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Your Confession

My gaze runs down your body, and I can't help but enjoy this moment. I take my time even as I watch your muscles flex and tense because you're struggling against the straps that hold you down and make you helpless. You're down in the converted basement of my house. There's white carpet along the floor and matching paint on the walls. Everything is new and fresh because I had this space renovated just for you, sweet boy.

Right now, you’re spread out on a padded table with your arms and legs stretched toward each corner. Leather shackles encircle your wrists, and you agreed to this, didn't you? You practically begged for it.

I want you to understand something. Before we continue, I want to look down into your eyes and make sure you comprehend where we started and where we are going. I want you to realize that you're not going to be able to escape this.

I know. I know.

It's probably not fair. I'm sure you would tell me something about how you weren't thinking clearly.

Boys get dumb they’re horny, don't they? I haven't studied this extensively or anything, but there have been those little telltale comments online in random discussion boards. Some guy might reveal that he gets horny, and he has to touch himself, and clarity only really comes back after this climaxed. Is that what happened to you? Did I make my little proposal, and you agreed because you were so excited, but now you're starting to understand that this isn't a joke, a game, or anything else.

You practically begged for slavery, so that's what I'm going to give you.

You're going to be owned so thoroughly, sweet boy.

I'm going to keep you for myself.

It's not just the shackles, is it? What else are you wearing?

First off, you have the gag in your mouth, so it's not like you can speak. You do look cute with it, by the way. There's something sweet about seeing a boy with a rubber cylinder wedged up against his lips and between his teeth. I love the way you keep trying to jerk your head from side to side, like you think you might be able to loosen the gag if you just get enough centrifugal force.

Those straps are quite secure. In fact, all of them are quite secure. You could probably struggle against those bonds for hours, days, or even weeks, and you still wouldn't be able to get up.

Don't worry. I'm not going to keep you strapped down forever. Frankly, I just want to get you properly equipped, and then we can get started with your "formal training". Won't that be lovely?

Right now, I admire your gag, plus the collar around your neck. The thick leather must be somewhat uncomfortable, especially because I pulled it tight. It likely makes it harder for you to breathe, but that is the smallest discomfort this collar is capable of unleashing. Right now, I'm wondering if you can feel the prongs still pressed against your throat. Every time you inhale or swallow, today announced themselves?

My eyes glide along your naked body. Aside from the gag in the collar, you are completely exposed and vulnerable. Not only that, I can tell how much you want this. That's cute.

Pretty soon, you're going to recognize your mistake. You're going to understand that you allowed your urges to lead you somewhere very, very bad. You worked so hard for your career, for your friends, for all of those little accomplishments that probably meant something to you.

Say goodbye to all of it.

I lift my right hand, and that's when you see the controller. It isn’t elaborate or technologically advanced, but it doesn't need to be either. At the top of the controller, there is a dial. It goes between one and twenty. At the bottom, there is a red button. Right now, the dial is set to six.

Are you ready? Are you ready to experience a six?

Your jaw clenches as you bite down into the cylinder because you know what's about to happen. You're a very smart boy like that.

I want you to understand that I am going to train you. I'm going to tame you, break you, and domesticate you. I’m to turn you into the perfect slave. You're going to become my property and my plaything. When you first told me about your secret fantasy, you probably thought it was all an impossibility, but you underestimated my wealth and connections, didn't you? You never envisioned a scenario where a girl like me could take a boy like you and lock you up.

"This is going to sting," I promise, and then I hit the button. My finger pushes down on that little piece of plastic, it triggers the signal, and the collar around your neck lights up. Specifically, those two prongs become electrified, and the energy sizzles into your body.

You tense.

For me, it's not fair dramatic or theatrical. But now, your eyes widen as you recognize how painful this can be.

I reach down because I can, and I brush your cheek with the back of my hand. From there, I glide my fingers along the length of your chest as I make my way toward your erection.

"I wonder how many shocks it would take before you lost this," I say as I casually wrap my fingers around your cock.

You stiffen again, clearly terrified.

Good. You should be.

"What do you think, sweet boy? Five or six? Seven or eight?" Then I snap my fingers, and I wonder out loud, "Or maybe I just need to increase the level. What do you think of that? Are you ready for a ten?"

You swing your head from side to side. In your fantasies, you could never simulate this kind of agony. When the electricity shoots through your friend, it lights up pain receptors you never knew you had. Then again, you're supposed to be a suburban boy, aren't you? You're the kind of modern creature who is capable at a keyboard or in front of the screen, but you didn't comprehend how much an electrical shock could actually sting.

Don't worry. You're about to find out.

"Let's try seven or eight," I say.

Then I watch as I push that button again and again. I give you a few seconds between each burst of electricity because I want you to catch your breath. If I just held the button down, the electricity would rage through your body, but you would probably lose consciousness. I don't want that. I want to awake. I want to see your eyes shine as you cry out.

If you're trying to be stoic or brave, I can't tell.

Sorry.

You cry out and moan and whimper. Most of the noise is absorbed by the rubber cylinder in your mouth, so it's hard for me to gauge exactly how much this all stings.

At first, I count through the numbers, but then I give up because I realize I don't actually owe you anything, do I? I'm the owner, and you are my property, so I can just keep hitting this button for as long as I want—and as many times as I want.

Maybe I hit it seven or eight times. Maybe I hit this button seventeen or eighteen times instead. Honestly, I'm not paying attention…

"Hey, look at that. You're still hard," I say, sounding amused. "Let's try something else, especially because I want to get you locked up."

Locked up?

You probably don't understand what that means, but that's okay. A boy like you doesn't need to be aware of those details.

I turn around, and I walk away.

I leave you there for several minutes. I even shut off the lights. Everything is pitch black. You're still muzzled, collared, naked, and strapped down. Alone in the dungeon, you have no idea what's going to happen next.

In my kitchen, I grab a bowl, and I fill it with ice. Then I saunter back into the basement, and I turn on the lights.

Before your eyes adjust to the sudden illumination, I'm standing over you, and I place the bowl on your chest. You see the wicked little smirk tug at the corner of my mouth as I say, "You might want to brace yourself for this."

I pinch an ice cube, and then I touch it to the base of your cock. I drag it up slowly to the very tip where I swirl it around in one, two, three quick circles. Then I slide it down the other side. From there, I grab two more pieces of ice, and I start rubbing them along your erection. You're struggling now, thrashing, and it's adorable as you try to pull yourself free, but you can't break away from those leather restraints, can you?

As a guy, you need to think of yourself as strong and powerful. You always want to be the hero of your own story, but that's not how this works, is it?

Nope.

You experience true helplessness as you desperately fight to restraints, but I continue my work until your shaft is nice and soft. Then I pull out the chastity cage, and I hold it up for you to see.

"I'm locking you up, sweet boy. I'm going to make sure you understand that you belong to me. You’re never going to escape because that collar its own GPS unit. If you ever try to leave this house, you'll get jolted right away. You won't like that at all. But hey, this cage is special too. It also comes with some electrodes. It also comes with a GPS. Isn't that great? You're going to be doubly imprisoned!"

By this point, you’re begging.

You focus on the words, and I can only imagine what you're trying to say, but I don't really care. Still, there's something adorable and delightful about those whimpered noises you make as you try to beg and plead.

Piece by piece, I slide the chastity cage into place. There's the metal tube encircling and in staring your cock, the ring beneath your scrotum, and to the various fasteners. Finally, I hold up the lock for you to see. It's simple, just polished iron in the shape of a square. Then I slide it into position, and your head is lifted with your chin pushed against your chest, and you stare.

Desperately, you're probably trying to think of something you can do or say to get out of this.

Click.

You register that sound, and you thrash around for a few more seconds until your panting in staring up at the ceiling, but you understand that I'm never letting you go. Face it, boy. You belong to me.

"Are you're ready to get started with your training?" I inquire sweetly.

We used to be friends, you and I.

That's before you made your little confession and awakened to something inside of me. That's before you became my slave.

Our relationship has always been very strange, if only because we have gone through so many phases. It's okay. You can tell me the truth. I know that when we met, you didn't like me. There were probably a couple of reasons for it.

First, I outranked you. I was a couple of years younger, inexperienced, and yet I still qualified as your boss. That must have been aggravating, especially because I remember that first moment when you looked at me. We were at the company mixer, and you caught sight of me from across the room. I was busy talking with some members of upper management, and we were probably going over a budget or joking about our competitors when you locked your eyes on me, and I noticed the way you stared.

I didn't say anything, nor did I react. Then again, it was a mixer, and maybe I was one of the cuter girls there. I had my dark brown hair pulled back and tied into this elaborate French braid. It had taken me about an hour to get it done, and even then, I had to call one of my friends over to help me out. The braid kept skewing to the left or right, and it was incredibly frustrating. I wore just a little bit of makeup: some foundation, red lipstick, and blush. In my little black dress, I looked amazing, especially with that hint of cleavage. Finally, I walked around the party in my high heels, and it was clear that I could be young, attractive, and powerful.

When I saw you, I didn't think you were anything special. No offense. You had on that collared shirt, and you looked so average, just like another one of the programmers or engineers.

It's funny; back in the Dark Ages, European nations actually used sartorial laws. Basically, these were specific regulations for what people were allowed to wear. At a glance, you should have been able to tell the difference between a peasant, a merchant or tradesmen, an aristocrat, a priest or royalty. Basically, everyone had a uniform. And now, centuries later, we volunteer for the same dynamics.

At some point, you must have realized that I had noticed your stare, so you turned away, and you went back to your conversation with your friends or coworkers. In the meantime, I focused on the managers all around me.

We called it a "mixer". We called it a "party". But really, this was a chance to perform, to network, show off, and to build up the social capital we would need at some future meeting or on some distant project.

Too often, people come to these events, and they decide to get drunk or to joke around. They don't understand that there is no way to socialize at work. The rules can never truly be suspended, because that guy over there will always be your boss. That woman a few feet away is still a coworker, and all of this can blow up in your face, whether you like it or not, whether you think it's fair or not.

Then again, you don't really work for the company any longer, do you?

You don't need to worry about any of that, do you?

Sorry. I can't help but chuckle every time I think about your status and how so much as changed for you.

At some point that night, I excused myself from those conversations, and I drifted off to the corner of the room. I held onto my wine glass.

When it comes to budgets, Excel sheets, and resource allocation, I'm quite skilled. I know exactly how to give different teams what they need to succeed. That's one reason why our projects have done so well over the last two or three years. We’re capturing more and more market share.

But that's not something you have to worry about anymore, is it?

Nope. Sorry. You shouldn't worry about work, not here and now.

But we met at a company event, so they can be hard to disentangle our relationship and my connection to work.

But like I was saying, I was off in the corner, and I remember holding onto my wine glass, taking a tentative sip. Once again, this wasn't a real social event because I still had to be careful about smudging my makeup. If I had been at an actual party, that I wouldn't have bothered with the lipstick, and I wouldn't have cared about looking professional.

"Hi," he said, holding out your hand.

We shook, and I introduced myself. "I'm Chelsea. It's good to meet you, Chris."

Your eyes widened, and I could tell right away that you didn't have much of a poker face, especially for company politics. An instant later, your brows creased, and you had to ask, "You know my name?"

"I know most people here," I said. "I've a pretty good memory for names."

"Chelsea…" You repeated my name, like it sounded familiar, but you couldn't recall exactly where you learned it or how you should know me. Then your eyes widened again, proving you couldn't hide your surprise, "Wait. Are you Chelsea Wren?"

"The one and only," I said, holding up my glass.

"Excuse me," you said right away, retreating. Your voice hardened and seemed to drop several degrees.

I chuckled as he walked away, and that was the moment when you decided that you really, really hated me. Of course, you would’ve heard the rumors, but now all of the different pieces fit together. I was the spoiled noble. The Corporate Princess. The cruel heiress. I was the brat who didn't deserve her job. Obviously, had used nepotism or something else to get my spot.

Later that night, I saw you glancing in my direction again. Of another guy had been checking me out like that, I probably would have gotten annoyed. After all, you weren't being subtle. (Or maybe you were trying to be subtle, but you are very good at it.) But because I thought you were cute and because you are so bad at it, I didn't mind your attention. If anything, it was amusing because I could sense that mix of attraction and frustration radiating off of you. You kept glancing at my direction, but you hated how your attention wandered toward me. You didn't want to think of me, but you couldn't help yourself either, could you?

That was the first time we met.

Weeks later, you were working on a project, and you knew that your manager had made impossible promises to his boss. You knew that your team was never, ever going to be able to succeed on your current project.

Again and again, you tried to talk to your manager, but nothing worked. He thought he could pull this whole thing off with just a skeleton crew. And if he had, he probably would have impressed someone else in the company, but you knew it wouldn't work. The whole thing would fall apart. And so, you asked around to, you got advice, and you figured out what to do.

You had to ask for help.

You had to ask me.

Lots of the other guys at the company had come to the same conclusion as you: I couldn't possibly know what I was talking about, but you were desperate.

You made an appointment with my assistant, and he set up a time when you could meet with me. Then, looking flustered and nervous, you showed up. I told you to sit down in front of my desk, we started talking.

In about five minutes, we managed to fix the issue. I made a call, told your boss that you would be receiving extra help whether he liked it or not, and I didn't mention your name. You never got in trouble, but after that, you decided that I really knew what I was talking about—I could be young and competent. Just as importantly, I was willing to take risks in order to make sure our projects succeeded.

A few days later, you saw me outside of the building. I was eating a hot dog and a little bag of chips, and you decided to come up to me. You sat down next to me on that stone bench, and we started talking. I don't remember the first notes of conversation, but I did end up asking you, "Do you bowl?"

At our firm, most of the employees preferred "other" activities. If it didn't involve the latest trend or some new technological innovation, most of our colleagues weren't interested. Surprisingly, you told me, "I haven't been bowling since I was probably eight or nine, but I had a lot of fun." Then, something suddenly shy and nervous, you told me, "But you know, I could definitely try it."

We made plans. We went bowling.

And yes, I knew that you were still sneaking glances at me. You couldn't help yourself. Even so, you didn't make any stupid assumptions. You didn't automatically believe that this was a date or that we were going to get together. You didn't think you would be able to seduce me just because you were a guy and I was a girl.

But we had a really good time!

Seriously, I don't know if I had ever laughed that hard.

We joked about the pins, naming a few of them. For some reason, the pin on our far left just would not get knocked down. It didn't matter how hard he threw the ball or if we aimed for it.

Frankly, I thought it was adorable when you pointed at that pin, and you called out, "We can’t do it. That pin is invincible, and I think he deserves a name."

"A name?" I asked, chuckling because that sounded both sweet and silly. It felt good to get away from the corporate aggression, especially because our company tried to balance whimsey with unadulterated greed. We invaded one market after another, and we didn't care who we hurt along the way. All of that was obvious. If the ethics ever became an issue, plenty of our colleagues would have shrugged and said, "It's all about the market. The market decides what will succeed or fail." At the same time, they never considered our government subsidies or how "markets" are built by people.

Anyway, you tilted your head to the side and studied that pin. Theatrically, he narrowed your eyes, jerked your hand up, and you pointed at it like this was your greatest enemy, "Joe. I name thee Joe the Invincible!"

Yes, you were adorable, and yes, we kept joking around for the rest of the night.

After that, we started hanging out more and more. It wasn't anything dramatic. It was just easy, and we seemed to be able to play around and have fun.

At first, we both seemed to silently agree that there needed to be a line down the middle of our relationship. This wasn't going to get romantic. It wasn't going to be anything but platonic and friendly. Even so, the intimacy grew between us. I started telling you about some of the guys at work—especially those assholes who didn't take me seriously because of my gender or age. You talked about some of the mechanical issues that popped up, not to mention some of the difficulties you had in terms of negotiating with your colleagues. You are an excellent engineer, but people could be tricky.

When you first told me that, I chuckled and agreed with you, "Yes, people can be hard."

"It's not fair," he said. "If you're talking about programming or engineering, there are the specific rules. You know exactly what you're supposed to do. If there's a bug in your system, it might be a pain in the ass to track down, but at least you know that there’s an objective reason why this code is failing."

"But people are different," I finished for you. "They're inconsistent."

"Exactly!"

"If it helps, people do follow rules," I said.

"Really? No one told me."

"That's because the rules are usually unspoken, and they change depending on the situation." I smirked and glanced down.

"What?"

"It's nothing," I said as I recalled something from college. “There was this guy, and he was a lot like you. I could tell that he was majoring in computer science or biology or chemistry, and the teacher was actually talking about inconsistent social rules. This was in an English class, and my classmate was just annoyed that one bit of vocabulary might be appropriate for one situation but not another."

"Yeah, that can get annoying."

"This guy felt the same way. He thought it was unfair that a novelist could use language one way, maybe breaking some rule of punctuation or whatever, but then we had to use Standardized Academic English in our papers. He figured that if the style was good enough for a book, then it should have been good enough for our papers."

"Your teacher disagreed?" you asked.

"Exactly," I replied. "Just look at it this way. Whether you realize it or not, you adopt different linguistic styles when you talk to your friends, your family, or anyone else. Or hey, here's one of my favorite rules. Generally speaking, if you are a member of the group, then you usually think it's okay if you or someone else from that group insults it. People can go on and talk about how their families are so crazy or how their parents are rude or whatever, but if someone else made that same point, they would get pretty offended and upset. The rules change depending on who you are and where you are."

You nodded, willing to listen. At the same time, I could tell that you still didn't like it.

At this point, we were at your apartment, and we were watching some terrible reality TV show, and one character started bursting out with, "I’m not like other people. I'm honest. I'm real! I’m so real! I’ll tell people exactly what I'm thinking."

"That's nonsense," I said and shook my head.

"You think so?"

"Yeah. And you do too. Remember when you came in to get some help? You didn’t want to tell your manager he was being an idiot? You had to figure out a different tactic. Maybe you weren’t thinking about it in those terms, but you could tell him the truth," I told you.

You seemed to ponder this, and then you nodded. "I guess I just would prefer a world where we could all be honest with one another."

"I don't think that would be good," I said simply before taking a sip from my glass. "But hey, if you want to be honest, feel free." By this point, we were supposed to be watching movies, but we had opened a bottle of wine, and now there was this excited energy flowing through the air.

"Can I be honest?" you asked me. “Can I be really honest with you?” In that moment, your expression became so intense and focused, so I saw it. Maybe you were trying to broadcast your feelings. Maybe you're trying to hide them. Either way, I could tell that this was something important to you.

Feeling a little more sober, I lowered my glass, and I kept my eyes on you. "Yes. You can be honest," I said slowly and sincerely.

"It's dumb," you replied and turned away. At the same time, you clinched her eyes shut, like you couldn't believe you had come so close to revealing something so secret.

"We're friends," I answered. "I really care about you, so if there's something you want to share, you can share it."

At this point, you paused. You put down your cup, you tensed your hands together, and your elbows pushed against your sides as you leaned forward. You couldn't look at me.

As the tension played through your body, I didn't say anything. I didn't do anything, and I didn't pressure you either. Instead, I waited.

"There's something I want," he said. "It's ridiculous, and I shouldn't admit it.

"What's that?"

You glanced back at me, took another breath, and you seemed hold it, like you knew that you couldn't wait much longer. "I, I want to lose control. I fantasize about giving myself over to someone completely. I'm thinking of losing every drop of power."

"You want to be an intern?" I asked. Realizing this was a bad time for a joke, I held my hands, and I quickly added, "I'm sorry. Keep going. Tell me more."

Somehow, the stupid joke seemed to put you at ease, if only a little bit because you gulped and said, "Okay. I want to be a slave. It's what I think about all the time. It’s ridiculous, but I can’t help it. I think it would be amazing to be owned. Or maybe not amazing. Maybe I just want to be powerless. Maybe I feel like I've too many choices my life. Maybe I…" You let your voice trail off like you didn't know how to finish, and that you clinched her eyes shut, bent forward, and pushed your four head down against your knees. Without looking back at me, you asked, "Maybe I need it?"

I reached out and brushed my fingers along your shoulder. As an unspoken rule of our friendship, we pretty much never touched. But at that moment, I could tell how much this all meant to you, so I broke the rules.

Slowly, you sat up, and you looked at me. "Are you sure you want to know about this?"

"I do," I said.

That's when you made your confession, your real confession, each and every detail.

I didn't know what to expect. I didn't know what you were going to tell me.

Just as importantly, I didn't know what you were about to awaken. Neither of us could have predicted that. ABC SWITCH

"I don't just fantasize about losing control," you confessed. "That's a big part of it, but there's so much more."

I could have coaxed you and encouraged you, but I decided to remain quiet as I listened. That’s what a good friend should do, right? Or maybe I was already experiencing those first itches of something new.

You clenched your eyes shut, and you knew you had to do this. For so long, you kept all of this to yourself, but you, like so many other people, yearned for the chance to connect. Even if you knew these games would just remain a fantasy, you had to say something to someone.

"I want to be enslaved. I want to be a sex slave. I want a beautiful woman, someone like you, to capture me and enslave me. I want to be kept as a servant, as a slave…" You clenched your eyes shut, you covered your face, and then you struggled to hide from all of this, probably because you never envisioned a scenario where you would tell someone like me, the Corporate Princess. (Yeah, I already knew all about my nickname at work.)

"Thank you for telling me," I said. And then I did something neither of us expected. I leaned over, and I pulled you close, and I held you. I held you tight, and I didn't let go for nearly a minute.

We embraced as friends as my imagination tentatively reached out for different possibilities and opportunities.

Fortunately, you didn’t do something foolish like try to kiss me. Instead, we let go, we enjoyed our wine, and we started to watch a movie.

That was supposed to be the kind of conversation that enhanced the intimacy between us but that we mostly just ignored. You had shared something, and I had accepted this part of you, and you didn't have to worry about being judged for your desires. And yet, something else happened…

On Monday, I saw you in the hall at work, and we made a couple of jokes. We chatted for a few minutes, and then you had to get to some meeting, and I had a budget that required my attention.

As you walked away, I thought of something.

Your desires. Your fantasies.

Before a movie and while we sipped wine, you confessed so much to me, and I intended to treasure those secrets and this special confidence. It was supposed to be a moment of connection between friends, something unique and special.

And yet, I started to think about it more and more.

You didn't want a relationship, not in the traditional sense. For so long, I had messed around with different guys at one point or another. In high school, I started dating like so many of my friends. Those first, silly and shy attempts at a "relationship" seemed pretty tame by so many standards. And yet, those boys still failed to impress me.

There had been something different, something special or unarticulated which I craved. But what was it? What had I really wanted to do?

Those boys always tried to impress me. They struggled so hard to demonstrate themselves. Maybe they wanted to be funny. Perhaps they thought their athletic prowess or impressive musculature would be good enough. Others intended to show me just how smart they could be as they rattled off facts or spoke with the dedicated acumen of a Harvard grad student.

None of it worked.

For one reason or another, I had never been able to connect with any of those guys.

Two nights later, I found myself alone in the dark, in my bed, and it was a Friday night, and I started to think about you. Specifically, I imagined what it would be like to have you chained down somewhere in my house. Maybe you would be a dog cage. Maybe you would be on the floor with your hands cuffed behind your back, a metal collar around your neck, and a chain leading to a bolt in the wall.

Without even realizing what I was doing, I started to slide my hand down into my panties. I savored the warmth of my body before my fingertips started to gently and deliciously slide along my crevice.

I was touching myself!

Yes, I masturbated from time to time, but it was a pretty rare experience. Even then, I usually employed the little pink vibrator that I kept hidden away at the bottom of my sock drawer.

Only now, I kept my legs parted, and my hand up and down with my fingers going deeper with every minute. Hot pleasure coursed through my veins, and I started to mouth the words, "What are you? That's right, you're a slave, aren't you? You belong to me, and you're never getting away."

I envisioned you on your back, strapped down and struggling. I wanted to see her muscles flex. Better yet, I itched to witness that look of fear and surprise play across your face as he started to understand exactly what was happening.

Of course, this would just be the beginning.

My fantasies unfurled, and I simply rode the currents through my imagination. It was so easy to envision you restrained, gagged, maybe blindfolded, or chained up to a wall. Yeah, that last one definitely counted as one of my favorites, especially because I pictured myself holding a paddle, a riding crop, or even a whip.

A whip.

I imagined the leather curve, the weight in my hand, the sharpened tip, and what it would feel like for you when I jerked my arm back and slapped the point against your naked skin. You would feel it against your shoulder blades, the small of your back, your legs and her buttocks. I would be able to strike again and again, leaving thin, red welts along your flesh. And of course, you would beg.

As the Corporate Princess, I could keep you like a pet.

No, not a pet.

What did you say? Servant? Slave?

Yeah.

And when I would use my whip on you, you would beg and plead. You would whimper. The desperation would flare through your body, especially because you would have never experienced at this kind of pain before. I ached to hear you cry out. I wanted your muscles bulge as you yanked against your restraints even though we would both recognize the futility. You wouldn't be able to escape, sweet boy. You would be utterly trapped and under my sway. I would be able to play with you, tormenting you for long hours, and it wouldn't matter what you did or said.

At some point, you would recognize my superiority. I would be the owner, and you would be the slave. I would be the Mistress, and he would become my property.

From there, you could begin to serve me.

In reality, I was masturbating, and I couldn't stop myself. Maybe for the first time in my life, I understood what it was like to be a desperate boy. I was panting. I had one hand between my legs, the other of my T-shirt, and I was fondling I nipples, teasing them and gently pinching them even as the fingers on my other hand continued to glide up and down. Hot, addictive pleasure coursed through my body from one second to the next, and I couldn't stop.

I lost myself to those fantasies. It felt like a daydream, like this wild new reality, and then I raised my back, screaming out as I imagined your words, "Please, Mistress! Please, I swear, I will be a good, obedient slave for you! I will do everything you want!"

The fantasies splashed across my psyche so quickly. Images of you on your knees. Images of me sliding a collar around your neck, yanking on your leash, sitting on your face, holding you down, and taking whatever I wished at any point. You wouldn't be able to stop me, and I wouldn't need to mess around with the niceties of permission. I could just take you because you would be mine.

All mine.

Eventually, the orgasm faded from my body, and I was still alone in the dark, panting. My face was hot and damp, and my fingertips smelled like my own excitement. I couldn't believe I had just done that.

I rolled over onto my back, and I tried to close my eyes and relax.

Somehow, I couldn't fall asleep.

That night, I ended up masturbating two more times.

On Monday, nothing seemed different. Yes, I was tired, but I was a corporate manager, so this wasn't terribly unusual. So long as I could continue to maintain the same level of excellence and output, no one would notice. You and I had lunch together, and you asked if I didn't sleep well. I said yes, and I glanced back at you. Each time I made eye contact with you, my mind dragged me back toward those fantasies. Again and again, I envisioned you as my plaything.

Still, I didn't bring it up for an entire week.

On Monday, nothing changed. But by Tuesday, I found myself typing. Like so many other managers, I could always find work to do. There are always new budgets to be reviewed, new proposals to be written, and an infinite stream of email that required my attention. Instead of looking for new projects and assignments, I found myself wondering different parts of the web. At first, I ended up on websites designed for "couples looking for a thrill." Predictably, I found fuzzy handcuffs, love dice, and a bunch of other novelties.

That's where I started. That's not where I stopped.

Maybe it would have been easier for you if I decided a pair of handcuffs would be good enough. But no, I had other ideas in mind.

I was sitting at my desk with my secretary outside, and yet I kept envisioning the different scenarios. Little by little, I wandered to more extreme possibilities. Collars and leashes, nipple clamps, cages, whips, paddles, and so much more. The possibilities seemed endless, and I loved how they would all lead to the same spot: you, my boy, on your knees, suddenly willing and perhaps even desperate to please me.

I exhaled slowly, and part of me kept wanting to hitch up my skirt and to slide down my panties and to start touching myself.

There were, however, some lines that I wouldn't cross.

Even so, by the time I left the office that day, my panties were drenched.

That night, I pulled out my laptop, and I started to consider the different possibilities.

I had recently renovated my basement. But what if I filled it with other toys? It would be easy enough to buy the shackles and to secure them to the wall. I could find the studs and reinforce them with bowls. I could attach the chains and keep you down there…

My heart started to beat faster as I imagined these different scenarios. I have always been adept when it comes to planning. But now, I could push those talents toward something completely different and wildly exciting.

I could really do it.

Not only that, I started to think about the financial implications. Could I keep you as a slave? Could I train you and domesticate you and turn you into my personal household servant?

Yes.

My mouth watered as I consistently came to that same conclusion. The excitement roiled through me like a storm, and I was so eager.

Then, without making a conscious decision, I got up, I went to my purse, and I pulled out my wallet. Not only that, I took out a credit card, I went online, and I started making the purchases one by one. Better yet, I also found a craftsman who would be able to put together the different pieces of furniture for me. Soon enough, everything would be ready.

Yes, I decided to make the purchases and secure everything before I knew exactly what was going to happen. Since I was willing to pay extra, I had my personal dungeon prepared on Friday. It was also ridiculously fast, but the expedited shipping made it all possible. The craftsman asked me to wait a couple of days, but I offered to triple his pay if he came in after hours to get everything ready.

Then it was all done.

The carpenter flashed me a couple of strange looks, especially when he saw the restraints and shackles, but he just assumed that I was going to be playing with my husband or something.

Then it was Friday, and I sent you a text message.

When you got it, you probably didn't see it as anything strange. I just invited you out to dinner.

And yet, I knew that this was going to be your decision. You had made an important confession, and now I wanted to lure you into the trap. Somehow, I suspected that you would willingly wander into it.

We went downtown to an excellent taco shop. You ordered, I grabbed us a table, and it was pretty quiet despite being a Friday night. Couples and groups of college kids wandered by the huge windows, and we sat at our table as I considered exactly what I was going to tell you.

At first, the conversation seemed normal enough. You told me about one of your projects, and we talked about a different movie we might want to watch. We discussed a new documentary, and then we placed our orders. As the server walked away, I turned back to you.

"Do you still wish to be enslaved?" I didn't raise my voice, but I carefully enunciated each of those syllables.

Your eyes got big, your lips parted, and you froze.

After another second or two, you got a better hold of yourself, and you coughed before glancing off toward some of the other tables.

"I asked you a question," I said as you tried to figure out whether or not this was some kind of weird dream or maybe you had heard me wrong.

"What, what are you talking about?"

"Look at me," I said. By that moment, your eyes drifted back toward the window, like you needed to watch the cars or pedestrians wander by.

But now, you looked at me, and you seemed so adorably nervous. Normally, you didn't blush, but I could still read that little hint of pink along the sides of your neck. "You know exactly what I'm talking about. Last week, he made a little confession, and now I want to make it a reality."

"Are you trying to hook me up with someone?"

This vicious smile stretched across my face, and I slowly shook my head from side to side. In that moment, I probably looked like a hungry feline staring down a mouse. I could pounce at any moment, but then I tilted my head to the side, and I changed my mind. "This is what's going to happen, sweet boy. We are going to eat our tacos. Then we're going to go back to my place, and I'm going to strip you, inspect you, and tie you down. After that, your life as my slave can begin. It will be permanent and complete."

You sputtered out some kind of answer, but I wasn't listening. More importantly, the tacos came, and the server dropped them off before retreating.

I picked one up, I took a slow bite, and I chewed and swallowed.

For the next few minutes, you didn't say anything. It was obvious you wanted to talk, only you could bring yourself to voice a single question. What were you supposed to do? Were you supposed to pretend nothing had changed? Were you supposed to request clarification? And yet, I had been so latently clear with you.

I'm going to strip you, inspect you, and tie you down. After that, your life as my slave can begin. It will be permanent and complete.

In theory, you could have gotten up and walked away at any moment. It would have been simple for you to leave. But you couldn't do it, could you? No. You must have been so hard at that moment. You probably have this enormous, raging erection, and you desperately wanted to see if this would play out.

Then I tilted my head to the side as I watched you, and another smirk tugged at the corner of my mouth. This time, I wasn't going to laugh, but something did occur to me: you had fantasized about this, hadn't you?

You silly boy.

Yes, I was your friend, but you probably ached for a different kind of intimacy. You needed to be owned, but you didn't want to try to imagine some random fantasy girl. You needed someone you knew, someone pretty, someone powerful...so, someone just like me.

Part of me wanted to burst out laughing, yet I resisted the temptation. Instead, I let you ponder what could happen next. I was offering you nothing less than your fantasy.

At some point, you try to open your mouth, and you tried to ask a bunch of different questions. They were right there, at the tip of your tongue, only you still couldn't manage to articulate those simple ideas. Instead, you ate your dinner, and then, when it was time to leave, I paid, got up, and I started to walk away.

Outside, the cold air washed over us, but I just walked toward my car. You followed along, scurrying after me like an eager puppy.

Then I started driving.

Minutes later, I pulled up in front of my place, and I still hadn't said anything since that last declaration.

At one point, I glanced down toward your crotch, and I could see the bulge right there. It was obvious that you crave this so badly.

Perhaps you worried that if you voice your questions, you might ruin the illusion. At this point, you probably envisioned this as some kind of game—cute.

Nope. This wasn't going to be again. This was going to be everything you had craved and so much more. Even if you attempted back out, I wasn't going to allow it.

When we stopped in front of my house, I had my hands on the steering wheel, and I was tempted to glance over at you and ask something like, "Are you ready for this? Are you ready for captivity?"

Instead, I got out, I headed up the steps, and I went through the front door. Without glancing back, I could hear your footsteps. Once again, you were following me toward your future.

I went down the stairs without turning on the lights. You followed, and then I reached out, found the switch, and I hit it. Illumination cut down through the dark and revealed everything all at once.

You saw the table with the shackles, the cage, and the restraints waiting against the wall. Not only that, your eyes drifted over to the paddles, wit, and other accoutrements of pain lining the newly installed shelves.

True to my word, I turned back to you.

Up until now, you could have just been curious. Up until this point, maybe you told yourself that you weren't really serious about all of this, yet you needed to see exactly what I had done.

At this point, once you started to undress, he wouldn't be able to escape. I would see the truth.

"Strip," I commanded. The words came out so easily.

For so long, I had assumed that I had a natural knack for leadership. But it wasn't just "leadership" or some other corporate trait. Instead, I craved something else: control and power.

Your fingers shook just a little bit as he reached up and started to invite your shirt. Next, you untucked your top and revealed your belt.

"Stop," I said next. Then I stepped closer. We had never been like this, not really. Once or twice, we hugged, but those were quick moments where I might wrapp my arms around your shoulders, and maybe you would squeeze me for just a second. This was different as I kept my eyes locked on yours. Then, without glancing down, I loosened your belt. I pulled it free, and I dropped it to the floor.

"There," I said.

You started to strip, stroking off your shirt, removing your undershirt, yanking down your pants along with your boxers, all after you pulled off your shoes and socks. Within the span of only a few seconds, you were naked.

While you undressed, you had something to do. This distraction helped, only now you were naked, and I said quite plainly, "Cross your hands behind your back."

Your nostrils flared, and you obeyed. Then I started the circle you. You were taller than me, but that didn't change anything. This was my home. More importantly, we both understood that you had been born to serve. In another era, it would have been easy for you to find an owner. But now, I was the Corporate Princess, and I intended to live up to my name. That meant it was time for you to become a servant...my chattel.

"Do you see that table? I want you to go over there, lay down, and get ready."

You obeyed, scurrying forward. You saw the padded mat first, only then your gaze jumped over to the shackles waiting at each of the four corners.

With this nearly beneficent smile on my face, I sauntered over to you. You were on your back now with your arms and legs spread. Taking my time, I circled the table and continued to inspect to you. I hadn't really touched you, not yet. That would come later. Your erection was prominent, and you kept turning your eyes from me to the ceiling and back again, like you didn't know what to do.

Then I stopped at the foot of the table, and I grabbed your right ankle, and I lifted up just enough to pull the leather strap tight around your limb.

You grimaced, perhaps surprised by how tight I could pull the restraint.

"Scared?" I asked.

Eager to maintain some veneer of control, you shook your head, and I crept over to the next corner. I encircled your other ankle in another strap, drew it tight, and made my way toward your right wrist. At that point, you could sit up, free yourself, and try to escape.

Once your hands were bound, that would no longer be an option...

I kept watching you even as the excitement built deep within my chest.

"Are you ready?" I asked as I cinched the first strap tight. Then I went to your other arm, and I didn't bother saying anything, nor did I wait for response. For just a moment, it felt like maybe you tugged against that bond, but it didn't matter because the leather tightened, and suddenly you are secured, all strapped down, naked and powerless.

"There’s something I really want to show you," I said. "When I first started searching for it, I don't think I would find it. Yeah, I know they exist for dogs, but for a boy like you? Are you ready?" I stepped away, opened one of the containers hidden away in the corner of the room, and when I came back, I was holding onto a collar, black and leather and thick.

"I don't need a collar," you finally said.

"Every slave needs to be collared," I said to you. With you strapped down, it was so easy to contradict you, to talk down to you…

The uncertainty played out across your face, but then you lift your head to look down along the length of your body, like maybe you needed to remind yourself that this was really happening. You had envisioned the scenarios for so long, but this was going to be different and special. This was going to be real.

When you lift your head, you didn't think about the strategic implications, but now you made it so easy for me to slide that collar around your neck, and now you felt the little batteries and the twin prongs pushing against your skin.

"What, what is this?"

"I didn't give you permission to speak, but maybe you figured out for yourself," I said as I pulled out something special. I held up the remote control for you to see. I showed you the dial, and then I raised the button right there in front of your face.

"Guess what happens when I push this button? Are you ready? Are you ready to figure it out?"

"Chelsea…"

Before you could even finish the sentence, I hit the button, and the electricity shot into your body. Your eyes widened, you cried out, and you instinctively yanked against your straps.

I was so fascinated. Even when you fell back down against the soft padding, you kept panting, and I cocked my head to the side as I marveled at all of this. It was so incredible to see you so helpless.

"I can push this button whenever I want," I said. As I spoke, I couldn't tell if I was addressing you or myself. But then I grinned, "Let's see what happens."

This time, you pursed your lips, and it was obvious you wanted to try to hide from the sensations. And yet, the batteries were right there, and you couldn't knock the metal prongs away.

I hit the button, and you cried out again, shouting louder this time.

"Very nice," I said, nodding to myself. "Training you is going to be pretty easy."

"Chelsea, I think we need to talk," you started to say.

At this point, I decided I wasn't interested in anything you had to tell me.

I grabbed the gag. I held it up for you to see, and your eyes widened. "Don't," you began. At that moment, it was clear you thought you might be able to negotiate with me.

Cute.

Again, I didn't to let you finish. This time, you didn't have to endure the blast of electricity. Instead, I just pushed that rubber cylinder down between your teeth. You jerked your head up. Maybe it was a natural instinct, or maybe you thought you might be able to shake the tube out from between your teeth. Either way, I pulled the straps around the sides of your face, and I locked them together with just a couple of deft movements.

Now I looked down at you, and I grinned, "Poor boy. You're about to be trained. You're scared, aren't you? You're scared and maybe just a little bit angry, but there's nothing you can do about it. Face it, sweet boy. You belong to me now. You might not believe it appeared you might not even understand it, but that's okay."

Apparently eager to prove my point, you started shaking your head from side to side.

That's why I lifted the controller again. I held it up right in front of your face, and you had to know what this meant. Your heart must've been kicking faster, and the heat played across your skin, but you still didn't know what to do.

I pushed the button once, twice, three times. I let the energy burn through your body and sizzle along your pain receptors. You cried out, twitching to the left, to the right, arching her back and bucking against those leather shackles. But as hard as you fought, you still couldn't get away. You could bring all of the leverage of your muscles to bear, and it still wasn't enough! It wouldn’t ever be enough.

Each time the energy surged through you, you clenched her eyes shut, only to look back up, and there I was, standing over you like some cruel angel.

"Would you like some more?" I asked.

"No!" you struggled to pant out, yet you couldn't even articulate that simple sound, not while gagged. Although to be honest, I preferred to think of you as muzzled. You know, like a dog. Like a pet.

"What's wrong?" I teased you as you started to fight to the restraints again. Apparently, you were feeling stronger, so you twisted and pulled on those bonds. You battled the restraints with everything you had, and I watched. I felt aristocratic and powerful as I stood over you, especially because I still held that small controller in the palm of my hand with the pad of my thumb just above the button.

At any moment, I could push it, and we both understood this very simple fact. It would require so little effort…

In fact, I decided to hit the button for fun and because I could. I pressed it, and then I watched as you jerked your head back, shoved shoulders down, and lifted your buttocks. In that moment, it was clear that you were suffering so much, but you couldn't do anything about it. You were completely helpless. Frankly, I couldn't understand how or why this excited me. Was it the fact that I spent so much of my time negotiating with guys like you? Granted, you had been my friend, and I actually valued your company, but I could still enjoy my power and control. Besides, you would become far more...humble and obedient with that collar around your neck and something else…

It was time for me to lock you in the chastity cage.

Now I have you strapped down, gagged, collared, and locked.

The time for reminiscence is over. Now, I have decided I want to begin your true training. As far as I'm concerned, it won't take long, especially because of the GPS trackers built into your equipment. This way, you won't be able to leave until I give you permission. I run my teeth along my bottom lip as I contemplate you.

"Should I take out the gag?"

You gulp nervously. I love that! After a couple of seconds, you nod your head, and it's obvious that you are nervous. You're probably trying to think of your next moves, yet you're smart enough to realize just how trapped you really are.

I pull myself up onto the table, and I sit there. I lean down, and I brush my fingers along your collar, then down your clavicles. As I lightly caress you, you tense up, and I watch and your shaft struggles to harden. But you can't get an erection, can you? No. You're all locked up, and your body can struggle and fight, yet it won't make the slightest difference.

Poor you…

Poor, sweet boy…

"If I take out the gag, are you going to be appropriately obedient? Are you going to be appropriately respectful and differential?" I ask.

You must hate this. Granted, you may have fantasized about similar scenarios, but I'm beginning to suspect that the reality of your situation is quite different from what you always envisioned. Like so many other boys, you probably picture one version of surrender and enslavement, only to find yourself with a shock collar locked around your neck. Imagining that bolt of electricity is quite different from feeling the sizzling sting, isn't it?

Even so, you nod your head down and up. You move slowly, like you aren't sure of your decision. Or maybe you just want me to believe you. Either way, it doesn't matter because I grab you by your hair, pull your head up, and then I reach down for the buckles. I open them and remove the rubber tube from between your teeth.

"Chelsea," you start to say.

I shock you.

You cry out, and you jerk against her bonds. For a second, your lips parted, and it's obvious you want to snarl out something like, "Why did you do that? Why did you shock me?"

But you're smart, so you bite back those questions because you know they won't change anything.

"How should you address your owner?" I asked, adopting the singsong tone of the babysitter talking down to some disobedient boy.

Your eyes narrow into slits, and it's obvious that you're frustrated with me.

"Mistress," you say slowly, clearly articulating the word, yet your tone is cold.

"I think I want to hear you sound excited. Go on, boy. Let me know how excited you can be."

Your eyes get bigger, and you open your mouth. At the last moment, you stop yourself from saying something you will probably regret.

"Not fast enough," I chide you. And that's when I push the button again.

This time, I get to hear you roar as the pain rushes through your body. You yank and twist on your restraints, but you're still trapped. By the time you settled back again, I decide to pull myself up onto the table, and on straddling you with the curves of my knees pressed against your rib cage. I grin down at you, and I start your training, "Go on. Say it."

"Mistress!" The fear ripples through your voice as he uttered those syllables, "You're my Mistress."

Right as those words are out on the air, it's obvious you regret saying them. Embarrassment or shame simmers just beneath the surface of your skin, but now I touch your cheek, and that's when you ask, "Are you really going to do this?"

"What? Train you? Tame you? Absolutely."

"But, but…"

Before you can finish, I grin, and I say, "This is exactly what you wanted, isn't it? You were hoping to be owned. And now, I can make you do whatever I want."

"I can't do anything right now," you protest. Maybe you think I'm about to release you.

"Is that what you think? Are you trying to be a clever boy? Are you may be imagining some scenario where I let you up so you can escape?"

"No, that's not what I was thinking," you tell me a little bit too quickly.

I smile down at you, and you can tell that I don't take you seriously, not anymore, not while your naked and literally locked.

"Tell me something, sweet boy. If you got up right now, where would you go, especially because I own something very important. Even if these shackles aren’t on your wrists, would you run off?"

"No, of course not."

"You know, your cage is snug. Not only that, it's made out of titanium. You can't get it off, not without a chainsaw. Is that what you would try to do?"

The color fades away from your cheeks for just a moment as you contemplate what that would be like. Just imagine it. The noise, the sharpened edges, all of the potential for an accident…

Then I draw your thoughts to something far more pleasant as I cup your cheeks in my hands, lean down, and kiss you. I press my lips to your mouth, and I savor that moment of surprise. You tense up, almost like you expect this to hurt, but then my lips are so soft and warm, and your body responds.

You're so predictable and easy to read.

Do boys want to be mysterious? Do guys try to hide their feelings? If so, you're failing miserably, especially because I sense that little pulse of tension when you discover the unyielding boundaries of your chastity cage.

Despite this, I keep kissing you. This isn't for you. It's for me. I savor the taste of your lips and the tension that seems to grip your body. I love the way you yield even as I play with you. Every few seconds, you struggle again. You squirm against the straps, and I love those tender little movements.

If we were equals, then I'd have to take your feelings into account, but you're caged, aren't you? You can't even enjoy the freedom of an erection, let alone an orgasm. For my part, I groan as I enjoy the alluring tenseness in your mouth.

Slowly, I pull away.

Then I smile down at you and realize something: I can get naked. I can strip in front of you, and I don't need to worry about what you might do or say.

As I bask in my authority over you, I pull off my shirt. I unzip my skirt and toss it to the floor. I do all of this slowly, especially when I realize that you have your eyes aimed up at me. You could turn away. You could pretend, only I know the truth.

Even if I've shocked, collared, and caged your cock, you still yearn for me, don't you?

Poor boy.

Don't worry. You'll get to enjoy at least one flavor of intimacy. The thought sends sparks of excitement down my spine; I savor the damp heat between my legs as I get ready.

Other women have to worry about the politics and their boys' preferences, but I don't. This hungry grin stretches across my lips right after I pull away from you. Knowing I can do whatever I want, I finish removing each article of clothing. Soon, my top, my skirt, my bra, shoes and socks are all on the floor. I have done nothing but this dark red pair of panties, and I take my time.

I slide my fingers up along my sides. I cup my breasts and gently work my palms along with the tips of my stiffened nipples. My body responds, especially because I know exactly what I'm going to do.

Beneath me, you let out this adorable groan. It's clear that you want release so badly, but you're smart enough not to ask for it.

Obviously, I want to make you wiggle and writhe. You tell yourself that you're not giving me the satisfaction, but you're so predictable! Face it, sweet boy, I don't need to think hard about your reactions. They're so obvious, especially when I just glance down at you.

My hands continue to work their way along my nipples. I gently tease those tips. I caress them, stroke them, and rub them. I enjoy the soft give of my chest as I run the tip of my tongue along my teeth. I eyes turn upward, and I simply enjoy the feel of your body between my legs.

But then I pull my right hand to back down, and I caress my stomach for a moment before my fingertips push their way down into my panties. I stretch the elastic of my underwear, and now my fingers glide along my sex.

It's so obvious what I'm doing, and yet you still can't look away. Maybe you should. Maybe you should turn away or close your eyes. You could hide. You could pretend that you hate this.

"I could have sex with you," I say.

Your brows furrow, and you know you should say something, but what? I love the confusion that plays across your features. You're so handsome, especially like this.

Most men probably assume that they look worse when powerless or frustrated. But the same boys are wrong. There is something so incredibly delicious about having a male strapped down, squirming and struggling.

Trust me. I know.

As my fingers brush along my sex, I savor those fresh sparks of sensation. Then I push down, and bolts of energy pulsed through me. But this isn't anything like the electricity you experience, sweet boy. Oh no. This is pure pleasure, and I savor the ecstasy as it runs through my body. I still have one hand on my chest and the other between my legs as I savor all of this. I enjoy focusing on myself, all while you are trapped.

Your fingers flex, and you twitch your toes as your arms and legs occasionally buck against the restraints. At this point, you know you can't get away. You know you are completely and utterly stuck, yet you still have to pull, don't you?

Don't worry. I'm enjoying the show. Keep struggling as long as you want, sweet boy. You're still not getting away.

Then I glance down at you, and I ask a very simple question, "Would you like me to have sex with you?"

You must have envisioned that possibility. With your cock straining against the mental boundaries of its cage, you probably imagine what it would be like. You fantasized about the deliciously soft heat of my slit tightening around your shaft, but now I've asked, and you start to think that it might be a possibility.

It's really sweet and funny, but I can see your thoughts shift. Just a few seconds ago, you were entirely focused on escape and resisting the urge to watch. But now, you drink in the sight of my breasts, the smooth lines of my waist, and at the curves of my cheeks and lips. The notion of escape disappears as you think about this one possibility: sex.

"I asked you a question," I say. Even as I speak and gently gasp out those words, I slide my fingers between my legs.

Yes, I have masturbated before, but it’s never been anything like this. It had always been perfunctory, almost mechanical, like something I want to try, but I never really embraced the possibility.

Then again, I always held onto the silly, girl fantasies: sex on a beach or sex in the rain. Perhaps I thought about celebrities or that hot guy in school who I never really knew anyway. Half of the fantasies were more romantic than sexual, and they never excited me like this. Then again, it never really occurred to me to focus on a boy's frantic energy. Because even now, I can feel it: a delightful mixture of arousal and frustration, fear and doubt.

"Does it even matter what I say?" you ask, and you probably think you sound like such a badass.

"Of course, it matters. If I didn't care about what you had to say, that I wouldn't have taken out the gag," I answer, making it sound so practical.

Your lips pull back, you breathe in sharply, and you can probably feel the cold air against your teeth on the roof of her mouth. You hardly notice the sensations, however, all while you focus on what you're supposed to do or say.

"You should hurry up and answer," I say. "After all, I might finish. I might finish without you, and then I could just go do some work."

"You wouldn't leave me here," you say, the words frantic and desperate because you need to believe them. You really, really need to cling to that simple declaration.

And yet, my eyes twinkle as I ask, "Wouldn't I?"

Suddenly you don't know. You can't know.

"Go on," I chide you. "Answer me."

You could stay quiet. You could defy me. You could act like some prisoner of war and maintain your dignity.

Again, you're still a boy, and you have me positioned above you, and I really have to wonder how often you have asked yourself what sex with me might be like. Yes, you must have envisioned yourself in settings like this, but our situation is totally different. Not only that, the electricity burns hotter than you could have imagined, and the shackles are tighter than you pictured. It must be so frustrating to get what you want, only to realize how much worse it might actually be…

Then again, "be careful what you wish for" is a cliché for a reason, isn't it?

"Last chance," I tell you, but I don't sound frustrated or annoyed. "Answer me or the gag goes back in."

"Yes. Yes, I really want to have sex with me." You utter those words, and they should be good enough, but you can't stop yourself. Suddenly, you’re begging, and you don't even know why. The words just drop from your mouth as you call out, "Please. Please, Mistress! Please, have sex with me. Use me. I, I belong to you!"

"It sounds like you've rehearsed those words," I say, leaning down slowly. Then I kiss the tip of your nose, the left side of your face, and I whisper into your ear, "Say them again. I like it when you beg. Do that some more."

The words rush out in a deluge, "Please, Mistress. Please, use me. Take me. I, I just your sex toy right now. Make me into your plaything! Please, Mistress. Please, do whatever you want!"

"Don't stop," I call out, so you keep begging and pleading. Yes, you're repeating many of the same words and phrases over and over again, but I don't care, not while I continue to touch myself.

At this point, you clench your eyes shut, but the words fall from your lips all while my fingers stroke and slide along my crevice. I wrote myself faster and faster until there's that explosion of ecstasy. It's a rippling, delicious pulse of pleasure. Yes, this is what I want. Yes, this is exactly what I can take!

The pleasure fades, and I look down at you. Almost feeling drunk as I enjoy that worried expression on your face, I don't say anything, not at first.

It's obvious that you're worried. You're wondering about my obvious orgasm and whether or not that means I'm done with you.

Right now, I could get up and walk away. I could leave you strapped down for a few minutes or a few hours or even longer…

Don't worry, sweet boy. I'm not done playing with you, not yet.

"I want you to know that I took the gag out of your mouth for a reason," I explain. Right now, my head is dipped forward, and I'm not making eye contact. "You're going to get one chance to serve me. I want to use you, sweet boy. I want to have sex with you right now. So I'm going to climb up on your face, and you're going to lick. You're going to do your very best. If I get anything less...well, let's just say I'm worried about draining the batteries in my controller."

Immediately, you tense up again. Maybe you try to convince yourself that this doesn't really frighten you, but you can't ignore that pulse of adrenaline or the way your heart skips faster behind the bars of its cage. Again, I run the tip of my tongue along my teeth, and now I sit up just enough to slide my panties off. I let the soft, warm silk brush along your chin, then up your cheek and David along the ridge of your nose before I throat onto the floor with the rest of my clothing.

Right as you gulp, I slide forward, and then I straddle your face. I sit down, and I rub my sex along your lips. Immediately, the heady aroma of my excitement hits your nostrils, and you try to ignore it, to think clearly, but you can't, can you? With every moment, you know exactly what's going to happen.

You wish you could negotiate. You wish you could argue with me, but that isn't how this works, not while you are in this position.

In most modern interactions, there’s something near equality. Even if you're a customer and someone is supposed to serve you, you still treat them with a modicum of respect. Yes, you might be paying for a service or some product, but they don't have to sell it to you. At the same time, you can walk away. It's all very egalitarian, only this experience is completely different, isn't it?

You aren't trying to sell me anything, and I'm not trying to buy anything. Instead, I'm the owner, and you're the slave.

Your body tenses as you realize all of this once again, and now I start rubbing myself on you, and your lips separate, and you don't even know if it was a conscious decision on your part. Tilting your head upward, you start licking. You glide your tongue along my sex. At first, you barely make contact, but then I lowered myself down, and I savored the way your tongue impales my opening. You press up against the walls of my sex, and hot pleasure courses through me all over again.

Yes, I enjoyed one orgasm, but I can keep going.

Because of your chassis cage, I don't have to worry about you accidentally climaxing.

I ride your face, gently working my hips forward and back as I enjoyed the flickering movements of your tongue.

At some other point, I would have been so much more self-conscious. I would have worried about whether or not you were getting bored or whether or not you might stop.

Obviously, there's something so incredible about having sex with another person: it's the intimacy and the knowledge that you get to be with someone else. You're special and worthy; both women and boys experience this, I imagine. Of course, this dynamic can create stress. When you're with someone else, you need to think about their urges and desires. Are you doing a good job? Should you try harder? Should you try something else? What should you do with your hands? Where should you put your mouth? What would they really enjoy?

Those questions can spiral into doubts, and those doubts can drain away some of the pleasure.

But guess what.

I don't have to worry about any of that because you are my property. You're going to certainly one way or another. You don't get a choice, and you don't get to resistible rebel, no matter what you might think or tell yourself.

That's why I can just straighten my back, close my eyes, lift my chin, and sigh as your tongue continues to work.

Then another thought occurs to me. It's ridiculously simple, and yet I know I can make these demands, "Slow down," I command.

Sure enough, you will obey me. Because you're worried about the collar around your neck and because you understand that I can leave you locked up for as long as I wish, you have to satisfy me. You have to pleasure me to the absolute best of your ability. If you don't, I could leave you locked up, couldn't tie?

Yup.

If you don't satisfy me, I could make good on my threat and hit that button over and over again as the electricity surges through you, ripping along your pain receptors. The agony would be so intense. You don't want that; you can't take it. Instead, it's much easier for you to be an obedient boy and give your owner exactly what she wants.

So you lick slowly now, tentatively moving your tongue along my opening before plunging deeper. You do this again and again, and you must be wondering whether or not you're satisfyingly, especially because I'm not making any sounds.

Instead, I simply revel and bask in this moment. I enjoy everything my boy has to offer.

"A little bit faster now," I say, and you will follow my command once again.

I pull back, and I look down at you.

My favorite part? The panic on your face. You look so nervous, like about to reach out and grab the controller. "Sorry," I say without really meaning it. "I needed a little break." But then another possibility occurs to me as I reach down.

Almost tentatively at first, like a really shy, I just barely touch your scrotum. My fingers move along the underside of your balls, and you groan, twitching and arching your back.

While you had licked, you'd focused on my pleasure. Your concentrated on pleasing me, which served as a nice little distraction. But now that's gone, and you seem doubly sensitive.

Poor, sweet boy. That must be so frustrating for you!

And yet, there's still nothing you can do about it!

Then I lean back, and I consider the smooth contours of your chastity cage. "I'm going to try something," I tell you as I press my body down against yours. I position myself carefully, and suddenly I can feel the contours of the cold metal against my sex. I start rubbing myself, and it actually feels pretty nice. There's something easy and sweet about this.

"You like that?"

"I, I don't know," he tell me. You turn those words into a confession, but I'm rubbing myself against her chastity cage. You can't really feel it, of course. Or rather, there's just the pressure of my body down against yours.

You wish you could raise your cock. You wish you could get hard and abrasive the excitement and anticipation of an erection.

Maybe you thought about chastity cages before. Maybe they seemed like some fun, flirtatious way for a girl to control you, yet you never considered the actual implications. You had never tested one, see didn't understand what that captivity could feel like. Even as the arousal burned through your body, your shaft presses against the boundaries of the cage. The rounded curves of your cage are so strong! There's no way for you to break through! It's like you're pushing against a brick wall with nothing but your bare hands! You could do this for years or decades, and you still wouldn't break through!

In the meantime, I ride myself on you.

First, I tease myself against your chastity cage.

Then I pull back, and I straddle your right leg. You don't know it's going to happen, not at first, not until I lean down, and I gently move my sex along your thigh. Within seconds, you can feel the damp heat of my pussy, and you want more.

"Please. Please, can we have sex? Please?"

I don't answer you. Instead, I'm focused on my own pleasure and satisfaction, especially at this moment when my nipples glide along your chest. I'm enjoying every second of this.

Of course, you can't really move. You don't get to make any decisions. You feel like you have become nothing but a sex toy. You might as well be demoted to the status of a body pillow. You understand this, but there's nothing you can do about it.

The desperation burns through your body, and you search for the right words. You think if you can discover the correct phrases and organize them into the right sentences, then maybe you can get some relief.

Nope.

This is all about me, sweet boy. Sorry. You're a slave, so you don't get an opinion. Even if I don't punish you, I can always gag you whenever I want.

And now, I sit up again, and my hungry eyes gleam as I turned my attention back to your face.

This is it, you tell yourself. This is your chance to try to talk to me.

"Lick," I say as I crawl forward and straddle your face again.

Right away, my slit is pressed down against her mouth, and you consider rebellion. I can feel it in the tension of your body. You’re thinking about stopping altogether. You could just freeze up, and maybe that would be good enough.

"I won't tell you again." As I utter those words, I want you to understand that they are clearly a threat.

With a nervous gulped, you will obey me. You open your mouth, and you lick again. "Faster," I command immediately.

You comply. Like an obedient slave, you listen to your Mistress. You do everything I want because you know that you don't have any power here.

Back at work, we might have to respect one another. As an employee, you might have rights. As a manager, I might be able to demand your respect, but that isn't how things work, not down here…

In this space, my basement and your dungeon, you will serve me. Anything else feels like an impossibility, and you prove it!

With your deft tongue gliding along my sex, I once again embrace of the sensations. I allow myself to get carried away by the heat and was first tendrils of ecstasy as they spread through my petite frame. I love the way I can enjoy this in my toes, along the backs of my legs, up into my core.

Again, I'm greedy with you, riding your face for as long as I want. I take my time because I don't need to worry about your satisfaction. This is all about me. I can be completely selfish!

At one point or another, maybe I imagine hearing you try to say something. Maybe there's an extra little vibration from deep within your throat, but I ignore it because you keep linking. You're smart enough to remember the controller, and you know that it's only a few inches away. I can pick it up and press that button whenever I want.

Your tongue glides and slides, slips and goes deeper. You can feel the swell of my clit as the pleasure burns through me. Meanwhile, you must be so frustrated. Poor boy. You must be thinking about how good it would feel if I slide the key into the padlock and pop open your chastity cage. You must be so hungry for an orgasm. You're close to me, and I'm giving you everything you had fantasized about.

Well, I'm giving you everything except for release…

But now, I push down, I tensed up, and I leaned forward, bracing my knuckles against at the padded table as I get ready.

You go a little bit deeper, and I call out, faster, and you will obey. You give me everything you have, flicking your tongue as quickly as you can manage, and that's when the next spark ignited something primal and unstoppable. The orgasm sweeps through me, I throw my head back, my spine curves, and I'm crying out, practically screaming.

The pleasure washes over me. It's so perfect, so alluring, and impossible to ignore. It seems to stretch on forever, all while your tongue continues to dance and play against my most sensitive parts.

But then it starts to fade, and I pull myself off of you, and I look down at you.

"Good boy," I say, patting your cheek. Then I stumble off of the table, and I'm wobbling on my legs.

"Are we, are we going to have sex now?"

I glance back at you, clearly confused for a moment. Your eyes are so big, and it's obvious you want this so very badly.

"We just did," I say.

At first, you can't speak. You can't do anything at all. Your thoughts are frozen as you try to process my simple answer. On some level, he must comprehend exactly what I mean, it's you can't accept it.

All at once, you begin to buck and thrash like a wild animal. You start to growl out, and that's when I idly pick up the gag and shove it back between your teeth, silencing you. I strap it on, and then I pat you on the head. "You did a very good job," I say before I turn and head up the steps to the first floor of my house. Seconds later, you hear the door close, and you know that I'm not going to release you anytime soon.

Why would I?

You're going to be such a fun sex slave!

Trapped down there, you must be wondering how long you're going to have to wait. What's going to happen next?

Perhaps you try to convince yourself that this is just some kind of twisted game. Like I will come back and release you.

Then there are those other moments, the ones you especially despise. Your shaft twitches because you lose yourself to fresh fantasies. You start imagining what it would be like if you could climax again. You want it so badly, and you are thinking of me.

Each time you turn back to your imagination, you try to take control. You picture us back at the office, and maybe on pouring myself a cup of coffee or I'm entering some data into the copy machine, and you could just grab me by my shoulder, turn me around, and I would freeze up like a little bunny stuck in a wolf's hungry gaze. With my hair tied back into a bun, you would be able to pull the pin free, and my dark tresses would tumble down along my shoulders. Then you could hold me and lean in and kiss me, and I would melt against her arms. You would be able to take whatever you wanted.

You tell yourself that you want to envision yourself holding onto my hair as you bend me over one of the tables in the pumped into me, thrusting hard and fast while I know.

That's what you tell yourself you want explicitly.

But each time, you reach for me, and I grab you, and I shut you up against the wall. Or better yet, I turn you around, and suddenly I’ve got a pair of handcuffs, and lock them around your wrists. The next thing you know, you're on your back, and I'm writing you.

Over and over again, the reality of your situation invades because you feel the boundaries of your chastity cage. You can never really escape that, can you? Your shaft struggles to harden, and you begin to feel that initial flare of pleasure, only to get frustrated because you can't get an erection. The arousal might be there, swirling and spinning at the center of your body, yet your instincts have been locked away.

When you're not struggling in frustration, you have to face that boredom.

Like everyone else, you love your cell phone, and he would pull it out, but you can't do that. Instead, you are trapped here with your thoughts, and you can't break free, no matter how badly you might try.

How much time is gone by?

It feels like it's been hours.

Maybe you attempt to sleep.

Maybe you close your eyes and approach something like meditation.

Either way, you have to experience every second.

Eventually, the door opens, and I'm coming back for you. But what am I going to do to you this time?

When I return, I enjoy myself, especially because you freeze up. Your breathing comes in quick little gasps, but you try to tell yourself that you aren't nervous around me, except I have your controller and the key to your cage. Between these two items, I own you. That much is obvious, not that you are willing to face this truth, not yet.

Soon.

Frankly, I don't think I'm going to need days or weeks to train you. Deep down, you know that your wired for obedience. You know that you will belong to me.

Even if you can't admit it, it's just a matter of time.

I'm standing behind you, and you keep your eyes directed upward, like you hardly notice.

"Hello, sweet boy," I say.

Perhaps thinking you're being defiant and rebellious, you refuse to answer. That's why I have the controller in my hand, and I press the button. Again, I marvel at all this because it's so easy for me, and I watch as you bite down, greeting your teeth as you attempt to stay silent.

Despite your best efforts, it doesn't work. You should be smart enough to figure out why, but you discover the truth within a few more seconds.

This the first blast of energy. The signal leaps from my controller to the sensors built into your collar, and then the batteries unleash their barrage. Electricity rushes through your body, lancing hot pain throughout your frame. It might start at the base of your throat, only the brief rush of agony seems to encapsulate every inch of your skin.

Then I push the button again. Right as you begin to recover, another storm of agony hits you.

This time, I tilt my head to the side and remove your gag.

"Hello, sweet boy," I repeat.

"Hello, Mistress!" You don't actually need to sound quite so frantic, but that's okay.

"Are you hungry?"

Right as I ask of this word, you wrinkle your lips and pout. Yes, you are. And yet, you don't want to admit it. You keep telling yourself that we are supposed to be able to talk like equals.

Since your answer fast enough, I give you another shock.

This time, you call out, "Yes, Mistress! I'm hungry!"

"Good boy," I say. Whether or not you really mean that is irrelevant, but I ask, "And are you ready to be a good boy when I feed you?"

"Yes!"

"Good," I say. I set something down on the floor behind you. It’s still outside of your line of sight. You have no idea what I'm about to do. Maybe want to feed you? Or maybe I'm just teasing you. For all you know, this is going to be some obnoxious pun, one where I tell you that you get to go down on me. You get to eat me out, and that should be good enough for you.

I circle around the table, and you can see me once again. I'm no longer naked. Instead, I have on a little black dress. The thin straps hold it up, yet you still enjoy the plunge of my cleavage. At the same time, your eyes start along the shimmering fabric, and you wonder what it would be like to glide your hands up along my thighs and to stroke my slit as you held me tight.

"Tell me you’re obedient."

You hate these words, but you see the controller in my hand. "I'm obedient."

"And what does that mean?"

"What? You don't already know the definition of obedient?" you sneer, and you feel so good about yourself, right until that moment when the next to jolt of electricity runs through your body, forcing you to arch her back in squirm against war bonds.

Panting again, you dropped down against the table.

"What does that mean?"

"It means I have to do whatever you say!" you tell me, turning those words into a confession.

I step over to you, and I pat you on the head. I brush my fingers through your hair before gliding my fingertips down along your cheek. Then I reach up, and my eyes are on you, and my lips are getting closer and closer.

You start to think that I might kiss you again…

At the last moment, I pull away, and I reach for your restraints. Suddenly, the buckles open, and you can move your arms from the corners of the table.

At first, you think this is some kind of joke. That much is obvious. You flex your fingers, like you couldn't do that before, and then you shyly bring your arms back down toward your chest.

By now, I'm already at the foot of the table, and I free your feet.

Just in case you are getting any ideas, I lift up the controller again and wiggle it in front of you. "Be a good boy. He promised to be obedient, and that's exactly what I expect. Now, get down on your knees."

In that moment, I can see that you are trying to run through the calculations. If you heaped up right now, could you snatch the controller from my hands? Would you be able to wrestle me to the ground?

The ideas flash and fade almost immediately since you know my thumb will be way faster than you, no matter what. It doesn't matter how hard you try, so you tentatively crawl off of the table, and that's when you see the tray. It has a sandwich and a bowl of water. You're confused at first, but you really, really want to eat. Your stomach rumbles, yet you still stay down on your knees, exactly as commanded.

"Good," I say as I step in front of you. Then I crouched down, and I touch the underside of your chin. I look into your eyes. Right as I pull my hand back, I explained, "I'm going to give you a little reminder. Think of this as a maintenance shock."

You don't understand what that actually means, but you're about to figure it out. I hit the button, the electricity surges through you, and you twitch again, frustrated and humiliated that I can punish you so easily. While you wear that collar, you know you're never going to be able to fight me. You're never going to be able to win! And that's exactly how I like it.

"May I eat?"

"You may," I tell you, only then I had something special, "Eat without using your hands."

Down on your hands and knees, you aren't sure what you can do. It's a sandwich!

You can see the edges of the turkey peeking out from between those slices of bread, the glistening lettuce, and it all looks so good, but it's a freaking sandwich. This is something you have to pick up, right?

"Eat," I command. All at once, you realize that this isn't a privilege or a reward. Pressing her lips together, you're not sure what to do, but you crawl forward, and the tray is right there in front of you, it would be so easy to pick up the sandwich, straighten your back, take a bite, and hear the delicious crunch of lettuce.

Instead, you are stuck down there, paralyzed by indecision.

"Do I have to repeat myself?"

This time, it's a jolt of fear, not electricity, that prompts you to obey. You did your head down, you open your mouth, and you take a bite from the bread. It feels so strange to eat like this. You must feel like a dog.

And yet, you chew and swallow, and it's just a normal sandwich, only you hear me chuckling at you.

"Good boy," I say. "Keep eating. That's right. Show me who you are. Show me what you are."

You're a slave. You're a slave, and you will eat just like this to amuse me. As you take one bite after another, maybe you tell yourself that you’re only doing this to maintain your strength. Yeah, that sounds like a decent rationalization for a helpless boy. Because even now, although you aren't straps to that table, you still feel utterly helpless.

You bite through some of the turkey, you chew and swallow it. You go for the bread again.

From one moment to the next, I watch. Then I get a little bit bored, so I pull out my phone, and I text with a couple of my friends. It's all so easy for me, and then I call out just one word, "Stop."

Immediately, you freeze. You're not quite sure what I expect from you, but you don't know what to do either.

This sense of indecision is new for you. Back at the office, you were always so capable. You could handle your assignments, one after another. You seldom got stuck. Instead, you can work your way through any problem.

"Drink."

"Mistress, may I use my hands?" You're envisioning a scenario where you pick the bowl and bring the edge to your lips. If you're very careful, you won't spill.

"No. You can't."

Yes, you're going to have to bow your head down and laughed at the water like a dog.

Your nostrils twitched for a moment, but you're smart enough to keep your head down so I don't see it.

Reluctantly, you go to the bowl of water, and you bow down before me. You start licking at the surface, it feels good. You were probably Thursday before without really realizing it. Now you lap at the water again and again, all while I watch.

"Very good," I coax you. "That's right. Keep drinking. We don't want you to get dehydrated, now do we?"

Although you aren't restrained, you push your fingertips down into the palms of your hands. Perhaps you think I don't notice. But I do. I can see exactly how you feel, and I can sense that frustration burning along your skin. It isn't just the arousal. It's that loss of control and the reality that you are utterly powerless here.

"That's enough," I say.

At this point, I can tell whether you’re reluctant or eager, but you raise your head away from the ball, and I grin at you. Then I strolled over to the chair in the corner of the room, I sit down, I let my shoe dangle from the tips of my feet, and then I drop it to the floor.

"Come here," I instruct. "Crawl."

Your nostrils twitch for a moment, and it's obvious that you hate this. As far as you're concerned, you should be allowed to some measure of dignity. Unfortunately for you, I have no intention of letting you maintain any kind of the near or façade of independence. So, like a well-trained pet, you crawl across the floor to your Mistress.

You make your way, moving on your knees and knuckles until you are right in front of me.

"What?" With that single question, you demonstrate your bad attitude, so I punish you. I still have the controller in my hand, so it's so easy to tap that button. Your collar receives the signal, and you try to brace yourself, but it doesn't work. The pain flashes through you, and you fall forward. You nearly bang your forehead against the floor. At the last second, you catch yourself, and I wiggle my toes. "Massage my foot," I instruct.

Taking a slow breath, you glare at me, yet your hands are rising nonetheless. Slowly, you start to massage the arch of my right foot. I lean back like some princess on her throne as I enjoy your tender ministrations. "Oh, that feels very good. Good boy. Good, sweet, obedient boy."

Your insides probably tense as you register those words. Theoretically, they should be complements. And yet, you don't know what to do or say.

"Work my toes."

Despite the obvious reluctance across your face, down to the tension in your neck, and the rigidity in your shoulders, you comply once again. This makes perfect sense since you understand what the consequences can be when you defy me.

Like a good and obedient boy, you begin to pinch and massage at my toes, working them one after another. I lean back, rest, and enjoy your touch. Again, I marvel at the simplicity of selfishness. Right now, as your owner, I don't have to think about anything else. I don't need to worry about satisfying you, nor is there a little voice back of my mind reminding me that you might get bored or tired. Your feelings are irrelevant. Instead, you must focus on my pleasure and satisfaction.

Good boy. That's right. Keep massaging me. Show me what you can do with your deft and eager hands. Maybe you don't really want to do this. And yet, that doesn't actually matter because I know you’ll do your best.

If you offer anything else, you will be punished.

With this in mind, I sit up straight, lift my eyelids, and I look right down at you. "Boy, hold your hands behind your back."

You hesitate, but then you cross your wrists, and are mostly naked in front of me. I marvel at the contours of your chest, the hue of your skin, and the shape of your outline. In some ways, you are astonishing. Even now, I run the tip of my tong along my teeth as I enjoy examining you. It isn't just for masculinity. It's something else. It's the fact that, even though you might be taller and stronger than me, I still own you.

"I think you need another maintenance shock," I say.

You open your mouth, and you let out a pained gasp as I shock you two more times. Despite the rush of agony, you manage to remain upright on your knees with her hand still crossed behind your back.

"Good boy," I say.

"That, that wasn't necessary," you tell me.

"And yes, you were going to contradict me. When I decide you need some maintenance punishments, you get some maintenance punishments. Why is that again?" This time, I actually lean forward, and then I wait. I grin as you as you prepare the answer.

We both know there can only be one possible response. You give it. You might hate yourself for doing this, yet you understand that this is captivity. And even as you surrender, your shaft which is in its metallic cage, and you know that I have complete control over you. I enjoy every advantage while you are utterly trapped and locked beneath my thumb what do you like it or not.

"I have to do whatever you say because you’re my Mistress, and I am…" Your voice trails off for a few seconds. Then you gulp, and you manage to say, "High and your slave."

"Good boy. And you know, you don't need to be embarrassed or ashamed. Yes, you’re trapped, and yes, you volunteered for captivity, but there's nothing wrong with that. Now, lean forward and massage my foot."

I raise my other leg, kick off my second issue, and I wiggle my toes.

Servile and obedient, you follow my commands. You start massaging my toes, the ball of my foot, my heart, my heel, and my ankle. Again, I lean back. I'm still holding onto the controller. But even if he could get away from me, what good would that do for you?"

As I relax, I let the controller fall from my grip.

In doing so, I must resist the urge to smile.

Now you can see it, can't you? You notice the controller right there, waiting beneath my feet, just a few inches away. If you could get it, maybe you think you would be able to fight me.

It's just a simple controller, right? There's nothing special there!

That's why you let go of my foot, you lunch forward to, and you grabbed the controller! Once you have it, you wonder how you can release the locks.

"Activate Collar: Shock," I say languidly.

Your brows creased as you registered those words, but they can't be aimed at you, can they?

They're not.

Those words are intended for the collar itself. And sure enough, the small microphones built in and hidden away detect my voice, and suddenly the prongs are electrified all over again. Blazing energy shoots through your body, and you cry out. Panicked, you reach up, and you try to work at the collar, but I just pick up the controller. The activation phrase is clumsy, and I prefer to just hit a button. So that's exactly what I do, pushing down on it once, twice, three times in quick succession.

Soon, you're thrown back.

Staring up toward the ceiling, you gasp and your hands fall away.

I stand, and I walk over to you. I put my foot right there against your chest, and you reach up, only to stop yourself at the last possible instant. You know that trying to shove me aside would be a very, very bad idea.

"What should you do?" I ask.

"Obey?"

"Keep going," I say, encouraging you.

"I need to obey you. I need to do whatever you say. I need to be humble and obedient servant," you tell me.

"And why is that?"

"Because you own me."

I grin, shift my weight, and push my toes down against her naked chest. All of this makes it harder to breathe, reinforcing my authority and at the effortless power I wheeled over you. Not only that, you realize that I had tricked you, that I lured you into an opportunity for disobedience, and you fell for it!

Instead of trying to resist me, you should just be an obedient boy. Instead of trying to fight, you should accept your place. You put this idea in my head, sweet boy, and now you have to deal with the consequences. But this isn't going to be a fantasy. No, no. This is genuine slavery. This is you surrendering and succumbing. This is you giving in and becoming mine.

"Good," I say simply. "Now, I want you to type in all of your banking information." I pull out my phone again, bring up the Note Take her, and then I dropped the device down on the floor right in front of you. It hits the carpet, and your brows creased with confusion.

"My banking information?" You repeat those words like they come from a foreign language.

"Do it," I say, holding up the controller again.

Your mouth is probably dry as you pick up the device. In that moment, it's likely that you are thinking about escape once again. You can't help it, can you? You could try to text someone. But who? Or maybe you could make a call? What? Would you dial 911? Would you tell them that your coworker is keeping you hostage and that she has locked a shock collar around your neck? Would they even believe you?

No, probably not. More importantly, I'm a successful young woman, and it's not like they would ever see me as a threat. It would be so easy for me to talk my way out of any kind of accusation. Then, I could just keep you down here…

That's why you start typing.

"Oh, and I'm going to check. So what does that mean?"

"I, I shouldn't try to lie," you tell me.

"Smart boy!" I chirp back in your direction.

Your finances are more complicated than I would have expected, but soon enough you have the three different accounts listed along with the passwords. From there, I take the device back, plucking it from your hands, and then I sit down. I raise my right foot, and I wiggle my toes. "Get over here," construct.

At once, you obey.

Humming to myself, I start accessing the different bank accounts, one after another.

The minutes drift past, but all you can see is my phone's case, the glow along my cheeks, and of the way I'm smiling as I work.

You have no idea exactly how much time has gone by, yet you still have to ask, "What are you doing?" Your suspicions aren't good enough; you have to know one way or the other.

"Isn't it obvious?"

"Please. Please, Mistress. Please, just tell me!"

Poor boy, you sound so sweetly desperate! I love that frantic worry buried deep in your voice. It's so fun and delicious.

Even so, I decide to be kind to you this time. "I'm transferring your money to my accounts," I reply.

"But, but you can't…"

"Why not? You're my slave now. I own you. Don't worry. I'm still going to let you go to work, but I think you're going to start wearing turtlenecks."

At first, you can't put the pieces together, only then the revelation hits you, the color dissipates from your cheeks, and you cope nervously. Struggling to speak, you finally call out, you can't!"

"Really?" That's all I ask. That's all I need to ask.

Your hands don't stop. You are still massaging my foot, and I enjoy every second of your attention even as your eyes glide back down along the rest of your body. You feel the collar around your throat, and you see the chastity cage between your legs.

"Mistress…"

"Think about how you feel right now," I say. Then I grin, and my eyes are twinkling with amusement. "Tell me, sweet boy. How do you feel?"

"Obedient," you answer right away. "Servile."

"That only had you for a couple of hours. Just think about how he will feel in a couple of days, a couple of weeks, a couple of months, a couple of years…"

"You're going to break me," you say, almost like those words are an accusation.

"I'm giving you exactly what you want," I answer. "I'm giving you a life of subjugation and enslavement. I will be your owner, and I will make sure you behave. I will let you go to work and enjoy your life, but you come home every night, strip, and be mine. Oh, and if you miss behave, no matter where you are, I will punish you." I grin, and you know that I mean it.

Your breathing quickens, your muscles tense, it's like you wish you could just jump up and run away, but I could shock you with the controller or with the command phrase. It would be so easy, which means you need to stay down on your knees, exactly where you belong!

I watch as those calculations play out behind your eyes.

"But, but that was just a fantasy…"

"And we've been over this, sweet boy. Be careful what you wish for." Just as I say those words, I grin again, and I can see some of that defiance fade from your eyes. You're doing the calculations again, and you keep coming to the same conclusion over and over again.

I'm not just winning; I have already won. I have you, and you're not going to be able to break free. You won't be able to escape. You won't be able to redeem yourself as an independent man. I can you like this, trapped in a relationship of enslavement for as long as I want. And guess what? That's going to be a very, very long time!

"Use your mouth," I order.

Your lips part, and you don't want to do this, yet you don't see any other choice either. Your breathing quickens, and I wiggle my toes, and then I reach forward, and I hold out the controller. This time, you don't even think about taking it because you already know what would happen.

Instead, you raise yourself on your knuckles, you bend forward, and then you wrap your lips around my big toe. You’re sucking on my dainty foot. You can taste my skin as you lick, gliding your tongue up and down.

A little giggle vibrates from the base of my throat, but I don't stop.

"Keep worshiping me," I command. Seated again just like an aristocratic, and I have my peasant boy down on his knees, willing and perhaps even eager to do whatever I want.

Not only that, I can sense your eagerness.

It's buried, deep down underneath the sense of humiliation and powerless frustration, but it’s there nonetheless. Whether you can ignore it or not, you have always craved this. You have always wanted to be enslaved. You have always needed to be owned!

And now, I'm just giving you what you want. Better yet, I'm giving you what you deserve!

You lick and suck on my toes, servicing me. With every moment, I relish those sensations. Occasionally, it feels like I might start giggling or laughing. I can be ticklish! Despite this, I still feel so powerful as I enjoy having you on my knees.

"Are you ever going to escape?" I push you back, and her brows knit together, but you know what the one and only answer can possibly be.

"No, Mistress."

"I think you deserve a treat." I grin. "Or maybe I'm the one who's about to get a treat." Then I shrug like it doesn't really matter as I rise to my feet. I lift my skirt, pull down my panties, and I sit again, right there on the edge with my legs spread. Then I motion for you to approach.

You must know what's about to happen. You know what I will expect from you. Even so, you succumb to the temptation, the need to obey. You crawl forward, and I slide my hand out right before I grip the back of your head. I hold onto your hair, pull you forward, and your cheeks brush along my inner thighs. "Service me," I demanded.

Once again, you’re licking, gliding your tongue along my sex, all for my pleasure and satisfaction. Heat courses through my body. You move at a medium pace first, bobbing your head as your lips, the tip of your nose, and the flat of your tongue slide along my opening. I savor those sensations. They reverberate out from my slit, and I bask in those moments. They become minutes, and I enjoy all of this attention so much! This feels so incredibly good.

I could lose myself right here, but I decide to hold on tight to your hair. Every few seconds, you feel that tell you as I force you to slow down or speed up. Each time, he reminded of my power and authority. I'm the princess, and you're the slave! It's impossible for you to forget this fact as you satiate me with your tongue.

Pretty soon, my eyes are clenched shut, and I embrace the orgasm. That explosion of heat ripples through me, flashing out.

"Did you enjoy that?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Are you lying?" I asked, obviously amused.

You're not sure what to say, so you sputter out and incomprehensible answer, but I just pat you on the head.

"We both know that it doesn't really matter whether or not you enjoyed this, don't we?"

"Yes, Mistress," you reply more quickly and forcefully this time because you are certain of yourself. More and more, you accept your new status.

"And for that, you get a little reward. Get back on the table."

This is an important test of your obedience. Maybe you realize this. Maybe you don't. Either way, you know that if you lie down again, I can strap you down. You will be bound on your back, spread out and completely vulnerable. Your breathing quickens, and you climb up onto the table. You spread out your arms and legs, and then you watch helplessly as I start strapping you down. I work your ankles first. At any moment, you could succumb to the temptation, sit up, and try to free yourself, although you know that would never really work. I wouldn't allow it.

Then it's time to restrain your arms, and I pull the straps tight, first around your left wrist, then you're right, and now you are spread out again.

Then I reach down into my dress's small pocket, and I pull something out: a key. The key. The moment you see that, you know exactly what it unlocks, and your body strains all over again. You feel that failed erection as your cock attempts to harden, but you can't get out of that chastity lock, can you?

"Guess what I want to hear," I say to you.

Locking her teeth together, you inhale, and then you start speaking. The words flow out of your mouth, "Mistress, I swear, I’ll be an obedient slave. You own me. I know you own me. I’m never getting out of this collar. I’m never getting out of this chastity cage. I, I belong to you. You can keep the however you want for as long as you want because I'm yours! You have my money. You can wreck my career. You have my phone. You can enslave me however you like. Please, Mistress! I am completely in your power! I will always be in your power!"

Raising a hand, I start to tap one fingertip against the side of my face. I consider those words, and then I slide the key into the lock, I pop it open, and I slide at the cage off of you. You harden immediately, and then I hold my hand above your mouth. As a test of obedience, I order you, "Lick."

You don't hesitate for a second. Eager and ready to serve, you glide your tongue along the flat of my Palm. I pull away seconds later, and I start touching you, teasing you as I glide my hand up and down the length of your shaft.

At any moment, I could pull away. I could leave you here if I wanted.

But I don't. Instead, my eyes are right with amusement as I climb up onto the table, and I'm straddling you again, only this time and not interested in your mouth. You still can't be sure, yet that hope blossoms in your chest.

"You belong to me," I say. "Every inch of you belongs to me." Then I take your cock in my hand, and I lowered myself down. I envelop your shaft, taking your most sensitive body part and trapping it right between my legs as I enjoy myself.

It's your heat, your solidity, and the strength of your body. It all feels so good, especially when I know how powerless you've become!

At first, I take my time, stretching forward and letting some of my hair fall forward like a curtain around my face. But then, I decide I don't want to wait. Like some horny college girl, I slide up and down along the length of your cock, and you bite down. You're nibbling on the inside of your mouth and shoving your fingertips into your palms again. Your nails dig little crescent trenches because you can't lose control. You understand that this isn't for you.

It's for me.

It will always before me.

And yet, the anticipation builds within your torso. You can feel it flair with every pulse of your heart. Desperate need grips you, yet you manage to resist it. How? Because I own you.

Why? For the exact same reason.

As I bask in your enslavement, I’m soon panting, moaning, and I'm closer. I'm so close.

"Right now. I want you to come for me right now!" I shout out, and that's when you let go. You jerk your hips forward, thrusting into me. I pull up, slide back down, and rejoice in the friction of our bodies as the mutual satisfaction explodes through us. It's so delicious, so perfect!

But then your drained, and it's over, and I grin down at you. I just tap the tip of your nose, and I slide the chastity cage back into place. As I do so, I make eye contact with you. With each moment, you know that you could try to argue or bag.

Instead, you remain quiet as you accept your new status.

I pat you on the cheek and say, "Good boy. Then I free you from the restraints now that you are locked back up in your chastity cage.

I start to walk away, and you're not sure what to do. Only a few seconds later, you hear me call out, "Come along, boy."

Right away, you obey, scurrying after me because you know that on your Mistress. I will always be your Mistress, and your life has now been simplified. You don't need to worry about anything else except for pleasing me.

Isn't that right, sweet boy?

The End
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