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      A devoted dominatrix comes up with a kinky way to cure her submissive husband’s fear of public speaking.

      A sizzling hot short story from a legendary erotica heavy-hitter Andrea Dale.

      “Fear Not” originally appeared in Under Her Thumb: Erotic Stories of Female Domination. (Cleis Press, 2013).
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      PUBLIC SPEAKING IS the number-one thing people fear, according to various statistics and surveys. Higher than death, snakes, and spiders…stage fright tops them all.

      So when my darling husband, who suffers from glossophobia, received a well-deserved promotion that would require him to do the occasional presentation in front of various numbers of people, something had to be done.

      Thankfully, he didn’t have to give any presentations right away, which gave me time to prepare.

      The first thing I did was have him write me a proposal of his own, detailing all of his deepest, darkest sexual fantasies. Not necessarily the things he wanted to do, but the things that turned him on the most. (Sometimes fantasy is enough, and we could discuss where the lines were if I chose to explore further.)

      When he finished, I didn’t even read it.

      “Here’s the thing,” I told him that night after he’d done a most excellent job of licking me to multiple orgasms, after which I’d ridden him to several more of my own, finally taking pity on him and allowing him to come. “You have to be motivated. And you have to get it over with. The first time is always the hardest.

      “But, I’m afraid, hard isn’t what you’re going to be for awhile.”

      He was still tied to the bed, which made it easy for me to slip the stainless steel chastity cage over his flaccid penis. His blue eyes widened as he realized what I was doing.

      “Mistress…”

      I’ve had him wear the cage before, for short periods of time. Normally we didn’t go for long-term orgasm denial—usually I allow him to come after I’m satisfied, like tonight. Or we play with multiple orgasms, over and over until he couldn’t stand it anymore.

      “You’re wondering how long you have to wear this,” I said, uncuffing him from the bed and helping him sit up. “It’s simple. I’m going to set up an open mic night at the dungeon. I won’t set the date until you tell me when you’re ready. That night, along with the other performances, you’ll read the essay you wrote for me.”

      I patted his captured cock. “Until then, you don’t get to come. That’s your motivation.”

      [image: ]

      Although we waited to set the date of the performances until he said he was ready, I’d let our friends know about the open mic night plan, so they had time to prepare, too, and it wouldn’t take as long to coordinate.

      I was pleased with the arrangements I’d made. Our local dungeon was once a multi-level nightclub, and we often used the low stage (formerly where bands played) for demonstrations. I’d procured a mic and sound system, and made sure whatever other props people wanted were available.

      Sometimes we opt for leather, but not tonight. This gathering was more casual, and he’d be sweating enough as it was. He wore jeans and a T-shirt to the dungeon, and once we were there, he took off the shirt. I buckled his collar around his neck—again, it’s not something we require, not something that’s necessary, but sometimes it reinforces the agreements we’ve made in our relationship.

      And besides, he looked so adorable, the blue leather highlighting his eyes and setting off his tanned skin and the dusting of dark hair on his chest.

      The final thing I did was instruct him to pull down his jeans. He wasn’t wearing underwear, at my previous request. Now, I pulled the key from my pocket and freed him from the chastity cage.

      His cock sprang free, and just from the brush of my fingertips, bobbed towards erection. Not all the way, though, and I watched as he carefully tucked it in his jeans before buttoning them up.

      He hadn’t been allowed to touch himself since I’d locked him in it, and I’d removed the cage only when he showered—under my strict supervision.

      “Soon,” I promised. “Just think, this will all be over soon.”

      He’d opted to go last, though, which was both a blessing and a curse. It gave him more time before he had to face his fear—but he also had to sit and squirm, listening and watching everyone else.

      There were readings of erotic poetry and stories, there were bawdy songs, and a dance by a woman wearing nothing but toe shoes and a tutu.

      Another woman recited something from memory while her mistress spanked her. The look of concentration and lust on her face was priceless, and I wish I’d thought of it. Perhaps it could be further training for my husband?

      For many, it was an excuse to parade around their submissive in a cute outfit (or little-to-none, or elaborate rope bondage, etc.) on stage. A few dom/mes even got into the spirit of it and performed, including one reading a touching paean to his sub.

      Two performances before he was supposed to go on, my husband and I went to the little backstage alcove. He looked down at his papers, over at the stage, and promptly ran to the bathroom.

      When he returned, his eyes were glassy and his temples glistened with perspiration. But the bulge in his pants hadn’t abated.

      I took his face in my hands, forcing him to meet my gaze. “You’re going to be brilliant, darling,” I said, and I meant every word of it. “Remember, these are all your friends out there—they support you as much as I do, and want you to succeed.” I patted him on the cheek and lowered my voice. “Besides, think of the reward you’re going to get afterwards.”

      I glanced down. Despite his nerves, his cock pulsed.

      We’d discussed it ahead of time, and he’d told me he’d be more comfortable if I didn’t sit in the audience. If it made him feel better for me to be in the wings, so be it.

      There wasn’t much that surprised me, although I mentally noted a few details here and there. We were normally very open with each other; communication in this type of relationship is crucial.

      The difference was that he hadn’t expected to share this with anyone else…much less before an audience.

      He wanted more punishment, more pain—crops and canes and whips, oh my. He thought trying sensory deprivation might be interesting. He wanted to play with butt plugs and anal sex more often. He wanted a Prince Albert, something we’d been discussing.

      He was intrigued by public humiliation…and from the way he glanced out at the audience then, for the first time since he’d started, made me realize this might be intriguing indeed. He went into some detail about that, such as being made to wear loose pants and be teased to visible erection, or being left outside while naked, or to have an obvious leash emerging from his pants.

      His penis bulged harder in his jeans as he continued, and I heard his voice get stronger as he gained confidence. The people in front of him were his friends. Many leaned forward, listening intently. A few smiled encouragingly when he paused, and he stood up straighter.

      I hoped he knew how proud I was of him.

      He read the final words and then, to my surprise, convulsively crumpled the pages in his fist. A split second later, I realized why.

      I’d made it abundantly clear that he wouldn’t be allowed to come until he made his presentation. Clearly, that rule had worked its way deep into his subconscious.

      Because without any touch from me or from him—without any external stimulation at all—he exploded into orgasm.
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She helped him overcome his fears...

“Legendary erotica heavy-hitter” -Violet Blue

ANDREA DALE
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