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Teased By A Mistress

William was in trouble.

In some sense, he knew that right away. Right from the moment Rachel first produced the black steel chastity cage and told him what it was for, revealing what she had in mind. Just like always with her, he hadn’t been able to resist. The sexual power she had over him was terrifying, but it was half of her appeal, almost a rival to her incredible good looks. The more devious and deviant and cruel she was, the more he wanted her.

This was something William had never experienced before. He was never especially into power and control, domination and submission. For him, regular sex had always been more than enough. And sex with Rachel was still the prize that hovered in front of him, justifying all of this capitulation, all of this submission. Sex with her still seemed like some far-off dream, something he barely dared to hope for, and yet desperately wanted all the same.

In some ways, now, it seemed further away than ever. But in other ways, some sneaky part of his brain told him that maybe he was on the right path. And all he had to do was keep going, keep giving her what she wanted, keep bowing to the demands of this half insane, sexy, married woman he was seeing, and eventually, one way or another, he would end up in bed with her.

Maybe it was optimistic. But he clung to that optimism with everything he had, justifying actions that otherwise made no sense except through it.

But no justification in the world could change the problem he had now.

Rachel had predicted as much. She had told him that, with his cock locked up and her in possession of the only key, he would be unable to think of anything except her. She had turned out to be absolutely right about that.

She occupied his thoughts night and day, at every moment, no matter what he was doing. Working or hanging out with friends or alone in his apartment, Rachel was the constant background to his mental state. He wondered what she was doing, at any time of the day. He wondered what she was wearing. He wondered, pathetically, if she was thinking of him, knowing how ridiculous it was to think that way, but knowing, also, that sometimes, she must be.

No masturbation. That was the rule, and the chastity cage enforced it completely. It wasn’t like he hadn’t tried. He had desperately tried to pleasure himself, all the while thinking of her. Her eyes, her smile, her laughter. Her boobs, her ass, her incredible figure. All of it was a torment, and also his chief delight, and there was no way to separate the two. Just like there was no way to bring himself the pleasure he craved, no matter how hard he might try.

The cage would not yield.

He learned that straight away. Every attempt to free himself only hurt him, and in the end, he had to give up. It was impossible, really, to accept his new reality, but at the same time, there was simply no other choice. Until Rachel decided otherwise, he was going to have to stay frustrated and horny and increasingly obsessed with another man’s wife.

Maybe it wouldn’t have been so bad if he didn’t find the whole thing so erotic. Or maybe it would have been worse if he didn’t. He couldn’t decide, another indecision to add to the ever-growing list of doubts and questions he had about this new way of life. But for now, it didn’t matter. He was locked up because that was what Rachel wanted, and things were just that simple and that brutal.

Of course, it was supposed to be hard. Rachel didn’t want it to be easy for him, and so she made sure it wasn’t. Throughout the week, he received the usual texts from her. Pictures and video messages showing her in various states of undress, in a number of varieties of pleasure. He never knew when they were coming. She liked to keep him guessing.

Often, he would get texts late at night. Pictures of her lying in bed, her skin shining with sweat, her face flushed with orgasm, a teasing sheet hiding the parts of her he most wanted to see. But other times, he would get unexpected messages in the middle of the day. He might be at work and hear his phone chirp, tapping on the screen to see a picture of her irresistible cleavage. Or, he might be doing laundry, then be disturbed by a close-up photo of her perfect ass, shining under a pair of skintight leather pants.

It was all too much. At least, that’s how he would’ve described it if asked. The trouble was, he had no choice but to bear it, to accept it as best he could. That was his situation now, and there was no other option except to try and tolerate it.

And wait for the week to be over.

Every day that passed seemed to hurt a little more. And at the same time, the excitement kept on growing. She had told him they would try for one week, and every aching day persuaded him that this could not go on. That he couldn’t let her do this to him again, the one she freed him from the chastity cage, he would have to refuse to go back into it. It was more than he could take.

But.

Rachel had been right about lots of things. And one of them, as much as he didn’t want to admit it, was how sexy this all was.

He hadn’t expected that. He hadn’t expected to find it this exciting to be under the control of someone else, to have his manhood and his sexuality taken away from him, used as a weapon against him. It was exciting when Rachel came up with new ideas, but he had never wanted anything like this. He had never even imagined it. And now, he was in this insane relationship with a woman who scared him, and there was a part of him, bigger than he wanted to admit, that loved all of this. Even the frustration, even the aching pain of being kept under lock and key. The teasing, the denial. His desire for her had always been intense, but now it was like a supernatural force, and being carried away by it was a bigger thrill than any he had ever known before.

It was a lot for a young man to deal with. William knew, even as this was all happening to him, that it was the adventure of his life. Maybe things would never again be this wild, this exciting. There’s nothing quite like the feeling, for a young person, of being caught up in a story that makes life into something thrilling. That was how William felt now, and even if this was a story it was hard to imagine ever telling anyone else, a huge part of him was just glad it was even happening.

But he was even more glad when the weekend came.

And Rachel came with it. In between her teasing pictures and videos, the endless erotic teasing, they had arranged to meet. And it didn’t escape William’s notice that this time, it wasn’t somewhere public. For once, she didn’t want to go to a bar, restaurant, a show. She wanted to come to his place. She had never been to his apartment before, and William couldn’t fail to see the implication buried in that fact. Whatever she had in mind, it seemed like she didn’t want any witnesses. And that was the most hopeful thing he could possibly hear, the most exciting possibility he had yet had with her.

He cleaned his apartment, thinking of Rachel. He washed dishes and took out the garbage, dreaming of her. He vacuumed and dusted and chose an outfits, knowing it didn’t really matter, but at the same time wanting everything to be perfect for her. This married woman had been more than clear that she would never sleep with him. But rules are made to be broken. And his aching cock, pressing against the unyielding steel bars of the chastity she had locked it in, told him that this was closer to what he wanted than he had ever come before. That made obeying Rachel worth it, whatever the cost.

On Friday nights, she came to his place. She texted him to let him know she was on her way. No picture this time, no video. Just a simple statement. And he felt, like he had done what felt like a thousand times that week, the tight constriction of his cock trying to harden inside the cage, the unignorable symbol of her complete power over him.

She didn’t live far away. And once he knew she was coming, William could think of nothing to do except wait. He sat on his sofa, constantly checking his phone, his immaculately clean apartment gleaming all around him while he waited for his married mistress to arrive.

When his phone rang, he almost jumped up from the sofa. He babbled a greeting as he pushed the button to let her into the building, and stood by the door, waiting with bated breath for her to arrive. At the first knock on the front door of his apartment, he pulled it open wide.

There she was. Somehow, there was always something shocking about Rachel. Even though it felt like he had memorized every detail of her face and her body, as if he had mapped every freckle on her skin, her beauty always crashed over him like a wave, something almost inhuman in her perfection. As if, no matter how hard he tried, he could never keep an accurate image of her inside his mind, could never really believe that she looked this good as she did.

That was true whatever she wore. But straight away, William could see that Rachel had something special in mind that night. She was wearing a coat, a long black wool coat pulled close around her to hide her body completely. It was way too warm for a coat like that, and it made William’s heart race to think that she was hiding something and planning for a big reveal.

Without a word, smiling that same smile, she stepped inside his apartment. He closed the door behind her, looking at what he could see of what she was wearing under the coat. A tall pair of gleaming black leather boots with a wicked high heel and laces up the front, rising to her knees, right where the bottom of the coat fell. Sexy boots, boots that meant business. Boots that weren’t made for walking as much as they work for admiring, desiring, lusting after. It made her walk with a sexy strut that he knew all too well, made her hips sway from side to side with every step she took as she strode into his apartment like she owned the place. She could, for all he cared. Now that she owned his cock, so physically and viscerally, there was nothing he would deny her.

And then, standing in the living room of his small apartment, she slid her coat off her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms, pooling at her heels like ink. William gasped at the sight that confronted him.

Rachel was dressed in head to toe black latex. Her arms and her shoulders were bare, the catsuit held on by a network of straps that exposed her swelling cleavage. But the rest of her was covered. Covered, and yet completely on display, the fabric clinging to her like a second skin, showing off every curve, every delightful inch of her ultrafeminine body. His eyes traveled up and down, taking it all in, and his breath grew tight in his chest as his cock pressed even more urgently against the thick black bars of the cage.

Rachel’s usual self-confidence was firmly on display as she posed in front of him, one hand on her hip. Letting him take it in, letting him study those immaculate glossy curves. She wore her hair loose, and it fell around her shoulders, framing her face that had its best features accentuated by a careful application of makeup. A vampy, dramatic look, a look that meant business. A look that was designed to seduce, and was doing it all too well, making William weak at the knees as he stared at his mistress. Rachel looked like a dominatrix, and with a sinking feeling in his heart, William had to admit that that was exactly what she was. And he was completely in her grip.

“You like my outfit?”

The question was completely unnecessary. William didn’t have to be able to see the look on his own face to know that it expressed his desperate desire, his unstoppable lust. Every cell of his body craved her, tuned to her by the wild magic of sexual desire. Everything about her was almost unspeakably sexy.

“You look amazing,” he managed to breathe. And Rachel chuckled, hearing the truth of his words, knowing how desirable she was as she slid one hand over the curve of her hip, over her ass, teasing him with her shiny body while he stood in front of her, more desperately horny than he had ever been before.

“Glad you like it. It was expensive, and it wasn’t the easiest thing to put on. Luckily, I had my husband to help me.”

William knew there was no reason at all for her to say that except to hurt him, and it worked. Her eyes flickered over his face as she spoke, as if she wanted to see what it did to him. Wanted to feast on his jealousy like a vampire gorging on rich red blood. Why did that make her seem even hotter? He couldn’t explain it, and he knew there was really no point trying.

“Still locked up for me?”

William suspected Rachel knew the answer to that, too. After all, she had bought the chastity cage with the intention that he wouldn’t be able to take it off. But he nodded, his eyes still doing their unstoppable dance up and down her curves while she giggled.

“Show me. I want to see it.”

William hardly hesitated. After all, it was a long way from being the most humiliating thing she had made him do. He stripped off his clothes right there in the living room, letting them fall to the floor as he exposed himself to her. And her eyes locked onto his caged cock, her even white teeth showing between red lips as she smiled an evil little smile.

“That’s so sexy,” she purred. “And look, it’s black and shiny, too. We match.”

She stepped forward, her high heels making that attention-getting noise on the floor. William groaned as she took his cock in her hand, hefting its caged weight, running one teasing thumb over the bars. His hands moved by themselves, reaching out to her, but he stopped them before they landed on her rounded hips. Somehow, he didn’t feel in a position to touch her without permission. Her outfit and her undeniable sexual power conspired to make him feel weak, to make him feel like he had to be careful about the liberties he allowed himself. And the smile on Rachel’s face told him that she could see his internal struggle, and that she enjoyed it.

“Long week?”

“Oh my God, you have no idea,” William groaned. Rachel’s eyes moved over his face, from his eyes to his lips and back again. She was so close, and he ached to kiss her, not to mention all the other things he would have loved to do to her. None of them, for now, on the table.

“I can imagine,” she chuckled. “When was the last time you went a week without an orgasm, before I came along?”

“Not since I was a kid.”

Rachel laughed as if he was telling a joke. Then, she released her grip on his cock. She stepped back, her high heels making that same sharp report while she folded her arms under her prominent breasts, her shoulders shaking with her amusement at his plight.

“Have you been thinking about me a lot?”

“Nonstop.”

He saw the excitement in her eyes as he spoke, the pleasure she took from being adored in the way that she was. That was thrilling, too, in its own way. The thought that he was exciting her, no matter what it took to do it. He remembered how she had told him how wet she was in the bathroom of the bar before she locked him in the cage, how she had shown him afterward. She had pleasured herself in front of him, moaning in bliss as her pussy spasmed around her fingers, showing him exactly what he couldn’t have. He was completely overwhelmed by her, and they both knew it. That was, ultimately, the whole point.

“And what did you think about me? Naughty things, I bet. Did you think about fucking me?”

Without waiting to be asked, Rachel sat down on the sofa. She crossed her legs, one high-heeled boot dancing about the floor, and as he watched the shining latex clinging to her body, William imagined running his tongue along the muscle of her thigh, heading always toward that gorgeous pussy that he had seen only once in real life, and couldn’t imagine ever getting.

“Yeah, I did. I couldn’t think about anything else.”

Rachel paused for a minute, looking at him.

“And?” she prompted. “I want all the details. Tell me exactly what you imagined, naughty boy. What kind of positions did you have me in? What did you do to me?”

William licked his lips. He was hesitant to share the truth with her, but he also knew how little choice he had. Besides, the look on her face told him that she already guessed the truth. She might not know every detail, but it didn’t take a genius to imagine the kind of things a horny, frustrated young man might be thinking about the beautiful woman who kept his cock under lock and key.

“I imagined… Well, I imagined us having sex. I imagined you in my bed, underneath me, with your legs over my shoulders. Screaming. Coming. Moaning my name.”

“Oh my,” Rachel said in mock outrage. “What a thing to think about a married woman.”

She shifted on the sofa, and crossing her legs, the latex outfit gleaming and the wedding ring on her finger sparkling as she placed her hands on her knees. Her thighs drifted apart, just a little, and William had to struggle to keep his voice steady as his eyes danced once again over the glorious body of his married mistress.

“What else?”

“I imagined taking you from behind.”

“Doggy style?”

“Yeah.”

“You know what? Honestly, I don’t hate that.”

Rachel shifted on his sofa again. Not knowing what else to do, William stood there, just watching. She twisted on the cushion, turning and placing one knee on the sofa. Then the other. She climbed up onto the couch, positioning herself on all fours, smiling at him over her shoulder. The tight latex shone on her sculpted ass, and she wiggled her hips, teasing him with it. She arched her back and lowered her head down to her folded arms, spreading her knees as far apart as the couch cushions would allow.

“Like this?”

Dark strands of her hair clung to her cheeks as she looked up at him.

“Yeah. Like that.”

“Oh, William,” she moaned, her voice cracking just a little bit as she imitated the wild ecstasy of sexual passion. “Oh, William! Oh, William, fuck me. That’s it. Just like that. Oh my fucking God, William, your cock feels so good!”

“Rachel, please.”

She giggled again at that, lifting her head a little from her folded arms, pushing herself upright again.

“What? Am I making your cock ache in its little cage there?”

“Always.”

Rachel reached back behind herself, her hand sliding over the generous curve of her gorgeous ass. William watched breathlessly, barely able to believe his own frustrated desire as her fingers slid easily over the rubber material, sinking just slightly into the firm flesh.

“That would be fun,” she said, tossing her hair back from her face with a flick of her head, “but I don’t think my husband would like that very much. Still, a girl has needs. You like my ass, don’t you, William?”

“I fucking love it.”

“Then why don’t you come over here and kiss it?”

The words seemed to echo in the silence that followed them. But not for long. His body seemed to obey without needing any intervention from his mind. Not that he would have argued anyway. He stepped forward, moving on autopilot, dropping to his knees on the living room floor next to the couch where she waited. He could smell the rubber of her outfit as he leaned toward her, pressing his lips against the intoxicating curve of her ass. The little gasp of excitement she gave was his reward for giving this dark goddess exactly what she wanted.

“That’s a good boy. Such a good little ass kisser,” she laughed. One hand was still resting on her head, close to his face as he hovered just above her latex-covered skin.

“In your little fantasies about me, was I having a good time?”

“You were having an amazing time.”

“Did I cum?”

“Over and over.”

“Good. That’s a good boy. Maybe you do deserve to be freed. But not just yet.”

At excruciatingly close range, William watched Rachel hand start to move. At least it wasn’t the one wearing her wedding ring. It slid over the round shape of her ass, reaching up to the small of her back and finding a tiny concealed zipper that hid underneath the latex catsuit she wore. She pulled it down slowly, teasingly slowly, the tiny teeth separating one after another as more and more of her skin showed in the gap. He saw the space between her ass cheeks exposed, and watched her change her grip as she pulled the zipper up between her legs. The fragrant scent of her pussy filled his nostrils, and glancing down at it, he could see the minute rivulets of moisture that showed on her skin, leaking slowly over the flawless latex. The ache in his cock was unbelievable, the pressure monumental, and he felt like an iron band was slowly squeezing his chest, his heart frantically beating against this invisible constriction as the red flood of arousal galloped through his veins.

“This gets me so fucking hot,” Rachel growled. “Keep kissing my ass, slave boy. Keep kissing my divine ass while I have some fun.”

Rachel didn’t wait for an answer from him. As if his own desires were irrelevant, as if she no longer even questioned whether he would obey her. She knew the truth. She knew how firmly she had him in her clutches, that he would do whatever she said. From behind, he watched as she pressed her hand against her pussy, using her index and little fingers to spread her legs apart while the two middle ones sank between the soft folds.

She let out a long moan of pleasure. William, lost in desire, pressed his lips against her ass again. He tasted the latex against his tongue as he licked her slightly, and she let out another moan as she fingered herself.

“We talked about you, you know. Me and my husband. While we were fucking. While I was riding on top of his cock, making him moan, coming all over him. I told him about how I looked you up. About how I could probably get you to do anything. It’s true, isn’t it, slave boy?”

William kissed her ass again before answering. He didn’t want to admit the truth. But as usual, with her, it didn’t feel like he had a choice.

“Yes,” he grudgingly admitted before giving her ass another kiss. And Rachel let out another long moan, her fingers shining with her juices as she toyed with herself just inches from his desperate mouth.

“That’s what I thought. That’s what I told him. He has his doubts about this whole arrangement. But I figure that a goddess like me needs a slave boy. I mean, I shouldn’t have to do my own laundry, should I? I shouldn’t be doing household chores. I should be dressing up and getting fucked on a regular basis. And with you locked in chastity, I figure I could make you do whatever I want. Just think. If you don’t do what I say, you don’t get to cum. How much more motivation could you need?”

William groaned, not just in arousal, but in despair. And that only made Rachel laugh even more. It only made her hand move even more between her thighs, her fingers sliding easily in and out of her dripping pussy now as she tormented the young man kneeling behind her, worshiping her body at her command.

“That’s right. Get used to it. I never wanted a slave before, but now I think about it, it seems so sexy to me. Like I said to John, you wouldn’t even be a sex slave. You’d just be my little tease toy, doing whatever I say, all those humiliating, degrading little tasks I don’t want to do. Maybe for him, too. Maybe I’ll make you serve my husband. I haven’t decided yet. But the point is, it’s totally up to me.”

Her words were half torn now by her mounting excitement, her breath coming in short gasps. William knew her orgasm was close, and no matter how cruel she was being to him, he desperately wanted to see her cum. He kept kissing her ass, moving lips and tongue over the shining latex, and he could feel her body trembling with the onset of the spasm of bliss.

“So that’s how it’s going to go,” she panted. “You’re going to be my slave boy, my tease toy. My little bitch. You’ll do what I say, and in return, you’ll get to look at me. You’ll get to worship me, like this. Sometimes, if you’re really good, I might even let you want us fuck.”

Her own words seemed to take her over the edge. She cried out in ecstasy, her pussy tightening even more around her fingers. William smelled the intoxicating smell of her orgasm, his cock dripping with unrelieved desire in the cage she kept him in, and he kept on kissing the ass of this married woman as she shivered her way through a wild and sadistic release.
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