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Taking Advantage

At certain places or times, there were these moments when Michael couldn't be really sure what he was feeling. Like as he made his way down the sidewalk toward the large, glass building up ahead, he mostly let his gaze wander around, only then he saw this beautiful woman. Probably somewhere in her mid-twenties, she looked gorgeous. He studied at the fur-lined edges of her boots and jacket along with the tight, leather pants she wore. As she strode ahead, confident and powerful, he had to wonder what she did for a living.

Flashes of embarrassment and shame ricocheted beneath the surface of his skin, but he didn't turn away. They came to the end of the street, she stopped at the crosswalk, and he remained several feet back. Apparently bored, she pulled out her phone, turned to the side, and he saw her face.

It wasn't just the texture or vivid shine of her hair that made it so difficult for Michael to pull his gaze away from this young woman. It was the shape of her nose, the curves of her cheeks, and at the pillowy fullness of her lips.

He kept staring.

From one moment to the next, he waited for her to look up from her phone, to make eye contact with him, and to scare him off. Instead, he drank in the sight of this beautiful girl, like he couldn't help himself. There was something so powerful, so magnetic or gravitational about her presence.

Other men would have spotted a beautiful girl like her and imagined her in a bikini or maybe some lingerie. Perhaps they would think of her dressed as a Playboy bunny, or maybe they would have relied on some other chauvinist male fantasy.

Instead, Michael found himself picturing her in the same black pants maybe with a matching corset. She would hold a whip or a paddle in one hand, and he would be down on his knees with his hands cuffed behind his back and a chastity cage between his legs. She could grab him, slap him, pinch his nipples, or simply tease him.

Another wave of humiliation washed over him as he imagined what it would be like to plead with her. "Please, Mistress. Please, let me out of this cage. Please, I can't take it!" The desperation would be there, swirling at the base of his stomach. His cock would twitch again and again, and there might even be those droplets of pre-come at the tip.

That would be as close as he could come to an erection.

As a man, he should have been more aggressive. Instead, he imagined begging this girl, someone who may have been half his age, for the chance to get out of his chastity cage. No, he wasn't actually wearing one, yet the desire remained.

Clenching his eyes shut, he thought about his therapist, a woman named Sara Zolov. She was smart, mature, and capable. She also worked to help him through these desires and feelings.

He recalled one of the early sessions, "I understand your fetishes, Michael. These are not terribly uncommon. Now, in past decades, these paraphilias would have been classified as pathological. That said, it now comes down to a question of degree. If you aren't happy with these desires and urges, then we can work on eliminating them from your psyche. It's going to take a lot of work. Are you going to do it?"

He had answered with an unequivocal yes.

That had been several weeks ago, and he wanted to believe he was making progress, but he still couldn't bring himself to stop staring at this young woman. His chest tightened, and those urges only strengthened as he imagined what she could take from him.

He tried to sound cynical, but these questions kept pulsating through his head, Do you have any idea how powerful you are? You are this beautiful girl, and there are men just like me all over the world, I bet. If you snapped your fingers and smiled, we would drop to our knees before you. We would acknowledge you as our superior. You would be like a goddess from some ancient civilization, and we would obey your every command. It was so easy to imagine her sliding the chastity cage over his cock, securing the fasteners, and engaging the lock.

Click.

Another sound chimed through the air, and he realized that the lights had changed. Sure enough, a couple of other pedestrians headed across the street as the cars waited patiently in front of their stoplights. The young woman turned, and she started walking toward the same building as Michael.

This was silly, he thought.

He needed to do something better than ogling this girl, so he straightened his back, lifted his chin, and he concentrated on what he really wanted to do and who he wished to be. If he didn't want to let his fetishes control him, then he needed to practice some real discipline. That's why he started walking faster, his shoes clicking against the concrete as he passed this young woman. Once he did so, he started to feel free, like he had accomplished something important. Yes, so many of his instincts still cried out for him to fall back behind her, to check out the curves of her ass, the way her hair rippled with her every step, and those fluid movements of her slender legs in those tight, leather pants.

He would be thinking about that for quite some time, Michael realized.

Not only that, he was hard.

Shaking his head from side to side, he rushed toward the building. He went faster and faster. He didn't break out into an actual jog, but he came close.

A few minutes later, he pushed his way through the doors, and he marched across the expansive lobby. Off to one side, several men in security uniforms looked on, obviously bored as they watched the different visitors. To the other side of the lobby, there were a bunch of receptionists answering questions.

For his part, Michael went to the left, and he headed over to the public elevators. He rode one up to the fourth floor, just as he did every Thursday afternoon.

In the elevator, there was that quick tug of inertia as he stared straight ahead. While he waited, a strange thought occurred to him. Was he supposed to tell Dr. Zolov about his experience with the girl outside?

Then he smirked and shook his head from side to side.

One problem with his desires was how pathetic it made him. Most men didn't yearn for slavery. Most men didn't look out at the women around them and decide that those females were superior and deserved to rule their lives. No, even if there was something alluring about that prospect, Michael couldn't let those ideas control him. He wouldn't tell his therapist about it.

The doors to the elevator opened, he headed down the hall just as he always did on Thursdays, and he entered her office. The receptionist, a young woman with blonde hair and black glasses smiled at him. "Hello," she said. "You're Dr. Zolov's four o'clock, right?"

"That's correct," he said.

"Unfortunately, the doctor was called away, but if you have a seat, her substitute will be in shortly."

"Substitute?" Michael asked. He was about to say something else, only the door to the small waiting area opened behind him. He glanced over his shoulder, surprised, mostly because he hadn't encountered any of the psychologist's other patients. He had always assumed that the schedules were established so that the different people entering this office didn't encounter one another to protect their privacy.

Only this woman probably wasn't a patient.

It was the girl from the street, the one in those fur-lined boots and with that snug jacket and now he saw she wore a white blouse underneath. It was tight against her flanks and the flat of her stomach, almost like a corset. Michael closed his eyes and tried to shake that image.

"Marta," said the receptionist. "This is Michael, your aunt's four o'clock patient."

Marta didn't recognize him, obviously. Down the street, she had walked ahead of him; just as importantly, she had been on her phone for some of that time.

"Hello, Michael," said the young woman. She pulled off her jacket and hung it on her arm even as she extended one hand forward.

If you told me to right now, I would get down on my knees and lick your boots. That ridiculous thought shot through his head, and he almost wanted to laugh, especially because those ideas were so irrational. What was it about the men like Michael who seemed to think that their surrender had some kind of objective value? Sure, there probably were women out there who yearned to have actors or famous singers under their control, like it would have been amazing to turn Captain America into a sex slave, but would the average woman want a random guy like Michael?

No. Probably not.

That was another reason why he needed to get these feelings under control. He had to push away those desires and control himself! Too often, even men who claimed to be servile and eager to please consistently pushed for their own urges, their own desires. It was just a different kind of selfishness.

Michael was smart enough to recognize those problems, hence his need to meet with Dr. Zolov.

After several more seconds, he remembered that he was supposed to shake her hand. He brought his fingers up, and her grip was surprisingly strong. She had a cool touch, and her skin was so soft, so smooth…

His cock twitched again in his pants.

"Well, Michael, it's a pleasure to meet you. I don't know if my aunt's assistant has been able to tell you what's going on, but she was called away for an emergency, so I was hoping you and I could speak today."

"What?" The question dropped from his mouth like a lead weight.

"First off, I would like to assure you that I am qualified. I’m a PhD student, but I have already completed several internships, and I am certified to work with you, if you are comfortable doing so."

"But, but it would just be for today, right?"

"In all likelihood," she said, the corners of her eyes crinkling slightly. She smiled again, and there was something so powerful about the curve of her lips. What was wrong with him? What evolutionary drive or instinct compelled him to enjoy the sight of this young woman so much?

Marta continued, "That said, I want you to know that I am very familiar with your file and situation."

"You are?"

"That's right," she confirmed. "When you first started working with my aunt, you signed a several releases that allow her to share your information with other medical professionals. It is my educated opinion that you shouldn't skip any sessions. Ideally, my aunt would be here, but since that is impossible, you and I can talk about your situation, your therapies, and your progress."

"Do you really think that would be a good idea?"

Michael expected her to hesitate. After all, she looked so young. How could this girl be close to earning a PhD? She looked like an undergraduate at best, maybe a high school girl at worst. Only now, she flashed him another smile, and she seemed so smooth, so practiced and confident, "I do." Michael glanced over at the receptionist, like he thought she might have some kind of input. But of course, she kept her expression studiously neutral.

Inevitably, he broke, "Yeah. Okay. Let's go in."

"That's a very good decision," Marta told him. She held out her hand, motioning for him to walk into the office.

Michael remembered the first time he sat down on this small couch. Like so many other patients, he had shifted around nervously, first placing his hands on his knees, then wondering aloud whether or not he was supposed to lay back. Sara, his new therapist, had smiled indulgently and told him, "It's okay. Relax. You can sit on the couch however you like."

Over the course of the last few months, he had become much more comfortable in this office, only now it was Marta who sat across from him. Just like her aunt, she crossed her legs, and she leaned forward slightly. He glanced up, drank in the sight of her snug blouse and those fur-lined boots. Not only that, there was the narcotic sheen of her black, leather pants.

For just a second or two, he wished he could run his hands up along the smooth material. He wanted to feel the heat of her body radiating through that leather. He wanted the aroma to fill his nostrils as he experienced something amazing, something so incredible.

Yeah, women could rule the world if they really understood how much power they have over us. They just have to smile, flip their hair, or sharpen their tone, and we melt before them. Michael knew that probably wasn't true for men at every corner of the globe, but he didn't care. In a small office with this beautiful woman seated just a few feet away, he knew how he felt.

Unlike her aunt, Marta didn't use a simple pen and notepad. Instead, she had a tablet, and she lifted her stylist as she got ready. "First off, I want to remind you that I have gone through your file quite thoroughly. That said, I would like to hear about your current situation. How are you doing right here and right now?"

"Fine?"

"Michael," she said with a hint of a smile, "We both know you're going to have to do better than that."

Exhaling slowly, he breathed out between his teeth. He nodded more to himself than anyone else and said, "Okay." Just then, he was going to start talking about watching her, following her, and practically being addicted to her down on the street. Resisting the urge, he instead told her, "I think I'm struggling a bit."

"With your fantasies?"

"Yes."

"How would you describe them?" As she asked, she made sure to keep her eyes on him, although the tip of her stylist danced across of the surface of her tablet.

This time, it was easier. He closed his eyes, and he told her, "I want to surrender." That seemed like the simplest distillation of those desires, but she might not understand, so he continued, "I don't know what's wrong with me, but it's something I've been thinking about a lot more lately." He gulped; it was hard to be honest with this young woman right there in the room. "It's like, I know it's not logical or rational, but I still feel like I belong on my knees in front of a powerful woman." There. He said it.

Still, the PhD student wasn't satisfied, he could tell. Her stylist had stopped, but she still had her eyes aimed at him. They were blue, he realized. He could only make eye contact with her for a few seconds before he had to look back down at the contours of his knees. He pushed the heels of his palms down against his legs as he nervously burned through some extra energy.

Exhaling, he tried again. "I don't know why, but I want to be restrained. I want to be locked in chastity."

"Chastity?" She raised an eyebrow.

"Yes," Michael forced himself to admit.

"What do you think that would accomplish?"

"Accomplish?" This time, Michael managed to chuckle. "I don't think it would accomplish anything, not really. It's just a desire I have. It's like I want to be owned. I want to be controlled. Deep down, I know that’s what I'm supposed to serve."

"And yet, I can hear the uncertainty in your voice as you tell me all of this."

"That's because it's ridiculous," he growled back at her. All at once, Michael realized that he was actually panting. Taking a steadying breath, he tried again. "If I want a healthy relationship, then it should be built on trust, equality, and mutual respect." That was something his normal therapist had told him at several points.

"That is certainly the consensus in the medical community," Marta replied. "Are you embarrassed by your feelings?" She had to know the answer to this question, but she asked it nonetheless.

"Yes."

"And you want to control yourself, don't you?"

"I do," he said.

"How often do you masturbate?"

It was such a pointed, incisive question. It was something only a medical professional could casually ask. Not only that, her stylus was poised above the surface of her tablet once again.

"I'm not sure."

She set her stylus down, leaned forward slightly, and said, "Michael, tell me the truth."

It was a command.

Just beneath that coaxing, gently assertive tone of voice, the command remained, and he knew he would do whatever she said. Even if he had to close his eyes, he told her, "Two or three times per day."

"And when you masturbate, what you think about?"

He wanted to say, "I think about women just like you, young, powerful, confident, and completely unstoppable." Instead, he pulled in another breath and held it for several seconds. As he started to exhale, he confessed, "I think about what it would be like to be treated like an animal, collared, to lose control."

"An animal?"

"I've wondered what it would be like to be a pony," he said.

She smirked, "I always wanted a pony." After another heartbeat, she seemed to realize how that comment might be construed as inappropriate, so she continued, "So you yearn for a sense of powerlessness?"

"Complete and absolute," he said.

"It's funny," she said. "In some ways, you represent the opposite of toxic masculinity."

"Really?" He couldn't help but let a hint of hope slide into his voice.

"That's right," she replied. "As far as I can tell, you are something of an anachronism. You remind me a little bit of a medieval knight. You are in search of a lady to serve. You'd be obedient and dedicated to her."

"Yes, that's right!"

"That said, those ideals have faded away, so we need to start thinking about strategies for you to use. You want to control these desires. Okay. Let's figure out what we can do."

After he left, Marta sat behind the desk, and she had already uploaded her notes from her tablet to the cloud. Now those details were right there on the monitor in front of her. Her fingers played along the keyboard, only she couldn't bring herself to write. Officially, she had lots of recommendations. She had studied specific behavioral strategies that could help an individual control their thoughts. Generally, those were used in terms of helping people with problems like negative thinking or self-destructive ideation.

Only now, she kept thinking about Batman.

Michael.

There had been something fascinating about him, especially when he managed to look at her.

Usually, Marta disliked interacting with men. Obviously, she couldn't simply focus on women in terms of a psychiatric practice, especially when she was just starting out. Whether she liked it or not, men comprised half of the human race, which meant she had to deal with them. Still, there was something so infuriating about the male half of society.

Without thinking, she jumped back to those classroom discussions and seminar meetings with her fellow students. Whether she was thinking about her first couple of years in college or her postgraduate work, she had no trouble recalling the arrogant boys.

Yes, they were boys. Despite all of their vaunted intellectualism and supposedly brilliant ideas, they didn't come off like men, not really, mostly because Marta had never seen any real reason to respect them. They loved blathering on and on, mostly because they yearned to hear the sounds of their own voices. At the same time, they were so fragile. Seriously, there had been these instances where she pointed out the flaws in their reasoning, and what did they do? They threw their little tantrums, slumping down in their desks and crossing their arms over their chests like little children. Or worse, they would glare at her, raising their voices and almost shouting.

The worst part? So many of her classmates would listen to those guys. Even the young women who knew that those boys were full of it still paid attention to what they said. What was that? Some kind of biological imperative, maybe an evolutionarily driven instinct?

It didn't matter.

But what if things could change?

During her session with that boy, Marta remained completely professional. Like so many teachers, servers, doctors, and other therapists, Marta knew how to suppress her own concerns. She focused on her patient, and she explored the different questions and strategies relevant to his situation. Compulsive behaviors and pathological desires were common enough, especially in the literature, all of which made it easy for her to concentrate on everything she was "supposed" to do and say.

Only then she finished writing up her notes.

And now, she was supposed to plan out several different possibilities for additional treatment.

Marta gave up after a little while. She couldn't bring herself to think about the next session, mostly because she already knew it wasn't going to happen.

Rather, she went out, had dinner, and came home. She showered and got ready for bed. Along the way, Marta kept drifting back to that boy. Michael.

He was older than she would have normally found attractive, and yet there was still something there. He was reasonably handsome. Without trying, she could recall the shape of his cheeks, the curve of his chin, and the way his gaze had jumped around the office.

If she had watched the recording of him, then maybe she would have assumed that he had been faking it. But because she had been in that same room, she knew it had been genuine. This man, despite all of the benefits of male privilege, really meant what he said. On some level, he truly wished to obey.

I could take advantage of him.

That thought was obviously unethical. As a clinical therapist, she had an ethical obligation to help him. He wanted to rid himself of those urges, so she needed to cooperate. She had to offer her best suggestions and advice. In doing so, he could grow as a person, become more fulfilled, and move on.

Before she went to bed, Marta stood in front of the full-length mirror positioned in the corner of her bedroom. She stood there, and her hair was still damp. She held the brush underneath her fingertips, and she ran the teeth through the moist tresses. With each stroke, she stared straight ahead, and she kept thinking of that simple sentence.

I could take advantage of him.

No, it was her obligation to cure him.

And if she did that, what would happen?

Normally, when Marta considered the various syndromes, disorders, and mental illnesses she and her colleagues encountered, she never had any doubts about the moral character of what she was doing. Although she hadn't yet finished her PhD, Marta could have made a lot of money in a variety of fields, most notably advertising. Lots of executives wanted to believe that a woman like her would have the keys to influencing their consumers.

Of course, the world wasn't that simple, yet that hardly mattered.

Returning her attention to that boy, Marta stopped. Her hand froze, and the brush remained there, poised halfway down the length of her mane. She nibbled on the inside of her mouth and considered that really big question. If she "fixed" him, would that make the world a better place? Normally, she thought of the people she might be able to help, and she needed to believe objectively that the world would be a better place based on her efforts. That was one reason why so many people went into fields like teaching, medicine, law enforcement, public safety, and clinical psychology. She and her colleagues truly wished to make the world a better place.

At that exact moment, Michael was probably off, gently stroking his cock or masturbating furiously. Perhaps he was even thinking about her…

Marta blinked, surprised. She honestly expected to be horrified by that notion. She smirked, amused by the idea that it would be one or the other. At the same time, she recalled that desperation in his voice. He really wanted to serve. He really wanted to obey. Those ideas swirled through his head again and again, ultimately sublimating into the idea that women were his superiors and deserved to rule him.

What if she did?

I could take advantage of him.

No, she told herself. It was still her obligation to cure him. But what would he become? Another sexist? Another chauvinist? Would he, perhaps without even realizing it, adopt all of those twisted, toxic ideologies that said men should be able to do whatever they wanted? Granted, most of the worst offenders weren't really capable of understanding their beliefs and predilections. They automatically assumed that women and men faced the same circumstances. On a superficial level, this made sense. But those were the same guys who failed to really consider what it was like to be a woman.

Marta shook her head from side to side. She didn't think of herself as an ideologue, but now she nibbled on the inside of her mouth. She pulled the brush away from her hair, and she was about to set it aside on the small desk where she kept most of her makeup. Then she turned the paddle around, and she looked down at the smooth, solid surface. She wondered what it would be like to have Michael spread across her lap, face down. She could paddle his ass with this brush. She could strike again and again, swinging down hard. There would be the sounds of slapped flesh, maybe even his groans, growls, and whimpers of dismay. If he was anything like most of the men out there, he would try to remain stoic and neutral, as though this didn't affect him.

This girlish giggle vibrated up her throat. She shook her head, covered her mouth, and felt both demure and adorably feminine. Then she tossed the brush aside, and she threw herself down onto her mattress. She reached up for the switch on her light and turned it off. Darkness enveloped the room, she closed her eyes, and she did her best to relax.

It didn't help.

First, there was that chorus of that very simple idea.

I could take advantage of him.

Again and again, she pushed that idea aside. It was ridiculous; it was crazy. She could never do something like that. It would go against everything she wanted to believe.

Only then another question occurred to her.

Both in the case studies she had read and the theoretical situations she and her classmates had discussed in her seminars, all of the disorders and pathologies had been obvious. Patients with OCD or PTSD obviously suffered from their maladies. These were people who were struggling and truly needed to change their lives.

What about Michael?

If she "cured" him, then he would just be like the rest of the men. Would that make them happier?

If it wouldn't, maybe he would be more functional as a subservient boy.

Then another thought popped into her head. She didn't expect it; Marta never could have predicted it.

Maybe he would be more functional as a slave. My slave.

That notion seemed to banish any possibility of sleep. Alone in the dark in her bedroom, she opened her eyes, and she stared straight up, not that she could pick out any details of her ceiling in the black. At a moment like this, it really felt like she could explore any possibility, and nothing would stop her…

It wasn't like her academic advisor would hear about this. It wasn't as though any of the certification boards would be able to access these doubts.

She could indulge herself.

At first, she told herself that it would just be an academic exercise. She could ponder these possibilities and explore. In fact, maybe that was the moral thing to do…Maybe she could be a better therapist if she didn't cut off any possible avenues of exploration. Besides, if helping Michael overcome his desires really was the best thing for him, then she would arrive at that conclusion because it was the correct one. Right?

Holding onto that justification, Marta started to relax again.

Without realizing it, she closed her eyes, and she tried to imagine what the next therapy session would be like. Instead, she envisioned something else. She saw herself getting up from the spot where she normally sat. She would cross the room, reach into her pocket, and pull out something she had only ever seen online. It probably happened when she was an undergrad and messing around in one of the computer labs with a couple of her classmates.

It was a chastity cage. She could hold it in front of him, smile down at him wickedly, and say, "Strip. You're going to wear this from now on."

Of course, the color would drain away from his cheeks, and he would shake his head frantically from side to side. Maybe not. Perhaps his lips would part, and then he would tentatively stand up. He would pull off his garments, one after another because he knew that she was a woman, and thus his superior. As such, she had complete control over him. It didn't need to be legal. It was something he would be able to feel deep within his core. The foundations of his personality were built upon the need to please her, so she could take advantage of him…

Marta never intended to touch herself. She considered herself to be a sexually healthy young woman, meaning she had dated a couple of different guys, and she even got close to a few of them, although she was currently single. In spite of her carefully considered sense of self, she slipped her hand down between her legs. It was warm in her bedroom, so she didn't bother with the sweatpants she normally donned during the winter. Instead, her finger slipped underneath the snug embrace of elastic. Then her knuckles slid along the satin of her panties, and she spread her legs. With her free hand, she pulled up her shirt, and her fingers started to gently glide along the flat of her stomach before working their way up higher and higher.

When she found the curves of her breasts, she went for her left mound first. Her fingertips teased her nipple, gently gliding up and down, left and right.

She imagined Michael stripping naked for her.

She didn't need to see his musculature, the contours of his body, or any of those physical details. No, it was something else that aroused her.

What was it?

Power.

At first, the idea eluded her, probably because it sounded so silly. Power? Wasn't that an answer fit for a super villain in some comic book series? Instead, she moved her middle to fingers up and down along the length of her pussy. She pressed down, gently penetrating herself as the excitement rippled through her. She was getting hot, damp, and excited. That natural lubricant made it so easy to push down and stretch the walls of her pussy. At the same time, she thought of how this boy would beg.

How long would it take? Just a few minutes? A few hours? Maybe days or weeks?

What would he look like after months of denial?

She was salivating.

It was a purely biological response, she knew. There was something primal and predatory locked within her DNA, and now this boy had unwittingly released a different side of her. Her heart started beating faster, and the adrenaline raced along her veins. As she rubbed her hand between her legs, Marta didn't know what to think or say. Suppressing her conscience, she instead embraced those other, darker desires.

She could own this boy. She could take advantage of him. If she did so, she would have a slave.

A slave…

The idea was so intoxicating, so enticing.

She rubbed faster, bringing herself closer and closer to an orgasm.

The pleasure exploded through her body, she went rigid to, and then she settled back down. That should have been the end of it, she knew, and yet, those thoughts wouldn't go away. Stubbornly, they refused to dissipate or leave her. Instead, she kept thinking about Michael and all she could accomplish…

…If only she took advantage of him.

As Michael headed down the street again, he experienced this nervous tickle within his chest and along the back of his neck. From time to time, he glanced to the left or right, all in search of her. Was he going to see that fur-lined coat, those boots, those leather pants? Was he going to study the contours of her hair, the shape of her neck, and the curves of her shoulders? Would he wonder what it would be like to bow his head down before her, to kiss the ground she walked on, to worship and serve her?

No.

Fortunately, the chances of encountering her on the street again were basically nil. Besides, he had specifically called Dr. Zolov's office. She had resolved her emergency, and she would be back in the office today, so he wasn't going to see Marta ever again. It had been an interesting experience and a strange diversion, but that was all.

Once again, he rode the elevator up to her floor, he headed through the door, and he found the receptionist seated behind her desk as always. Just as he was about to announce himself, the door to Dr. Zolov's office opened, only he didn't find himself looking at an older woman.

It was Marta.

Her name popped into his head, and his cock instantly twitched in his pants. He could feel that flood of excitement between his legs. Hot, wild desire burned through his body, and he bit down, unable to speak.

She, however, placed one hand on her hip, leaned a little forward, and said, "Michael, it's good to see you again."

"But, but I thought your aunt was back in the office? Where is she?"

"Oh, she and I discussed your case. Because we made some progress last week, we decided that I should take over for her."

"Can you do that?"

Marta lifted her hand, and she beckoned him forward with one finger.

His eyes narrowed, and he pressed his lips together. This felt like a fantasy, like some impossibility, yet he forced his legs to move. They carried him forward, and that's when she leaned to one side. She whispered, almost directly into his ear, "I've been thinking a lot about you, Michael. We need to reconsider and reevaluate your situation. Frankly, I think my aunt has made a mistake. So now, you have a choice. If you want to leave right now, you can. Or you can put yourself under my care. What's it going to be?" She asked that last part as though she didn't already know the answer.

"I'll work with you," he said. The words seemed to come from far away, like he could hear someone else saying them.

"Tell the receptionist."

He gulped. Hot uncertainty seemed to burn at the back of his throat, but he didn't know what else to do. He glanced back at the blonde, and he said, "I would like to work with Marta, if that’s okay?" Somehow, his declaration morphed into a question, but the receptionist didn't seem to notice. Instead, she reached for a file, and she started to fill out some paperwork.

In the meantime, beneath the receptionist's line of sight, Marta reached out and took him by the hand.

She tugged, pulling him forward. Then she closed the door behind him, and that's when she walked back over to the spot her aunt usually occupied. From there, she sat down, crossed her legs, and said, "Stand in the middle of the room."

"What? Is that an order?" As he spoke, he tried to make that into a silly question. He was just joking around.

Only then she snapped her fingers and pointed to the spot right in front of her feet. "Stand in the middle of the room, boy."

Boy. That word slammed into him, and his cock hardened. He couldn't help himself. There was no denying it. More importantly, he scurried to obey, rushing into position just as she had known he would. A man like Michael simply couldn't help himself.

Once he was standing in position, he waited for another command. When none seemed to be forthcoming, he sucked in a breath, and he was about to say something, only she raised one hand and pointed one finger toward the ceiling. The gesture was clear: no, he wasn't allowed to speak. No, she didn't want to hear anything he had to say.

His throat clenched, and he remained silent, just as she expected.

"Michael, you have proven to be a very interesting case. I want you to know that. I have been considering your position for the last week. In fact, right after we finished, I started to review your diagnosis."

Again, he wanted to speak, only something stopped him. Deep down, he knew that she was a woman, and she obviously wasn't done, so he didn't dare utter a word or even make a sound.

After a few more seconds, she continued, "Do you know what I have concluded?"

"What?"

"I have concluded that we need to explore your feelings. You came to my aunt, working under the assumption that there was something wrong with you. Are you sure of that? There may not be," she flashed this wicked smile. She looked cruel, precocious, and somehow youthfully innocent all at the same time. This was the kind of excitement that only a young woman cognizant of her own power could shape.

Marta paused allowing those words to sink in. Then she continued, "That's why I have decided to reconsider your position. I will re-diagnose you depending on how you behave and what I decide. Do you have any problems with that?" Without hesitating, she added, "tell me you don't have any problems with that."

It was a command, which he felt compelled to obey. In that moment, he couldn't resist. He couldn't argue or fight back.

"I don't have any problems with that," he finally said in the small voice. At the same time, he couldn't even raise his gaze or make eye contact with her.

"Good boy," she said. "Now, as a man, do you think you should be dressed like that in front of me?"

"What, what you mean?"

"I believe nudity would be more appropriate."

His lips separated, and the moisture drained away from his mouth. As hard as he tried, Michael couldn't keep up. Maybe when she first started speaking, he thought this would be entirely clinical. But now she wanted him naked?

"Strip, boy," she said. As she tilted her head to the side, Marta evaluated this boy. Again and again, she arrived at the same conclusions. This boy, no matter what he wished to believe about himself, needed to surrender to her. That much was obvious. Sure, he had sought out a "cure," but that just meant there were a few lingering doubts. If she could strip those away, she could truly own him. After a week of debate, she had come to the most logical conclusion: she deserved to own this man. She could take his obedience, his assets, and anything else he possessed. She would have a person who would serve her to the best of his abilities. What woman would say no to that kind of dedication?

Nervous energy radiated from Michael as he pulled off his shirt. In that moment, he wanted to look back at this girl, to see what she was thinking. At the same time, there were these questions flashing behind his eyes, like he wanted to ask, "Is this going to help me?" Unfortunately for this boy, those words sounded too much like a challenge, so he kept his mouth shut.

At the same time, he really wanted to know what she was thinking.

For her part, Marta watched him. She was fascinated by his obedience.

A vaguely familiar sensation came back to her. She started thinking about elementary school, recess in particular. There had been one day when her best friend was sick, so Marta had wandered around the playground, looking for something or someone to entertain her. One way or another, she came upon a group of boys, and they were playing Tag. For a minute or two, she had simply watched, nervous. Yes, she wanted to play with them, but she didn't know how to ask. Finally, she forced herself to do it. She took a breath, strode ahead, and she asked if she could join. Right away, the boys glanced back and forth at one another, obviously concerned about playing with a member of the opposite sex.

For her part, Marta had put her hands on her hips, straightened her back, and glared at them. "I'm going to play with you," she announced. "I'm going to play with you, and if I catch one of you, then you have to do whatever I say!" She had chirped out those words in her childish voice.

The boys glanced back and forth at one another.

One of them finally said, "Fine. It doesn't even matter because you're not going to catch us!" He even had the gall to stick his tongue out at her. She could still remember his dark hair, his smooth cheeks, and his bright blue coat. Immediately, he spun around, and she chased after him, kicking her feet down against of the concrete as she chased him. The other boys scattered as well. "I'm never going to obey you! I'm not a dog!" he had shouted at her.

But then he made a mistake. He was faster than her, so if he had just run in a straight line, then he probably would have been able to outdistance her in a few seconds. "I'm right behind you!" Marta had shouted out, nearly breathless already. The boy didn't bother to glance over his shoulder. Instead, he tried to perform some elaborate maneuver where he would sidestep her, pivoting to the left. In doing so, he destroyed most of his speed, giving her the chance to catch up. Not only that, she adjusted her course, reached out, and she touched her fingers to the back of his neck. Just like that, she caught him!

Worse for this boy, his friends saw, so they started laughing. There were pointing, "You got tagged! You got tagged by a girl!"

Marta had forced him to get down on his hands and knees, to crawl around. For at least a few more minutes, he had become her pet dog, barking and even rolling around on his back. Of course, as a little girl, she hadn't really known what she could do with that kind of power and authority, yet there was still that warm, delicious sense of accomplishment.

And now she experienced it again as she watched Michael. The familiar flutter of excitement raced through her body; better yet, it mirrored what she had experienced back in her apartment. In the dark of her bedroom, she had contemplated how this could be from one night to the next, ever since she met this man.

Now that he had pulled off his shirt, Michael stopped.

"No," she said, slowly shaking her head from side to side. "Keep going, boy."

His nostrils flared, but his hands fell to his belt. He pulled it free. At the same time, he nudged off his shoes. He peeled away his socks, and then he just had on his pants. He clearly didn't want to take them off. But this girl was in charge. She was his therapist, and she had given him a command. More importantly, she was a woman. He tried to push these thoughts aside, but he couldn't ignore those foundational ideas, I'm a boy, and she's a woman. She might be younger than me, but that doesn't matter because she's in charge and she's my superior. He didn't know exactly where those ideas came from or why they felt right, yet it hardly mattered. It made him think of politics, like half the time voters would rely on their gut instincts rather than reasoning or research to make their decisions. And now, his own gut compelled him to obey, so he pulled down his pants and his boxers in one movement. He dropped his clothing into a pile, and then he stood there.

"On your knees," she commanded.

"What, why?"

"Because I'm your therapist, I'm in charge," she said, leaning forward. There was a hint of a sneer in her voice, but her eyes were lit with amusement. He managed to meet her gaze for just one or two seconds. Then he had to aim his eyes back down at the floor, just below her boots.

Michael lowered himself down onto his knees.

"Straighten your back, cross your wrists behind you, and spread your knees," she instructed.

For a heartbeat or two, Michael didn't think he would have to obey, only then his body seemed to move on its own. He positioned himself, and he posed for her. Then she surprised him by standing. She circled him, and she reached down, gliding her fingertips along the contours of his ear, down to the nape of his neck, and up along his head. She stroked him, and he hated this, but she chuckled as she glanced down between his legs. "This arouses you."

"Yes," he said, his voice tight and close to choking.

"Why do you think this arouses you?"

"I, I don't know. It's a fantasy?" He had spent a lot of time considering his predilections. What caused these desires? When had these urges been seeded within his psyche? As hard as he had tried, he'd never been able to come up with a specific moment. Sure, he had been able to recall those moments from his childhood when a girl might bully him or a woman had commanded him, triggering something within this boy, but had that been a cause or effect? Had those instances created something within him or had they simply reflected a need that was already there.

"This is the fantasy," she told him simply. "Right now, this is the reality of your situation."

"I don't want it to be," he said, his voice still tight and stiff.

She crouched down in front of him. At first, his eyes moved along at the black glimmer of her boots, the softness of her shins, and that the shiny black of her pants. Then he looked up at her for just a moment, and he saw something. What was it? Predatory hunger? A drive to succeed? Ambition?

Michael's chest tightened so he couldn't actually speak, then she reached down between his legs, and she cupped his balls in the palm of her hand. It was such an easy, casual movement.

"How does this make you feel? When I hold you just like this, does it teach you something? Does it show you something?"

"When you touch me like that, I feel inferior. I enjoy it, but I feel like I must do whatever you say."

"Good," she said.

Good? What? No! She was supposed to be trying to cure him!

"We can't reverse these desires until we understand them," she said. "So right now, what do you think you should do?"

"I, I don't understand."

"Right now, if you embrace your feelings, what would you want to do?"

"I would want to address you appropriately," he said. Yes, those words had flowed through his fantasies on countless occasions, but it had always been in the privacy of his mind. Now he just admitted something special to her.

"How?"

"You're my superior. I should address you as such," he said. As he uttered those words, they felt horribly, frustrating, deliciously true.

Standing above him like a goddess, she considered this. "Okay," she said. She tapped one finger against her thigh as she considered this. "From now on, you will address me as Miss."

He sucked in a breath and held it. Obviously uncertain, he didn't know what to do or say. His thoughts were scattered. He couldn't put the ideas together. He wasn't sure if this was good or bad. None of it made any sense! Finally, something inside of him broke, and he dipped his head down. "Yes, Miss."

"Good boy," she said. His balls still tingled from her touch, only now she reached out again, and her fingertips slid along the underside of his cock. "Of course, this is the real problem, isn't it?"

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"You're a boy, and so you have these urges. You have these desires. Maybe it was just the natural, male urge to procreate that got twisted. Or maybe, deep down, there are lots of men who are born like you. Perhaps they instinctively need to follow the commands of the women around them. Tell me that's true."

He jerked his head up and stared at her, his eyes wide and full of fright. It felt so strange, so unusual to be this honest. Yes, he was nude too, but he experienced a different kind of nakedness here. His lungs tightened and tensed, yet he still found the oxygen to obey, "That's true."

"No," she said with a sweet little smile. "You have to say all of it."

"That's true," he repeated. "As men, we instinctively need to follow the commands of the women around us. It's true!" The desperation pulsed through his voice as she gently squeezed his cock. She was teasing him, he could tell. And yet, he didn't want it to stop. Her fingers moved up and down his length again and again.

"Do you want to obey me?"

"Yes, Miss!"

"Fascinating," she said.

By now, he had closed his eyes, mostly because she continued to rub him, gliding her fingers along his cock. Every few seconds, she squeezed him, sending spurts of desperation running through his skin. He was close, so incredibly close.

If he had been allowed to stop and think about this logically, then he would have realized that she wasn't going to get him off. She wouldn't allow him the release or satisfaction of an orgasm. This was the middle of her aunt's office, after all. And yet, that passionate fear he continued to run through his skin, just beneath the surface of his flesh. He could feel his nerves cry out, and there was that instinct, that urge.

If he had been able to push forward or squeeze his own cock, then he would have climaxed in less than a second. Unfortunately, with his wrists locked behind his back and pressed against one another, he couldn't do it. Not only that, Marta seemed to enjoy this, especially as she grinned down at him. "You know, I used to date this guy who really, really wanted me to touch him just like this. He was always fascinated by the relationship between desire and self-control. He taught me how to touch him, to keep him right there on the edge without actually letting him climax. It's funny. I thought the skills would be transferable, but look at you. Right now, you really, really want an orgasm, don't you?"

"Yes. Please!"

"No," she said.

He blinked and sputtered. He looked up at her again. He searched for some sign of sympathy or mercy on her beautiful face. Instead, he saw something else: amusement. She didn't feel bad about this. Instead, she was simply intrigued. Maybe he was little more than a lab rat to her. Or maybe she had discovered the satisfaction and power that could come from controlling a male like Michael.

Throughout his life, he had wondered what the women around him had been thinking. Yes, his desires prompted him to sneak those little glances at these beautiful girls, but he had never been able to tell what they were truly thinking. Maybe their thoughts wandered. Maybe they were thinking about him. He couldn't tell one way or the other. But at that moment, he saw her, and he desperately wished he could know the truth. Instead, she continued to massage him with one hand, moving her hand up and down.

"Please," he said again. "Please, Miss! Please, I can't take it. Please, I will do anything for you!"

"Is that a promise?"

"Yes, Miss!"

"Is that a promise to your therapist?"

"My therapist, my owner, whatever you choose to be!" With the blood rushing through his body, he couldn't think clearly. He called out those words, and he knew they were true, but he still couldn't help himself.

"Good boy," she said.

That's when she pulled her hand away, and she stood up. Towering over him, she reached down and touched the underside of his chin, forcing him to raise his gaze. His eyes moved along her fur-lined boots, up the sleek, tight black leather of her pants, along her blouse, and all the way up to her beautiful features. One of her bangs had come loose, so it dangled there above her forehead as she smirked at him. "Michael, you aren't allowed to speak. You will simply obey until I give you permission to talk again. Nod your head because you understand."

Right away, he did it and raised his head again.

"Good," she said. She walked over to the desk, opened the drawer, and she pulled out a rounded container. She came back, she dumped some of the contents onto the palm of her hand, and that's when he saw the droplets hit the carpeted floor.

What was she doing?

From there, she stepped behind him, and then she stretched one arm past his waist, and that her fingers moved down toward his cock.

She was going to touch him again, he realized.

Michael didn't really know what he intended, yet he shut his eyes. Perhaps he intended to sharpen the sensations, to enjoy the soft, grazing caresses of her fingertips.

Cold!

She had ice in the palm of her hand, and now she squeezed it against the base of his cock. The chill seeped into him, racing down along the base of his cock, into his balls, and up into his torso.

Right away, he tried to jerk free, but she put one hand on his shoulder, and she shoved him back down into place. In the meantime, she continued to rub the ice along his most sensitive body part.

His erection wilted almost immediately. He was breathing faster, but she continued to glide the ice to his left, his right. She moved it around the circumference of his cock as she forced him to soften.

"Good boy," she breathed into his ear. The sensations contradicted one another; as the cold continued to play between his legs, there was her hot breath, and he didn't know how to react. He didn't know what to think. Every instinct he possessed told him to jump up, to run, and yet his muscles were still locked in place, like he couldn't move.

By now, his shaft completely softened. She rose to her feet, walked back to her desk, and the shivers ran through his body, making it difficult for him to think. At that moment, he probably should have asked some questions. Other men might have been able to lift their heads, glare at her, and make some sharp accusation.

Instead, he went down on his knees, like he understood that he was her subordinate and had to be patient.

She had something in her hands, only now she stepped behind him, and she reached for his cock and his balls again. First, she slid something over his shaft. As she worked, he remembered her command. He wasn't allowed to speak. No, there wasn't a proper ball wedged between his teeth or a muzzle over his mouth, yet her authority was enough to effectively gag him.

"You really want to speak, don't you?" Marta taunted him.

He jerked his head down and up. Yes!

"Too bad," she said at first. As she continued to work and play, she contemplated this boy. The words were right there, locked behind his teeth, yet he obeyed her. He demonstrated his obedience by remaining silent. Finally, she leaned forward and whispered, "I give you permission to speak."

"What, what are you doing?" Michael asked. He meant for those words to sound like an angry demand, but they came out as little more than a ragged whisper.

"Shush," she whispered into his ear.

Just like that, he couldn't bring himself to speak. His voice failed him completely. His body became rigid, especially because he understood what was happening. Her deft fingers slid the various components into place. There was that ring underneath his balls, the tube along his cock, the fasteners, the connections, and then she held something up for him to see. He spotted that tentative movement from the bottom of his vision, and now he glanced down to see the small, brass colored padlock sitting there on the palm of her hand.

"You've wondered what it would be like to get locked into chastity. Let's find out together, shall we?"

This time, he couldn't bring himself to speak. Instead, he could only tilt his head downward and watch as she slid the lock into place, positioning it. Now she just had to push up on the base, and the mechanism would engage, trapping him. The cock lock would be right there, tugging at his crotch, the consistent and persistent reminder of what this young woman had done to him.

On some level, he knew he had to stop her. Somewhere deeper and more fundamental, he knew he would never be able to do that. This woman was in charge. She had him.

Click.

That single sound reverberated through his body, made him tense up, and then she stood over him. "Michael, I'll see you next week."

In a daze, he left the office. He had gotten dressed without remembering doing so. He even spoke to the assistant, confirming his appointment for the following week. Then, as he walked back out into the afternoon air, he started to feel the weight between his legs. Obviously, it had been there since he left the building, but now it became more and more important. Not only that, he came upon another crosswalk, and he started to shift his weight from one foot to the other. He desperately wanted to reach down between his legs, to feel the outline, to double check. Part of him wondered if it had all been some kind of bizarre dream. Maybe he had become delusional?

No. Every few seconds, his cock twitched.

Next, he glanced across the street, and he saw a young woman going for a job. She wore this tight tank top and these sleek, black yoga pants as she jumped from one stride to the next. Her ponytail bounced and swayed from side to side, and there was the glistening shine along her forehead as she exercised.

Yes, his cock strained against the chastity cage.

Michael sucked in a breath, dipped his head down, and he stared at the ground just a few feet in front of him as he rushed home.

When he made it back to his apartment, he slammed the door behind him. He dropped his pants and underwear in one swift movement. And then he found himself staring. His hand came up toward his cock, only he couldn't bring himself to touch the device.

It was simple enough, but he could already feel the rigidity. Not only that, he knew that it was tight enough that he wouldn't be able to remove it. His breathing came faster and faster. His heart pounded.

This couldn't be happening. There was no way that Marta, that beautiful girl from his therapist's office, had truly locked him in a chastity cage. Maybe it had to be some kind of joke or self affirming exercise, like he would try to pull it off, and that would teach him something about his ability to control his life. Yeah, that made more sense. Right?

Only then his fingers pushed down against the sides of the ring. Then he went for the main tube, and he tried to tug it off, only to feel the different components pressed into his flesh.

There was the strain, a flash of pain, and he pulled away. His hands jumped from the device, and he started pacing back and forth in his living room.

Michael tried to think of something he could do.

Maybe if he broke out a chainsaw, he wouldn't be able to cut through the titanium lock.

No, that was ridiculous.

Could he call a locksmith?

In theory, but he was sure that would bring its own ridiculous complications.

"I can wait," he told himself.

On that first night, he really wanted to believe it, but he found himself turning and rolling over again and again in his bed. He tried to sleep, but it was impossible, especially because he couldn't stop thinking about the weight between his legs. That pressure was always there, constantly reminding him of Marta, that beautiful young woman who had the key to his chastity cage. If he wanted an orgasm, he would have to talk to her.

Miss. Her self-declared title echoed inside of his head again and again. Not only that, he couldn't excise that one image of her smiling, predatory expression. Like a huntress looking forward to running down some arrogant buck, she had watched him and studied him. She had learned all about him.

The next day, he waited. He pushed himself through his normal routines. At the end of the day, he tried to watch TV, which mostly meant scrolling through the different options on his streaming services. He found himself running through the same images again and again. He couldn't make a choice.

At one point, he tried masturbate, like he was wondering if maybe it could somehow possibly work. He still had access to his balls, right? He brushed his fingers along his scrotum, and he contemplated that beautiful girl.

He couldn't enjoy an erection. There was desperation and droplets appeared at the tip of his shaft, but that was it. In spite of all of his best efforts, he couldn't enjoy an orgasm! He couldn't find any kind of genuine relief! Instead, he had only amplified those desires, making them stronger and stronger!

Finally, he couldn't help himself.

He didn't know if this would work, but he had to try. He grabbed his phone and brought up the number. By now, he was literally panting. It was hard to catch his breath, to relax. He had been horny before, but never like this. The arousal buzzed through his body like a constant reminder of what he desperately craved. The urges were there, tearing through his defenses and making it impossible for this man to concentrate.

He held his phone to his ear as he listened to the ring tone. Seconds later, he heard the assistant’s voice, "This is Dr. Zolov's office. How can I help you?"

"Look, I know this is going to sound insane, but please, I need to speak with Marta."

"And who's speaking?"

Michael," he said, offering up his last name. "This is Michael."

"Yes," said the assistant. She left a note indicating that you would be calling at some point. She also said that you should send her a text message. Are you ready for her number?" She sounded so professional, like this was just another regular transaction. Of course, the assistant had no idea that Michael had been trapped in chastity.

In spite of the desperation clawing at his insides, Michael grabbed a piece of paper and a pen. "Wait. A message? What kind of message?"

"I'm sorry, but she didn't say. I assumed you'd know what she was talking about?"

"I'll contact her," he promised because he had no other choice. "What was the number?" He wrote it down, hung up on the assistant, and then he typed it into his phone. He was about to try to call her, but she specifically ordered him to send a text message. If he messed up this order, what would the consequences be?

Michael grinned ferociously, and he was tempted to find out, like he could remind both of them that he was still capable of defying her despite the equipment between his legs. And yet, his shaft twitched again, reminding him of how badly he needed to be released. He couldn't take this!

Like a good boy, he typed in her number, and then he wrote his first message. Hi. This is Michael. After just two or three seconds of staring down at those pixels, he deleted it. That wasn't appropriate; it didn't fit. He wrote two more messages and deleted them. Then he paced back-and-forth again, like he needed to burn through that excess energy because it was making it impossible for him to think.

At one point, he put his hands on his hips, raised his chin, and burst out laughing. Back in high school, he had run for the track team, and some of the guys used to joke about how they should abstain from sexual activity. Apparently, they had no idea. After just a couple of days of denial, Michael felt like he could sprint around the globe in a few seconds. Finally, he tightened his grip on his phone, he typed another message, and then he hit Send.

This is your patient, Michael. Your assistant told me to text you.

Normally, Michael actually preferred texting. He appreciated the nature of this asynchronous communication, like he could toss a note off to someone, and they could respond when they were ready. But now, he paced back and forth all over again as he waited for her answer.

Ten minutes went by. Twenty minutes went by. Thirty-three more minutes went by.

Finally, his phone buzzed for his attention. He grabbed it, terrified that it would be someone else.

Instead, he recognized the number he had used to text Marta, and there was the message, Try again. He kept staring down at those two words, like he expected them to morph or spread out into entire sentences and paragraphs.

Michael's thumbs slanted down against the screen as he typed in his next message. Please, Miss. What can I do to please you? How may I serve you? He only stared down at those words for another second or two at most before he tapped Send.

Almost immediately, the three red bubbles appeared on the screen, indicating she was typing something.

She sent her response. It was an address.

Marta opened the door, and she found Michael standing in front of her. At first, she wondered if maybe there would be some flash of reluctance, uncertainty, doubt, or insecurity. Maybe she would have given up completely, yielding and offering him the key to his chastity cage. Instead, she saw that look on his face, and she could feel the desperation radiating off of him. If he had walked by some stranger on the street, perhaps they wouldn't have been able to tell, but she was learning to read this boy. More importantly, she had all of the details she required, so she braced her hand against the door frame, leaned a little bit, and asked, "Should you be standing?"

His brows tightened together, but he had to understand what she meant.

Michael lowered himself down onto his knees before her. One of her neighbors could walk by at any moment, but that didn't matter. She touched the underside of his chin again, just as she had back at the office. "Beg for permission to crawl into my home."

"Please, Miss! Please, may I crawl into your home?"

"Keep going," she said.

Michael locked his teeth together and glared down at the floor. He was already on his knees, and anyone could walk by at any moment! Wasn't that good enough? If she wanted to humiliate him, she had obviously succeeded. More importantly, he glanced up at her, and that's when he saw the slender chain dangling from around her neck before he spotted the key. That was the key to his chastity cage. If he wanted out, he had to do whatever this woman commanded. She was in charge, both because of her gender and because of what she possessed. Whether he liked it or not, she owned his cock. By extension, she owned him.

The ideas fit together, trapping him perfectly.

By her command, he let her take advantage of him. He embraced her orders, he brought his hand up, cupping one palm over his knuckles, and he gasped, "Please, Miss. Please, someone might see me!"

"What? And are you worried about how they would see you begging a woman half your age for the chance to come into her apartment? Would you be worried that they would be able to tell right away that I completely own you?"

"Yes," he told her.

"Say it."

Michael blinked, uncertain. He wasn't sure precisely what she expected from him, so he followed his instincts, and he found the right words. "Please, you own me!"

"Yes, I do," she replied.

She stepped back and motioned for him to crawl inside. He obeyed immediately, scurrying on his hands and knees. The door closed behind him, and he tried to enjoy some rush of relief. Instead, the door boomed, and he realized he was trapped with this girl.

"Strip," she said.

"Please, can we talk about this?"

"Strip," she instructed again. As she spoke, she contemplated those little bursts of defiance on his part. Deep down, he knew who he was supposed to be, and yet there was still some fragment of his masculine ego that pushed him to try to resist and argue. She wondered if that was a natural inclination or something socially programmed. Either way, it hardly mattered because she was going to break him.

Her boy pulled off his shirt, shoes, socks, pants and boxers. Suddenly, he was naked except for the chastity cage since he couldn't remove that on his own.

"Assume the position," she instructed.

At first, he didn't understand what that was supposed to mean, but then he remembered his pose from the office. Down on his knees, he spread his knees, crossed his wrists behind his back, and straightened his spine. At the same time, he stared straight ahead as this woman smirked down at him. Yes, he was older and more experienced, but that didn't matter. She had discovered exactly how to take control, and now she could do whatever she wished with him.

"I like having you in this position. In fact, it makes me think that I should test this. Stand up."

Tentatively, he obeyed, climbing back up onto his feet. Her hand shot down between his legs, and she grabbed his balls. She started squeezing.

Pain flashed along his system. Hot fear shot through his body, and she asked, "How much can you take?"

"I, I don't know!"

"I might experiment with you," she said. "I might decide to play with you to see exactly how much agony a boy can endure." As she spoke, she tightened her grip. Heat burned at the center of his body even as the cold fear coursed along his skin. She squeezed even tighter now! The pain nearly overwhelmed him.

"CBT," she said with a sneer. "Only boys would be foolish enough to come up with something like that."

When she released him, he stumbled back. Despite everything, he still kept his arms crossed behind his back.

"Back on your knees, boy." Despite her youth and inexperience, she could call him a boy. Why? Because she was in charge. Because she was his superior. As an academic, Marta knew a lot about hierarchies. From department chairpersons to professors, assistant professors, lecturers, adjunct faculty, and graduate students, there was a clear structure. At the top, people could be very powerful, doing and saying whatever they wished based on their experience and expertise. Further down, the students had to obey. Only here, she wasn't a student. In fact, she was more than his therapist; a therapist could only give advice. As the keyholder to his chastity cage, she was in charge, and so she could do whatever she wished.

The simple, vibrant thought made her grin once again.

Perhaps she was testing him as she watched and waited to see if he would succumb to her influence. Ultimately, it didn't matter because he lowered himself down onto his knees, and he could only watch as she turned around, walked over to the couch, and sat down. She crossed her legs, and then she started to wiggle the tip of her right foot. She stretched the contours of her boot, and then she said, "come over here, boy. Kiss my boots."

So many other men would have tried to fight. Between the pain still lingering between his legs and the chastity cage locked over his cock, Michael had no chance of resisting. Instead, he crawled along, he dipped his head down, and then he kissed the tip of her right boot. Slowly, taking her time, she shifted her legs. She raised her left foot into the air, and he kissed that one as well.

"Good boy," she said.

Why did he enjoy those words so much? He should have hated them! He should have despised them with every fiber of his being. He understood that she was teasing him, but she was patronizing him, she was talking down to him…

None of that mattered.

He wanted to hear the sounds of her voice. He wanted to know that he had accomplished something: pleasing her. Somehow, nothing else seemed important, which only added to her power as she discovered the authority she could wield so effortlessly.

"You know, I used to have this boyfriend who hated the idea of massaging my feet." She smiled and let this faraway look sweep across her features as she stared off into the middle distance. Then she turned back to her boy, "Unzip and remove my boots."

"Yes, Miss," he said.

Tentatively, he reached up. His fingertips slid along the soft, supple leather. Then he found the zipper on her right boot, and he pulled it down. The sound made him shiver. Next, he unzipped her left boot, and then he pulled it off of her. He saw her socks, and she wiggled her toes. "You may remove those as well," she said.

Almost eagerly, he reached up, and his fingers slid along the soft fabric. He hated how his body responded, how there was this nearly constant urge to become erect. He needed that excitement to harden his cock. Before this, he had never thought of rigidity as a special pleasure or privilege. More and more, Marta was demonstrating how easily she could own his body.

He pulled off her socks and tossed them aside.

"Massage my feet," she commanded.

"His name was Ryan," she said. Michael needed a few seconds to realize what she was talking about. "Ryan, in so many ways, was a good boyfriend. He tried to be considerate, at least when we were in front of my friends. And yet, I always got the impression that he didn't really respect me. Do you respect me, Michael?" As she spoke, she reached her hands towards the nape of her neck, and she detached her necklace. Then she held it up, and she let it sway in front of him like some hypnotic totem.

It worked.

Michael stared at the little key. It swung back and forth. Not only that, he watched as the light played along the edges.

"Yes, Miss," he said as he reached up and started to massage her feet. When his fingers touched her toes, the arches of her feet, and her ankles, he felt like he was enjoying some kind of tremendous reward. It was amazing. It was fantastic, addictive, and practically narcotic. The pleasure ran through his body, and for a little while, he actually managed to stop thinking about his chastity cage or the corrosive desperation. Right then and there, he discovered something special; he could pleasure this woman. He could be an obedient boy, giving her everything she deserved. And as he did so, he found his place.

"You know, when I first met you, I thought about taking advantage of you. I thought it might be unethical. Is it unethical for a woman to take advantage of a boy like you?"

"No!"

"And why is that?"

The answer was right there, practically vibrating at the tip of his tongue. Even so, he wasn't sure if he could admit this truth. It seemed like too much; it seemed impossible. It seemed overwhelming!

"Because you are my superior," he said.

"What else am I?" Marta asked as she swung the key back and forth.

"You're also my keyholder. Because you own that key, you own me."

"No," she said, contradicting him easily. She grabbed him by his chin. Her fingernails pressed against his skin, digging little indentations down into his flesh. "It's so much more than that, boy. You're wearing that chastity cage because I own you. I owned you before I locked you up. And I will own you if I decide to let you out."

"You might?"

"Maybe," she said. "But only if you please me."

"Yes, Miss! What can I do to please you? How may I satisfy you?" As he spoke, his fingers continued to press down against her feet. He massaged her ankles, her heels, and her toes. He worked diligently, pouring his best efforts into her pleasure and satisfaction. Other women, whether they were girlfriends or wives, might have to plead and cajole for this kind of treatment. Marta was discovering how amazing it could feel to take advantage of a boy like Michael.

Although she didn't respond right away, Michael had to hope. Then she rose to her feet, and she started to pull down the snug leather along the length of her legs. She shimmied her hips from side to side, revealing her creamy skin beneath. She tossed the leather pants aside, and her panties followed a few seconds later. Then she sat down, spread her legs, and she commanded, "When you look at my pussy, what do you see?"

Michael felt like he was being tested; he was right.

As her boy contemplated his answer, Marta came to a conclusion. She had made the correct decision. Sure, other therapists and psychologists would have said that she had done something unethical or cruel by taking control of him. And yet, she had given this male precisely what he wanted. For a second, she almost burst out laughing. She had no idea what her colleagues would think or say if they knew about this kind of dynamic.

When she checked on him again, she saw that he was continuing to obey. And now she reached forward, slid her fingers around the back of his head, and she pulled him forward. She pressed his mouth up against her pussy.

"Lick," she commanded.

Commendably, he only started to slip his tongue up and down along her sex when she gave the order.

He worshiped her.

At first, his tongue darted along her crevice, but he didn't penetrate her, not really. Then, after a few more seconds, she gave him one more word, "Deeper."

Immediately, he obeyed. He plunged his tongue between the walls of her pussy.

Excitement roiled through her. "I think I'm going to keep you, Michael. I'm going to keep you as my slave boy. You can be my patient, and I will charge you whatever I want. You will follow my commands and obey me. You will take your punishments when I decide you have stepped out of line. Or maybe I will just punish you because I feel like it." She chortled at that possibility.

Then she pulled him back, and his mouth glistened with her excitement.

"Beg for the opportunity to be my slave."

"Please,. Please, may I be your slave?"

"And what if I decide to keep you locked up forever?"

His eyes widened, and the fear was right there. She didn't need advanced degrees in psychology counseling to read his expression. "I could do it," she said, testing him. "I could throw away your key. I could make sure you never, ever get out of chastity. When was the last time you came?"

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

"Then maybe you won't even get remember your last orgasm."

She waited for his defiance to break through. He sucked in a breath, filling his lungs. He puffed out his chest, and it was obvious he needed to say something. But what? Was he going to fight her? Was he going to try to break her hold on him?

"Yes, Miss," he said.

Marta considered him for several long seconds.

"Good," she said. "Because I'm deciding that I won't let you go. You belong to me."

Before he could respond, she pulled him back, and his mouth was now once again pressed up against her slit. He licked, moving his tongue fast. He went in circles, quick lines, and random motions. From one moment to the next, fresh waves of heat cascaded through her body. She could feel it right at the center of her being. It was the physical stimulus he brought, but there was more. It was the power, the authority!

Yes, she was taking advantage of him, yet she couldn't bring herself to care or worry about that.

"You are mine," she promised. "You belong to me. You are my slave. I'm going to keep you in that chastity cage for as long as I want. Maybe it will be a few more minutes. Maybe it will be a few more years. You can beg. You can plead. Or maybe I will gag you. Maybe I will touch my finger to your mouth and tell you to shut up." She laughed at the different possibilities. There was so much she could do. She owned a man!

Pretty soon, she couldn't speak. The pleasure continued to roil through her, crashing down like one wave after another. Pretty soon, she felt like she was swimming through a tsunami, but she didn't care. It was building, growing more and more powerful.

Passionate desire gripped her.

Then she laughed. "You know, I’m about to come. I'm close. I'm so close. Is this what it feels like for you all the time? That must be torture!"

Despite her rhetorical questions, she knew he couldn't speak. Instead, he continued to service her, moving his tongue in those tight patterns, all for her pleasure.

An orgasm exploded through her frame. She felt it pulse from her center. Then she pushed him back.

If he hoped that she might release him from the chastity cage, then he had to be disappointed because she closed her eyes and relaxed for a few seconds, perhaps an entire minute. From there, she said, "Come back. Do it again."

To his credit, he only seemed confused for a moment or two. Then she grabbed him, pulling him back into place, and he started licking.

She did this for nearly an hour.

Over that time, she enjoyed those rippling orgasms. Sometimes, they flashed or burned through her body, quick and unyielding. At other points, she took her time, holding them back for as long as she could before the temptation overwhelmed her.

Finally, she couldn't help herself. Despite enjoying his tongue for all that time, she pounced. She shoved him down onto his back. Then she unlocked his cock and removed the cage. She leaned down, pinning his wrists beneath her.

"Enjoy your treat before I lock you up again," she said. That's when she grabbed him, braced his length, and lowered herself down. She controlled him. She enveloped him, sliding the walls of her pussy along his circumference. Second by second, he knew that he was completely powerless. She hadn't chained him down. She hadn't bound him, but this therapist now had complete control over this boy.

And what she said before would remain true forever…She had complete control over his life. This was what a pretty girl could do to a man like Michael. More and more, she was learning how to use his instincts against him, how to manipulate him, how to take advantage of him…

She rode him, gliding her body up and down along the length of his cock. Her breasts bounced, and the tresses of her hair swayed against her shoulders.

"Thank you, Miss!"

"Keep thanking me," she ordered.

"Thank you, thank you, thank you! Thank you, Miss! Thank you for owning me. Thank you for keeping me as your slave. I, I belong to you now. I’m never going to escape. I’m never going to get away! You can completely train me. You can turn me into whatever you want. I will be your servant. I will focus on nothing but your pleasure, your satisfaction!" On and on, he made those promises. Most importantly, he meant them. He meant every single one of them.

She rode him faster, gliding up and down along his length. She took what she wanted, and then she proved that she owned his orgasm. "Come for me!"

In that instant, Michael knew he no longer owned his body. His shaft pulsated. The pleasure roared through him, and he felt that shuttering release. He jerked his hips up, and he embraced the orgasm. While pleasure coursed along his veins. It gripped him, wiping away every other thought. There was just one image, one truth: Marta, his owner.

She finished with him. After that orgasm, she pulled away. She looked down at him, and then she said, "Assume the position. I'm going to go take a shower. After that, I think I might have you give me another massage. Or maybe you will go down on me. Who knows? I don't have to decide right now, do I?" She giggled and shook her head from side to side. "Since I own you, I can change my mind whenever I want. But first, let's get you locked up again."

Her boy didn't struggle or resist. Instead, he assumed the position with his arms crossed behind his back. Then he could only watch as she reinforced her authority by locking him in chastity all over again. As he braced himself for the click, Michael had to wonder how long it would be until she released him again.

The End
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