
“I know it’s uncomfortable.  It needs to be snug; it wouldn’t be able to block your greedy 
little hands if it wasn’t. 

“You have to wear it because I know you need it.  Those aphrodisiacs in your food are to 
keep you horny for your Master, not so you can masturbate the day away. 

“Of course I know about that.  There’s a camera, right there, with a live stream to my 
phone, twenty-four hours a day.  And obviously I can’t be watching it every minute of the day--I 
do still have to get my work done--but every time I checked in on you, sure enough, your 
naughty little hands were rubbing where they shouldn’t have been rubbing.  That’s simply not 
fair to your Master, is it? 

“It doesn’t matter if you were still horny when I got home.  Of course you were, I’ve been 
giving you the really high-end stuff.  The stuff they keep behind the counter and don’t tell you 
about unless you specifically ask.  There’s no way you’d be able to work out your horniness with 
only--what was it total, seven orgasms?  Eight?  And that’s the whole point.  I want you 
ravenous for your Master. 

“Ha!  You can’t even wait until I leave the room before you start pawing at your belt. 
That’s almost adorable.  Don’t worry, you can paw away, I won’t get mad.  I know you can’t help 
yourself just yet, you’re still learning.  It’s okay.  The belt is custom-made just for you--there’s no 
way you can get past it or work through it.  I figured something like this might happen, so it’s a 
good thing I planned ahead, huh?  Otherwise who knows how many unapproved orgasms you’d 
have? 

“But, you know, a preventative measure isn’t the same thing as a punishment, and I think 
it was very rude of you to have cummies without your Master present yesterday.  So remember 
that camera I showed you?  While I’m at work today, I want you lying down with your rump 
raised, pointing right at that camera, so I can admire your cute little tushie.  I’m not 
unreasonable; you can take breaks to stretch as often as you need to.  But remember I’ll be 
watching, and if I don’t get to see your bootie as much as I’d like to, I’ll be very cross when I get 
home. 

“Oh!  Speaking of, it’s almost time for me to leave.  I’ll probably be working 
overtime--top-shelf aphrodisiac ain’t free, you know.  Ah, you don’t know how lucky you are to 
get to stay home.  Have a nice day, sweetheart!” 


