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    “Are you finished?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    The chair slid back from the desk as he stood. A small, cheap computer desk in the corner of the bedroom, with a basic swivel chair to match. Katy reclined on the bed, her head in her hand with her elbow propped on the mattress, her chestnut curls falling in loose spirals that almost obscured her arm. Her eyes shone as she watched him approach. Big and round, the bright gray of the sun through a cloudy winter sky, as though a storm had just passed. Katy was beautiful. But she wasn’t a classic beauty. Her big eyes and gorgeous full lips were offset by a certain hardness in her features, a cruel twist to her delicious mouth. She was beautiful in the way a rocky coast is beautiful, bristling with wrecked ships that mark the graves of unlucky sailors. She looked, Alex thought, exactly the way she should look. He should have known from the day he met her. And maybe he did. That rocky coast called to him like no other did, despite the danger. No, not despite it. Because of it.  
 
    The flame of a candle writhed in the turbulent air of his passing as he took the few steps towards the bed. Katy had always had a flair for the dramatic. She paid attention to the little details. She liked to set a scene. And Alex couldn’t argue with the results. Every cell of his body seemed to grow eyes for no other reason than to absorb the sight of her lovely body, sprawled out on the bed in front of him. The bobbing flames of the many candles made her flawless skin shine, as though glowing from within with candlelight of its own. Was it the heat of the candles or the warm glow of her body that he could feel as he drew near, an erratic comet drawn into the orbit of some beautiful star? Her faint perfume rose in an invisible cloud around him, and he breathed her in, absorbed her with every one of his senses that he could bring to bear on her exotic loveliness. Katy was without a shred of self-doubt as she lay back on a pile of pillows. And why should she doubt herself? She was blessed with a natural confidence that her beauty only enhanced. A deep intelligence glittered in those stormy eyes. With her beauty and her brains, Katy was intimidating, even if you didn’t know her the way Alex did. If you did…his hand trembled slightly as he held a sheaf of paper out towards her, its white skin branded with dense black lines in his own hand. A sly smile plucked at the corners of Katy’s pillowy lips as she took the paper, and sat up. 
 
    “Come on,” she said, patting the mattress beside her. “Get up here.” Alex watched the swell of her breasts as she spoke, every breath she took making her bra creak as it strained to contain her delicious breasts. She was more well-endowed than any woman her size had any right to be, and the rigorous exercise she inflicted on herself did nothing to compromise the feminine charm of her voluptuous body. Alex was glad of that. Katy’s outrageous curves were the kind that often resulted in a woman putting on weight easily, and Katy was as strict with herself as she was with others. Her will was unbreakable, and it had kept her body trim and toned without the need to resort to the surgical procedures many other women pay for to look the way Katy did. She was naturally alluring - as natural as almost daily gym sessions can be, anyway. As she sat up in bed in nothing but lacy black underwear, her perfumed skin shining in the light, Alex felt as though he had been struck by a vision of a goddess. And familiarity with her body had done nothing to dampen his desire, no matter how long they had been together. Just like everything else, Katy had an answer for that.  
 
    Alex climbed onto the bed. Katy was smiling widely now, her gray eyes shining like platinum under her smoky lids. Alex’s skin throbbed to her touch as she placed a hand on his shoulder, pushing him down onto the bed. And he didn’t try to resist. His stomach churned with unignorable desire, his whole body throbbing with need for her as he sank down onto the mattress below. She loomed over him now, tossing her head as her hair trailed down over her bare shoulders, the candlelight picking out stray glitters of gold and auburn among her chestnut tresses. Her teeth showed white and strong between her parted red lips as she grinned at him. Those eyes flickered from him to the pages he had written and back again, and the look of joyful anticipation in her pretty face lit the powder trail in his blood until his brain was fizzing and crackling with monstrous lust.  
 
    “Ok, let’s see,” Katy said. As Alex lay down on the bed beside her, she spread the papers he had given her on top of his stomach. They lay there, ignored for the moment, rising and falling with his heavy breathing as he watched her hands slip down her body, her thumbs plucking at the thin waistband of her panties. The breath caught in his throat as she pulled the underwear slowly down. The elastic of the waistband clung jealously to her thighs, as though reluctant to relinquish its hold, and Alex could hardly blame it. Beneath the dark strip of Katy’s trimmed pubic hair, he hungrily watched the glimmer of her wet sex appear, shining in the candlelight as he licked his lips. Katy smiled happily as she kicked her panties off, discarding them at the side of the bed. The mattress bounced slightly beneath them as she moved, and Alex suppressed a groan of desire as she turned and thew one leg over him. Her weight pinned him to the mattress as she sat on his chest. As though he’d ever want to be anywhere other than where he was. Her body rose above him, a symphony of curves when viewed from behind, like some exquisite instrument he both yearned to play and feared being unworthy of. The raw heat of her sex drew its own red echo from his skin, and he hardly dared breath for fear of doing something to derail the moment he so badly longed for.  
 
    Katy took the papers in her hands. Her dark hair hung down between her slender shoulders like the mane of some wild thing as she tossed her head again. Alex listened to the paper crackle in her hand, dry as dead leaves that tumble from the branches in fall to be replaced by spring’s burning green. There was a moment of silence, while Katy read and Alex waited, watching her from behind as her eyes caressed the words he had written.  
 
    “Her eyes shone as she watched him approach. Big and round, the bright gray of the sun through a cloudy winter sky, as though a storm had just passed.” Katy read aloud, and the bobbing flames of the candles seemed to shudder and shake to her words, just as Alex shuddered and shook to hear them. His words, in her mouth, the velvet smoothness of her voice caressing each syllable as she spoke them. She turned, peering back at him over her pale shoulder, her face half-obscured by the tumbling waterfall of her silky hair. “Is this about me?” The smile that shone on her lips made Alex’s heart contract with desire as he stared up at the woman he loved. Katy occupied a place in his heart that no woman ever had before, a place he had never even known existed before she came along to fill it. There was no one else like her. There was no one else like him, he had come to believe, over the course of long and lonely years in which he despaired of ever meeting anyone who could tolerate his idiosyncrasies, let alone learn to love them. To meet a woman like Katy, a woman whose own dark parts meshed so perfectly with his light and vice versa, that small dot of darkness that hides inside the bright - he would have once dismissed it as romantic claptrap. Until Katy came along.  
 
    “They’re all about you,” Alex sighed as Katy smiled down at him like an unexpected sun. “Every single one.” 
 
    * 
 
    “Come on.” Sandy’s eyes shone with concern, getting that watery look they always did when she let things bother her. “You can’t just sit at home and sulk forever. It’s been, like, a year since you broke up with Angela.” 
 
    “Eight months,” Alex corrected her. Eight months, twelve days, to be precise. He could calculate it down to the hour for her if he needed to. He bristled at the word ‘sulk’, as though he was some petulant child. So he hadn’t been feeling very social lately; so what? Who did, after a breakup? Especially one they didn’t see coming in any way at all. Especially one they still couldn’t wrap their head around, still couldn’t hope to understand, the few lame explanations they got falling flat and unbelievable in the form of a few passive-aggressive texts. Until even those had dried up. His contact with Angela now was limited to the occasional late-night blitz through her social media feeds. Nothing he saw there brought him any joy, or any kind of elucidation, either. Ok, he mentally conceded while Sandy watched him, as though she could see the internal struggle raging in his head. Maybe he had adopted a few habits that were, when looked at objectively, not entirely healthy. He could see that. A man who sulks wouldn’t, but he could. How a night out with Sandy’s friends was supposed to change that was less clear to him. But she was looking at him with those watery eyes, the bright blue shining sadly as though she was about to burst into tears. Alex sighed. This was always how it went. He was a sucker, he knew. But he couldn’t bear to see his sister upset. 
 
    “Fine,” he said, with the air of a man being read his sentence. “I’ll go.” 
 
    “You will?” A bright smile broke across Sandy’s face like the sun emerging from threatening clouds. “You mean it?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Alex sighed again. “For a while, anyway. A couple of drinks. No more than that.” 
 
    “Awesome,” Sandy giggled, “that’s awesome!”Alex couldn’t help but smile himself, just a little, as his sister wrapped her arms around him. “It’s gonna be fun, you’ll see.” Alex highly doubted the accuracy of that last statement. But Sandy was just trying to help. She thought her friends were great, even if Alex wasn’t totally in agreement. And a few drinks wouldn’t change anything. At least Sandy would have the satisfaction of knowing that she tried.  
 
    At the bar a week later, the night had progressed much as Alex had thought that it would. Some of Sandy’s friends he knew, and some were strangers to him, but he didn’t care about any of them. He sipped his beer and tried not to look at his phone and made all the right noises, as though he was genuinely interested in whatever the subject of conversation around the table was. TV or something. He couldn’t care less.  
 
    “You want another?” That was the worst part of all. Alex never would have come if Sandy had told him her true intentions. Her friend Natasha was newly single, and clearly eager not to be, and Sandy had carefully arranged things so that her friend would be sitting next to her brother at all times. There was nothing wrong with Natasha, Alex told herself. He supposed she was even kind of cute. But she just wasn’t his type. There was something so…needy about her, a faint patina of desperation visible in her eyes, her smile, her eagerness to please and to keep him engaged in the conversation. It was a flaw in himself that Alex was yet to become fully aware of, but nothing turned him off like being needed. Nothing appealed to him less than the things he could easily attain. If it wasn’t a struggle to get, some contrary wrinkle in Alex’s nature was convinced it wasn’t worth having. And Natasha was a prize far too easily obtained for him to feel real desire for her. 
 
    “No, thanks, I’m ok,” Alex said. His beer was little less than half-full still. It was a transparent attempt by Natasha to find something to say, and it fell flat as he brushed it off. Alex felt a little bad as Natasha’s eyes dropped to the table. But he just wasn’t interested, and it seemed crueler to pretend that he was. Fishing his phone from his pocket, he checked the time. It had been little more than an hour since they had arrived at the bar. How long was long enough? He glanced across the table to see his sister watching him, her brow creased with tiny furrows of worry as she watched her plans for him collapse.  
 
    “Sandy,” he said, leaning towards her across the table that shone with wet rings from beer glasses, “I might take off.” 
 
    “No,” she said, “you can’t go yet. We only just got here.” She looked as though she might burst into tears. Alex’s heart clenched like a fist in his chest. Torn between his desire to get away from an awkward and forced social situation and his need to keep Sandy happy, he grimaced as he sat back in his seat.  
 
    “I guess I can stay a little longer,” he said. Natasha said nothing as she picked nervously at a ragged cardboard coaster. Minutes trickled by like crawling slugs, inching past so slowly that time seemed determined to stand still. 
 
    Alex was gazing out of the window when he saw her. Bored, he had been watching the street outside, where cars cruised the strip and laughing patrons flitted from bar to bar under a low gray sky. As we know, Alex was no romantic. And since the collapse of his last relationship, his views had become more cynical than ever. He would have scoffed at the idea of something as banal and ludicrous as love at first sight. And it wasn’t love he felt, in that first moment that he saw her. It was something more primal, more like a spark that went streaking along his spine, drawing his eyes ineluctably towards her as though nothing else in the world mattered. It was a feeling he had never experienced before. Because every man knows the almost supernatural way the eyes can pick a beautiful woman out of a crowd, even at distance. But this was more than that. This was something far more mysterious than the familiar lure of hips and legs and flowing hair. This was something like magnetism, or gravity, or some other natural law he couldn’t explain. Because this was as real as anything he had ever known. And she must feel it too. Because she was looking right at him. 
 
    The unknown woman waited to cross the street. Over a procession of cars and pedestrians, Alex watched her. He realized that he was staring, in the dim basal layer of his brain still capable of such a sophisticated thought, and he remembered dully that it’s impolite. But he didn’t look away. He couldn’t. And she didn’t either, and Alex was struck by the impossible idea that some kind of non-verbal communication was taking place between them, words and phrases crackling invisibly through the empty air as they leaped up from the lines of her body, the bright glow of his eyes. The traffic slowed, and she began to cross the street, coming towards him, every elegant step carrying her nearer. And Alex knew things, all at once, that he couldn’t possibly know. He knew she was coming to this bar. He knew, though he had never met her before, that she was coming to meet his sister and her friends. He knew that he was going to talk to her, even if he had no idea what on earth he was going to say. He was as sure of it as he was sure that the sun would rise tomorrow. And this arcane and inexplicable knowledge sent a thrill along his spine.  
 
    The door to the bar opened and closed. Alex couldn’t keep the smile from his face as he saw that he had been right. The woman had entered, just as he had impossibly known that she would. She was wearing a long white coat, her hands in its pockets to keep them out of the cold in the street while her chestnut hair tumbled in brown waves over her shoulders. Every step drew her closer to him, and he could see the striking color of her eyes, a kind of metallic luster that reminded him of the sea under a cloudy sky. Those big eyes, enhanced by careful application of the makeup pencil, were still on him as she approached, locked on him since they had met from across the street. Her lips were outrageously full, giving her mouth a soft pout that was as irresistible as ripe fruit. Beneath the white coat, she wore a blue dress that reached down to her knees, but the elastic fabric clung to her body enticingly. Alex watched her approach, savoring the glimpses of thigh and hips the tight dress allowed him as her open coat flapped around her. Women like this do not simply walk into bars. Not in Alex’s experience, anyway. And they most certainly do not meet your gaze from across the street and hold it the whole time they approach. But this one did. And there was a challenge in that gray-eyed gaze, he saw. A refusal to be the first to look away. This was a woman in total possession of herself, a woman who moved out of her own center, with no need for approval from anyone else. Every step she took across the bar in her high heels, drawing the gaze of every man and most of the woman there, radiated utter confidence and indomitable self-belief. 
 
    “Hi,” The woman said as she drew level with the side of the table where Alex sat. Sandy turned, and her face lit up with a warm smile of recognition. Rising from her seat, she embraced her friend. Sandy always was the touchy-feely type. The woman returned her embrace with a touch more reserve than it was offered. And all the while, those striking gray eyes stayed on Alex.  
 
    “I’m so glad you could make it!” Sandy giggled as the embrace broke. The unknown woman’s red lips lifted in a smile that didn’t touch her cool eyes. Alex felt again that shiver, like a kind of inexplicable recognition, as Sandy turned back to the group, holding her friend loosely by the arm. 
 
    “Everyone,” Sandy said, raising her voice over the loud music to address the whole table, “this is Katy.” 
 
    * 
 
    Warm wetness streamed down Alex’s face. In the cramped space between Katy’s thighs, he was in heaven. The fragrant juices of her arousal washed over him, and he lapped happily at her dripping sex as it hovered above him, her sensitive flesh quivering to his touch as he pressed his mouth against her. 
 
    Katy was moaning softly, her hips moving as she rocked her body above his. Lying on top of him and facing his feet, he could feel the soft skin of her heavy breasts against his stomach, and he basked in the feeling of being beneath her, overwhelmed by her, her welcome weight pressing down on him and keeping him pinned in exactly the spot he most wanted to be in the world. A long moan from Katy’s throat made him shiver with desire as he used his tongue to part her lips and slide the muscular organ inside, chasing the teasing taste of her to its source within her body.  
 
    “Oh fuck yeah,” Katy moaned, “that’s good. That’s good.” Alex’s hands slid over the smooth skin of her thighs as he craned his neck, ignoring the discomfort while he strained towards her. Her pleasure was all that mattered. His lips melted into hers as her juices spilled over his cheeks and chin, filling his mouth with her erotic taste as he worshiped her.  
 
    “Oh fuck!” Katy cried out, and Alex’s heart soared. He could feel the tension in her body as her knees pressed against his shoulders. The paper she held rattled down around him as she flung the sheets aside, abandoning herself at last to pleasure. Alex knew what she wanted. He sucked and gulped, extending his tongue forward until it began to ache so that he could tease her clit. Katy exploded, hurling her cries of ecstasy at the walls of the bedroom while she convulsed and gasped. Alex willingly gulped down her orgasm, swallowing every drop of her that he could while her pussy spasmed against his mouth. His senses were filled with her, her taste, her smell, her touch, the feel of her skin against his as she erupted in pleasure, the tender tremors of her body as she achieved her release.  
 
    Katy slumped forward. The air tasted of her sex as Alex sucked it down, his face feeling suddenly cold now that it was no longer beneath her. His head dropped heavily onto the pillow beneath him, his skin shining wetly in the candlelight as he breathed. Katy’s head was resting on his thigh, and the soft motion of her warm breath drove him crazy as he felt it caress his throbbing cock. Her body called to him, to every red cell in his pulsing blood. But to try and take her now, Alex knew, would be a mistake. Katy was in control, always. It was the way they both liked it, the way it had to be. For all that Alex might occasionally bristle at the limitations his beautiful partner imposed on him while holding herself free of all such constraints, he knew it was a price he was willing to pay. 
 
    Slowly, Katy sat up. She still straddled him, and he could feel her residual wetness running down her thighs, over his chest and stomach as she kneeled up. The papers sighed in her hand as she picked them up again. 
 
    “This is good, Alex,” she sighed, without turning around to face him. “This is a good one.” Below her, Alex’s heart soared. Hope and desire ignited in the arching cavern of his chest, as though doing battle with the heat he could feel radiating down through his skin from Katy’s womanhood. Her praise made him swell with pride, even now. 
 
    “It is?” he panted. 
 
    “Yep.” Finally, Katy turned. Her pretty face was flushed with pleasure as she smiled down at him, her brown curls tumbling over her chest towards the deep cleavage that showed above the lacy black bra she still wore. The garment cupped and hugged her lovely flesh, and Alex felt a strange contraction of jealousy of her underwear as he gazed up at Katy. The mattress shifted as she turned on her knees, lifting her leg over him as she kneeled at his side. “It’s hot,” she went on, brandishing the paper in her hand. “It’s really hot.” 
 
    “So…” Alex’s question hung in the air between them. Katy’s gray eyes sparkled as she waited. She knew what he wanted to ask, of course she did. This was hardly the first time they had played this game. Alex knew that he had to earn his orgasms while Katy’s were a basic right, and he had no problems with their arrangement. And this was how he did it, with work. If his writing pleased Katy, she’d allow him to cum. “Can I?” he said, hardly daring to voice the words out loud, as though merely naming his desire would make it somehow harder to attain. Katy’s smooth brow furrowed in mock confusion as she stared down at him. 
 
    “Can you what?” she asked. As though she didn’t know. Alex sighed. Katy was a stickler for rules. Her rules, anyway. He loved that about her, even while he hated it.  
 
    “Can I please cum?” he asked, as humbly as he could manage while his cock raged and his blood boiled. 
 
    “Can you cum?” Katy repeated the question as though it was the most outrageous thing in the world, as though she had never in her life imagined such a request. Only a faint smile showed at the corners of her soft lips to show that she was basking in the power she had over her lover. “Oh, dear me, no,” Katy grinned. “It’s not that good. Anyway, I haven’t finished it yet. If the ending is as good as the rest of it, maybe then I’ll let you have a little squirt.” Alex groaned aloud while Katy swiveled on the bed. Her boobs bounced heavily in her bra as she adjusted herself, and Alex tensed the muscles in his stomach as she sat on him again. This time, she faced him, and he watched hungrily as she slowly swung one leg over his head, spreading her thighs in front of him. The high heels she wore were just the right size to go over his wrists, and she extended one leg, pinning his hand to the headboard behind him with her shoe. She did the same with his other hand, Alex only thinking about resisting while he submitted to her whims, and as her feet trapped his hands against the bed, her dripping pussy shone before him, perched on his chest. He raised his knees, and Katy leaned back, her silken hair tickling his skin as she reclined against his thighs. His trapped cock throbbed in the small of her back as she sprawled on top of him as though he was a piece of furniture. Holding the pages he had written in her left hand, she raised them in front of her eyes with a wicked smile while her other hand slid down over her indrawn belly yo hover over her pussy.  
 
    “Now,” she said, “let’s see how this thing ends. Just for asking to cum, I’m not going to let you lick me anymore. You can just lie there and watch.” Alex groaned with frustration as Katy’s fingers began to tease the hard bud of her clit. She sighed happily, her gray eyes scanning the pages he had written and her nipples hardening against her black bra as she read. Pinned beneath her, Alex lay back and watched. There was nothing else he could do.  
 
      
 
    His Reward 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God, Alex.” Katy’s beautiful body rocked rhythmically on top of his, her voice catching on the raw edge of pleasure as she played with herself. “Is this what you think about when you think about me?” Beneath her painted eyelids, her gray eyes glittered. Alex thought of the sun dancing deceptively on a deep and dangerous sea, and his heart quivered in his chest. Exposure. It terrified him, even now, even though Katy had given him no reason to fear it. Though that wasn’t quite true, he corrected himself. Unlike other girls to whom he had tried to open up, Katy wasn’t scared off by the labyrinthine twists and turns of his secret mind. Quite the opposite. Knowing what went on in his head was a huge turn-on for her. Alex was under no illusions. The truth was, Katy was way out of his league. Beautiful, intelligent, successful, she could have any man she wanted. The only thing he could think that had drawn her to him in the first place was exactly those wrinkles of his psyche he had spent so many years hiding from the world.  
 
    Old habits die hard. Even in bed with the most beautiful woman in the world, with the air dripping with pleasure and the scentless hormones of sexual desire, Alex struggled to admit the truth. What he wanted, what he needed, was hard to admit even to himself. To be taken. To be dominated. To be made to submit, to grovel and beg, to bow as an inferior to a will more powerful than his own. And he knew that it was what Katy wanted too, their mutual desires fitting perfectly up against one another like two pieces cut from the same dark puzzle. But that didn’t make it easy to say. 
 
    Katy’s sharp heels rattled against the headboard of the swaying bed. Her legs trembled with excitement, and Alex suspected that if he wanted to, he could probably wrench his hands free from under her feet. But they both knew that he wouldn’t. Katy’s hold on him was far more powerful than the physical. He needed her, like an addict that submits to the needle until they can no longer recognize themselves. Sometimes, Alex looked into the swirling steel-gray depths of Katy’s eyes and wondered if he would ever be free if her. In his hidden heart, he hoped not. 
 
    “Sometimes,” he gasped. “Yes.” Katy let out a long moan that seemed to rise from some place deep inside her as she slid her glistening fingers deeper into herself. Alex licked his lips as he watched, the taste of her last orgasm still dancing on his tongue while she manipulated herself to another. The bedroom air was full of the smell of her pleasure, his skin streaming with thin rivulets of her bliss as it poured forth from between her shuddering legs. It didn’t matter who many times he possessed her. It would never be enough. And the more of these kinky games they played, the more his desire for her grew. The more he wanted her, the more power she had over him. And that, in turn, made him want her even more. 
 
    “You really are a submissive little bitch, aren’t you?” Katy grinned. Her eyes shone from under half-closed lids as she peered at him down the length of her reclining body. Her breasts rose and fell, causing the black bra she wore to creak and strain to contain her generous breasts as she sighed and sobbed. Alex’s body was prickling with desire, as though he might explode if he didn’t soon get what he so badly needed. But this was Katy’s show. It always was. And Alex knew that the only way to get what he wanted was to follow her rules. 
 
    “Yes,” he panted, and Katy shrieked with laughter as she watched his cheeks redden with embarrassment. “Yes, I am.” 
 
    “Good,” Katy purred. “That’s how I like my men. Obedient.” Alex groaned. The dominant goddess of his darkest dreams was lying on top of him, pleasuring herself to a story he had written, and there was nothing he could do about it. Katy raised one foot away from the headboard, releasing his left hand. Alex watched through wide eyes as she bent her knee and brought her foot up towards her other thigh. Constant gym sessions and yoga classes had given her impressive flexibility along with a body most women would kill for, and Katy easily brought her foot up to her crotch. Her juices shone on the black leather of her shoe as she briefly removed her hand from her dripping pussy, her fingers shining as she smeared her juices over the toe of the shoe. Then she straightened her leg again. Alex watched it coming, her shining shoe floating towards his face, and his cock throbbed angrily because he knew what came next. He knew what she would ask him to do, what she would order him to do, and he knew that he would do it, too. Katy’s fingers were back playing with her pussy as her shoe hovered in front of his face. 
 
    “Lick it off,” she ordered. “Lick my shoe like a good little slave.” The taste of Katy’s cum filled Alex’s grateful mouth again, and she howled with laughter as she felt his tongue on her toes through the leather of her high-heeled pump. Alex’s eyes were downcast as he lapped up the glistening moisture, at once ashamed and aroused, and Katy basked in his confused adoration as he humbly carried out her orders.  
 
    “That’s a good boy,” she cooed. “That’s a good boy, licking his mistress’s shoes.” Alex’s cheeks flared red again at the mocking words. He could hardly bring himself to meet the eyes that stared down at him, shining with arousal and dark desire as she studied his reactions. He was afraid of what he might see in them. Wild ideas buzzed through Katy’s creative mind, fed by the fantasies he had committed to paper at her urging. Alex knew he would end up on the receiving end of those ideas. And even worse was the sure knowledge that he wanted to. 
 
    “Now, you just keep licking my foot, bitch boy,” Katy grinned. She raised her foot slightly, her thin heel drawing a red trail down Alex’s chest before she returned it to his mouth to receive his humble adoration. “I’m going to finish this naughty story. And if I cum again before I’m finished, maybe I’ll let you cum, too.” She giggled as she felt Alex’s tongue return to the leather of her shoe. Sighing, she turned her eyes back to the pages she held in her quivering hand.  
 
    * 
 
     “So what’s her deal?” 
 
    The halogen light of the supermarket poured down from the overhead lights, casting everything in a pale shadowless glow. Soft music played, just on the edge of hearing. Sandy scowled at a brightly packaged box of detergent in her hand. Alex leaned on the handle of the shopping cart as he awaited her response. 
 
    “Katy?” Sandy was stalling. There was no doubt about who they’d been talking about. In fact, Alex wasn’t able to talk about much else. Ever since the night he’d met Sandy’s friend, he hadn’t been able to give any thought to anything else. For a full week, he’d wandered in a kind of daze, plagued by visions of the most beautiful woman he’d ever met. Her eyes. Her smile. Her gorgeous body wrapped in her elegant dress. From the moment Katy arrived at the bar, Natasha had ceased to exist for him. He’d barely even remembered that there were other people at the table, so devoted was his attention to the beautiful woman in front of him. And Katy had responded, slowly. She must be used to male attention, Alex knew, looking the way she did. And he’d never considered himself much of a charmer. Despite all his best efforts, he’d been unable to get a phone number from her. She had seemed sort of amused by his attention, his obvious desire. Certainly not repelled. But not exactly enthusiastic, either. He could still see the cool gray glow of her eyes above the rim of her glass as she lifted her drink to take a careful sip. She was all poise, all grace, like some femme fatale from an old movie, wreathed in smoke and sex appeal. A woman like Katy, Alex already knew, was never unarmed. 
 
    “Yes, Katy,” Alex said, smiling through his impatience. His sister’s reluctance to tell him anything about her friend was frustrating. He knew Sandy had nursed a small hope that he might start dating poor needy Natasha. But Katy or not, that was never going to happen. The friendlier, chattier girl wasn’t his type. Sandy’s reluctance seemed like sour grapes. “Is she single?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Sandy said. The small frown was still on her face as she lowered the detergent into the shopping cart. She should have known something was up right away. When did her brother ever volunteer to go grocery shopping with her? But Alex felt no shame at pumping her for information like this. Wasn’t it her idea for him to go out and meet someone? Even if Katy clearly wasn’t the someone she had in mind.  
 
    “You don’t know?” Sandy shot a disapproving glance at her brother, but Alex ignored it. He’d be the first to concede that he didn’t know much about women, despite his closeness to his sister. But it seemed highly unlikely to him that Sandy would have a friend and not know her relationship status. Admittedly, Katy’s social media had given no clues. Her profile was set to private, yielding nothing more than a single photo and a name he already had. His cursor hovered over the Message button for what felt like hours. But he hadn’t clicked it, not yet. Katy was out of Alex’s league, and he knew that, and yet he was drawn to her anyway. But the gulf that lay between them seemed too vast to cross with something so banal as a friend request. He needed more information. 
 
    “She - I don’t think so,” Sandy finally relented. “She did, for a while, but - I think it’s over.” Without looking at her brother, she made her way over to the next aisle. Behind her back, Alex silently pumped his fist in the air. The customary busted wheel of the shopping cart wobbled erratically as he shoved it down the aisle, swinging wildly around the corner like a race car driver and sailing past Sandy as he stood on the cart and pushed off with one foot, riding it like a skateboard.  
 
    “Do you think -?” Alex began, dismounting the cart as he pulled it to a stop in front of Sandy. But she was already shaking her head. 
 
    “Bad idea,” she said. It was her brother’s turn to frown. 
 
    “Why bad idea?” he asked. “You’re the one who said I should meet someone.” 
 
    “Not her.” Sandy turned to the rack of spices with finality, as though she had said the last word on the subject.  
 
    “Why?” Alex pressed. “What’s wrong with her?” 
 
    “There’s nothing wrong with her,” Sandy said as her eyes scanned the shelves in front of her. “It’s just - she’s not right for you.” 
 
    “How do you know?” Alex bristled. Ok, so Katy was super hot, Stunning, actually. And smart, too. And she dressed great and smelled awesome and - some other stuff. But they had a connection, she and he. Alex was sure of it. You don’t lock eyes like that across a crowded street without having some kind of chemistry. This kind of thing never happened to him, and while he knew that girls like Katy can’t go to the store without getting all kinds of lewd proposals, he had a hard time believing that that kind of mysterious connection meant nothing to her. What did Sandy know about it anyway? He loved his sister, but to her, he’d always be the goofy kid she had grown up with. If she thought her friend was too hot for her brother - well, she was probably right about that, actually. But the urge to prove her wrong, to prove the world wrong, took hold of Alex as he stood in the supermarket aisle under the unflattering light.  
 
    “She’s just - I’ve heard things, ok?” Sandy sighed. “About her.” 
 
    “Things? What things?” 
 
    “I don’t - she’s my friend. I don’t want to say.” 
 
    “You already did. You can’t just put that out there and not elaborate. Now I’m going to be imagining all kinds of stuff that’s probably way worse than any rumors you’ve heard.” Sandy sighed again. A small jar of garlic rattled against the wire bars of the cart as it tumbled down into the rest of the shopping.  
 
    “She’s - I don’t know her that well,” Sandy finally said. Her pale blue eyes finally met Alex’s. The worried expression on her face was familiar to her brother; Sandy always kind of looked that way. Her eyes darted briefly around the aisle. But for a lone woman down at the far end among the soups, they were alone. Sandy lowered her voice anyway. “I just heard that she goes through a lot of men. Like, a lot. They never stay for long. You have to wonder why.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” Alex said, unable to keep a spreading smile from his face. “Are you slut shaming now?” 
 
    “No,” Sandy scowled. “I’m not saying - whatever. It’s just - I know some of the guys she’s been with, and they said - she’s kind of weird.” 
 
    “Weird how?” Sandy looked around the aisle again, as though looking for help this time, desperately searching for a way out of a conversation she clearly did not want to have. But Alex stood firm.  
 
    “Like - sex stuff,” Sandy said finally, her held breath leaving her in a long rush. “S&M, stuff like that. But like, pretty kinky. Not just the usual stuff.” A bright blush rose to her cheeks as she spoke. As close as Alex and Sandy were, they were still siblings, and talking in any detail about sex was awkward for both of them. Even admitting she knew about BDSM was as hard for Sandy to say as it was for Alex to hear. Intellectually, he knew that his sister was an attractive adult woman who had had multiple boyfriends and no doubt her share of sexual experiences. But he didn’t want to think about it. The air between them grew heavy with mutual embarrassment.  
 
    “Ok,” Alex said slowly. “But, like - that’s just gossip. And anyway - whatever. I don’t - I mean, it’s not a big deal. Is it?” 
 
    “No,” said Sandy. Her eyes studied the spotless linoleum floor between them. “I guess not. It’s just what I’ve heard. She’s…intense, you know?” 
 
    “I bet it’s all exaggerated,” Alex said. “Ex-boyfriends, you know? You know what people are like. They talk shit.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Sandy nodded, “maybe.” 
 
    “It’s probably all bullshit.” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    “So…can I have her number?” 
 
    Sandy’s head snapped up. She shot Alex a dark look from under her lowered brows. He put on his best winning smile as he grinned at her. 
 
    “Please?” he said. Sandy shook her head. Fumbling in her purse, she pulled out her phone. 
 
    “Do NOT come crying to me when this blows up in your face,” she scowled as she tapped away at the screen. Alex’s heart soared as the dim glow of the phone lit her face from underneath.  
 
    “I won’t, I promise,” he babbled. Sandy’s eyes flickered towards him before returning to the phone, and she hit Send. 
 
    “There,” she said. “I just asked her if I could give you her number. Thanks for embarrassing me like that.” 
 
    “It’s not embarrassing. You were willing to set me up with Natasha.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with Natasha?” 
 
    “Nothing. There’s nothing wrong with her.” 
 
    “She’s lovely!” 
 
    “I’m sure she is,” Alex said. “She’s nice. Just…not really my type.” 
 
    “Just because she’s not…”. But Alex never found out what Natasha was not. Sandy was still holding her phone in her hand, and the screen lit up as it chimed, and his stomach did a tight little flip of happy expectation as Sandy peered at the screen. 
 
    “Is it her?” he asked, unable to contain his anxiousness, no matter how childish it might make him look. He waited for what seemed like centuries for Sandy to unlock her phone and read the message. 
 
    “Oh God,” Sandy groaned. Alex’s face fell. 
 
    “What?” he asked. “Isn’t it her? Did she hate me? Did she tell you to fuck off?” 
 
    “Worse,” Sandy sighed as she held out her phone’s brightly lit screen in front of Alex’s face. “She thinks you’re cute.” 
 
    * 
 
    “Oh my God!” 
 
    Katy’s hair tumbled around her shoulders, a cascading torrent of rich brown silk, shining in the light as she tossed her head from side to side. Her eyes were closed, long lashes fluttering under dark lids, her mouth a perfect round O as her cries rose from her in a steady stream of bliss. Propped up as she was, leaning back on Alex’s raised legs, he could see everything. He could see the way her boobs rose and fell with her hurried breathing, struggling against the lacy black bra that pushed them high on her chest and gave her a cleavage he longed to bury his face in. He could see her free hand clench into a fist at her side, clutching at the rumpled bedsheet beneath them. He could see her other hand, delicate fingers a blur of rapid motion as she frantically rubbed at herself, sending jolts of irresistible pleasure through her body while he watched. Her pussy shone, and he watched the swollen lips twitch and spasm while a rush of her juices poured forth from the wet darkness within, coating his chest in the fragrant moisture of her arousal while he sat and watched. Every fragmented nerve in his body clamored for release, crying out for the raw primal joy that only she could give him. His hands were not tied. Katy had long since forgotten about pinning his wrists to the headboard with her high heels. Alex was free - as free as he could ever be in her presence. 
 
    But he held himself back. And it wasn’t his will that restrained him and cried caution against all the desires of his teased and tormented body. It was Katy’s. It was always Katy’s. He watched her body explode in orgasm, and he knew that her pleasure grew from the soil of his, and that the fact that he silently watched at her command was what gave this solo performance its delicious erotic kick. He wanted Katy more than anything - almost more than anything. But not more than he wanted her to be happy.  
 
    “Oh my God,” she said again, but this time, the words were muted, more sigh than cry. Her hand slowed until she was gently stroking her clit, instead of furiously manipulating it the way she had been. As her orgasm receded, and along with it her loud cries and wails of bliss, Alex could hear his own ragged breathing echoing back from the walls of the bedroom. He could hear his own heartbeat like a dull drum in his ears. 
 
    “Fuck, that was hot.” Katy was grinning at him, her legs spread and her face flushed with orgasm, and Alex’s heart lurched at the lovely sight. To say nothing of his cock. Katy’s full weight lay back against his thighs now, her back no longer arched in the tight contraction of orgasm, and her long hair tickled his knees and shins as it fanned out over his legs. She looked comfortable, adorable, abominably desirable, and his cock twitched and surged, so close to her irresistible body and at once so far away. Katy’s eyes were open now, the bewitching gray glow calling to him from under her painted eyelids. He lay back on the pillow, waiting, hoping. Silently pleading for release. Even to ask could make the object of his desires impossible to attain. 
 
    “That was a good one.” Katy’s eyes flickered over towards the bundle of handwritten notes that lay strewn across the bed beside them. His latest story, fresh from the fevered mind that Katy did such a great job of stirring up with uncontrollable desire. She was at once his harshest critic and greatest supporter. Whatever else you could say about Katy - and there was a lot - Alex had to concede that she was one hell of a motivator. 
 
    “Glad you liked it.” Despite having done little more than lie beneath her and witness her orgasm, Alex was almost as out of breath as Katy was. His stomach churned with unrelieved desire, his every taut nerve screaming for release. His eyes were drawn inexorably to Katy’s bulging breasts, and down, further down, to the pussy that still twitched and throbbed between her legs, dripping with the residue of her ecstasy. The taste of her still haunted his mouth, plucking at the tight strings of his lust until his whole body sang with it. Katy smiled and sat up.  
 
    “I did,” she said. “Such a good little worker for me.” Alex’s eyes were locked on her as she rose and climbed off the bed. “And as you know, good boys get rewarded.” 
 
    “Please,” he whimpered as she bent to scoop something off the floor beside the bed, “please, Katy!” Her smile of conquest made his heart soar as she rose again, sweeping her loose hair back behind her ear as she straightened up. 
 
    “You know the rules,” she said as she approached his head. “Give me those hands.” Alex willingly stretched out his arms to let Katy seize his wrists in her hands. Yes, he knew the rules. He knew them all, as though she had engraved them on his heart, the rules by which he lived and died and lived again, his entire being focused on the sacred task of making Katy smile. The world and all its noise dwindled and vanished, and life became utterly simple and starkly beautiful, a simple matter of yes or no. Obey, and be rewarded. Resist, and be punished. The greatest gift Katy ever gave him, beyond the mind-blowing privilege of worshiping her body, was the hard-edged simplicity of the rules she enforced. He would do nothing to jeopardize that.  
 
    Alex felt the faint touch of lace against his skin. Elastic fabric stretched and gripped his hands, and he realized with a thrill of submissive delight that his resourceful mistress was using her discarded panties to tie his hands. With practiced speed, she wrapped her underwear tightly around his hands and looped them over a bar in the headboard of the bed, immobilizing him completely. Alex stared up at her joyfully, her huge breasts dangling temptingly above his face as she attended to his bondage. Once her task was done, he tested the limits of his restraints. The stretchy fabric was already almost at its limit and doubled over the way Katy had tied it, the panties were surprisingly strong. They gave to his struggles, but not enough for him to free himself. Katy stood over him, smiling proudly.  
 
    “You’re going to need to be tied up for this part,” she said. “I’m going to drive you absolutely crazy.” Alex groaned in a mixture of fear and desire as Katy climbed back on top of him. Her soft skin glowed in the candlelight, shining in every curve and hollow of her beautiful form as she took up her position above him. She was facing his feet this time, and her pussy glistened in the shadow cast by her thighs, in front of his face and yet teasingly out of reach. The dark coils of her hair tickled his thighs as she leaned forward, and Alex let out a long, shuddering cry as he felt her pillowy lips brush his cock.  
 
    “Good boys get blowjobs,” she cooed without turning around to face him. Alex groaned again as he felt her hand on his shaft, holding him upright while her soft lips enveloped him again. Pleasure raced through his body, igniting every straining nerve. Her tongue slid up and down inside her warm, wet mouth, coating his cock with her saliva as she teased it. The sweeping curves of her body called to him as he raised his head from the pillow to watch, her pussy sparkling in front of him while her head bobbed up and down on his cock.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” he gasped, “oh fuck!” His cock felt so hard in her mouth it seemed ready to explode, and Katy’s cheeks hollowed as she sucked him gently, using her tongue to tease his throbbing head. His bound hands formed fists where they were tied to the headboard, his whole body stiffening as his orgasm surged inside him. One of Katy’s hands was between his legs, cupping his heavy balls, rolling the sensitive orbs gently between her fingers and making him sob with ecstasy. 
 
    Katy knew her man. Just as the tidal wave of bliss surging inside Alex’s stomach seemed too strong to resist, she raised her head. His hard cock slipped from her mouth as she broke away, leaving only her hand to hold his throbbing cock upright. 
 
    “Fuck!” Alex snarled. “Katy, please!” She smiled wickedly at him over her shoulder, her face half in shadow from her shining hair.  
 
    “God, I love it when you beg,” she purred. Alex let out a long moan of frustration and need as his head slumped back against the pillow. 
 
    “Are you going to be a good boy and keep writing naughty stories for me?” Katy teased. 
 
    “Yes,” Alex moaned as his head thrashed from side to side, “yes, yes! Just - please, Katy, please let me cum!” Katy’s smile deepened. Her hair shone on her shoulders as she turned and lowered her face between his legs again. Alex trembled and shook as she took him into her mouth once more, her lips moving slowly and carefully against the hot skin of his hard shaft. A chorus of soft noises escaped her throat, making his manhood vibrate with every one while he gasped and sighed. Katy was a natural-born tease. She knew exactly what she was doing. She knew just how to get what she wanted. 
 
    That was why he loved her.  
 
      
 
    Katy’s Chastity Slave 
 
      
 
    “You know what’s going to happen next, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Katy.” Alex’s body lay stiff beneath her, stretched out on the bed as though on a rack of agonizing bliss. His shoulders heaved, the muscles in his arms bunching like rope, but Katy’s knots held. The panties she had used to tie him to the bed warped and stretched, but held. Katy lay beside him, half on top of him, her weight pinning his legs to the mattress. His cock was the freest part of him, jumping and twitching in the air between them as she smiled up at him. His hot shaft glistened with her saliva, her soft, plump lips parted as she grinned at her helpless captive. She couldn’t stop smiling, swept up in her own sense of limitless power. And he never wanted her to. Her smile, her glowing gray eyes, her inviting lips - it was all too much, and yet he never wanted it to end. He longed for this heavy pressure to be released, and yet he wanted it to continue forever. There was something inside Alex that needed these extremes, that dreaded the lukewarm flatness of the quotidian world and sought refuge where the shadows were darkest. There was - though he would never put it this way - some wild unspoken belief in him that things could be pushed further, taken beyond mere sex into realms of pure fantasy and ecstasy. And even if he would never have put it in those words, he could see the promise of a darker, purer world in Katy’s granite-hued eyes, every time she smiled at him.  
 
    “I’m going to lock up this cock,” she said slowly. As though he didn’t know it all too well himself. From the day they met, all those months ago at a bar Alex had been reluctant to go to in the first place, she had wielded the most outrageous power over him. But thanks to her discovery of the locking chastity device, her power now was unparalleled. He couldn’t cheat on her - not that he ever would. He couldn’t even touch himself to relieve the sexual pressure created by her remorseless teasing. She controlled his sexual release, granting or withholding it as she saw fit. And the humiliation of her holding this power over him only added to Alex’s predicament. Being controlled, being owned by her was a thrill like no other. No, he never wanted it to stop. Even when the fear of her made him tremble. No; especially then. 
 
    “Yes, Katy,” Alex panted. She smiled again at the long, low moan that rose from his body as she ran her tongue all the way from the base of his cock, right to its twitching tip. She was playing him like an instrument, making him pant and gasp for her own amusement. Yes, Katy knew exactly what she was doing. And even if Alex knew what she was doing too, that didn’t make him any more resistant to her. 
 
    “The only question is, do I let you cum before I lock you up again? Or do I leave you horny and frustrated?” 
 
    “Oh, please, Katy,” Alex Groaned, his lips trembled with fear and desire as his stomach twisted at her words, “please let me cum, please!” His cock surged as she licked him again, never taking his cock into her mouth the way he longed for her to do, but simply teasing him, keeping him on the razor edge of desire where he hovered and squirmed.  
 
    “I don’t know,” Katy said doubtfully. “You know it turns me on to have you desperate and horny for me. You want to turn me on, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Katy,” Alex babbled. He did. But his own needs were impossible to ignore, the plaited panties biting into his wrists as he struggled and strained. His balls boiled with the need to release his load. He couldn’t remember when she had last allowed him an orgasm, but it might as well be eons ago for all the desperate need he felt now. Nothing had ever mattered as much as his orgasm did in that moment. Everything depended on Katy’s mercy. And that was how she liked it.  
 
    “So, I could just - lock you away,” and her fingers walked up the underside of his cock, her painted nails lightly grazing the skin and making his member throb and dance to her touch, “and that would be that, wouldn’t it? No orgasms for my poor little chastity boy.”  
 
    “Please,” Alex whimpered. His eyes rolled as he stared down the length of his body, into Katy’s smiling face. “please let me cum. I - I’ve been good. Please!” Katy laughed out loud, and the bubbling, mellifluous sound of her merriment filled the bedroom. Her cruelty only enhanced her beauty, Alex thought, lending a dark edge of despair to her undeniable prettiness. Women like Katy come along once in a lifetime, if that. It was his blessing and his curse that he had found her. And she, with an entire world of men to choose from, had wanted him. 
 
    “I’m going to need another story out of you tomorrow,” she said in a low voice, while Alex frantically nodded his head. 
 
    “Yes,” he panted, “yes, yes, I’ll write another story. It’ll be even better than this one, I promise. I just - please let me cum! I need to cum!” His cock throbbed relentlessly as Katy laughed again. He was entirely in her hands, and they both knew it. On the white dresser behind her, the silver curve of the chastity device shone menacingly, reflecting the dancing candlelight. She could lock him away and give him nothing, and he’d thank her for it. He’d have to. But wild hope flared in Alex’s submissive heart as Katy bent her head forward. Her dark hair trailed over his thighs, tickling his skin as she took his erection between her lips. He gasped and moaned, a long shudder of pleasure rolling through him as he lay beneath her, a prisoner of her darkest whims. She wrapped a soft hand around his cock, stroking his shaft while she sucked him, her soft lips closing tightly just beneath his head while she used her tongue to tease him further. Alex’s eyes rolled back in his head. He gasped and moaned, his whole body on fire with desire as though he was being roasted over hot coals. He willed himself to cum, to relieve himself before his capricious mistress changed her mind. She’d done it before. A steady chorus of moans and groans rose from Alex’s open mouth, filling the room with the sounds of his pleasure as Katy skillfully brought him to climax. 
 
    His hands clenched. His body stiffened. The breath caught in his throat. With a dancer’s grace and a musician’s sense of timing, Katy raised her head, tossing back her dark hair while her glittering eyes fixed themselves on his face. Her hand kept stroking, stroking, and Alex howled as he erupted. His orgasm swelled within him like the crashing crescendo of a great symphony, the roaring blood in his ears sweeping away all rational thought as he came. It seemed to go on forever, Katy’s hand milking his needy cock of every drop of his cum as he spewed it into the air like a fountain. He didn’t care as he felt his own ejaculate splattering against his chest and stomach, running down like molten lava over his balls and thighs. He didn’t care how he must look, twitching and convulsing, brought to this uncontrollable spasm by nothing more than the movements of her hand. All he cared about was pleasure, the pleasure she had given him. Time stood still. Hours, days could have past, and still the cum was pouring from his balls, sliding over Katy’s hand as she stroked him slowly. 
 
    Even heaven has its limits. Alex sighed as the rapturous feeling slowly faded, his senses returning to him as his orgasm subsided into a contented glow in his stomach. Opening the eye that had been screwed shut in the peak of pleasure, he stared down at smiling Katy. Now was the part, he knew, when the shame flared up. The humiliation of his predicament was finally able to impress itself on his brain as his physical pleasure melted away. His skin prickled, his cheeks reddening under Katy’s satisfied smile. She released his cock, and it slowly sank, coiling against his damp thigh while she sat up. 
 
    “That was a good one,” she grinned. Alex slowly nodded. It’s hard to compare one sunrise with another, even if they are all basically the same. The best orgasm you ever had tends to be the latest, he had found. But there was no doubt that Katy teasing had pushed him into another sphere, the mysterious realm near painful pleasure whose existence he had only guessed at, theorized about, until she came along to show him the way. His whole body trembled, as though the mountain he had climbed was more than metaphorical. Exhausted by pleasure, he lay back against the pillows, slack-jawed and sated, watching Katy move. 
 
    She stood. Her skin glowed in the candlelight as though lit from within, and he was reminded of the opalescent gleam of a seashell held up to the light. She walked as though strutting across a stage, every movement precise and controlled. The old hunger rose within him again, as though his orgasm never happened, as he watched her move across the room. Her coffee-colored hair fell in soft waves down her back, the round swell of her hips rocking from side to side like a ship in a turbulent sea as she headed for the door. Alex didn’t question where she was going as she stepped out of the bedroom door. It wasn’t his place to ask questions. Not now. Not ever. 
 
    He heard the sound of a faucet running, and being shut off. Katy soon returned, gliding through the open door of the bedroom and making the flames of the candles rock and sway as she approached. There was a washcloth in her hand, and Alex relished the feel of the damp fabric against his skin as she carefully cleaned him up. Under her busy hand, his cock was already starting to swell again, moving sleepily over his thigh. Katy smiled but said nothing. She was a woman of her word, always.  
 
    Once she was satisfied that every trace of Alex’s orgasm had been wiped away, she stood. A few steps carried her to the dresser. Alex gulped as he heard the soft clink of metal, and a broad grin lit her face as she turned back to him. 
 
    “Ok,” she said. “Time to put my toy away.” Her words were doing nothing to calm the gathering storm inside her captive. As she stepped back across the room and took a seat on the mattress beside him, his clock lurched upwards, as though straining towards her. Its true owner, Alex thought. The touch of her hand made him gasp again as she reached out for his manhood. But this time, Katy was all business. Her practiced hands slid the steel cage over his shaft as it tried to harden, fitting it to the ring that tightly wrapped his balls and the base of his cock. She smiled, holding his gaze as she fed the small lock through the device and clicked it shut. Alex groaned as the familiar weight of the chastity device settled on him again. 
 
    “That’s better,” Katy smirked, patting the bulge of his caged cock affectionately. “All locked up, nice and snug.” Alex knew the glow in her eyes as she looked down at him, savoring his utter defeat. Hands tied and cock locked, he was stripped of any free will of his own. A toy for her use. As Katy climbed up onto the bed beside him, he knew she wasn’t done playing yet. 
 
    “Locking you up gets me so horny,” she said. Her teeth shone white against her lower lips as she inched forward on her knees towards him. Between her legs, he could see the puffy lips of her pussy shining with the moisture of her arousal. “What are you going to do about that?” she said. 
 
    “Whatever you want,” Alex said. Looking up at her gorgeous body looming over him, he felt his cock surge. The unyielding metal of the cage pressed painfully into his skin. No matter how familiar the sensation might be, he thought, it never stopped hurting. 
 
    “That’s right,” Katy smirked above him. “You’re going to do whatever I want.” 
 
    * 
 
    12:37pm 
 
    You walk in through the front door. After the hallway outside, your eyes are slow to adjust to the light. The apartment is dark, except for the light the streams across the floor from the half-open door of the bedroom. When you close the front door behind you, the darkness closes in around you. 
 
    You didn’t hear me approach. The first indication you get that you’re not alone is the rising of the tiny hairs on the back of your neck. It’s like electricity, this mysterious crackle that tells you I’m close, my hand moving over the surface of your skin, millimeters away.  
 
    You almost jump when you feel my lips touch the hot skin of your neck. But you don’t pull away. Your eyes close as you raise your head, offering more of your skin to me, vulnerable and beautiful as I shower your skin with kisses. The hot river of your veins throbs to my touch, and I bend my own neck, chasing the heat of your body further and further down as a quiet moan escapes your lips.  
 
    My arms are around you, holding you from behind. You relax into me as you surrender, your desires taking over. Raising your arms, you reach behind you and drape them around my shoulders. My hands are moving faster now, sliding over your skin with a new urgency. You can feel the pull of my desire, my body pressed against you, my hands sliding up your legs and lifting your skirt as I reach for the warm fabric of your panties. You cry out in surprise as I roughly seize your underwear and tear it away, flinging it across the dark room. Exposed now, vulnerable, you cling to me all the more, your breath coming in short gasps as my hands and mouth continue to explore, rising and falling, caressing and kissing, teasing and touching and probing, and your hesitation melts away at my tough as you give in to the moment… 
 
      
 
    Doing anything tonight? ;) 
 
      
 
    1:12 PM 
 
    Cute story. But I know another one. 
 
    I can be free tonight. But you won’t like what it costs you… 
 
      
 
    1:37 PM 
 
    Try me…. 
 
      
 
    1:48 PM 
 
    Ok. I tried to warn you… 
 
    Your building has an entry code, right? Give it to me. And leave your apartment door unlocked. I’ll come to your place after dinner. Probably sometime after 7, but you won’t know exactly when. 
 
    You will be kneeling naked on the floor in front of the door when I arrive. You will have your hands behind your back. And your cock had better be hard… 
 
      
 
    2:11 PM 
 
    Demanding, aren’t you? 
 
    That’s ok. I like a woman who knows what she wants… 
 
      
 
    2:14 PM 
 
    You have no idea… 
 
      
 
    Alex could quote the emails almost word for word. Another boring day at the job he hated, and his thoughts had inevitably turned to Katy. As they always did. It seemed impossible to think of anything else lately. And the worst part was, there was no one he could tell. It wasn’t exactly a secret that he was seeing her - Sandy had given him Katy’s number, after all. But Alex knew his sister didn’t approve of this new relationship of his, and so he felt uncomfortable discussing it. Besides…some things, you can’t talk to your sister about. For once, Alex regretted his lack of close guy friends. Here he was, seemingly dating a woman who was so far out of his league, they might as well be different species, and there was no one to even brag about it to. 
 
    After Sandy had given him the number, it had taken days to build up the courage to call. There was Sandy’s obscure warning, of course. But more than that, Alex felt the ludicrousness of his own position. He’d never considered himself a bad-looking guy, and the girls he managed to get with sometimes were evidence that he wasn’t completely without some appeal. But he was no movie star or athlete. And his career prospects were almost non-existent. Katy was the kind of girl who should be dating a hedge fund manager or a European aristocrat, not some dude from a bar who could crack a joke or two and offer to split the bill. He lost count of how many times he had picked up his phone, only to set it aside again with a sigh. Katy was Sandy friend, too. If she turned him down - and she was probably going to, let’s face it - chances were good that he’d see her again, and be forced to endure some awful awkward situation he’d prefer to avoid. 
 
    There were a hundred reasons not to call, Alex knew. And all there was to set against the doubt he felt was the memory of the moment he had shared, the silent chemistry of his eyes meeting Katy’s as she crossed the street towards him. Was it even real? Had he imagined the whole thing?  
 
    One day, he’d mustered his courage and made the call. When Katy agreed to meet him at a bar, he couldn’t get off the phone quickly enough, terrified of ruining the moment with some ill-chosen word or clumsy phrase. 
 
    Their first date had been memorable. Alex couldn’t remember ever being so nervous around a woman since he was a teenager. He’d never forget the looks the two of them got from the other bar patrons, male and female. Even the waitress had done a double take. What’s she doing with him? He could almost hear them thinking it. And he didn’t know the answer himself. 
 
    Katy was pleasant enough on their date, though not exactly warm. She maintained an air of mystery that only made her more intriguing. She skillfully batted away his personal questions, her lipstick never smearing as she sipped at her drink. In a white dress that bared acres of her impressive cleavage, she looked like some sexy goddess as she sat cross-legged on her tall bar stool. Her beauty made him tongue-tied, and he was hardly surprised as the night drew to a close. He had failed. He had bored her. Or else she had seen what everyone else seemed to see, including Alex. She was too far out of his league. He walked her to her car and didn’t even try to kiss her goodnight, sure that he would never hear from her again. A heavy gloom hung over him as he made his way to the bus stop, kicking savagely at an empty can as though it were all its fault. Cursing his cowardice, his looks, his personality, mad at himself and at the world, Alex slouched back to an empty apartment with nothing but regrets to welcome him as he opened the door to nothing.  
 
    He had put his phone on silent for the date, and forgotten to put the ringer back on afterward. It wasn’t until he got home and fished his phone out of his pocket that he saw he had a new text. From her. From Katy.  
 
    The screen lit his face from below as his eyes slid from side to side. A goofy spread across his face, a grin of disbelief at what he read. He scanned the few words again and again, hardly daring to believe that what he saw was the truth. But it was. It was, and Alex’s heart soared as he read once again the message Katy had sent him. 
 
    I had fun tonight. We should do it again. Maybe a sleepover next time? :) 
 
    Since then, Alex had been all but dancing through life. Their second date went far better than the first, with Alex buoyed by a new confidence. He didn’t try to analyze what it was that Katy liked about him, as though in fear that doing so might somehow break the spell. He just went with it. On their second date, Katy had driven them both back to his place. It was one of the best nights of his life. Neither of them was eager to poison things at such an early stage with words like ‘girlfriend’ or ‘relationship’. But Alex’s thoughts were always on her, circling around her like invisible ages while she went to work or drove home or visited the grocery store. 
 
    The emails were his idea. He couldn’t help himself. His thoughts about her ran the gamut from romantic to obscene. In the first flush of their courtship, Alex couldn’t keep himself from thinking about her body. Every fantasy he had seemed to coalesce on her now, the image of her pushing aside the memory of any other girl he had ever thought he wanted. Angela, his last girlfriend, was forgotten as though it had been decades since they had gone their separate ways. Being apart from her was agony, and the emails and texts he sent helped to assuage the loss he felt whenever they were apart.  
 
    Besides, it was an outlet. He’d given up writing, the hobby he had developed as a lonely teenager, once it became clear to him that he’d never make a living from it. He still posted something on the occasional online forum here and there, getting a few likes and shares from strangers. But he’d abandoned any real interest in it. Now, though, since he met Katy, anything seemed possible. New hope filled his heart, and all the powerful emotions he felt about her seemed to demand expression. Sending dirty emails isn’t Shakespeare, he knew. But it made him unaccountably happy to be writing again. 
 
    Now, as he kneeled at the front door of his apartment, his heart beat slowly. He hadn’t expected this at all. Granted, Sandy had warned him about some dark rumors regarding Katy’s sexual inclinations. But in the time they had spent together, Alex had detected no trace of anything unusual about her, besides her extravagant beauty and the subtle hint of sadness that hovered around her pretty gray eyes that only made her more attractive to him. When he had received her email, at his desk at work, it was as though a stream of ice water had been poured down his back. He had written his own email the way he had in an attempt to guess what she wanted. Women, he had always believed, wanted to be taken, to be overcome, to be ravished. It wasn’t a role that came naturally to Alex, but it was one he had learned to perform as best he could. But when Katy had turned all that around and began listing her demands, his cock had swelled in his pants, and he was thankful for the cover provided by his desk as he squirmed in his seat. His mind buzzed with possibilities as he spent the rest of the day pretending to work. Five o’clock could not come quickly enough. Unable to eat, he had simply waited, watching the clock creep around to seven. 
 
    Now he was naked. Katy’s instructions for him to be hard had been superfluous; he doubted he could get his cock to go down if he tried. He sat in a chair at the table he never used, within range of a quick dash to the front door. Katy seemed to want to surprise him, and it was exciting. He couldn’t keep himself from wondering what she would do if he failed to follow her instructions. 
 
    Seven o’clock came and went, and 7:10 and 7:15 followed it. Alex’s stomach churned. Had she changed her mind? Had this all been some elaborate trick? His hand crept to his phone, but he fought the urge to text her. Katy had been deliberately vague about what time she would come, and Alex told himself she must have her reasons for that. Keeping him waiting, keeping him nervous, off-balance, waiting naked in his own apartment for her to arrive. Every voice, every footstep in the hall outside brought him at once to his feet, only to sink sadly back into his chair as the noises receded again. 
 
    It was 7:37 when his ears pricked up. There were footsteps in the hall. Muffled by the carpet, he could nonetheless make out the quick stride of someone on the other side of the door, approaching. Butterflies swooped and danced in his stomach as he scuttled forward, sliding onto his knees on the bare floor. His cock was hard and throbbing in front of him, pointing to the door as he waited.  
 
    The footsteps stopped outside. Beneath the gap of the door, he could see the twin shadows of feet, moving slightly. The door handle clicked as it began to turn. Alex blinked in the light that streamed in from the hallway outside as the door opened. Katy stepped inside. 
 
    Some women wear high heels as though they were born in them. Katy’s heels must have been six inches tall, but she seemed almost to float on them as she glided inside. The heels belonged to black boots that rose to her knees, the leather glistening in the low light. A spray of silver stars adorned the back of each boot, where the wicked heel joined the sole. 
 
    Katy closed the door behind her. Alex’s eyes climbed her body hungrily, like a plant seeking the sun. Above the boots, a tan coat covered her body, its hem hanging at mid-thigh and baring a tantalizing glimpse of her toned legs. Her dark hair hung loosely around her shoulders, her gray eyes glistening under a careful application of makeup. Her lips, as full and red as the day he met her, demanded to be kissed. No matter how often he thought of her, Alex realized, no matter how desperately he attempted to keep the image of her in his mind whenever they were apart, he could never compare the Katy of his imagination to the real thing. She was beyond beautiful, the appeal of her symmetrical face seeming almost inhuman. As she looked down at him, naked and kneeling and hard as a rock, a bright smile flared up, making her eyes glow all the more, and it was all Alex could do not to gasp in wonder as her face was transformed into a vision of absolute loveliness. His heart convulsed, even as his cock throbbed visibly. Kneeling at her feet, far from being the humiliating experience he had expected it to be, felt oddly right. A woman like Katy deserved to be worshiped. He was happy to kneel before beauty such as this, recognizing the impossibility of his ever being worthy of it.  
 
    “Good.” Katy’s voice was like honey, dripping down on him as he gazed up at her in wonder. “you followed my instructions.” 
 
    “Yes,” Alex croaked and cleared his throat. Katy’s smile made his heart burn. 
 
    “Here’s how tonight’s going to go,” she said. She stood with her feet apart, her hands on her hips as she towered above him. “You’re going to do exactly as I tell you. If you don’t, it’s over. I’ll leave this place and never come back. We’re going to see just how badly you want me. And how far you’ll go to have me.” 
 
    Alex’s cock throbbed. He almost felt like pinching himself. This seemed more like a dream than any reality he recognized. Being dominated by a bossy beauty like this had seemed as though it would remain fantasy forever. And as he kneeled to her beauty, Alex felt a great gratitude rise within him. Katy was taking control, and he wanted nothing more. 
 
    “Yes, Katy,” he gasped. And she smiled. 
 
      
 
    The Next Chapter 
 
      
 
    He couldn’t have explained it, even if there was someone to explain it to. You either share a kink, or you don’t. What gets one person’s motor running leaves another cold. Alex wasn’t naive. He was a modern young man with an internet connection; he had a pretty good grasp on the broad spectrum of human sexuality. His desire to submit to a beautiful woman, he knew, wasn’t even particularly far out there. The most vanilla of kinks, really. 
 
    But it wasn’t that that he would struggle to explain. That was easy enough, at least to describe. It was all the other stuff. The non-sexual stuff that was still inextricably bound up with sex, and with power, with control, which for Katy amounted to the same thing. The simple fact was that she had made him a better person. There was no getting around it. It was a paradox, but it was undeniably true. Submitting to Katy, being owned by Katy, had made Alex far more confident and comfortable in his own skin that he had ever been before. Even Sandy could see it, without knowing its true source. Dating a truly beautiful woman will do that for any guy, and Alex assumed his sister put it down to that. But it was more than that. It was the relief he felt at finding someone who not only understood his desires but shared them. Even better, Katy had the perfect complement to his needs, a lust for power that meshed perfectly with the submissive nature she had helped him explore. He had never been so fulfilled, sexually and emotionally, in his life.  
 
    But there was more. 
 
    Katy was his muse. But she was more than that. She was his mentor and his inspiratrix, his biggest supporter and his toughest critic. Without her, he’d still be toiling under the grimy light of an office with the rest of the gray-faced drones, staring down a future devoid of any hope of improvement. She had nurtured and encouraged him to do the things he had always wanted to do, but had never had the courage. She had given him everything. 
 
    What’s a little bit of sexual torture compared to that? 
 
    The air changed when she walked into the room. It always did; every time. Beyond her incredible beauty, Katy had a presence that was hard to define. It was like a gravitational pull that drew everything towards her, the sunlight and the birdsong streaming in from outside just as much as Alex’s eyes. Of course, she didn’t need her physical presence to pull his thoughts to her. They were always with her, circling her like an array of noisy satellites orbiting the brightest star in the heavens. 
 
    “Are you done?” she asked.  
 
    “Almost,” Alex said. “Just finishing up.” Tearing his eyes away from her, he returned them reluctantly to the page in front of him. His cock had been throbbing painfully in his chastity device even before Katy had come to check on him. Now, with her lovely body so close at hand, his guts ached with the unrelieved pressure of an erection contained in steel. It was useless to complain, of course. This was exactly the way Katy wanted it, and so that was how it would be. And she knew exactly what she was doing. It might be a Saturday, but Alex didn’t get the day off. And that meant Katy didn’t, either. She was no ordinary girlfriend, lounging around his apartment in pajamas or sweatpants. Katy’s appearance was both reward and weapon, her body her chief tool in motivating him. As Alex finished up the piece of writing he was working on, he tried to resist the urge to sneak peaks at his dominant girlfriend. She was standing beside his desk in a pair of patent leather high heeled boots that he loved, the ones with the series of buckles that rose up the sides, the ones that made her look every inch the towering dominatrix. Her long legs were revealed by a pair of black latex panties with a zipper down the front, emphasizing the shape of her lips that he could see through the skintight fabric. Her huge breasts threatened to spill at any moment from the cups of the deep red bustier she wore, trimmed by black lace. In short, she looked like sex on two legs, and Alex struggled to focus on the final sentence of his work while she stood waiting beside him. The heat of her body rolled around him, carrying the seductive scent of her perfume with it, and he inhaled her like a drug that made his cock rage inside its tiny prison. 
 
    “There,” Alex said, setting aside his pen, “finished.” Gathering the bundle of papers, he held it out to Katy. She took them from him, and her heeled boot banged sharply on the desk in front of him as she placed one foot on its surface. Her eyes on the handwritten pages, she reached out with her free hand and gripped the back of his head, pulling him in between her legs. His face slid against the slick surface of the latex as he nuzzled into her, breathing deeply through his nostrils while his cock surged. His tongue slid out between his parted lips, and he ran it over her mound hungrily while she towered above him. His hands caressed her legs as she read his work. 
 
    “How many copies did that last one sell?” she asked, without raising her eyes from the page. The hand on his head gripped his hair as she turned his face up to face her.  
 
    “Seventy-two,” Alex sighed. There was no point lying to Katy. She had his passwords and could check his figures any time she wanted to. But he also knew what that number meant.  
 
    “That’s it?” Katy finally looked down at him. “That’s not enough.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Alex whined. “I tried.” 
 
    “Not good enough.” Katy frowned as she turned her beautiful gray eyes back to his latest story. Alex suppressed a sigh. Katy’s rules were iron-clad, as inarguable as the laws of nature. It was thanks to her that he had made writing his career, and he never forgot that fact. But sometimes, he wished there was a little more mercy in his mistress’s soul. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said again as he planted a tender kiss right on the zipper of her panties. Arousal surged through him as he felt her skin through the slick material. The tip of his nose pressed against her pelvis, and he felt as though he could feel the small bud of her clitoris rising in the underwear. Katy continued to read as he worshiped her pussy through her panties. 
 
    “Well, you know what it means,” she said, still reading as she spoke. “No orgasm today.” Alex nodded, the tip of his nose rubbing against her. That was the rule, and they both knew it. Less than a hundred copies meant he would be granted no release. No matter how much he begged and pleaded, no matter how much he did to satisfy her. His sexual servitude was a given, his whole existence devoted to getting her off. His own orgasms were a reward for hitting her targets. And her targets were aggressive.  
 
    “You think this one will do better?” Katy’s eyes roamed over the pages of his neat handwriting. His hands trembled on her legs as he touched her, rubbing his face hungrily against her. Even knowing that he would not be permitted release, he couldn’t help himself. Just having her near, touching her, always got him into this state. His mouth was watering as he kissed and licked the front of her panties. 
 
    “I hope so,” he said between adoring kisses. “I did the best I could.” 
 
    “Your best,” Katy snorted. “I don’t want your best. I want results.” Her boot slammed against the floor as she dropped her foot from his desk. Her heels rapped sharply against the bedroom floor as she strode over to the dresser and opened a drawer. Alex gulped, waiting to see what new torment she had in mind for her underperforming boyfriend. He didn’t wait long. She returned, a collection of contraptions of leather and steel in her hands. 
 
    “Arms,” she ordered. Still sitting, Alex turned in his chair, placing his hands together behind the backrest. He felt Katy slide something over his hands, and his forearms were pressed together as she tightened it. A long tube of leather held his lower arms behind his back, held together by unforgiving laces. Next, she wrapped a leather collar around his neck, fastening it in the back with a heavy buckle. Alex had never seen it before. Two steel rings hung from the front of the collar, and he gulped as he wondered what they might be for.  
 
    Katy wasn’t finished yet. Two more leather straps lay on the desk in front of him. These she fastened around her thighs, buckling them tightly into place. Alex had time to notice that each had a metal buckle hanging from it, before Katy a finger through one of the rings on his collar and pulled him to his feet. 
 
    “Come here,” she ordered, as though he had a choice. As he stood, she turned him around, lowering herself into the chair she had just made him vacate. Still holding the ring on his collar, she tugged sharply downwards, and Alex dropped to his knees in front of her. Her boobs strained against the bustier she wore as she leaned forward and pressed his face between her legs again. He felt her tugging at the rings on either side of his collar, and there was a sharp click next to his ear, followed by another on the other side of his head. His cock throbbed inside the chastity device as he realized that his girlfriend had fastened his collar to her thighs, locking his head between her legs. As though he’d ever want to get away from the pussy that taunted him, right in front of his hungry mouth. Alex heard papers rustle as Katy picked up his story again. 
 
    “Make me cum while I read this,” she ordered. Her command was Alex’s most fervent wish. His tongue slid over the zipper at the front of her panties as he lifted the tab. Rocking on his knees, he struggled to take the tab of the zipper between his teeth. Succeeding at last, he drew the zipper slowly down. The smell of Katy’s arousal washed over him, making his caged cock throb at the scent of her. Up above, Katy kept reading as though nothing was happening. But there was no way to ignore her arousal as Alex gratefully pressed his mouth to her pussy. His tongue slid over her lips, his eyes staring up at her as he tasted her delicious juices, and she sighed quietly as she went on reading. 
 
    “Seventy-two,” she sneered. “I should make you give me seventy-two orgasms to make it up to me.” Alex moaned between Katy’s legs as he gulped down her juices. He didn’t know whether it was fear or hope that made his heart start hammering in his chest. 
 
    * 
 
    “Kiss my feet.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Katy’s beautiful face contracted into a frown.  
 
    “Did I stutter?” she asked. “I gave you an order, and that’s your last warning. Either you bow down and kiss my feet right now, or I walk out of here and you never see me again.” 
 
    Alex gulped. Nothing in her face made him think that she was anything other than completely serious. With her back to the front door of his apartment, she stared him down, her fists on her hips and her gray eyes glittering as she watched him. His cock throbbed. It was one thing to imagine a situation like this, to dream of it in the privacy of his own head through the lonely nights of youth. He had never honestly thought he would be asked to do it. No; ordered. Katy was in no mood to ask permission. And her towering arrogance made his nerves jangle with delight. There would be no going back from this, he knew. And yet, as his head dropped towards the floor as though no longer under his control, Alex couldn’t ignore the obvious fact of his own arousal. Katy’s orders, curt and humiliating as they might be, were no more than the echoes of his own deepest desires.  
 
    The leather of her boots was smooth against his lips. Alex kissed her toes, feeling the shape of her foot through the supple leather. 
 
    “And the other one,” Katy demanded. Alex shifted on the floor, his cock swaying with the movement of his body as he repeated the procedure on Katy’s other foot. 
 
    “Lick them,” Katy said. Alex could hear the satisfied smile in her voice as she bossed him around. “Lick my boots and show me you know your place.” Cringing at her feet, Alex did as he was told. The leather of her boots shone under a trail of his saliva as he ran his tongue over her foot. His cheeks burned with shame, but his cock throbbed with outrageous desire. He had never been more ashamed, and his shame was compounded by the fact that he had never been so turned on, and all Katy had to do was look down to see the awful truth of his situation. Groveling at her feet did more for him than he could have ever imagined. 
 
    “Good,” Katy purred. Her feet shifted on the floor, and he heard her fumbling with her jacket. The tan coat fell to the floor as she discarded it. Alex raised his head from the floor as Katy stepped past him, gliding towards his bedroom as though she owned the place. In the light that poured out through the bedroom’s open door, he caught just the briefest glimpse of her body, and his cock surged. Beneath her coat, she wore nothing besides her underwear. An elaborate network of narrow straps held her panties to her hips, simultaneously covering and revealing the bare skin beneath. Her breasts bounced and swayed in the matching bra she wore, the dark blue fabric pressing the mouth-watering orbs together as she strode through the doorway into the bedroom. Alex sprang to his feet. His cock swayed comically in front of him as he all but ran to the bedroom, chasing the vision of almost demonic sexiness that had entered his bedroom. He stumbled through the door to find Katy sitting on the bed, her legs crossed, one glistening boot shining as her foot twitched. Once there, he paused. Katy’s smile was almost a kind of challenge as she gazed up at him, her gray eyes dropping to take in his fierce erection before returning, their smile deeper now, to his own. She sat basking in his adoration, knowing just how good she looked, knowing exactly what she was doing to him and reveling in it. The breath caught ragged edges in Alex’s lungs as he gasped for air, his monstrous lust dragging its claws over the quivering surface of his heart. In all his life, he’d never wanted anything so much. In all his nights, he ‘d never dared dream of an experience like this. He wanted to touch her, to take her, to bury himself in her. And yet she looked so lovely, sitting there on the edge of his bed, that part of him wanted nothing more than to simply look at her, forever. 
 
    “You need to make me cum,” Katy said. Her voice was quiet, but firm, as though she would brook no argument. Alex watched, his lips trembling with suppressed need, as she uncrossed her legs. Her Heel thumped on the floor, and she sat with her hands on her thighs, her legs spread as she looked up at him expectantly. His eyes were drawn down to the patch of shadow between her legs, her pussy hidden from him by a mere scrap of dark blue fabric. 
 
    “I shouldn’t have to undress myself,” Katy said. Alex understood. Without a word, he dropped to his knees at her feet again, and Katy smiled like the sun appearing through a gathering storm as he reached for her hips. Carefully, he took the waistband of her panties in his hands and pulled her underwear slowly down. Her pussy shone before him as her underwear came away, and he gasped as though he had never seen anything so desirable as her pink lips, glowing with arousal as he kneeled in front of her. His movements were almost reverent as he pulled her panties down, sliding them over her boots as she lifted each leg in turn to help him. He laid her panties carefully aside on the floor as though they were a holy relic. Katy’s legs were still parted in front of him, and his mouth watered as he leaned forward. She watched through heavy-lidded eyes as he pressed his face to her pussy and tenderly kissed her there. 
 
    “Good,” Katy sighed, running her fingers through his hair. “That’s a good boy. You worship this pussy, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” Alex murmured, his breath making the trimmed strip of her pubic hair ripple as he spoke, and a tiny moan escaped from Katy’s lips as she felt the vibration of his voice against her sensitive skin. 
 
    “Good boys get to eat pussy,” she gasped, “but only when they do as they’re told. Only when they show the proper - respect.” Alex’s head was moving up and down between her thighs now, his tongue sliding over her wet lips as his mouth filled up with the divine taste of her. She gasped as he slipped his tongue inside, the muscular organ pressing her trembling lips apart while he rubbed his nose against the swelling bud of her clitoris. His cock throbbed desperately at her feet, and he stroked it as he licked her, the two of them soon panting and sighing in mutual pleasure. Alex felt her fingers tighten against the back of his head, and her sharp heels scraped over the floor as her body stiffened. He knew she was about to cum, and he welcomed it, maintaining his rhythm as he licked and sucked at her womanhood. Katy gave a high yell, and he gulped down the sudden flood of her juices as she came, her orgasm running freely over his face as her pussy streamed with pleasure. Her thighs trembled around his head as she gasped and thrashed, and the spasm swept over her like a rolling wave, and Alex drank her juices gratefully as he kneeled at her feet. 
 
    “Up,” Katy suddenly ordered. “Get up here.” The new hunger in her voice made Alex’s cock throb hopefully as he rose to his feet. Her hands were all over him as she pulled and pushed him down to the bed, her fingernails scratching at his skin as she wrestled with him. Alex lay back as she pinned him to the bed with her hands on his chest, and the glow in her eyes, visible in the shadows cast by her trailing hair, made him shudder with lust as he looked up at her. 
 
    In one swift motion, she mounted him. His cock throbbed in her hand as she took hold of it. Her grateful cry echoed through the bedroom as she sank down on top of him, impaling her dripping pussy on his eager manhood. Her hair floated around her face, and she moaned and wailed like a banshee as she began to bounce on top of him. Alex’s wide eyes watched Katy’s round breasts heave and shudder, and he moaned as her wet pussy spasmed around him, clamping down on his cock as she rode it to ecstasy. His heart raced under her hands, and the two of them were shouting together, their loud cries merging into a deafening song of delight. Let the neighbors here. Katy’s eyes were closed, her fingernails digging into Alex’s chest as she clawed at him, and he felt as though his cheap bed might collapse beneath them as she fucked him into the mattress. He heard her cry out, and his moan joined hers as she came again, soaking his thighs and balls in her streaming cum. Her red lips formed a perfect round O as she threw back her head, flinging her cries at the ceiling. As her pussy spasmed around his cock, Alex gritted his teeth, trying to resist the overwhelming sensations that flooded his flaring nerves. But as Katy’s orgasm rolled through her, wrapping her whole body in waves of delight, Alex could no longer contain himself. His toes curled, and his open eyes stared up at the ceiling above him. A loud cry was torn from his throat, and Katy renewed her own sounds of pleasure as she felt him cum. His cock erupted, blasting out the pressure that had been building inside him all day, ever since the email exchange that had started it all. His cock convulsed inside her, pouring forth what felt like gallons of his seed as he filled her up, and she moaned and wailed and collapsed on top of him, her breath hot against his neck as they came together.  
 
    With a sigh, Katy rolled off Alex. She lay beside him in the tangled sheets, her body glowing with pleasure. Their mingled juices dripped down her thighs. Alex couldn’t keep his eyes off her, even as his cock softened slowly in the afterglow of orgasm. The silence of the room seemed almost sacred, punctuated only by their heavy breathing as their tired bodies relaxed slowly. Katy smiled as she turned her face to him, her eyes glazed and her trailing hair clinging to her shining skin as he smiled back at her. A great and mysterious wave swelled below his heart as he looked at her in the bedroom light, the light that shone on them both in their post-orgasmic contentment. 
 
    “That was a good email,” Katy panted. 
 
    “What?” Alex’s brain, still flooded with a powerful cocktail of hormones, was slow to understand. 
 
    “That email you sent me,” Katy grinned. Reaching out a hand, she ran her fingers over Alex’s face, as though momentarily unsure that he was real. “It really got me going.” 
 
    “I can see that,” Alex chuckled. “And yours was - wow.” Katy laughed, a sound that bubbled up from deep in her throat. 
 
    “I mean it, though,” she said. “You should write or something.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Alex snorted. “Right.” 
 
    * 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck!” 
 
    Katy’s body convulsed as she whimpered in bliss. She sat sprawled in Alex’s chair, her legs spread wide on either side of him as he kneeled before her. The pages of his story trembled in her hand. Her cheeks were flushed pink with the heat of her pleasure, and her eyes rolled in her head as she gazed up at the ceiling. Her hand flopped to her side, and the papers drifted to the floor like fallen leaves, Alex’s latest story fanning out around the chair as she surrendered to the sensations of her body.  
 
    And Alex did his job. Ignoring the ache in his neck from the awkward position and the complementary one in his jaw, he kept licking. After all, he had no choice. The thought sent a fresh jolt of arousal to his cock as he kneeled, bound to Katy’s thighs and reduced to an object for her pleasure. His cheeks and chin streamed with her juices, a puddle of her bliss forming on the floor beneath them as he worked. The chastity device bit into his cock as it tried uselessly to harden, inflamed by the smell and taste of her sex driving him to new depths of animal desire.  
 
    “Oh fuuuck!” she screamed again. Alex grunted as his tongue was squeezed by the wet walls of her pussy, a fresh flood of her juices pouring over his face. Her boots scrabbled on the floor as she came, gripping his hair so hard he felt it was about to be torn out by the roots. Her body sank into the chair as she relaxed into her orgasm, and Alex slurped up the running juices of her bliss as they poured from her dripping sex. 
 
    Alex paused. The collar around his neck held him in place, trapped in the wet space between Katy’s thighs. Her pussy would be sensitive now, he knew, and he adjusted his position on the floor at Katy’s feet as he shifted his weight, carefully running his tongue over her inner thighs. Katy reached down, pushing his face to one side as she unclipped his collar from her thighs and released him. Alex sank to the floor in front of her, breathing in air that still tasted of her.  
 
    “Oh my God,” Katy gasped. She raised a leg and stretched out her foot, laying her shining boot on his shoulder. His cock ached for release as he gazed up at her, sitting in his swivel chair like a queen on a throne. Her hair tumbled over her shoulders, the dark curls coiling on her heaving breasts as she slowly recovered. 
 
    “The story’s good,” she said, casting her gray eyes towards the scattered sheaf of paper that lay strewn across the floor. 
 
    “Thanks,” Alex said thickly. His desire was as inflamed as ever, even if hers had cooled. But Katy kept her promises. Seventy-two copies were not nearly enough to get him the release he craved, Silently, he cursed the faceless public that had not responded to his erotica the way Katy wanted.  
 
    “Let’s hope it does better than the last one, huh?” The chair creaked quietly as Katy swiveled from side to side. Her boots shone in the light, and her pussy shone too, its slick wetness taunting him as it showed through the open zipper of her latex panties. 
 
    “I hope so,” Alex sighed. Katy smiled down at him possessively for a moment, basking in her power over him. There was no motivation, Katy knew, like the drive for sex. Alex worked hard at his stories, harder than he’d ever worked at anything, and it was all in hope of being allowed to cum. She couldn’t help but be pleased with herself as she gazed down at her chaste boyfriend.  
 
    “Look at this mess,” Katy said. Her boot slid over the floor, smearing the puddle of her juices that had pooled on the floor beneath them. Alex watched with wide eyes as she raised her foot in front of his face, her cum shining on the black sole of her boot. “Clean that up,” she ordered. “Then you can start on the next chapter.” 
 
      
 
    Making A Deal 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’ve been thinking. About what you said.” 
 
    “Uh oh.” Katy smiled up at him, raising her arm from the blanket to run her fingers through his hair. It was the aftermath, the period of the warm glow that follows physical pleasure. The sky was dark outside, and the muted hiss of car tires on wet concrete could be heard from the street below. Alex had lived in the city his whole life, and traffic noise was like a lullaby to him, to the extent that he had trouble sleeping without it. Only when the night was torn by the wail of an ambulance was his sleep disturbed, and then only momentarily. After the sex the two of them had just had, there was no doubt in his mind that he would sleep well that night. 
 
    Katy’s pretty face lay back in a halo of her dark curls that fanned out across the pillow behind her. Her gray eyes shone as she gazed up at Alex, looming over her with his head in his hand, propped up on one elbow. God, she’s beautiful, he thought to himself. Every time he looked at her, he felt the same sensation: a kind of wonder, a lingering disbelief that this was his girlfriend. With her movie star looks and kinky imagination, she still seemed to him too good to be true. There was a part of him that was just waiting for the axe to fall, for this all to be revealed as some elaborate hoax, video cameras emerging from the closet to capture his shock and shame at being so easily fooled. He knew it was stupid. But without being overly self-critical, he had a genuinely hard time understanding why exactly Katy was with him. The fact that she was single at all was surprising enough by itself, and the idea that she would be interested in him seemed beyond belief. But there she was, in his bed, her skin flushed from another bout of passionate love-making. If this was all a trick, it was the kind of trick that is indistinguishable from the real thing. If it was a dream, he hoped to sleep forever. 
 
    “About what you said. About the email,” Alex went on. His shy eyes sought the blanket that swelled over her glorious curves, his fingers plucking nervously at the top of the sheet. The warmth of her body poured out from underneath the bedclothes. Katy sat up, propping herself up on a pile of pillows as she turned her face towards him. 
 
    “Oh yeah?” she said. Her gray eyes swam beneath long lashes as she blinked, studying his face. Alex wanted to be careful. Katy was more than he had ever had to deal with before. She was like an ocean, her beauty almost a threat, those gray eyes capable of rising in sudden storm at any moment. She had a mind unlike anyone he’d ever met, and her confidence and self-possession were frankly intimidating. Not to mention her taste for sexual domination. But he could feel his heart sliding, could feel himself taking the first stumbling steps on a road that made him afraid. He was falling for her. We all play these games, in the belief that the winner is the person who cares less. No one wants to be the first to speak their true feelings, especially early on in a new relationship. Putting your heart in the hands of another can be terrifying. Alex, young as he was, had made that mistake before and was reluctant to make it again. But all the reasoning in the world can’t change the way we feel. Every time they touched, every word she spoke made him fall just a little deeper under her spell. And nervous as he was, Alex wanted to fall. Because the world is so much brighter and more colorful and more beautiful in those days when you first connect in a meaningful way with another person. Love makes you feel alive. Alex would shy away from the L word, like anyone would so early on in a relationship. But he knew that the world had never seemed so joyous to him as it did since he met Katy. 
 
    There were parts of Alex he’d never shared with anyone. And his sexual fetishes were only one aspect of that. Some of our dreams are too dear to us to haul out into the light. We’re afraid of what might be revealed under the unforgiving glare. But Alex felt his heart opening its petals as he looked at Katy. Taking a deep breath, he pushed ahead.  
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “You really thought it was good?” 
 
    “Yeah. I did.” Katy’s voice was as soft as the lips that spoke her words as she lay a gentle hand on his. “It was really good.” 
 
    “It’s just - when you said I should write, it’s - it’s kind of always been a dream of mine.” 
 
    “Then why don’t you do it?” 
 
    “Well, I - I might.” 
 
    “No, you should.” Katy sat up straighter now. Her hair fell like a shadow over her pale shoulders as she pushed herself upright, the blanket clamped around her under her arms. “Just do it.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” Alex sighed. “It’s just hard to find the time, you know? And then, when I do have an idea, I think about it more, and it just sucks, and I think, why bother?” 
 
    “You’re overthinking it,” Katy said. “Just write it down. Write it all down. You won’t know until you try?” 
 
    “But what if it sucks?” he asked. Katy’s pretty eyes flickered over his face as she studied his expression. A cold thrill of fear gripped as heart as, for the first time, he thought he saw something like disappointment in her eyes. She had thought he was better than that, her gaze seemed to say. 
 
    “It won’t,” she said. Her voice was as firm as an iron bar now. “And if it does, so what? Write another one. That’s how you get ahead in life, Alex. The people who succeed are the ones who just don’t give up, ever.” 
 
    “I guess you’re right,” he said. “I should try it.” 
 
    “No, you will try it,” Katy insisted. “Say it with me. You will do it.” 
 
    “Ok,” Alex grinned. “I will do it.” 
 
    “Damn right you will,” said Katy. “I’ll make you if I have to.” 
 
    “Oh really?” Maybe it was the pep talk, or maybe it was the clear hint at the power she exercised over him, but under the blankets, Alex felt his cock twitch. “And how are you going to do that?” 
 
    “You just try me,” Katy said, smiling at last as she sank back down onto her pillow. “I have my methods of motivating a guy. You’ll see.” 
 
    The weekend passed. Alex did what he had to do, catching the bus to his job in the early morning, coming home at the end of the day. The chatter of his co-workers and the drudgery of his job were like nails driven into his mind as he rotted away in his cubicle, day by day. Katy was the one true bright spot in his life, an existence that otherwise felt flat and meaningless. Is this it, Alex sometimes wondered, as the bus swayed towards home with the fetid breath of the other passengers steaming up the windows. Is this all there is? Without Katy, everything would seem pointless and empty beyond belief.  
 
    But he did have Katy. And she had no intention of letting him off the hook. 
 
    Started writing yet? 
 
    Her profile picture hovered beside her name as he checked his phone on the bus on Tuesday evening. A smile crept across his face. Even in that tiny photo, she was ravishingly beautiful, lit from behind by an errant sun that shone in the wild strands of her hair and turned the deep mahogany to gold. Unsmiling, her lips a seductive pout beneath eyes that shone out from the shade cast by her hair. His girlfriend. Alex shook his head slowly as he tapped out an answer. 
 
    Not yet. I was going to start tonight. 
 
    Well you better hurry up. I want a short story finished by the weekend. 
 
    Alex’s eyebrows climbed his forehead as he read. She was so bossy. And he loved that about her, in the right time and place. The place being the bedroom, and the time being any time he could get it. But he was unused to being nagged. It made him smile rather than scowl, though. He knew he had asked for this. 
 
    Or what? 
 
    It was silly to goad her, he knew. He was hopelessly outclassed by her beauty and her intelligence, and the desire he felt for her was a weapon she knew all too well how to use. But he couldn’t help it. His heart raced while he waited for Katy’s response. It was just too much fun to tease her. 
 
    Or you don’t get your reward. 
 
    Alex clung to a pole as the bus clumsily rounded a corner, doing his best not to brush against any of his fellow passengers. His cock was rising in his pants, and he hoped his cheeks weren’t blushing as wild visions raced through his mind. 
 
    What’s my reward? 
 
    Write me a story and you’ll find out. 
 
    He smiled again. She had promised to motivate him, and he had to admit, she knew how to press his buttons. The screen lit his face from below as he typed a reply. 
 
    Come round tonight. 
 
    No. 
 
    His brow furrowed in surprise at her reply. 
 
    You don’t get to see me until your story’s done. 
 
    Really? 
 
    Alex’s smile had vanished, replaced by a look of concern. Every day that passed without seeing Katy felt empty and wasted. She was the one bright spot in his otherwise mundane existence, and now she was taking that away from him. Even though he knew she was trying to help, he couldn’t help but feel a faint stab of sadness at her decision. 
 
    Really. So hurry up and finish. It’ll be worth it, I promise. 
 
    Alex sprang off the hissing bus as it pulled up to his stop. He tore through the front door of his building and raced up the stairs towards his apartment. Dropping his coat and bag inside the front door, he strode towards the bedroom, where his desk waited. Katy’s methods weren’t exactly subtle. But as he picked up a pen and opened a fresh new page in his notebook, Alex had to admit to himself that they were incredibly effective.  
 
    * 
 
    Alex was almost ashamed to admit it to himself, but his hands shook as he sat in the chair in front of his desk. He’d never written for anyone else before. In his heart, he felt the fear known to all writers, the fear that they were wasting their time, that they had no more talent with the written word than anyone else, that all their dreams of success are a mirage. Despite Katy’s encouragement and support, he couldn’t shake the feeling that soon she would laugh at him, tear his work to shreds, call him a mediocrity and never see him again. All the fears raced through his heart like while he sat and watched Katy read. 
 
    But it wasn’t just fear that had his nerves on edge. 
 
    It had been a trying week for Alex. His new girlfriend, whose beauty he wanted nothing more than to worship, refused to see him. And meanwhile, he was supposed to write a sexy story. Forced to imagine in exquisite detail the physical act, and denied the ability to enjoy it himself. He lost count of how many times he’d had recourse to the lonely relief of the sterile bathroom, when the pressure became too much. But he soon learned that that brought its own problems, too. Once he had satisfied himself, the impetus that drove the story forwards drained away. His libido was the engine that drove his imagination, and with his desire temporarily expunged in the dull glow of the refractory period, writing became impossible. The deadline was tight if he wanted to please Katy, and he had curtailed his masturbation sharply in order to get the story done. And now it was done, and Katy was reading it, and his body was burning with desire. 
 
    Katy had a plan. Katy always had a plan. Alex had grown to love it when she showed up at his door, wearing a coat that hid wonders from his searching eyes. Tonight was no exception. The front door swung shut behind her, and she cast her coat aside, and Alex was granted the briefest of moments to take in the mouth-watering shape of her body as she posed and preened for him. Then, without a moment’s hesitation, she made her swaying way towards the bedroom, and Alex hurried along behind her, already feeling the growl of lust rising in his stomach.  
 
    She lay on her side on his bed, the handwritten pages on the mattress in front of her as her bright eyes glided over his words. Her black pumps glistened in the light, the sharp high heels like arrows pointing towards him as he watched. Sexy fishnet stockings clung tightly to her legs, her taut skin showing through the wide mesh as his eyes traveled up her body. The garter straps strained over the enticing swell of her hips, echoing the strain in Alex’s own body. Skimpy black panties were all that stood between him and her womanhood. A matching black corset was wrapped around her waist. Katy was the kind of woman who looked like she was wearing a corset every day, her body a naturally beautiful hourglass shape. But the satin garment enhanced her already beautiful proportions into something almost superhuman in its deafening sex appeal. Above the corset, a sheer black bra struggled to contain the swell of her heavy breasts. Alex watched the soft flesh rise and fall gently as she breathed slowly, and every breath made his own lungs feel empty as he gazed at her in a kind of wonder. Her dark hair flowed in artfully curled waves over her bare shoulders, a sharp contrast with her pale skin, and her lips glowed their trademark red with a carefully applied coat of lipstick. The most beautiful woman Alex had ever seen was lying in his bed in her lingerie, reading the erotic story he had written for her. No wonder he was shaking. 
 
    Katy looked up. Her eyes shone as they found his, and she smiled. Flattered, perhaps, to see him watching her so intently, watching every minute movement of her gorgeous body. He hoped so. She ought to be flattered. She ought to be worshiped, lying there like a goddess in his bed while every nerve in his misfiring brain screamed at him to go to her. But Alex was torn. He’d been struck by this sensation before, two competing desires warring within him. For all he wanted to touch her, to taste her, to bury himself inside her, there was a large part of him that wanted only to look at her. To bathe in the reflected glow of her mind-shattering beauty forever.  
 
    “Come here,” Katy said, patting the bed beside her. Alex stood, watching her breasts judder in their hard-working bra as she rolled onto her knees. Her hands on her thighs, she flashed him a devious smile that made her red lips swell like the opening of some fragrant nocturnal flower, and the bed sank beneath his weight as he hurried towards her. It was so much easy, doing what Katy said. The world became so simple when she took control.  
 
    “Take your clothes off,” she said, her words as soft as the lips that spoke them as she plucked at the hem of his shirt. Alex needed no further encouragement. His shirt sailed across the room, followed by his pants as he struggled out of them and hurled them aside. His boxer shorts quickly followed. In a matter of seconds, he was naked, his cock jutting out proudly from between his legs as Katy smiled at him.  
 
    “Good,” she cooed as she stroked his cock, running her fingers teasingly over the warm skin and making him shudder and gasp. “You’re nice and hard for me.” 
 
    “Of course,” Alex stammered. “I mean, look at you.”  
 
    “You think I look good?” she teased. 
 
    “You look amazing,” he replied. His eyes roved over her body again, unable to tear himself away. Almost involuntarily, his hands reached out for her, taking the enhanced narrowness of her waist between his palms. Katy shifted on the bed, and the hand she draped over his shoulder soon gripped the back of his head. Gently but firmly, she pulled his head down, and Alex let her, bending at the waist as he bowed to her will. When his head was level with her thighs, she stopped, holding him there. Right in front of his face, the black fabric of her underwear concealed his deepest desire. The stocking tops gripped her thighs, and Alex noticed that she had put her panties on over the top of the garter straps that held them up. Clever girl. Katy always had a plan. His hands lay flat on the mattress as he crouched beneath her, gazing in rapt attention at the warm darkness between her thighs. 
 
    “Would you like to kiss me?” Katy asked quietly. 
 
    “Yes,” Alex whined, “yes please!” Her soft chuckle sent a shudder down his spine as she pulled his face closer to her. Wild with desire, he showered her with kisses, her stockings, her panties, the bare skin of her thighs. He felt the soft swelling of her sex beneath the black underwear as he pressed his mouth to it, and his cock lurched beneath him. 
 
    “Did you miss my pussy?” 
 
    “Oh God, yes,” Alex panted, stuttering the words between frantic kisses while Katy chuckled again.  
 
    “I can see that,” she smiled. “Why don’t you take my panties off for me?” She released her grip on his head, and Alex rose up of his knees as he reached for her panties. The first touch of her skin made his cock swell with lust, and she wriggled her broad hips as he slid the silky fabric down. Her pussy appeared right in front of his searching eyes, the pink lips glistening with the moisture of her arousal as he slid the underwear down her thighs. It was all he could do to resist the urge to touch her there. But he had his instructions. Katy raised one knee, then the other, so that Alex could slide the panties down off her legs. His shoulder brushed against her thigh as he leaned forward, pulling slightly at the stretching panties as they caught for a moment on her glossy heel. As he disentangled the underwear, he felt Katy’s warm hand on the small of his back. That was all it took to keep him there.  
 
    “Kiss my feet,” she said softly. Alex didn’t even hesitate. In a dream of desire and submissive lust, he pressed his lips against the slick patent leather of her pumps. The gentle sigh Katy made as he did her bidding lit his blood up like trails of gasoline igniting at a careless spark, and his kisses grew more passionate as he worshiped both her feet, humbly kissing and licking her shoes while she ran a hand all along his jangling spine.  
 
    “Good boy,” she purred. “Writing naughty stories for me. I like it.” 
 
    “You do?” Alongside the constant and rising howl of lust, Alex felt a tingle of relief in his heart at her praise. 
 
    “I do,” Katy smiled. “I haven’t finished yet. But I like it so far.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Alex murmured as his cheeks flushed hotly. It was an unusual way to take literary criticism, he recognized. His body was on fire with need for her as he crouched before her. But he waited for her to tell him what to do, while his cock throbbed and bobbed and screamed for sex. 
 
    “Give me the panties,” Katy said. Alex raised his head from her feet, moving backward as he held her underwear out to her. Katy snatched up the fabric, and with her free hand, seized the back of Alex’s neck again. 
 
    “Down,” she ordered as she shoved his face into the mattress. “Stay there.” Alex grinned invisibly as she effortlessly took control. It was that confidence she had, that air of command, as though it never crossed her mind that he might not do exactly what she said. It made him want to obey. She gave him no choice. As Alex lay face down on the bed, his ass in the air, Katy shifted her weight again and raised one leg. Her thigh replaced the hand on the back of his neck, and another shiver of desire rippled through Alex as he felt her straddling his head, pinning him between her thighs. His face pressed against the mattress, he was denied access to the pussy he so craved, her warm wetness on the back of his neck instead. He felt her grip one of his wrists, pulling his arm up behind him. Then she grabbed the other. There was no surprise as he felt the material of her panties against his skin, only a kind of thrill of excitement tinged with nervous. In her usual expert way, Katy twisted her underwear into a short rope and used it to bind her boyfriend’s wrists together. Despite her speed, her technique was impressive. As she released her grip on his arms, Alex found that the panties held him tightly. He was helpless, and his cock throbbed as shame at how easily she had captured him made him blush.  
 
    “Hold this,” Katy ordered. Alex’s tied hands grasped at the air, and he felt paper between his fingers as he closed his hands. Katy was using him as a kind of reading stand, smoothing the pages on his back while he held them in place for her. “Good,” Katy smirked. Alex jumped, more in surprise than pain, as she slapped his defenseless ass. “Stay there while I finish this.” Panting into the mattress beneath him, Alex did as he was told. 
 
    The minutes he spent serving Katy in this demeaning way were some of the longest and most exquisitely erotic of Alex’s life. As she read his story, he could feel Katy squirming on top of him. Before long, her hand crept down between her thighs, and he could hear her wetness above his head as she began to play with her self. A series of soft gasps began to rise from her throat, and Alex’s cock twitched. This beauty, this goddess, was fingering herself on top of his head, just as though he was an object, and there was nothing he could do about it. 
 
    “Hold still,” Katy barked, delivering another stinging slap to his ass. He could hear the breathless desire in her voice, and while he focused on keeping his body motionless, the pages gripped awkwardly in his hands, he felt a warm trickle of moisture seeping down the back of his neck. Lust and humiliation flared inside him while his ignored cock raged. Katy’s moans grew faster and louder, and he could feel her knuckles against his neck as she plunged her fingers inside herself, seeking a climax that he was to share no part in, besides the words he had written for her. Katy’s thighs squeezed his head, the slick fabric of her stocking sliding against his skin as she poured forth more and more of her juices against his head.  
 
    “What a submissive boy you are,” he heard Katy growl above him. “And such an imagination, too.” Her words were punctuated with moans and gasps of pleasure as she touched herself, grinding her hips back and forth now as she rubbed his face against the mattress. The pages of his story rustled as she tore them from his grasp and tossed them across the bed beside her. Alex let out a long groan of his own as he felt Katy reach underneath his body and take his hard cock in her hand. She stroked him aggressively, and Alex’s feet scrabbled in the sheets as his toes curl. But with her weight pressing down on the back of his head and his hands tied, there was nothing he could do but kneel before her and take whatever she gave. 
 
    “Oh my god, that was so fucking hot,” she snarled. He could hear the rampant lust in her voice as she approached a climax of her own. Her free hand released his cock, and she slapped his ass hard before her fingers returned to his cock. “You’re going to write me more of those,” she added. 
 
    “Yes, Katy,” Alex said, his voice muffled between her thighs. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she crowed, “you’re going to keep writing naughty stories for me, just like that. It’s so hot. Yes. Oh, fuck!” Alex felt a fresh flood of her juices against his skin as her pussy spasmed around her own invading fingers. She cried out, her nails digging into his shaft and making him moan as her orgasm took her. Her juices ran in a steady stream on both sides of his flushed face now, and he desperately tried to catch some of her in his mouth as she bucked and writhed on top of him. Her thighs squeezed his head so hard he almost thought it might pop like a grape, and she howled and screamed as her orgasm overwhelmed her. Alex huddled underneath her, like a sailor sheltering in the hold of a ship while a storm rages overhead. There was a storm of his own brewing inside him, but Katy’s hand simply held his cock now, no longer providing the motion he needed to achieve the release he so desperately sought. She held onto his cock as though it was the only thing that could keep her from being swept overboard, and Alex grunted and gasped as she shouted in bliss.  
 
    With a long sigh, he felt her relax. His head was still trapped beneath her, but her thighs no longer squeezed his head. A puddle of her cum had formed beneath his face, soaking into the mattress while he longingly inhaled her delicious scent. He groaned in despair as she released his cock and slapped his ass once more.  
 
    “Oh, fuck, that was a good one,” she panted. Her hand gripped the back of his neck once more, and she lifted her leg off him. As she pulled him up to face her, he took in the glow on her cheeks, the glassy look in her beautiful gray eyes, the quivering flesh of her delicious breasts above the satin corset, and his cock ached for mercy. But mercy was in short supply, he knew, as he looked into those stormy eyes. Passion, desire, lust, power - he saw them all. But there was no trace of mercy in Katy’s glittering gaze. 
 
    “You probably want to cum right now, don’t you?” she teased. 
 
    “Oh God, Katy, please,” Alex babbled. His desperate voice made his girlfriend groan with new lust. 
 
    “Ok,” she said. “I told you I’d reward you. But it’s going to be my way.” 
 
    As she forced his head back down towards the mattress, Alex only nodded. He hadn’t imagined for a second that it would be any other way.  
 
      
 
    Katy’s Toy 
 
      
 
    Alex trembled. He could put it down to the awkwardness of the angle, his body contorted on the mattress as he kneeled in front of Katy with his hands tied. His thighs ached from trying to maintain his balance without the use of his hands. Katy’s panties held his wrists tied tightly behind him, and no matter how he struggled, he was unable to free himself. The elastic fabric stretched but held. Katy gripped his short hair in her fist, making him crane his neck as he bent to do her bidding.  
 
    But it wasn’t the position that made him tremble. At least, not only that. The truth was that Alex was on fire with desire in a way he could hardly remember ever being before. Katy was the beautiful dominant goddess of his wet dreams, and his cock throbbed and swayed to the memory of her touch as he gazed up at her. She looked amazing in her stockings and satin corset, her big breasts straining against a sheer bra through which he could make out the pink shapes of her erect nipples. Her eyes glittered like steel as the dark tresses of her hair tumbled around her pretty face, and a dark smile lifted the corners of her plushy red lips. He would do anything for her, and they both knew it. The power she held over him made both of their bodies hum with lust.  
 
    “You want a taste?” Katy didn’t wait for an answer. Using her grip on Alex’s hair, she pulled his face towards her. Her pussy shone in front of him, swollen and dripping like ripe fruit, and his mouth watered while his cock throbbed with need. Gratefully, he ran his tongue over her slick lips, his senses filling up with her as he drank down the copious fluids that still flowed from her twitching sex. Her grip on his hair held him firmly in place, right where she wanted him. Extending his tongue as far as it would go, he could just about reach her fragrant lips. But Katy wanted what she wanted. There was no need for her to instruct him as she guided his mouth to the hard bud of her clitoris, standing out proud atop her dripping slit. Alex knew what to do. Katy moaned as he ran his tongue over it, caressing the little nub while she squirmed with pleasure.  
 
    “That’s right,” she gasped, “lick that clit!” Alex ran the flat of his tongue over her sensitive button, then teased it with his tongue’s pointed tip. Katy shrieked with pleasure, and he grimaced as her grip tightened unconsciously in his hair, pulling at his scalp. While Katy closed her eyes, her face pointing up at the bedroom ceiling with her open mouth emitting a series of haunting gasps, Alex wrapped his lips around her clitoris, holding it in place inside his mouth while he teased it with his tongue. He gently sucked on the tiny organ, and Katy shrieked with rampant desire. Her inner thighs, bared by her sexy stockings, glistened with her free-running juices as she shuddered and moaned. Still holding his hair in one hand, she began to rock her hips back and forth, just a little, and Alex continued to suck her clit while she fucked his mouth with it. 
 
    “Oh yes! Yes!” Katy gasped. Alex’s cock surged at the thought that she was about to have another orgasm, and a loud cry from Katy soon confirmed it. Her thighs trembled where she kneeled on the mattress, her pussy contracting hungrily as she came from the intense clitoral stimulation. She gave a kind of soft whimper as she reached her climax, pouring a fresh load of her molten juices onto the mattress below her. The smell of sex was heavy in the air, making Alex’s nerves jangle in response to the deep primal call of desire. Katy let go of her grip on his hair and roughly shoved his head aside. She leaned forward, her hands on the mattress and her hair hanging down around her face as she panted and gasped. Slumped on the mattress below her, Alex watched her round breasts rise and fall in her sexy bra as she recovered herself. A week without her had already gotten him into a state of uncontrollable desire, and once he had seen her in her black lingerie, that feeling had been increased a thousandfold. But Katy took her pleasure seriously. She took her time, making sure she got exactly what she wanted before allowing him his own pleasure. For all that he had devoted the past week to writing the hottest sexual scenarios he could think of, nothing in Alex’s imagination compared to this. No feeling on earth compared to the bubbling excitement and need and nervousness and shame he felt in that moment as he kneeled, hands tied behind his back, and waited for Katy to decide what to do with him next. 
 
     Katy sat up. Still on her knees, she leaned back, her sharp heels pointing back behind her and her bunched thighs spread. Below the hem of her satin corset, the black strip of her pubic hair pointed like an arrow, down towards her wet pussy. As though he needed guidance. Between that and the outrageous swell of her breasts in the straining bra, Alex could think of nothing else besides the gorgeous body in front of him. Katy’s cries of pleasure seemed still to hang in the air around them somehow. As he gazed up at her in wonder and devotion, Alex wondered if he’d be haunted by those lustful cries forever. He hoped so.  
 
    “Alright,” she smiled. He loved to see that look on her face, the mischievous malice of some new kinky idea dawning behind those striking eyes. Even as he wondered what she had planned for him and fear bloomed at the base of his spine, he knew he wanted her more than ever. She shuffled forward on her knees, and Alex watched her come, her natural hourglass figure enhanced by the corset until her body seemed to be nothing but a series of enticing curves. Her hand on the back of his neck pulled him up onto his knees to face her. They kneeled face to face on the bed, her shining eyes probing his face while her white teeth showed in a wicked smile that made his heart pound. She was just too beautiful to resist, too lovely to ever hear the word ‘no’ from his lips. No matter what she ordered him to do next. With rapt attention, he watched as she reached down between her legs and traced a single finger over the trembling folds of her wet lips. It was all he could do not to gasp as he watched her slide her finger inside. 
 
    “Mmmm,” she purred, closing her eyes for a moment. Her finger slid easily in and out of her dripping pussy, her flesh flushed with orgasm. Her other hand felt hot and dry against Alex’s skin as she raised it to his shoulder, holding on to him for balance. He was almost hypnotized by the deliberate motion as she slid her finger inside herself, her body rocking to the same rhythm. The digit shone with her juices as she moved it in and out, catching the lamplight in the bedroom while he watched transfixed. 
 
    “Here,” she said, her voice little more than a whisper as she removed the lucky finger. She raised her hand to Alex’s face, and he could smell her arousal on her finger as she traced the shape of his trembling lips, leaving a faint trail of her juices behind. She slipped the finger into her mouth and smiled as he sucked her juice eagerly from her hand. She was teasing him, toying with him. And Alex wanted nothing more than to be her plaything.  
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” she whispered. 
 
    “Yes, Katy,” Alex murmured around her finger. 
 
    “Good,” Katy smiled, “that’s good.” And she withdrew her finger from his mouth. Alex watched wide-eyed as she plunged it back into her slit. Giggling, she fingered herself again, staring at him the entire time as though daring him to do something about it. But with his hands tied by her panties, there was little he could do besides watch in an agony of frustrated arousal. When her finger shone once again with the thick glaze of her juices, Katy moved the hand on Alex’s shoulder to the back of his neck again. Slowly, inexorably, she forced him down to the mattress. He bent at the waist again as she pushed him down, trapping his head between her thighs with her dripping pussy back on the back of his neck. Alex trembled as he waited for her next scheme to unfold. 
 
    Katy’s thighs held his head tight. He gasped as one of her hands reached underneath him, nimbly stroking his cock. He had been aching for her tough for what felt like years, and now he moaned and gasped into the mattress and held nothing back as she teased him mercilessly. Her fingers encircled his shaft, stroking and rubbing carefully, and his manhood twitched happily in her hand as she made him squirm with pleasure. 
 
    “What the - “ Alex bucked suddenly, but Katy’s weight held his face pressed against the mattress. He cried out as she delivered a stinging slap on his upraised ass.  
 
    “Ssshhh,” she hissed, now rubbing the skin she had just reddened. “Just relax.” But it was impossible to relax. Alex jumped again involuntarily as he felt Katy’s finger against his ass. She rubbed gently, smearing the juices from her pussy around his exposed hole. Her other hand continued to stroke his cock, driving him to a fever pitch of lust and desire that scrambled his thought. He moaned into the mattress, unable to make out his own words any more than he could disentangle the knot of his conflicting feelings. And Katy’s finger slipped inside. 
 
    “Mmmm,” she hummed, and the laughter he could hear in her voice made Alex’s cheeks flush invisibly with bright shame. “Isn’t that nice? God, listen to you moaning. You want me to fuck you like a slut, don’t you?” Alex babbled into the mattress beneath her. He could feel her juices flowing freely over the back of his neck again, and his cock pulsed in her hand. But the completely new sensation in his ass drowned everything else out. Her finger was working its way inside him slowly, deliberately, pushing past the resistance of his sphincter, aided by Katy’s own natural lubrication. And as she pressed, a little deeper on every stroke, Alex could feel something he had never felt before. Her blind finger seemed to know exactly what to do, and soon, he felt a strange pressure at the base of his balls. His cock surged. This mysterious feeling grew and spread as Katy continued to massage some magical spot deep inside him. She chuckled as he cried out. The pressure was building now, getting stronger and stronger, and he could feel the motions of her busy finger all the way along the shaft of his leaping cock, and her other hand kept stroking him, faster and faster, keeping time with the finger inside him, and Alex felt a swelling inside him like a great wave rising up from the deepest pit of his guts to wash over him with unstoppable tidal force. He yelled loudly, and only the weight of Katy’s body on the back of his head kept him pressed to the mattress as he bucked as though he had been stung by a hornet. He yelled again, not in pain, but in the grip of unbelievable pleasure. His balls drew up tight below his throbbing cock, and his member erupted in Katy’s hand. He heard her gasp over his own muffled cries as the most powerful orgasm he had ever experienced tore through him. Thick jets of cum spurted from his cock, over and over, as if his balls were unloading the backed-up fluid of years of denial. It felt it splash against his chest with terrific force, while more and more of it was squirted across the mattress below him. It was exhilarating, and almost scary at the same time. His body, that he had thought he knew so well, had never reacted like this. He was struck by the strange feeling that Katy knew his body better than he did himself. She held him pinned beneath her while his orgasm went on and on, making his legs tremble as his muscles grew weak. She kept on stroking his cock as the powerful spurts subsided and thick beads of semen dripped from his pulsing head. Only when his balls had emptied themselves of every last drop of cum did Katy release him. Alex groaned as she slipped her finger out of his ass, feeling a sudden emptiness unlike anything he had experienced before. She backed away, and he felt her weight lift from the back of his neck. Raising his head, he looked up at her with tired eyes, his face flushed with orgasm. After such a powerful cum, his lust sank back into slumber. But even in that moment, watching her body move in the provocative lingerie she wore, he felt that old hunger for her that never went away. Not even now, in the bone-deep glow of the most wonderful orgasm of his life. 
 
    Katy’s eyes shone. Her eyes shone, and her shoes shone, and the satin corset shone around her waspish waist as she climbed off the bed. Between her legs, the wet lips of her pussy shone. Panting, Alex moved his head to keep her in sight as she slowly circled the bed. Her high heels beat loudly on the floor as she moved, drawing his gaze with her. There was no doubt in his mind, sated with pleasure as it was, that his kinky girlfriend was not done with him yet.  
 
    She stood behind him. Grabbing the twisted panties that held his wrists together, she pulled him up sharply to his knees. His cock hung down between his legs, still throbbing faintly in time with his violated ass. Katy’s mouth was beside his ear, her breath warm on his skin as she spoke. 
 
    “I told you you’d like it,” she said. “Little sluts like you can’t resist having their boy-holes fucked.” Alex gulped, and his cheeks burned with shame. His lips moved, but no sound came out. He couldn’t argue. Katy was right. Katy was always right, and the evidence was splashed all over the bed in front of him while more dripped slowly from his chest. No woman had ever made him feel anything so intense, and his heart contracted as though he could feel his feelings for Katy deepen. He had never met anyone like her. He knew he never would again. 
 
    “Look at the mess you’ve made,” she tutted. As quiet as her words were, Alex couldn’t fail to hear the menace that dripped from her voice. It made him shudder. It made him afraid. Between his legs that still shook with the strain of his orgasm, it made his dripping cock twitch. “Stand up,” Katy ordered. Still holding the panties that bound him, she pulled him back towards her, towards the edge of the bed, and Alex’s blind feet found the floor, one after the other. In her sky-high heels, Katy was practically the same height as he was. Her long dark hair tickled his skin as she stood behind him, gripping the back of his neck again. Alex had come to love the feel of her hand there, owning him, controlling him, guiding him to his own pleasure by way of fulfilling her needs. But he yelped as her other hand reached between his legs and gripped his balls. She held him firmly, not tight enough to cause pain, but more than enough to remind him of the helplessness of his situation. He rose up on his tiptoes as she gently squeezed.  
 
    “You know what they do with puppies when they make a mess,” she said darkly. Alex whimpered as she marched him forward, around the corner of the bed. The soft satin of her corset whispered against his hands as his curled fingers brushed against her indrawn stomach. The warm flesh of her breasts pressed against his back. In spite of his recent and unbelievable orgasm - or maybe because of it, he could feel his cock growing hard again. Katy stopped him with a light squeeze of his neck, and her other hand tugged again at her balls, making him wince. “They rub their noses in it,” she growled. “Bend over.” Alex stiffened. The wet mess of his cum glittered on the bed in front of him. It looked like an unbelievable amount to have come from a single orgasm. Katy’s hand on his balls left him no choice. She squeezed, her fingers tightening relentlessly until he finally yielded. His face contorted in a mask of disgust, he bent at the waist. Katy laughed triumphantly as he pushed his face down into the slick puddle of his own semen. 
 
    “There,” she said as she gloated over him. “I’ve fucked your mouth and your ass, and now you’ve got a faceful of cum. Quite the whore I’ve turned you into today, huh?” Alex said nothing. Her hand pressed down on the back of his neck, and he could feel his own cooling cum against his cheek as he turned his face to the side. The humiliation was overpowering. He shouldn’t have been surprised but was surprised anyway to feel his cock growing and hardening between his legs again.  
 
    “Stay there,” Katy ordered. She released her grip on his neck, and then her other hand slowly unclasped his balls. Alex drew a deep breath of relief as a dull ache bloomed in his stomach. Beyond the steady rise and fall of his chest as he breathed, he didn’t move a muscle. There was something dangerous in Katy’s demeanor now, a deep threat that made his blood run like fire. Lying with his face in a puddle of his own cum, he didn’t know what this powerful woman would do next. But despite his fear and disgrace, he knew he had to find out. His face turned to the wall, he couldn’t see what Katy was up to. But he could hear her pacing across the floor, her high heels loudly rapping with every step she took and making his cock swell once more.  
 
    “It was a good story,” she said at last. “Really good. Do you ever think of publishing them?” 
 
    “What?” Alex spluttered, his brain struggling to shift gears from the lust and shame and fear that wracked his body to more cerebral matters. “You really think it was that good?” 
 
    “I do,” Katy said as she continued her slow march up and down the floor behind him. “Besides, it can’t hurt to try, can it? I bet there’s a market online for it. I think we should publish it.” 
 
    “I don’t - I don’t know,” Alex stammered. As much as he wanted to hear that she liked his writing, it wasn’t what he wanted to think about at that precise moment. But Katy had her own agenda. As always. He heard her make her way across the bedroom to rummage in his closet. The temptation to see what she was up to made him lift his head, but he lowered it again before she could see him move. She was in a strange mood, and he didn’t want to antagonize her. Her heels rang out on the floor again as she made her way back towards him. 
 
    “Just leave it to me,” she said firmly. It must be wonderful, Alex fleetingly thought, to have that kind of confidence. Katy seemed never to doubt herself or her abilities. The world was hers for the taking, and she had an unshakable belief that it would just open up for her whenever she wanted it to. Of course, Alex reflected, she was probably right. After all, look at what she could get him to do for her.  
 
    “You just get on with writing the next one.” Her voice was close behind him now, her love;y body mere inches from his as she stood between his spread legs. He jumped at the touch of something cool and smooth against his skin. 
 
    “The next one?” he said. Just then, a loud crack echoed through the bedroom. Alex raised his head at the unknown noise. It took a split second for the pain to began, and then he realized what had happened. 
 
    “Ow!” he cried. The skin of his ass began to burn in two parallel lines. He lifted his head from the mattress to look back at her over his shoulder. Katy stood behind him, her eyes glowing with sadistic glee. One of his leather belts hung from her hand. “What was that for?” he gasped. 
 
    “Because I wanted to,” Katy grinned. “Because you got your mess all over the bed sheets. And because I need to teach you your place.” 
 
    “I already know my place,” Alex groaned. He cried out as the belt struck him again. 
 
    “I hope so,” Katy said. “Here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to write me another story, even hotter than the last one. Meanwhile, I’m going to publish this one online and see what kind of reaction it gets. If I’m right, I think it might do really well. Just think. If you keep at it, you could make this a side job, or maybe even your real job one day. Wouldn’t that be better than wasting your life in some office you hate?” 
 
    “I guess,” Alex said slowly, “but - ow!” 
 
    “Of course it would.” Another red ribbon of pain ignited across the skin of Alex’s raised ass. His cock was as hard as ever now, his erection pressing against the side of the mattress while he writhed and moaned. The situation was surreal. Katy was talking as though they were just having a normal conversation while she whipped him with his own belt. Alex knew he had no choice in the matter, and that Katy was going to do whatever she wanted. But as the belt struck again and pain tore through his nerves, Alex realized that she was doing it for his own good. She was right. It was something he should have done long ago, something he had always dreamed of. But like his darker dreams of sexual submission and slavery to a beautiful woman, he needed to be pushed. He needed to be made to do it, or else he never would. And Katy was the type to make things happen. Katy, they both knew, could make Alex do anything. 
 
    “I think this could be really fun,” Katy said with a smile. “Every time you write a story, I’ll give you a little treat. And if you don’t - well.” She let the belt finish her thought, cracking loudly against Alex’s backside. He howled into the puddle of his own cum as the pain tore through him. Katy had infinite means at her disposal to get him to do what she wanted. This kind of torture was unnecessary. But submission, Alex was learning, means accepting what you’re given, the good along with the bad. And his throbbing cock left him in no doubt as to his true feelings. Just as Katy’s finger had done earlier, the blows of the belt on his unprotected skin seemed in some weird way to be feeding the arousal he felt, making his cock throb that much harder as he squirmed underneath her punishment.  
 
    “Ok,” he gasped as pain and pleasure combined to flood his senses and sweep away his feeble resistance, “I’ll do it. I’ll write another story.” 
 
    “Yes. You will,” Katy said firmly. The belt clattered to the floor as she tossed it aside. “And it better be sexy as fuck if you want me to finger your little boy-hole again.” Her heels clacked as she came around the bed, and he bounced slightly on the mattress as she climbed up beside him. He watched as she rummaged in the tangled sheets, digging out the crumpled, soiled mess of the paper he had used to write the story she seemed to like so much. A devilish smile spread across her face as she turned, lying back and gathering some pillows behind her. Her patent leather shoes shone blackly as she spread her legs out on the bed, and her sparkling gray eyes found the start of the story as she shuffled the papers in her hands. 
 
    “Come here,” she said softly, without raising her eyes from the story. Alex raised his head gratefully from the drying cum on the bed. He scrambled onto the mattress, clumsy with his tied hands, and inched his way towards her. She stopped him with a gesture. 
 
    “Turn around,” she ordered. “Put your head down there.” Alex didn’t argue. He turned and lay down the way she wanted him to, his bent knees against the headboard by her head and his face close to her stockinged thigh. Katy shifted towards him, and Alex’s cock pulsed as her pussy came into view. It was as wet as ever, he noticed, practically steaming with lust as he gazed hungrily at it. His cock twitched, and Katy giggled, making Alex groan as she took it gently in her hand. 
 
    “See?” she chuckled. “I think you like my idea. Being my little slave, writing sexy stories for me to earn your orgasms. Don’t tell me it doesn’t turn you on.” Her hand tickled his cock as she spoke, making his teased manhood throb with desire. Alex could have added all the sexual arousal he’d experienced in his life up to that point together, and it still wouldn’t have compared to this one night at the mercy of his cruel and dominant and devastatingly sexy girlfriend. She could read him as easily as she could read the story he had written for her. There was no more point in lying to her than there was in lying to himself. 
 
    “Yes, Katy,” Alex mumbled submissively, “I do.” 
 
    “Good,” Katy smiled. “Now, I want to read this again, so be quiet while I do that, ok?” She gracefully raised a leg, and Alex felt the back of her heel against his skull. Slowly, she pulled his face towards her, and Alex turned on his side to get a better angle. Eagerly, he ran his tongue over the wet lips of her pussy, his cock trembling with desire as she rewarded him with a delightful little moan. “Keep licking, that’s a good boy,” she cooed. Idly, almost absentmindedly, she stroked and petted his cock, making him moan with desire as he pressed his lips to hers. The divine taste of her pleasure filled his mouth as her wetness grew, and he licked all the more urgently as he felt her body respond to his touch. Up above, he heard paper rustle as she turned a page. Katy was right. Katy was always right. She was forcing him to do exactly what he wanted, making him be the man he was too afraid to attempt becoming by himself. Her pussy twitched as he passionately kissed her. There was nothing he wouldn’t do for his mistress. 
 
      
 
    A Little Discipline 
 
      
 
    “So things are good?” 
 
    The slow crawl of the credits on the screen was well underway, but the movie played on. These superhero movies always have some extra little scene, some post-credits teaser for the next movie in the series. It’s good business, clearly. Every second movie that comes out these days is about some guy in a skintight suit with a square jaw punching aliens in the face. Superhero movies weren’t really Alex’s thing, and they certainly weren’t Sandy’s normally. But that’s what gets made these days. And they’re inoffensive enough. Despite how close the two of them were, it could be a challenge to find movies that both of them could tolerate. Alex didn’t dare to say what had occurred to him while his sister browsed through the films available on the streaming service. If she’d wanted to watch something more romantic, for once, he wouldn’t have objected. He’d have been more likely to start taking notes. 
 
    “Yeah, things are good. Really good.” 
 
    “With Katy?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “They must be. I haven’t seen much of either of you guys lately.” 
 
    That was the simple truth. Alex and Katy’s relationship was no longer technically new, but it still burned with the intensity of the first few weeks. In fact, he thought as he shifted uncomfortably on Sandy’s sofa, if anything, the passion was even greater now than it had been at first. His desire for Katy was at its peak, and even the mention of her name now was enough to cause him pain. Pain that operated on multiple levels, that filled his heart with an echoing emptiness when she wasn’t around, even for a couple of hours. But also physical, the kind of pain he didn’t want to feel or think about while hanging out with his sister. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s been - you know, busy.” 
 
    “Yeah. I bet.” There was just the faintest hint of bitterness in Sandy’s voice. Her eyes were still on the screen. Of course, she had been against this relationship from the start. Katy was her friend, but Alex was her only brother, and Katy had a reputation. Sandy spoke of it only obliquely, referencing that her friend was into S and M as though that was something to be ashamed of. She wouldn’t go further than that, and she didn’t need to. Just as Alex was never going to reveal to his sister that the rumors were true, all true. In fact, they hardly did justice to the depth of Katy’s taste for dominance. And it was wonderful. Alex had always been reticent when it came to sexual matters, a trait he and Sandy had both inherited from their conservative parents. But the wild joy within him was difficult to contain at times. Sometimes, all he wanted was to tell the world. Not only was he in love with a beautiful woman, but that beautiful woman had the mind of a complete and utter pervert. Every moment with here was terror and ecstasy, black and white, her bright light driving away any hint of the cobwebbed gray that the rest of the mundane world seemed permanently draped in. He didn’t want to tell Sandy the details of his and Katy’s relationship, any more than she wanted to hear about it. But he ached to tell someone. If he didn’t have the outlet he did, he sometimes felt as though his head was about to explode with all the secrets he kept inside. 
 
    “So the writing’s going well?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s going pretty good. It’s hard sometimes - you never really know what’s going to do well and what’s not. But it’s going good overall.” 
 
    “You’ll have to show me some of your stuff sometime.” Alex looked at his feet, his toes twitching inside woolen socks on the bare floor of Sandy’s apartment. 
 
    “Oh, it’s all pretty dry,” he said. “You know, copywriting and stuff like that. Kind of technical.” His heart fluttered. This was the lie he’d been maintaining, ever since he had quit his dead-end job at Katy’s urging and started his career as a full-time writer. Sandy and his mother were both under the impression that he was an editor who also wrote blog posts and online articles. It was either that, or tell them that he wrote erotic stories for a living, and have to hear their disappointment and disapproval. That conservative upbringing again. Part of Alex had always rebelled against it, if only in secret. It was that, perhaps, that had molded his desires into the shape they had now, making sex into something secretive and vaguely forbidden. But Sandy had embraced the Puritanical impulse whole-heartedly, as far as her brother could see. He didn’t want to see the disapproving face he knew she’d make if he ever told her what he really did for a living. The face that was their mother’s face in younger and slightly remixed form, the one that tugged at the sensitive bonds of filial love and duty. No, Alex swore to himself for the hundredth time. They must never find out what it was he actually did, just as they could never know how exactly his dominant girlfriend motivated him so effectively.  
 
    “I’m so proud of you though.” Alex returned his sister’s smile as she turned her gaze to him. “You were too good for that job you had. And you were always a good writer. I’m glad you’re doing something you love.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Alex wasn’t churlish enough to mention how Sandy and his mother had both tried to talk him out of taking this leap into the unknown. There’s no money in writing, they both said in different words. It’s not reliable. Don’t quit a steady job with a regular paycheck to chase some dream. Write after work, if that’s what you want. Only Katy had believed in him. Only Katy had laid it out in front of him, plain and simple. It’s better to try and fail, she said, than never try at all. You can always get another job like the one you have now. You have literally nothing to lose. That was another thing Alex was sure that no one would understand about there relationship. Katy was more than capable of breathtaking cruelty, when she felt it was needed, or simply wanted to give free reign to her sadistic impulses. It was no wonder she had a reputation. Looking the way she did, she had no shortage of suitors, but men who could handle her need to dominate were few and far between. But the flip side to her dominant nature was her towering strength, her unbendable will, her infectious self-belief. Katy believed that dreams are for living, and strived to live her life in such a way that she would pass from it at last without one single regret for the path she had not taken. Alex, imbued with the caution that was endemic in his family, needed that. He would never have taken this leap without Katy’s encouragement. The other women in his life would have easily talked him out of it. And it had worked. He was a long way from rich, but he was paying his bills doing something he truly loved. As Katy had pointed out to him one night, if that isn’t wealth, real wealth, then what is? 
 
    And there was that pain again, as he thought of her. As though he had any choice. As though he could ever be free of her. His thoughts circled her endlessly, a meteor chained to a tight orbit, and it sometimes seemed to Alex that Katy loomed larger in his thoughts when she wasn’t physically present. He’d never felt this way before. There had been crushes, infatuations, various relationships that at the time had seemed significant. Katy tore them all apart, laughing as she burned away the phantoms of his former feelings. The way he felt about her eclipsed every other girl he’d been with as though they never existed in the first place.  
 
    Sandy turned back to the TV. The post-credits scene had begun, some jokey riff on the costumed hero’s difficulty with his suit. Alex stared right through the TV, hardly paying any attention. His mind was miles away, hovering over Katy as she went about her day. WHAT was she doing right at this moment? Was she thinking of him? Between Alex and the TV, wild visions rose up from his memory, scenes he could hardly believe had happened to him in real life, just last night. Katy turned his nights to fire, weaponizing his lust and turning it to her advantage, and Alex wanted nothing more than for the whole delicate dance to continue. There was a dull ache in his gut like a rumble of distant thunder. No matter how familiar that feeling had become, it never failed to make him shudder. 
 
    Sandy laughed as the post-credit scene came to an end, and Alex stood. Stepping over her stretched-out legs, he made his way to the bathroom. If anything, Sandy’s apartment was even smaller than his own. They had lived together when they first moved to the city, but that arrangement had come to an end before Katy arrived on the scene, thank God. Nothing cramps a single guy’s style like knowing his sister can hear everything in the next room. And vice versa. Good fences make good neighbors, and separate lives make for good relationships with adult siblings. But living alone came at a cost, too, and one of the costs was the tiny size of his sister’s living quarters. He closed the bathroom door behind him and silently lowered the seat. Unbuckling his belt, he pulled down his pants. 
 
    There it was. Seeing it always seemed to make it worse. Alex hissed through gritted teeth at the sight of his cock, the tender skin expanding through the gaps in the relentless steel cage that contained his manhood. The thought of Katy was doing what it always did, making his cock throb with desire, and the tight cage caused him pain as it compressed his erection. A small brass lock, engraved with a heart and Katy’s initials, kept the whole thing together, denying him access to his own organ. And the knowledge that his cruel girlfriend held the only key made his cock throb all the more. 
 
    Alex sat down on the toilet. It was one of the side effects of the cage, one that had caused Katy a great deal of amusement when she had found out about it. He had to sit down to pee when he wore the cage, and the symbolism was not lost on him. By caging his manhood, Katy had effectively removed it. By controlling his pleasure, Katy controlled him, even when she wasn’t around. Alex sighed as he relieved himself, his cock aching while his head swam with tormenting memories and fantasies. 
 
    Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out his phone. His hand trembled slightly as the screen lit up in front of his face. It was stupid, he knew. The rational part of his brain urged him not to do it, knowing it could only make things worse. But he couldn’t help it. He unlocked his phone and opened up the photo app. And there she was. Katy, beautiful Katy, gray eyes shining as she smiled up at the camera. Her dark hair tumbled over her bare shoulders, and a note of cruel triumph lifted her pillowy lips in a devious smile. Her breasts swelled out from her chest, barely contained by an overworked black bra that allowed the soft flesh to spill over the top of the cups. She was a goddess. And there he was in the photo too, worshiping her as he should. There was nothing to be seen of Alex but the top of his head, his dark hair visible between her legs, his eyes closed. Katy had taken the picture with his phone while she straddled his face, feeding him her pussy while he lay on the bed with hands bound in what had become one of his favorite postures. Katy looked so pleased with herself, sitting on his face like an empress on her throne, and Alex’s cock throbbed uselessly inside its cage as though it could somehow hope to break out of the metal and gain the release she controlled. Alex’s breath came in two heavy streams through his flared nostrils as he stared at the picture in his hand. Swiping a thumb over the screen, he opened up his texts. 
 
    Thinking of you, he typed, hitting send before he could reconsider. Katy’s response was quick in coming. 
 
    Thinking what about me? Alex sighed. She could be relied upon to always make things hard. 
 
    About how beautiful you are, he typed. About how badly I want you. About what we did last night. 
 
    Poor little slave boy. Sounds like somebody needs to cum real bad. Alex’s heart lurched. He could imagine her easily, conjuring her lovely form with an expertise honed by practice, standing in the middle of a busy shopping mall and smiling as she humiliated him via text. The ache in his stomach grew worse. 
 
    I do. I really do. Please? 
 
    Show me. Show me your dick trying to get hard for me. 
 
    Alex sighed again. Standing from the toilet, he silenced all the sound effects on his phone. The last thing he wanted was for his sister to hear him taking a photo in her bathroom. The cage hung heavily from his cock as he snapped a picture and sent it to his mistress. He sat back down as he waited for the message to get through. 
 
    Lol, the response finally came. Does it hurt? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Good. Alex suppressed a moan of desire as a shudder passed through him. Her cruelty only drew him to her more, like a moth that tries to merge with the flame of a candle, seeking annihilation. Sitting back against Sandy’s toilet, he closed his eyes, struggling to master the desire that he could do nothing about. Texting her, waking that slumbering hunger, had been a mistake. But it was a mistake he knew he would make again and again, drawn always to her against his better judgment by forces too powerful to resist.  
 
    His phone buzzed again in his hand. Alex bit his lip to stifle a cry as he read the message Katy had sent. 
 
    No orgasm for you. You haven’t earned it. But I could use one of my own. So later, you’re going to make me cum. 
 
    * 
 
    Her leather boots glistened in the dim light as she strode across the bedroom. She took her time, the metronomic ticking of her high heels beating in time with his racing heart. A mistress is never hurried. Shaking as he kneeled before her, Roger dared to lift his eyes to her form. Her beauty pierced his heart, just as he knew it would. It was that, more than the manacled that bound his wrists and ankles, that held him there, at her mercy. And Anya knew it. That’s why she dressed the way she did. 
 
    Above the tall boots, her toned thighs were bare. Roger could watch the long muscle of her legs move under her smooth skin, enhanced by the spike heels that made her sway with every step. The leather mini-skirt she wore clung tightly to her hips, creaking slightly with every step she made. He watched the dim shine on the leather as it gripped the gorgeous contours of her ass, making his mouth water as he longed for her body. A tight corset wrapped around her waist exaggerated the already extreme flare of her hips from her narrow waist. Above the corset, her breasts bounced, soft and yet firm, the hard nipples enticing as two cherries.  
 
    Alex sighed softly. He couldn’t help himself. As he wrote, his left hand drifted down between his legs to the hard bulge of his cock, pressed against the inside of his boxer shorts. Visualizing all this, seeing it in his mind as clear as day, was having a predictable effect on him. In order to create a scene that really lived and breathed, he had to see it in front of him with absolute clarity. He had to hear the rapping heels, smell the creaking leather, feel the carpet under his knees. But it came at a price. His cock was throbbing with need.  
 
    His will weakened. He pulled down his shorts. 
 
    It was no longer Roger kneeling on the floor, but Alex himself. And Anya the steely dominatrix had morphed into Katy. Her gray eyes shone and flashed like a drawn blade as she suddenly turned on her heels, smiling down at him while he awaited her pleasure. The scene played on in Alex’s mind, but his pen no longer recorded it. He closed his eyes, letting the fantasy carry him away. Katy towered above him, high and haughty, and he groveled at her feet, begging for mercy he was unsure he really wanted. His hand moved faster on his cock, and he gritted his teeth as his pleasure swelled inside him, and a great wave swelled in the pit of his stomach, and he sobbed with relief as his cock erupted into orgasm. His cum splashed across the floor as he emptied his balls, his body throbbing as he sighed. 
 
    As the spasm passed, he turned back to the handwritten pages. The delicate vision was gone. He read the words describing Anya and Roger’s kinky games, but they fell suddenly flat. Without the lust that had seized him when he started it, the scene fell completely flat. The raw heat of the fictional bedroom was gone, leaving him with only wooden actors on a bare stage. 
 
    Alex sighed. It wasn’t the first time this had happened. He ought to know better. He did know better. But when the blood is up, knowledge counts for nothing. All that matters in those moments is feeling, sensation, and Alex felt ashamed at having yielded once again to his baser instincts. He pulled up his shorts, stuffing his sadly drooping cock inside. His bare feet padded on the floor as he made his way towards the bedroom door. 
 
    “Done?” Katy lay sprawled on his sofa in the living room, idly turning the pages of a magazine. Her gray eyes rose from the brightly colored pages to him, and he felt that reliable stab of desire and awe that he always felt when she looked at him. Even in a T-shirt and shorts, nondescript sleep attire that she wore to lounge around his house, she looked incredible. Her dark hair fell in messy waves over her shoulders, the contrast making her eyes shine all the brighter. Looking at her, the sun streaming in through the windows and slanting across the floor in front of her, Alex felt a stab of shame. He felt as though he had let her down.  
 
    “Just taking a break,” he said as he scurried towards the bathroom. 
 
    Avoiding his eyes in the mirror, he relieved himself. The sing gurgled as he rinsed his hands and wiped them on a towel. As he made his way back through the living room, he saw that Katy was no longer there. Her magazine lay open on the floor in front of the sofa like a bird drying its wings in the sun. Panic gripped Alex’s throat as he hurried into the bedroom. 
 
    Katy stood in front of his desk. As Alex entered, she turned towards him. Strange fire burned in her eyes as she glared at him. 
 
    “What’s this?” she said. Horrified, Alex watched as she extended a bare foot and dipped a toe into the puddle of semen he had left on the floor under the desk. His heart raced. It never even occurred to him to shrug the question off. Katy’s rules were as arbitrary as they were unbending. The fact that she had never forbidden him from masturbation while working would be no defense, he knew, from her wrath. Red heat rose to make his cheeks prickle as he faced her. 
 
    “I…I just…I couldn’t help it,” he mumbled feebly. Katy’s breasts rose under the white fabric of her T-shirt as she crossed her arms.  
 
    “Is that what you’re doing in here when you’re supposed to be writing? Jerking off like a horny teenager?” 
 
    “No,” Alex said, “I’m not. I’m just…sometimes…it’s hard, imagining all this stuff without…you know. I try not to, but…” 
 
    “You just can’t help yourself.” Katy lowered herself into the chair he had vacated, and Alex mechanically watched the muscle of her thigh bulge under the shorts as she crossed her legs. 
 
    “No,” he mumbled shamefully, “I can’t.” 
 
    “Can you get back to work now?” 
 
    “I…it’s hard. After I…it’s hard to get back into the right mindset,” 
 
    “That’s what I thought. Show me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your cock. Take off your shorts so I can see that cock that gets you into so much trouble.” 
 
    Alex knew better than to argue. His cheeks burned a deeper red as he pulled down his boxer shorts and exposed himself to her. Katy’s face was set in stone as she watched him, her eyes dropping to his flaccid member and increasing his shame even as he felt a faint throb of desire growing within him. The chair creaked as Katy stood abruptly. The faint perfume of her body, shampoo and soap from that morning’s shower, floated around Alex as she stepped quickly past him towards the closet. They’d been dating long enough that she had started keeping a few things in there for when she stayed over. As though rooted to the spot, Alex silently watched and waited while she found what she was looking for.  
 
    Katy stepped behind him. Alex stiffened as she seized his wrists. Quickly, she wrapped a length of rope around his arms and bound his hands together. Alex’s cock began to swell again as his girlfriend tied his hands and stepped out in front of him. Tucked under her arm, he saw a small whip. 
 
    “Clearly you can’t be trusted in here alone,” she said. “You need to be taught a lesson.” Her eyes no longer shone with anger, but with a sharp glint that he knew well. His cock was swelling rapidly now, rising in the air between them as his desire soared.  
 
    “Katy, please, I - “ 
 
    “Shut up!” The thin whip slashed the air as Katy seized the handle and swung it towards the floor. “You should have come to me if you couldn’t control yourself. There are ways around your little… predicament. But you tried to get away with something, and I can’t tolerate that.” Alex winced as Katy seized a handful of his hair with her free hand and pulled him towards the bed. “Down!” she snapped, and Alex bent at the waist as she forced his face into the mattress. He braced himself as best he could, knowing what was coming, but nothing he did could help with the pain as she brought the thin whip down on his exposed ass. He cried out as Katy struck again and again, drawing lines of red fire across his skin while he squirmed and wailed.  
 
    “Your masturbation privileges have been revoked,” she growled between blows. “From now on, I decide if and when you cum, either by yourself or with my assistance. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes Katy,” Alex sobbed miserably, “yes! I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Good. You should be.” Katy struck him again, and Alex moaned into the mattress. Then she tossed the whip aside. He could hear her breathing hard with the exertion of beating him, and every ounce of energy she had used seemed to combine to make his skin burn. Katy’s anger was swift and terrible. “Get up,” she ordered, and Alex rose stiffly from the bed. There was no way for either of them to miss the hardness of his cock, his erection at full power as his cock pointed at the ceiling. Katy grinned as she looked at him standing before her, beaten and bound.  
 
    “See?” she said. “I can get you hard again. All it takes is a little discipline.” She sat down in the chair in front of his desk again. Alex watched as she extended a foot, dipping it into the puddle of cum he had left on the floor. “Come here,” she said, pointing to the floor in front of her. Alex’s stomach churned as he obeyed, kneeling at her feet. Lifting her foot from the puddle, she crossed her legs. Her toes glistened with his fluids as her foot bobbed in front of his face. 
 
    “Now you’re going to clean up your mess,” she said firmly. “And then, you’re going to get back to work. Only, since you can’t be trusted to use your hands, you’re going to dictate your story to me, and I’ll write it out.” Alex shivered at her words. But the bright marks left by the whip burned on his buttocks, and he wanted more than anything to avoid more punishment at her hands. Grimacing, he leaned forward. Katy’s laughter stung his soul almost as much as her whip had stung his skin as he tentatively licked his own cum from her bare toes. He swallowed the slimy substance as quickly as he was able, but it seemed to cling to the inside of his mouth, and his throat constricted as he tasted himself for her amusement.  
 
    “That’s right, get it all,” Katy urged as she smiled down at him. “Every drop. Get your tongue between those toes.” Katy spread her toes, giggling as his tongue tickled her feet. Once she was satisfied that no trace of his cum remained on her feet, she dipped her foot back into the puddle and lifted it to his lips again. Alex licked her foot clean until he had swallowed every trace of his orgasm. No pleasure, he thought to himself, was worth this. Katy’s punishments were as terrible as her rewards were sublime, and Alex vowed to himself that he would not fail her again. After all, she was right. Masturbating had ruined his ability to work, and only her punishment had brought his libido roaring back. His cock throbbed as he kneeled at her feet. 
 
    “That’s better,” Katy purred once she was finally satisfied that he had swallowed all of his own cum. “Every orgasm you have without my permission from now on, you’re going to have to eat.” Alex nodded. He knew better than to argue with Katy. And as her foot drifted downwards to lightly stroke the skin of his hard cock, he shuddered with reawakened desire. 
 
    “We’re going to have to find a better way to keep this cock under control,” she mused, as though talking to herself. Alex said nothing. He knew his dominant girlfriend well enough to know that his input was not required. A slow smile lit up her face as she stared down at him, and Alex felt fear rise up his spine along with the swell of desire as he gazed up at her. 
 
    “I’ve got an idea,” she smiled menacingly. “Yes, I know exactly what we’ll do.” She turned in the swivel chair, picking up his pen from where he had left it. After a moment’s thought, she reached for the waistband of her shorts and pulled them off in one smooth motion. Alex groaned as her pussy shone in front of him, her swollen lips glistening with the moisture of her own arousal. 
 
    “For inspiration,” she said, spreading her legs to give him a better view. “You can look, but don’t touch. Now, where were we?” she said. Sweeping her hair back from her face, she scanned the paper in front of her. “Her breasts bounced, soft and yet firm, the hard nipples enticing as two cherries”, she read aloud. “Ok. What happens next?” 
 
    * 
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    “Are you OK in there?” 
 
    Alex’s head snapped up from his phone. He came back to himself with a jolt from the faraway place his mind had been wandering in, haunted by visions of beauty and lust. He was almost shocked to find himself in Sandy’s bathroom, perched on the toilet with his phone in his hands. He had no idea how long he’d been there, but his legs had grown numb from sitting. With a groan, he pulled himself to his feet. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m fine,” he called through the door. The light glinted off the cage that contained his throbbing cock as he saw himself in the mirror. The shame that raced through him only fed the rampant lust he felt. It was hard to understand how Katy had managed to reduce him to this, even though he had been there for every moment of it. But standing in front of the mirror with his chastity device on display like that, there was no way for Alex to deny the truth. His girlfriend owned his cock.  
 
      
 
    Caged by Katy 
 
      
 
    The bus swayed its way slowly home. The engine hummed and growled as the heavy vehicle lumbered through the permanent traffic, forming a deep bass rumble under the jarring tinny melodies that leaked from the headphones of fellow passengers. The sky outside hung low and heavy and gray with rain. Alex turned his legs to one side to let the stranger beside him squeeze past and head for the door as their stop approached. Then he slid into the vacated window seat, still warm with the body heat of its former occupant. He peered down into the cars below, watching a couple talking animatedly in a black sedan that kept pace with the crawling bus. Their own climate control, their own seats, their own music. Alex couldn’t avoid the slight stab of envy as he watched the cars move around the bus like small fish clinging to the flanks of a cruising shark. He knew he was incredibly fortunate that his writing paid the bills, and he wouldn’t have it any other way. But his royalties didn’t stretch to being able to afford car payments, let alone gas and insurance and the hundred other expenses that come with having a vehicle. A bus pass was the best he could manage for now. Maybe at some point in the future, he thought to himself with a mental shrug. Maybe sales will get better. Maybe once we move in together. 
 
    Strange how, after a relatively short time, it was impossible for him to imagine a future without Katy in it. For Alex, there was no longer any doubt. It wasn’t a question of if they would move in together, but when. And that was really up to her. He was ready to take the plunge now. He had been ready, he was now willing to admit to himself, almost from the night he met her at his sister’s favorite bar. Certainly by the second date they went on. He knew it was crazy, but he didn’t care. This kind of passion comes along once in a lifetime, if that. Dimly, he supposed there might be a wedding, somewhere of in the hazy gray distance ahead of them. He hadn’t asked her yet; it was far too soon for that. He felt a need to maintain at least the outward appearance of normality. But he was ready for that, too, when the time came. He couldn’t see a reason why he would ever want to be apart from Katy, now that he had found her.  
 
    The low vibration from the bus’ straining engine worked its way into him as he sat with his shoulder against the rattling window. And as he thought of his girlfriend, his beautiful, sexy, dominant girlfriend, he felt that deep rumble melt together with a familiar buzzing of his own. His stomach ached as though he had been quickly dropped, and lust, his near-constant companion these days, reared its horny head inside him. Scenes rose in his mind, scenes of delight and torment, half-memory, half-fantasy. Katy always seemed to know exactly what she was doing. By keeping him this way, almost constantly sexually frustrated, she had found a method of feeding his creativity. When you’re aroused and have no way to find relief, everything in the world seems charged with sex. Alex reached into his pocket for the notebook he had started keeping there and scrawled down a few ideas. That was one thing he was never short of. How could He be, with Katy around? Her creativity was more than a match for his own, and her control over him only grew in pace with his desire. The bus hummed, and Alex could feel the metal of the chastity cage growing tight around his cock as it tried predictably to harden. 
 
    Sandy had invited him out for the night, to some party at a friend’s house, but he had politely declined. She rolled her eyes at the confirmation of what she had been saying to him earlier. Ever since he started dating her friend Katy, Sandy had seen a lot less of the two of them. That happens, Alex knew, when people start dating. Meeting someone isn’t the only reason for a young person to go out at night, but it’s a big incentive. Once you’re in a relationship, the night life loses a lot of its appeal. And more than that. Alex knew that what he had waiting for him at home was better than anything he was going to find in any bar. More maddening, more trying, more frustrating. Katy had been quite clear about that. But his cock throbbed all the same. Alex no longer questioned why the idea of being teased and tormented and ultimately denied got him so excited. It just did. Maybe if he’d never met Katy, his kinky fantasies would have stayed just that, fantasies. Or maybe he’d have tried to get a different girl to act them out, inexpertly and half-heartedly, leading them both to inevitable disappointment. But instead, he had met Katy, a natural dominant if ever there was one. And she had taken control of him as easily as though she was born for it, and it thrilled him beyond anything he could have possibly imagined to be so in thrall to such a beautiful mistress. A beautiful mistress that was waiting for him to come home. 
 
    The bus stood still in traffic as though frozen to the spot, immune to Alex’s mental urging and pleading for the stubborn vehicle to move. Lights changed from green to red and back again to green, and Alex’s heart pounded, and out there in the million blind windows of the faceless city, he knew a light burned just for him. 
 
    * 
 
    “Roger had never felt anything like this before. The slick leather, warmed by Anya’s body heat, creaked and groaned in a voice that matched his own as the beautiful dominatrix hovered over him. Shackled to the bed, he could only squirm and writhe as far as the cuffs allowed him, his body taut with hunger as she ran her fingers gently over his hard cock.” 
 
    The words stopped their dance across the glowing screen as Alex fell silent. Katy had entered the room, and her gray eyes shone as she fixed them on him, her full red lips swelling upwards in a devious smile. She even walked differently. Alex could tell when a dominant mood was on her, when she was giving free reign to her deepest desires. He could see it in her eyes and her face and the lines of her outrageous body as she walked slowly towards him, taking her time. A mistress is never hurried. And Katy knew as well as Alex did that he wasn’t going anywhere, any more than he was capable of doing anything to stop her. She had made sure of that. All he could do was wait. 
 
    One of the hardest things about writing, Alex had heard, is actually making yourself do it. Procrastination is the curse of the creative mind, and millions of fans anxiously awaiting the next book in their favorite series can attest to how lazy authors, even the best of them, can be. That was a problem Alex didn’t have. As far as the tax office was concerned, he was self-employed, but Katy was his real boss. And Katy had no mercy. Katy knew all about his bad habits and had neutralized each and every one. That was why he sat immobile in his swivel chair, his hands cuffed around the metal pole that supported the backrest and the cuffs themselves tied to the bottom of the chair. That was why his computer was set up to record speech, so that he could simply dictate his story into the machine and let it do the typing for him. Katy had set him here and literally tied him to his chair to work. Furthermore, Alex’s ass still bore faint marks from the last time she had whipped him, the last time he had had an orgasm without Katy’s direct permission. If every writer had Katy to answer to, there wouldn’t be enough space in all the libraries of the world for the books that would have been written. 
 
    But Katy bored easily. Sitting out in the living room watching TV while he worked alone in the bedroom would only keep her occupied for so long. Especially with him in here, bound and helpless. Writing erotica always got him going - in fact, Alex believed that if a story didn’t get him hard, it wouldn’t do anything for his readers, either. And as Katy’s steely eyes flickered over his helpless body, Alex’s cock throbbed. It jutted upwards from between his legs, hot and hard and hungry for release, and there was nothing he could do about it. Ever since Katy had found out that he lost the will to work after ejaculation, she had taken measures to prevent it. Even before his girlfriend entered the room, he had been in a state of near-frenzied arousal. As she continued her slow walk towards him, Alex trembled uncontrollably. Hope and fear rose together within him as she approached. 
 
    Katy had shed her clothes in the living room. She wore only the black boots that she had come to his house in that day, the supple leather hugging her calves as it rose to just below her knees. The tall heels clicked on the floor of his bedroom with every step she took. Alex gulped. The neatly trimmed strip of her black pubic hair showed in the middle of the enticing swell of her hips, and above her flat and toned stomach, her heavy breasts bounced. He could see her nipples standing proud and erect in the midst of the creamy flesh, and his mouth watered. He wanted nothing more in that moment than to taste her, to feel her soft and scented skin against his lips, to hear her breath catch in her throat, just a little, as he kissed her. His cuffs rattled against the chair. Katy had an enviable supply of restraints and other instruments of pleasure and pain, and these cuffs were no cheap toy. They held Alex tight while his mistress approached, and she laughed to see him struggle.  
 
    “How’s it going in here?” She spoke in a low voice, little more than a whisper, and her boobs hung down from her slender body as she leaned over him. One hand rested On his shoulder for balance, and she grinned up at him through the falling curtain of her dark hair while her other hand reached out for his manhood. He gasped as she traced a finger along the underside of his shaft, making his cock leap and bounce to her touch. His eyes closed. He was close, so close. But Katy knew that. And she knew how to keep him there, right where she wanted him, without ever letting him go over the edge. Her eyes were still locked on him when he opened his own eyes again. 
 
    “Good,” he said. “I’m at five thousand words.” Unheeded, the words appeared on the screen as he spoke them, the dumb machine unable to differentiate between fiction and conversation.  
 
    “Good,” Katy purred. Her fingers continued to slide up and down his throbbing cock as she spoke, and the breath caught in Alex’s chest as his heart pounded against the inside of his ribs. She wasn’t going to let him cum, not yet. He knew that. But he couldn’t help hoping, swayed By the blind optimism of his libido. Katy stroked him softly, maddeningly softly, stimulating him while denying him the slight increase in pressure that would take him over the edge. His crafty girlfriend knew exactly what she was doing. “That’s good. You should keep going.” Turning her face to the screen, she leaned over the keyboard of Alex’s computer. The smell of her perfume turned his head, and the feel of her skin against his sent hot darts of pleasure all along his sparking nerves as she brushed past him. Her nimble fingers, releasing his reluctant cock, spread over the keys as she deleted the words they had spoken, faithfully recorded by the computer. Then she stood up straight, her bare breasts bouncing a little as she rose to her full height. Patting him affectionately on the shoulder, she turned and stepped behind him. He heard the bed springs sigh underneath her as she crawled onto the mattress. 
 
    “Roger groaned.” Alex cleared his throat and tried again. “Waves of pleasure rolled through his bound body, gasoline poured onto the flames of desire that were slowly roasting his heart. Anya knew exactly what she was doing. Indomitable in her beauty, unapproachable in her power, she loomed over him like a conquering goddess, the leather outfit that encased her body shining in the dim light. Time stood still as Roger’s body throbbed with need, his mind overthrown by her beauty and his own desire for that beauty which he could never hope to possess.” Alex stopped. A soft sound behind him made him turn his head. His stomach lurched as he peered over his shoulder at his girlfriend. 
 
    Katy lay back on his bed, her knees bent. Her boots shone dully, their heels catching in the sheets with every movement she made. Her legs were brazenly spread, and Alex watched in forlorn desire as her fingers slid over her glistening pussy. Her pink lips were swollen with desire as she traced their shape with her fingers, and Alex’s cock lurched at the sight of her womanhood, so close to him and yet impossibly far. His stomach was a tight knot of need as he strained uselessly against the cuffs that held him. Katy’s breasts rose and fell on her chest as she breathed heavily her gorgeous body seeming to swell with pleasure as she gently touched herself. Her face was lost in the dark storm of her hair. 
 
    “Keep going,” she growled as her fingers continued their practiced dance.  
 
    “’You like that, don’t you, slave?’ Anya purred. Wracked with lust as he was, Roger still heard the way her voice lingered on the final word, drawing out the vowel teasingly as though merely speaking it gave her pleasure. And while he bristled at the demeaning title, it was hard to deny its truth. There he was, tied to her bed, completely at the mercy of a woman who was notably low on that particular quality. There was next to nothing, Roger realized, that he wouldn’t do if she told him to. If only he could touch her, taste her. If only she would let him please her the way his body longed to do. He knew what Anya wanted to hear, and he knew he had no choice but to say it. What remained of his pride dug its steel claws into his heart, but the howling lust inside his body left him no choice. Anya smiled down at him, smug in her inevitable victory, and Roger’s dry lips twitched as she formed the words she wanted to hear. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ Roger panted, the breath rattling in his throat as he spoke, ‘Yes…Mistress.’” 
 
    “Mmmmmm.” Katy’s high heels dragged across the sheets as her legs swayed. Using his feet on the floor, Alex turned the chair to face her fully. He watched wide-eyed as she curled her fingers up inside herself, her wet lips parted by two digits that shone with her own juices as she slid them in and out. He could see the bud of her clitoris swelling beneath her busy palm, and her whole body trembled as she ran a thumb across it. Alex’s cock felt ready to explode as he watched the enthralling display, every nerve of his body alive with anguished lust. “Keep going,” she urged breathlessly, her head thrashing blindly from side to side as her pleasure mounted. 
 
    “’That’s right,’ said Anya, ‘I am your Mistress. And you are my weak little slave.’” Alex glanced over his shoulder towards his screen. The computer was recording his words faithfully, and he turned back to watch Katy squirming and moaning on his bed. His scalp crawled as two visions shone in front of his confused eyes, the mistress in his head and the goddess in his bed. He had given Anya blonde hair and different features, but in his heart Alex knew the truth. She was Katy. All of his women were her, and she knew it and gloried in it as he told her story a hundred times over without ever tiring in his contemplation of her. Alex drew a deep breath that was scented with the flavor of Katy’s lonely passion, and tried with everything he had to concentrate on the story while Katy masturbated right in front of him. 
 
    “The mattress sank under her foot as Anya stepped up onto the bed. Her sharp heels dug into the fabric, and she walked carefully. Roger couldn’t resist a desperate glance into the darkness between her legs as she stood above him, her feet on either side of his body. Anya’s smile deepened as she watched him struggle. Raising one leg, she ran her heel along the skin of his chest, leaving a thin red trail of broken skin along his body to mark him as hers.” 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Katy moaned. Her fingers shone as they slid in and out of her more rapidly, and Alex saw the tell-tale tremble of her thighs as her body hummed with pleasure. He could see that she was close, almost as close as he was to orgasm, and her thumb grazed her clitoris again, drawing another long moan from her raw throat. 
 
    “’Time to please your mistress, slave,’ Anya smirked. Roger watched, panting with need, as Anya lifted her short leather skirt. Her pussy came into view, her lips damp already with arousal, and Roger’s cock lurched as he looked up into the source of her divine femininity. His body bounced on the mattress as she took a few careful steps towards him, her hips rolling from side to side, and when her feet stood on either side of his head, Roger knew what was coming. Slowly, she lowered herself down, her thighs bunching as she squatted above him, and the smell of her arousal drove hot nails of lust through Roger’s vibrating heart. Anya paused above him for a moment, letting him stare up at the pussy he craved, letting him feel her heat and smell her aroma while she taunted him with her womanhood.  
 
    ‘Beg for it,’ she snarled.” 
 
    “Oh my God!” Katy’s hand was almost a blur now, and Alex could hear the wet sound of her fingers plunging rapidly in and out of the wetness between her legs. Her back arched, lifting her midsection right off the mattress as though she was about to float towards the ceiling, borne up on a tide of unstoppable pleasure. Her boots scrabbled in the sheets as she thrashed, and Alex’s cock lurched maddeningly as he watched her whole body stiffen. Katy cried out, her loud yell of pleasure bouncing back from the bedroom ceiling, and a hot jet of fluid spilled from between her legs. Alex was close enough to watch her pussy lips clench around her fingers as though trying to draw them deeper inside, close enough to feel her orgasm in his own body like the intense pressure of a train rushing by. His sighs were lost in her moans and cries as she came, soaking the sheets beneath her with the sudden rush of her fluids. She lay still at last, one arm draped across her face, her bare breasts rising and falling steadily as she breathed. Alex waited.  
 
    Finally, Katy sat up. Her cheeks were flushed pink with the afterglow of her orgasm, and her eyes were glassy with pleasure as she smiled at him. Alex knew his mistress. Despite her orgasm, she wasn’t done with him. At least, he desperately hoped not. 
 
    “That was hot,” she smiled. Alex smiled back, a pale ghost of a smile that struggled against the monstrous lust that filled him. 
 
    “Save and close,” he said to the computer, and the fan whirred into life as the machine obeyed his vocal command. The air in the room was tight as a drum as he turned back to Katy. He could almost see the gears churning inside her beautiful head as some new idea bloomed darkly within her, those deep recesses of her mind that he had come to adore and fear in almost equal measure. Her boots thumped on the floor as she inched her way to the side of the bed, every inch of her naked body glowing with the pleasure she had allowed him to witness.  
 
    “Is it easier to dictate your stories, or to write them by hand?” Alex blinked at the unexpected question. It was from another world, tearing him out of the expectant hush of the moment. But Katy was waiting for an answer. 
 
    “I prefer doing it by hand,” he said truthfully. Katy nodded. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she said. Her breasts bounced as she stood, her puckered nipples rising still from the vast orbs of flesh. “That’s why I got you a present.” She turned, and Alex watched her swaying form, naked but for her tall boots, stride towards the living room. He heard a rustle, and she returned quickly with something small in her hand. Alex peered at it as she held it up to the light. 
 
    “What’s that?” he asked. Katy smiled. 
 
    “A chastity device,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s a chastity device,” she shrugged. “Your cock goes in there, like that, and then we just put a lock through here, and then your cock is all locked away in a little cage. You won’t be able to touch yourself unless I decide to unlock you. That way, you can have your hands free again.” 
 
    “But….” Alex’s lips trembled. Even for Katy, this was extreme. His mind whirred, a thousand different emotions all springing up at once. She already controlled him, there was no doubt about that. But to give her this level of power over him…. 
 
    “Come on,” Katy said. Her ripe red lips pouted as she stepped towards him. His chair creaked under their combined weight as she sat down in his lap, and Alex sighed at the feel of her hip brushing against his aching cock. “Don’t you think it’ll be hot? I do. Having you all locked up, unable to even get hard without permission. I’ve been thinking about it for a while. I can just imagine being at work, say, and thinking of you here, all horny and unable to do anything about it, and it gets me wet.” Alex could see that. He could feel her wetness against his thigh as her pussy slowly leaked her juices onto his skin. The menacing cage rattled in he fingers while her other hand reached for his cock, stroking him slowly while he moaned and squirmed.  
 
    “But…what if I need to…?” he panted. 
 
    “You won’t,” Katy smiled. “If you want to cum, you have to convince me you’ve earned it. Let’s face it, that’s already how it works anyway. This just ensures it. Once this goes on, I own your cock, and I decide when and how and if it gets used.” Alex shuddered. He couldn’t deny the dark appeal in her words. Her power turned him on, and this was the ultimate expression of that. The idea of her owning his cock was too exciting to ignore. 
 
    “Of course, it won’t go on when you’re hard like this,” Katy said, continuing to stroke his cock. “I’ll make you a deal. I’ll let you cum right now. But after that, the cage goes on.” Her gray eyes bored into his. Alex’s heart pounded. He felt as though he was on the edge of some great precipice, and a wild voice inside him was screaming at him to jump. There would be no going back from this, he knew. But when he thought of his old life, before Katy, the crappy job and lonely nights, he knew he would never want to go back anyway, no matter what the cost. 
 
    “Ok,” he panted, “I’ll do it.” Katy’s eyes flashed with delight. The metal cage clunked on the desk behind him. Rising, Katy turned and straddled his lap. He moaned with need as her soft lips met his in a passionate kiss, their tongues sparring with one another as though they were trying to devour each other. Her breasts pressed against his chest, and the softness of her skin drove him even deeper into desire. He moaned against her mouth as she sank down on top of him, guiding his throbbing cock inside her with her hand. The wet walls of her pussy clamped tightly around his cock as she slid up and down, gasping and moaning, and Alex felt his balls boiling with a fast-approaching orgasm. Her dark hair fell around both of them like a blanket thrown over them, and all the pressure of a long and teasing day suddenly came to a head. Katy moaned happily as she felt Alex explode inside her, and the breath roared through his open mouth as he panted and moaned.  
 
    When Alex’s orgasm finally subsided, Katy stood. Sliding his softening cock out of her dripping pussy, she reached for the chastity device. Alex watched, glassy-eyed, too exhausted by pleasure to protest as she slid the device over his now-flaccid member. The metal clicked quietly as she locked it in place.  
 
    “There,” Katy said happily, patting the cage gently with her hand, “all mine.” Alex winced. The weight of the device was unfamiliar to him, and his cock seemed almost as though it was trying to swell again at her words. Even soft, his member seemed to fill the device. He couldn’t imagine trying to get hard in this thing. 
 
    Katy moved around behind him. He felt the pressure against his wrists vanish as she released the cuffs. His arms hung slackly at his sides. Katy stepped past him, sitting down on the edge of the bed in front of him. 
 
    “Now,” she said, “I haven’t decided how long I’m going to keep you in there yet. But you know the rules. You have to clean up your mess.” Slowly, she parted her legs. Alex could see the wet mess of his cum inside her, dripping slowly from her lips, and his stomach clenched. Katy stared at him, an evil little smile on her beautiful face.  
 
    “What’s the matter?” she said. “Don’t you want to clean me up? You know it’s wise for you to keep me happy.” Alex knew. He had known all along. Katy was right. The steel around his cock was only the outward sign of an inner truth that had existed between them for a long time now. Without a word, he sank to his knees at her feet. Katy smiled as she pulled his face between her shining thighs. 
 
    * 
 
    Alex leaped from the bus the moment the doors opened at his stop. The ride home from Sandy’s house had been interminable. Hurrying across the street, he fumbled his keys from his pocket and tore open the front door of his building. Unwilling to wait for the elevator, he raced instead up the stairs. 
 
    He had given Katy a key to his apartment a long time ago. While he was hanging out with his sister, she had been shopping, and he couldn’t wait to see what she had bought. Katy looked good in everything. Her texts had teased him all the way home, letting him know that she was waiting for him. He barged through the door of his apartment and slammed it shut behind him, his head swiveling on his neck as he looked for her. A cluster of shopping bags lay strewn across the living room floor, but Katy wasn’t there. He hurried towards the bedroom, his cock aching inside the tight prison of the chastity device.  
 
    Katy sat on the edge of the bed, waiting for him. Her dark hair was swept back from her face in a sleek ponytail that hung down past her shoulders. Her eyes glowed under a heavy coat of dark makeup. Her lips, red and full, lifted in a devious smile as she saw him. She had definitely been shopping. A red latex vest clung to her torso, shining in the light and creaking slightly as she breathed. A silver zipper shone as it made its way down the front of the vest, her breasts swelling magnificently through the parted zipper and making Alex’s cock throb mercilessly. Her legs were crossed, and black platform pumps encased Her feet, a wicked six-inch heel glittering like a weapon as she bobbed her foot. Alex raised his eyes again to the silver necklace that hung from her neck, dangling just above her breath-taking cleavage. A small plain key hung from the necklace. He knew at once that it was the key to his cage.  
 
    “Crawl over here, slave,” Katy smiled. Alex didn’t need to be told twice. Without a word, he dropped to his knees and crawled obediently to his mistress.  
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