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She Started Here
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I swirled the last of my wine, watching the candlelight dance through the deep limb. Our conversation that night lasted exactly twelve minutes. Long enough for her to assess me, categorize me, and decide I was worth her time.red liquid. Across the table, Gia D'Amato leaned back in her chair, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. The restaurant was intimate, dark, the kind of place where executives cut deals and lovers whispered secrets. We'd done both tonight.

"That was lovely," she said, her voice like honey over gravel. She signaled for the check, and I watched her manicured fingers glide across the white linen tablecloth.

Everything about Gia commanded attention. Her brunette hair fell in thick layers around her shoulders, framing a face that had probably broken hearts in three different time zones. Her black dress hugged curves that made younger women weep with envy. 38DD breasts that defied gravity and a waist that flared into hips worth sinning for.

She was forty-five, maybe fifty, but carried herself like a woman who'd conquered every room she'd ever entered.

I met her three months ago at a corporate gala. I was junior management, barely a blip on the company radar. She was the kind of executive who made board members nervous and stock prices.

The bill arrived. She paid without glancing at the total.

"Come," she said, rising from her chair. "I have something for you."

I followed her out of the restaurant, past the valet who scrambled to bring her Mercedes around. We didn't speak during the drive. Gia wasn't a woman who filled silence with chatter. She let the quiet stretch, let it build anticipation until my fucking skin tingled with it.

Her penthouse overlooked the city like a throne room. Floor-to-ceiling windows, dark marble floors, abstract art that probably cost more than my annual salary. She led me to the living room and gestured for me to sit on the leather couch. She remained standing.

"I've enjoyed our arrangement," she began, crossing her arms beneath those magnificent tits. The posture pushed them up, created a shelf of cleavage that made my mouth go dry. "You've been... adequate."

Adequate. The word stung, even as it thrilled me.

"I'd like to take things further." She reached into her purse. A black clutch that probably cost more than my rent, and pulled out two items. The first was a sleek, matte-black device that looked like it belonged in a spy film. Carbon fiber, lightweight, with a small integrated lock. A male chastity cage.

The second was a burner phone, the cheap kind you'd buy at a convenience store.

"From now on," Gia continued, "your pleasure belongs to me. Every orgasm. Every touch. Every fucking thought about sex will go through me first."

My cock had been half-hard since dessert. Now it strained against my pants, desperate for attention. I watched her long fingers stroke the carbon fiber cage, her nails painted that deep burgundy that matched her lips.

"You'll wear this when I tell you. And only when I tell you. The phone is for my messages, 

daily tasks you'll complete to earn your privileges." She stepped closer, towering over me even without heels. "Each completed task earns you something new. A photo. A moment with me. Maybe, if you're exceptional, the right to touch me."

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

"Good boy." She handed me the cage. "Put it on. Now."

My hands trembled as I unbuckled my pants. Gia watched with the detached interest of a collector examining a new acquisition. The carbon fiber was surprisingly lightweight, the design sleek and modern. It fit snugly around my cock, the integrated lock clicking into place with a sound that made my balls tighten.

"Give me the key." She held out her palm, and I placed the small metal key there. She tucked it into her bra, between those massive breasts, and smiled. "Now give me your phone."

I handed it over. She typed something, then handed me the burner.

"I'll text you your first task tomorrow morning. Complete it, and you'll receive something special." She touched my chin, tilting my head up. "Fail, and you'll wait three days before another chance. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Gia." I said blushing.

Gia frowned and cleared her throat before she said "Yes, what?" 

"Yes, ma'am." I turned a deeper shade of red. I hadn’t been corrected like this since grade school.

She laughed, a throaty sound that made pre-cum leak from my caged cock. "Good boy. Now go home. I'll be in touch."
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Uncomfortable
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That night, I slept in fits and starts. The cage felt alien against my body, a constant reminder of Gia's control. Every time I shifted, I felt it. Every time I thought about her, my cock tried to get hard, only to be stopped by the carbon fiber prison.

Morning light crept through my blinds when the burner phone buzzed.

TASK 1: Edge yourself at work today while wearing these. Photo attached.

The photo showed Gia's panties,black silk, French cut, and visibly damp. Another message followed.

I'll know if you cheat. Send proof.

The package arrived at my office thirty minutes later. I opened it in the bathroom, hands shaking. The panties were still warm, still carrying Gia's scent. Expensive perfume and something earthier, something that made my fucking head spin.

I stripped and pulled them on. The silk pressed against my caged cock, torturous friction. Her scent surrounded me, and for a moment, I couldn't breathe.

Working that day was impossible. Every movement rubbed the silk against my trapped cock. Every thought drifted to Gia, to the tasks she might assign, to what I might earn if I pleased her. By noon, I'd edged myself three times in my office bathroom, careful not to come. My balls ached with denied release.

PROOF: I typed, then sent a photo of myself at my desk, her panties visible above my waistband.

Minutes passed. Then: Good boy. Your reward.

The photo that arrived made my mouth water. Gia's legs, encased in sheer silk stockings, her feet arched in those famous red-soled Louboutins. The angle showed her calf muscles flexing, her toes pointed, the glossy fabric catching the light. My cock throbbed uselessly against its cage.

TASK 2: Transfer $500 to this account. Then you may kiss my heels, in person. Tomorrow. 7 PM.

Financial domination. The phrase floated through my mind. I'd read about it, never understood it. But staring at that photo, my cock straining against carbon fiber, Gia's scent still clinging to my face. 

I understood perfectly.

I made the transfer.

The next evening, I knelt in Gia's penthouse. She sat on her velvet chaise, legs crossed, one Louboutin dangling from her toes. The red sole gleamed like a fucking beacon.

"You may begin," she said.

I crawled forward. My lips met the glossy black leather of her heel, and I kissed it reverently. The scent of leather mixed with her perfume, intoxicating. I worked my way up the shoe, kissing every inch, my cock leaking uselessly in its cage.

"Lower," she commanded. "Suck the heel."

I obeyed, taking the thin metal heel into my mouth like a cock. Gia watched me with hooded eyes, her hand drifting between her thighs.

"Good. Very good." She snapped another photo. "You're earning quite the collection."

The next task came three days later.

TASK 3: Film yourself tasting precum from my Louboutin tip while I FaceTime to critique your technique.

My hands shook as I read the message. The video call came five minutes later.

Gia's face
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