, I can't really look away. I'm tempted to try to close my eyes, to hide myself away, only I don't know what she would do. How would this girl make sure I watched what she wanted me to see?
 
   Lucy keeps playing with me, sometimes tugging gently on that chastity lock. Sometimes she moves her fingertips back down toward my scrotum. She loves teasing me right beneath my balls.
 
   The torment makes me growl and groan. I pull on my hands, trying to free them from that spot behind my back. When I attempt to kick out, nothing really happens. Like it or not, I'm stuck in this chair, my ankles tied to the legs. My hands remain bound.
 
   "Don't worry. Tonight isn’t going to be so bad. You're just going to watch for a little while." When she pulls her hand away from my scrotum, I can't help but whimper. That makes her smile.
 
   Lucy reaches for her necklace. She pulls that gold chain up, revealing something from beneath her blouse. She wears it all the time, a simple gold chain decorated with nothing but a key.
 
   "Do you know what this is?"
 
   I don't want to respond, but this girl has me trained. "Yes."
 
   "What is this?"
 
   "It's the key to my chastity device."
 
   "That's right. This is the key I used to lock away that pathetic excuse for a cock. Now, you're going to get to watch a little show. Tell me, do you think I should keep you locked up?"
 
   "I don't know." A few seconds later, lamely, I add, "It’s your decision."
 
   "Right answer," she tells me, grinning. She reaches down, sliding her key into the lock. After that, she gently pulls the chastity cage off of me. That metal case slides away, and my dick immediately hardens, springing upright.
 
   "Look at that. Someone wants to come out and play," she tells me, giggling. At the same time, she reaches down, and she strokes me one, two, three, four times. I do my best not to shiver, not to react but this girl knows exactly what I'm feeling. She can practically sense the torrents of arousal pounding through my chest and down to my cock.
 
   "I like owning you Kevin. It feels really good. And I'm going to have so much fun knowing that you're right here, watching." From there, she pats me on the head, and then she picks up the remote control. She aims it right at the TV.
 
   When the screen comes to life, there's just the picture of a room. A bedroom. My bedroom…
 
   "The show will be starting in a few minutes," she promises. Then she leans down, and she kisses me on the tip of my nose. I close my eyes for just a second before I hear her giggle as she skips out of the room.
 
   Now that she's not here, I should close my eyes. I should hide myself away because she would never know, only I can't do it. I stare at that screen, terrified of what's going to happen next and helpless to stop it.
 
    
 
   I wasn't always her boy toy, her pet, or her slave. Once upon a time, I thought of myself as a real man, but then I met her, and she was so far out of my league that it felt incredible every single day when I could wake up, knowing that she would be with me.
 
   At first, we did all of the stupid little couple things. We went to brunch and farmers markets. We saw movies, we went to musicals, and it never even occurred to me that she decided everything. She picked out where we went to eat and what we did on a daily basis.
 
   For a few weeks, everything was going perfectly—all until we went to a stupid office party. At this point, I can't even remember why we went. I had a pretty fantastic job, and it wasn't like I had to be one of those guys who pretended he was friends with everyone he worked with.
 
   So I don't have an explanation for why we went. But as I made lame jokes with some of my coworkers, Lucy wandered off and started chatting with some of the guys at work. I noticed the way she put her hand on Stephen's shoulder. She laughed at him, and she kept flipping her hair.
 
   I pressed my lips together at first, doing my best to focus on the conversation I was having with some random office drone. Only then I heard her laughing again and again. That sound seemed to reverberate through the entire office.
 
   I excused myself politely, and then I grabbed my girlfriend by her arm, pulling her away from Stephen and his idiot friends.
 
   "What are you doing?" Lucy asked, her eyes narrowing slightly. At any other moment, I might have been able to discern the danger. But not then and not there. Like so many other guys, I defined myself by my work. I knew that when I was with my colleagues, I was in charge.
 
   "I saw you flirting with him."
 
   "Who?" Lucy asked, doing her best to flutter her eyes innocently. "Stephen?"
 
   "Look, I really don't like him, and I don't want you hanging out with him. You are my girlfriend, so you aren't going to embarrass me."
 
   All of a sudden, her features turned cold, and she shrugged off my hand. She stepped back, but only for a moment. In that split second, I knew I had made a terrible mistake. I just didn't understand what the consequences were going to be.
 
   I figured Lucy would turn around and rush off, probably crying. Maybe she would go to the bathroom to find some other woman so that she could complain about me.
 
   Oh no.
 
   Lucy grabbed the collar of my shirt, and she pulled me forward, looking right into my eyes. "Kevin, you're in trouble." Those words should have sounded absurd, but they didn't. They sent a shiver down my spine. My insides turned cold, and she grabbed my wrist, pulling me right out of that party. She reached into my pocket, taking the keys to my car. We got into my sedan, she slid into the driver’s seat.
 
   Minutes later, we pulled up in front of my house.
 
   I almost expected her to kick me out. Instead, she turned off the engine, and she got out, standing there. While I sat in the car, I really did feel like some little kid who made a terrible mistake.
 
   "I really did hope that we weren’t going to have to do this," she said, grabbing my wrist and yanking me up the length of the walkway.
 
   "Do what? What are you talking about?"
 
   "Be quiet," she growled at me.
 
   I didn't think a girl could intimidate me, especially a girl like Lucy. She was small and cute. Most people would look at her and assume that she would be soft and sweet. Yet there was a coldness in her voice, the sharp bite of something threatening.
 
   She dragged me up the stairs to the bedroom. She immediately started stripping me, working her fingers along the bottoms of my shirt. Within the span of just a few seconds, I was naked from the waist up. Then she went after my pants. My boxers, my shoes, and my socks followed.
 
   In some ways, this should have been a fantasy. I had a beautiful girl stripping me down, but once I was naked, she just shoved, slamming the palms of her hands into my chest. She threw me off balance, knocking me down onto the bed.
 
   "Don't you dare get up.”
 
   When she got onto the bed as well, she grabbed my arms and legs, spreading them out. She dragged her fingernails along the contours of my chest, lower, lower, lower until she reached my cock. She stroked me just once. That was enough to keep me hard.
 
   A droplet of pre-come formed at the tip of my shaft.
 
   "Kevin, Kevin, Kevin," she said, slowly shaking her head. "I really thought this wouldn't be necessary. I mean, I'm still prepared, but I figured you would be a better guy than this. I thought you would be able to be more sensitive and understanding."
 
   "Look, Lucy, I'm sorry. I just really hate that guy. You don't know him like I do. He's a—”
 
   “Shush,” she commanded, touching one finger to my lips.
 
   Obediently, I stopped talking. It was probably the smartest thing I had done all night, only it wouldn’t make the slightest difference.
 
   "Stay right where you are," she commanded. She got up, sliding off the bed. She went to the closet, she opened the door, and she came back a few seconds later with a black, canvas bag. She dropped it right between my legs, making me flinch.
 
   Lucy just grinned, savoring my discomfiture. She opened the bag, and she withdrew two sets of handcuffs. She locked them around my wrists, chaining them to the corners of the bed. She repeated that exact same process with my ankles.
 
   "Okay. Go ahead and struggle."
 
   At first, I didn't understand. I stared up at her, my eyes big, wide, and confused. A slow, frustrated sigh escaped her lips. "I guess we're going to have to do this the hard way," she said, reaching back into her bag. She took out a wooden paddle, and she slapped it down against the flat of her palm.
 
   Nervous energy flashed through me, but I still couldn't move. Something inside of me locked up with a strange sort of reverse panic.
 
   Lucy touched the paddle to my naked thigh. "This is going to hurt,” she promised.
 
   She lifted the paddle, bracing it above me. I flinched before it even came back down. Less than a second later, it clapped into my naked skin. The pain flashed along my body, but I gritted my teeth, remaining silent.
 
   "Kevin, Kevin, Kevin," she said, walking her fingers along my skin. "There's going to be a new order in this household. From now on, you do what I say. You understand?"
 
   I still couldn't answer. What was wrong with me? Normally, I could be articulate. I never had problems talking to people one-on-one or even in groups.
 
   Lucy raised the paddle again, and she struck. When she pulled the paddle away, there was a bright red spot along my skin. "Just remember. This is for your own good."
 
   There were many more pauses. She struck again and again, a flurry of blows landing in quick succession. She jumped the wooden paddle from my left side to my right and back again. Pretty soon, I had no choice. I couldn’t possibly remain quiet.
 
   My breathing turned ragged, and I started to yelp out. My whole body flinched in the instants before she connected. Every strike made me tense up helplessly. At the same time, I started to struggle, pulling on the shackles. I yanked and tugged with all of my strength, but I still couldn't free myself.
 
   She paddled harder and faster, using all of her strength. Her face flushed.
 
   "Do you have something you want to say?" Lucy asked, tilting her head to the side.
 
   I didn't reply fast enough, so the paddling continued, going on and on. Even when I tried to dodge, Lucy had no problem adjusting. After all, I could only maneuver a couple of inches in any direction.
 
   "Do you have something you want to say?" my girlfriend asked again.
 
   This time, I didn't hesitate for even the fraction of a second. "You're going to be in charge!" I got those words out, and she threw her head back, giggling. She almost sounded maniacal.
 
   Lucy grabbed onto my wrists, bracing her weight down as she pounced on me, kissing me.
 
   Her body felt so incredible. Again and again, I tried to wrap my arms around her. I wanted to embrace her, to kiss her right, yet I couldn't do it. With my arms and legs manacled, I was helpless, and she knew it. She nibbled on my neck, she scratched my arms and my chest. She came at me like a wild animal, and there was nothing I could do. I could whimper and wiggle and squirm, but that was all.
 
   "Mine," she promised, kissing me again.
 
   She bit down into my lower lip, and I knew that I was on the verge of an orgasm. God, she felt so incredibly good, so hot. Every single touch left me on the verge of a climax, but she was perfect, maneuvering around my cock, making sure that I never got the friction or pressure I needed to come.
 
   Very soon, I couldn't help myself. I started begging. "Lucy, please, please I can't take anymore! Please, you have to let me come!”
 
   At those words, she sat up, staring down at me hard. "You know, I really did hope that we're only going to need this one lesson, but you still don't understand."
 
   "No, I understand!" I howled out, like that would make any difference. But really, I was only blathering, saying whatever I could on the off chance that she would give me what I truly needed.
 
   Lucy shook her head. A lock of hair fell over her face. She tucked it behind her ear. Then she sighed again. I made one promise after another because I was willing to tell her anything. I would make any promise, any vow if it meant being rewarded with an orgasm.
 
   "You don't understand. You don't understand how things are going to work. I'm in charge. That means you do as I say. Your only goal from now on is going to be pleasing me."
 
   "Yes! My only goal is to please you! Please, can I come now?" If I had really stopped and thought about it, I would have recognized this statement I was making even then. But I was an idiot, so I didn't understand what was happening right in front of me.
 
   Lucy slid off of the bed. Not only that, she left the room altogether, closing the door behind her.
 
   I attempted to throw myself forward, having forgotten all about the shackles. The metal dug down into my wrists and ankles, holding me fast. She had me chained to the bed, so I wasn't going anywhere.
 
   Lucy left me alone for a long time. It could have been just a few seconds, or maybe they were long minutes. Either way, I couldn't keep any real track of time. My heart kept pounding, and I couldn't get my breathing under control, no matter how hard I tried.
 
   Gritting my teeth, I thought about what I would say when she returned. Need I insist that I was the man in our relationship, so she would do as she was told. After all, I had more money and a real job. I was the one who provided for us.
 
   Only then, she sauntered back into the room, and she was just as gorgeous as before. I turned my head to the side, staring at her, drinking in the sight of this beautiful girl.
 
   "Do you know what makes a boy even more sensitive?"
 
   I didn't understand, so I didn't respond.
 
   "This," she said, pulling one of her hands from behind her back. She held a dark red scarf. She scampered onto the bed, and she still held something behind her back, but I had no idea what it was. She dropped it down onto the bed just as she pulled the blindfold over my eyes.
 
   Very soon, I couldn't see anything at all.
 
   Lucy giggled some more, running her fingers down my chest. She scratched me again and again, marking me like I was her property.
 
   "When I tell you that you belong to me, you need to understand something very important. You need to understand that it is your job to please me. It's not my job to please you. It's your job to please me." She repeated those points, making me seem like an idiot.
 
   I don't know. Maybe I was.
 
   "Yes, whatever!"
 
   She grabbed my chin. She turned my head to the side, and she leaned down, her breath warm against the inner contours of my ear. "Kevin, you don't understand, but you will."
 
   Then, she took that other item, and she pressed it down right against my sternum. Cold stabbed into my chest, making it impossible for me to think or to breathe. I couldn't believe what was happening. While she was gone, she had filled a bag with ice. Now that radiating cold stabbed its tendrils down into my body.
 
   She slid it over to my right nipple. I howled out again, unable to bear the sensations. The cold snapped through my skin.
 
   "This is just the beginning," she promised, reaching down and sliding her fingers along my shaft. From the base to the tip, she taunted me again and again. Heating and cooling sending conflicting sensations that warred for dominance in my brain.
 
   Everything turned to sensations. I stopped thinking altogether. I whimpered and howled, crying out for her to stop, but those words were just automatic. I didn't really think about them or even what they meant.
 
   "There you go again, giving the orders," she said. I could picture this girl shaking her head. I could picture that frustrated little pout. "You don't give any orders. You obey. That's how this works. I'm in charge."
 
   "Yes, you're in charge," I said, and she rewarded me, squeezing my cock.
 
   "If I tell you what to wear, what are you going to do?"
 
   "I'll wear whatever you tell me," I promised. At that point, I would have said anything. Obviously, Lucy understood this, but she wasn't done with me, not by a long shot.
 
   "What if I decided that I wanted you to wear pretty, pink panties to work. Would you do that for me?"
 
   "Yes!”
 
   “And what if I decided that I just wanted to torture you, that there is nothing more fun than watching you squirm and wiggle about beneath me?"
 
   This time, I gave the correct answer. "Lucy, you can do whatever you want."
 
   She dragged that bag of ice over my chest, down and up, down and up, down and up. Then she lifted it, pressing it back down against my cheek, against the side of my neck. With every heartbeat, those sensations slammed into me, catching me off guard each and every time.
 
   But that was only the beginning.
 
   Lucy stopped talking and she stopped moving. She no longer pressed the cold bag into my vulnerable skin. After a few seconds, I seriously started to wonder if she was even in the room with me.
 
   Would it have been possible for her to slip away?
 
   Tensed up, I didn't know what to do. As the nervousness built within me, I finally had to ask, "Lucy?"
 
   Then she did it, shoving the bag of ice down against my cock. The cold cut right into me, robbing me of my erection. At the same time, I bucked and thrashed with all of my strength, doing everything I could to tear myself away from the bed.
 
   No matter how hard I tried, I would never be strong enough to tear through metal. Lucy knew this, that's why she laughed at me. She held the bag down, making sure that the cold kept seeping into my cock. Pretty soon, my manhood shriveled up.
 
   And that's when she pulled out her favorite part.
 
   She reached into that black, canvas bag again. I could hear the material rustle as she pulled something out. At first, I couldn't even comprehend what was happening when she placed the first piece, a metal ring around the base of my scrotum. But then another piece went on and over my cock. Finally, I heard the click of something.
 
   "There you go," she said to me.
 
   Lucy pulled the blindfold away. Right away, I lifted my head, looking down at my cock. At first, I couldn't even understand what I was seeing.
 
   "It's a chastity cage," she told me, practically giggling with delight. "This way, you won't be able to get any nasty erections without this." She held something else up for me to see. It was a key dangling from a gold chain.
 
    
 
   I want to say that nothing changed, that I was the same man.
 
   But that's not true. When she locked away my cock, Lucy took something from me. If you have never been in chastity, then you can't really understand how different everything starts to feel.
 
   As a man, I grew up with the tacit understanding that I could achieve anything I desired. I could be anyone and anything I wished. But those first couple of days showed me what it meant to be fundamentally helpless and dependent.
 
   Sure, Lucy eventually allowed me to get up off of that bed, and when I stood again, she giggled as I tried to get the cock lock off. I pulled and tugged, but it was stuck. Unless I wanted to try to pull out a chainsaw, I wouldn't have any luck.
 
   "Poor boy," she said, pouting at me. Her eyes glittered and glamored mischievously. "I guess, if you really want an orgasm, you're just going to have to do whatever I say from now on."
 
   If I had been a real man, I would have been able to grab her right then and right there. I should have been able to shove her down onto the bed. But knowing that my manhood had been locked away by this girl robbed me of something. It clipped my aggression, making me feel like a neutered dog.
 
   Rather than pounce on her, I fell onto my hands and knees. "I understand," I told her, barely whispering.
 
   "You know what you need right now?"
 
   I couldn't answer, lifting my gaze hopefully.
 
   "You need a maintenance spanking," she said.
 
   "What, what is that?"
 
   “It's simple," she said. "A friend of mine actually came up with the idea for her boyfriend. From time to time, I will decide that you need to be spanked. It won't have anything to do with what you've done. You could be a perfectly decent boyfriend, but I will want to remind you of your place. So that's what I'm going to do right now."
 
   Lucy sat on the edge of the bed. She tapped her thigh.
 
   Still naked, still bound by the chastity cage, I looked around, dazed and confused. Then, before I knew it, I walked over to her, and I got across her lap.
 
   I felt silly in this position, but that didn't make any difference to her. She grabbed my ass, squeezing. "Oh, I like having you like this. You look so small and helpless."
 
   I wanted to say something. I ached to respond, to defend myself, but it was too late. Her hand clapped down. She started spanking me!
 
   It went on for a long time.
 
   And when she finished with me, Lucy rolled me off of her lap. I fell back down onto the floor.
 
   "Do you know what I want to do with you now?"
 
   "What?"
 
   "I want to put you in a pair of pink panties just like I said before."
 
   I lifted my gaze, looking up at her. A spanking had been one thing. This would be something else entirely.
 
   "No, Lucy, please don't. Please, I'm already wearing this lock. Isn't that good enough?"
 
   "Nope. It's really not," she said to me.
 
   She sauntered across the room, going back to her black bag. I watched as she pulled out a pair of panties. I could already tell that they would be large enough to fit me. She tossed them in my direction.
 
   Instinctively, I caught them from the air. "Go ahead put them on. Model for me."
 
   Lips parted, I tried to say no. I wanted to tell this girl that I wouldn't do whatever she wanted, that she couldn't control me!
 
   Except she could. So I pulled her panties up my legs. My cock disappeared under the pink satin, and Lucy circled me, giggling all the while.
 
   "Very nice," she said. “Tomorrow, you're going to wear those to work. And to make sure you don’t try to take them off, I'm going to expect you to send me pictures every hour."
 
   "I, I can't. That's not possible!"
 
   "Why not?" Lucy demanded, looking into my eyes.
 
   I didn't have a good answer for her.
 
   "You still don't understand, do you? You still think that you're going to be the man in this relationship, that you get to be in control." She clicked her tongue, shaking her head, but this time she seemed almost amazed, like she was genuinely baffled by my incomprehension.
 
   "Please…Lucy, can't I just say I'm sorry? Can’t we just go back to the way things were?"
 
   "Before, I was in charge. You just didn't know it," she replied. Putting her hand on the back of my neck, she dragged me over to the edge of the bed. She shoved me down, bending me forward.
 
   "Do I need to chain you down again?"
 
   "No!"
 
   "Then don't move."
 
   Stuck in that position now, I didn't know what she was doing. I could hear her strip out of her clothing. The fabric of her skirt fell down against the carpet. Her blouse followed a few seconds later.
 
   Lucy was very careful to remain out of my line of sight. I didn't know what was going on, not until she finally walked by me. She had on something that looked like a pair of panties, but there was something else as well, a dildo sticking out from between her legs.
 
   My girlfriend was wearing a strap on.
 
   "Do you know what I'm going to do to you? I'm going to fuck you, Kevin. I'm going to make sure that you understand what it means to be my slave."
 
   "I'm not a slave. I'm not!" But even as those words left my lips, I didn't dare try to stand up on my own. I remained right where she left me, bent over the bed, my ass naked and exposed.
 
   She went back to her bag one more time, pulling out a tube of lubricant. She squirted some onto her fingertips, and then she just giggled. "Keep telling yourself that, slave."
 
   I wanted to respond again, only she parted my buttocks, and she slid her fingers deep into my ass. I clenched down, obviously, but it didn't make any difference. Her insistent digit probed me, exploring, going deeper and deeper.
 
   And when she finished, she came up behind me, and she pressed the tip of that dildo to my ass. I shivered, dreading what was about to happen.
 
   "Go ahead. Prove to me that you're a real man."
 
   This sounded like a dare, only I didn't understand what I was supposed to do.
 
   My girlfriend grabbed onto my hips, and she pushed forward, thrusting into me. That silicon penetrated me, going deeper. I couldn't stop her as she rammed into me, penetrating me. "That's right," she said. "Take it. Understand that you are mine. You're going to do whatever I say. You're going to do whatever I want. You belong to me now. I always get my way."
 
   With a grunt of satisfaction, she shoved into me again, harder and faster. There was no way for me to stop her. Panting, I grabbed onto the sheets, clenching them beneath my fingertips.
 
   On and on she went, grinding harder and faster. Pretty soon, she was panting, and then she let out a little gasp of pleasure. She climaxed!
 
   "That was a nice appetizer," she said, stepping back and shedding the strap on. Lucy climbed up onto the bed just as I pushed myself away from the mattress. Disoriented, I didn't know what to do, not until she spread her legs. "Come here." She wagged her finger in my direction.
 
   Obediently, I moved between her legs even as she ran her fingers through my hair, taking a firm grip. Then she yanked my head down between her legs. "Service me, slave. Show me what you can do with those lips of yours."
 
   Again, I obeyed, almost like I had forgotten how to think for myself. I slid my tongue up and down the length of her opening, again and again. And with every lick and every swipe of my tongue, I knew that I was surrendering to this girl.
 
    
 
   The next day, I went to work in chastity. I wore a pair of pink panties under my trousers.
 
   The day after that, I get the exact same thing.
 
   At home, Lucy told me what to do. She assigned me chores every single day. I cleaned the bathrooms and kitchen. I vacuumed. I obeyed her whenever she demanded that I get down on my knees. Sometimes she expected a foot rub. At another point, she just liked seeing me there, like a piece of furniture or an accent for the room.
 
   I did my best to please this girl, yet there was always something missing. I could see it in her eyes, from the way she studied me.
 
   "I haven't broken you yet," she said. "Somewhere, deep down, you still think that you can have whatever you want. You still think you're the man."
 
   I tried to shake my head, to stammer out a protest, but the simple fact that I didn’t contradict her proved Lucy right.
 
   That's why she brought me here, to the small room. That's why I'm tied to this chair, naked except for my chastity cage. I'm staring at the screen, waiting.
 
   A long time goes by. A door opens on the screen, and Lucy saunters in. She has on some gorgeous lingerie. The shear satin makes my cock ache because I want to touch her, to run my hands over her body again. It's been weeks since she's allowed me to have sex with her. Honestly, I can't tell if it's ever going to happen again.
 
   She's right. I'm not her boyfriend anymore. Now I'm her slave. That makes her my owner.
 
   She turned back to the hallway, motioning for someone else. Eyes wide, I can't even blink, especially when I see him cross the threshold. He has stubble, a strong jaw, powerful shoulders. He begins to unbutton a shirt, and I can't look away as Lucy gets down on her knees. She's taunting him, making him go faster. Pretty soon, Stephen is naked.
 
   Yes, it's Stephen! I hate this man, but I know what's about to happen. When he is finally nude, Lucy leans forward, parting her lips. She starts licking his cock, sliding her soft tongue over his manhood.
 
   She never did that for me. She will never do that for me.
 
   I'm not a man in her eyes. This is a man. I know that he is bigger than me by several inches. More important, he knows how to make a woman feel like a girl. Pretty soon, Lucy is hungrily licking and sucking on his cock. But that is just the beginning. Moments later, they are on the bed, and I know that I should turn my head away.
 
   "Good girl," he growls at her as they start kissing. He moves his hands over her breasts and down between her legs. She must be so wet right now.
 
   Halfheartedly, I pull on the ropes keeping me down on this chair, but it won't do any good. I can't get away. Worse, I can't look away. I stare hard at that screen, watching as they start to fuck.
 
   They grapple like wild animals, predators at work. She scratches his skin. He pins her down. Eventually, he has her down on her back, and he slides forward, right into her wet pussy. At some point, she lost her panties. It doesn't really matter.
 
   In its cage, my cock aches for release. I want to come so badly. I wiggle my hips from side to side, but I just watch as my former girlfriend goes at it with my rival. Stephen fucks her hard, ramming down into her. She looks up at the camera. Maybe it's hidden. Maybe he already knows what's going on.
 
   One way or the other, it doesn't matter.
 
   They go at it for minutes or hours. I lose all track of time. But when he's done, he growls, again like some wild beast.
 
   It's all over.
 
   "When can we do that again?"
 
   "Whatever you want," Lucy promises.
 
   He gets dressed and leaves the room. Lucy goes over to the camera, and she looks down into the lens because she is talking right to me. "Don't worry, Kevin. I'll be right over, and then you can lick me clean."
 
   Pathetically, my mouth starts to water.
 
    
 
   The End
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