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Part 1

Peter was beyond grateful the flight had landed.  It had been long, and though there was a remaining one-hour connector to get him home, he was in the home stretch.  He was horny as fuck, and though he’d been away for work, it hadn’t paid any ‘nailing pussy’ dividends.  For sure not on this trip, and none of them before it.  As a single man with no commitments, he was almost ashamed of his lack of performance whilst visiting so many innocuous towns, filled with women tired of having their needs ignored. Instead of nailing pussy, he’d only managed to look at beautiful women from afar and stroke his dick to the memory of them, later on.

It was during one of his recent trips, stroking his dick, surfing porn, and thinking about all the women who’d dismissed him, he’d stumbled across chastity porn.  The hook had been sunk slowly.  One stroking night after returning to his hotel room alone after another, one video, one captioned picture after another, his hand took the association of his lonely pain and the cruelty of chastity and combined them into a new definition of pleasure.  The cock never lies.  The progress had been slow in some sense, he’d told himself he hadn’t jumped into anything, yet on a time scale, it had only taken a couple of months.

He’d taken the leap on this trip.  He’d purchased a Cherry Keeper-Micro so he could clear airport security screening with it.  He’d verified the fit and comfort on and off during the weeks leading up to it and then locked it on before the airport limo had picked him up.  The biggest hurdle he’d had to overcome through the entire process was coming to terms with the Micro being such a good fit.  He wished he could have required a Stub, or even a Short, but a good fit didn’t lie.  He told himself it didn’t matter since nobody would see it on him anyway.  He kept the key in his pocket at all times but hadn’t cheated once.  Night after night he’d gone out, and instead of chatting up women, he would only look at them.  Every now and then he would casually scan the room and then picture the women he’d seen in his mind's eye while sipping on his beer.  After all, it wasn’t polite to stare like a horny dog with his tongue wagging.  He knew they wouldn’t be interested, and now that his dick was locked up, even if they were, he couldn’t give them what they’d want from a man anyway.

That was a one-two punch to the gut because both facts were true, yet at the same time the angst, the want, for his fate to be different combined with the knowledge it wouldn’t be no matter how hard he tried...somehow turned him on in all its fuckedupness.  He sat at the bar, his cock straining in its cage, and began to think that he’d found his place in life.  Locked, and not bothering women who had no use for a man who’d even consider allowing their junk to be caged.  That he’d done it to himself on his journey of seeing himself how women must surely see him, only made the shame of his accepting his place all the more intense.

He wasn’t quite fully submerged in his new train of thought yet, a part of him still wanted to be the one taking those hot women home to fuck all night long.  To be ‘the man’.  That part of him railed against being locked up, at being denied even an erection, and on his last night away he’d almost used the key.  Almost.  Yet he hadn’t done it.  He’d squirmed all night in his cage, struggling to accept it, struggling to give up on his last bit of will to be a ‘real man’ for a woman.  Yet, even as he’d struggled he thought of all the nights he’d struck out, been alone in his room, and in the end, he’d drifted off into a fitful sleep.  One where he shouted into the empty halls of his mind that he ‘was a man’, and didn’t want to be ‘pussy free’.  No one of course had answered, other than the voice of the wicked need of his unspent cock struggling in the cage even as he’d slept, and the voices of shame mocking him for having to accept the reality life had dealt him.

In the morning he’d awoke in a bit of a daze.  He couldn’t believe he’d made it all week without unlocking himself.  He was tired, beyond frustrated, and ready to go home.  There was a small sense of accomplishment but it was mixed with shame at where he’d found himself of his own volition.  It was the sense of accomplishment that had convinced him to keep the cage on, but he had also resolved to remove it at the end of his trip when he got home.  He wasn’t comfortable with where he was in life.  This wasn’t right.  He deserved more, deserved to feel his dick inside a woman like all the other men around him.  Yep, when he got home he was going to do a ‘reset’, ‘get out there’, and in the process get himself some pussy.  Enough was enough.

As he made his way up the enclosed walkway and stepped out into the main concourse, he was struck by how crazy busy it was.  He reflected that people could lose themselves here in its vast generalities.

He shook his head, trying to clear it, and simultaneously willed the blood to drain from his dick that just wouldn’t fucking stop trying to get hard despite the constricting denial of the cage, as he figured out where the gate to his connecting flight was.

He glanced over her as his eyes scanned the busy airport, moving past her as they continued to take in all of what lay before them.  His eyes having worked the room - then, of their own volition, came back to her.  In her pressed pants, the crotch seam slightly pulled up into her pussy lips, defining them to the discerning eye, before drawing his eyes up over the skin-tight t-shirt with ‘airport security’ embroidered over her pert left breast.  His eyes had lingered over her pussy, relishing the feminine curves contrasted by the severe no-nonsense projection of the uniform covering them.  The uniform said ‘Don’t Fuck With Me’, but the pussy lips teasing the material from beneath beckoned to him on a primal level, and as such he would have ignored any warning signs  (if there had been any).

Her long neck, framed with lush auburn hair cascading down over her shoulders in loose curly waves, made him want to run his tongue up every inch of it, devouring the taste of her skin along the way.  Her face had the angular lines of an Eastern European fashion model, and her full succulent lips were pulling into a smirk when his eyes finally met hers.  Dark brown orbs of captivating beauty beckoned him to look into their mysterious depths, all while admonishing him for daring to do so.

She exuded self-confidence, self-awareness of her beauty, and somehow in that first millisecond of contact let him know that she could see right through him and who he was as a man.  He froze.  She had seen every second of his wanton perusal and his rapidly reddening cheeks confirmed his guilt, and his lack of confidence with women.

Michelle hadn’t started her day looking to fuck with some poor hapless schmuck, but the guy standing in front of her was low-hanging fruit and she couldn’t resist.  He was of average height, good-looking (not amazing, but decent enough), and the cut of his clothing spoke to how fit he was.  She never gave much thought to why some guys weren’t married.  The lack of a ring on his finger as she approached him confirmed that he wasn’t, and she simply filed that fact away.  Available? – check.  In MY airport? – check.  Ready for the taking? - Look how shy this guy is, oh fuck yeah, check!  Yep, if a guy like this was fortunate enough (in her opinion) to stumble into her web, then they were prime for the taking.

She didn’t do this sort of thing all the time, after all, one didn’t want to draw too much attention to oneself.  The occasional complaint by some flustered male airline passenger was perfectly normal, but she didn’t allow herself to indulge excessively.  She always got a kick out of the complaints though.

‘She stripped me naked with no other officer present!’ - She would explain to her supervisor the guy looked suspicious and there was no time to wait for backup.

‘She pushed me against the wall and forced her fingers inside my ass!  And, how many fingers do you need to look for contraband anyway?!’ - She would explain to her supervisor that he’d been fidgeting and she’d been convinced there was ‘something’ up there and that sometimes one finger wasn’t enough to find it.  That she never found anything was irrelevant, she was merely being thorough.

Her supervisor as usual would remind her that most men would be fidgeting if they were stripped naked by a lone woman in a position of authority over them while snapping latex gloves onto her hands.  Michelle would reply that one could never tell why a man was acting one way or another and it was her duty to ensure they weren’t up to no good.

The reality was, she had her pick of men outside of work and that was all fine and good when she needed a good fucking, but nothing stimulated her mind more than fucking with someone else’s.  These men traveling solo, attractive, yet shy, were perfect fodder to amuse her on a boring day.  They were so embarrassed when she was done with them, so desperate to get away that they would do anything at all to please her, and that made for the very best pussy licking imaginable.  Some would protest, others not so much, but at the end of the day, they all licked her to an orgasm because it was what she wanted.

She was beautiful, which unfortunately meant that it came with the timeless baggage of the majority of men being unable to see past her beauty to appreciate all that she was as a person and not just as a piece of ass.  That pissed her off.  Therefore, the men who fell into her web were a perfect outlet for her to express her discontent with the male chauvinistic society around her, and it was damn heady sexual fun to boot.  After all, fucking was one thing, but mind-fucking was something else entirely!

Peter willed one foot to move, and then another. You wish. She’s not looking at you. As he moved forward he grew more relaxed as he told himself it was normal to check out women, that chastity didn’t change that.  He told himself that she had no way of knowing a cage was keeping him from delivering anything other than desperation. Just act casual, and own the fact that you just eye-fucked her, like any other guy would. Jesus, look at her man, of course you did!

In his attempt at remaining casual, he kept his eyes focused on a distant point beyond her shoulder, but the closer he got to her, the more intensely he could feel her penetrating stare.  As he neared her, he couldn’t take the pressure and lost his grip on whatever self-control he’d fooled himself into believing he had. His eyes shot over like a moth to a flame, locking onto hers.

Michelle closed the distance between them in three brisk, businesslike steps and halted his progress as she came to rest directly in front of him.  Feet planted apart and hands on her hips, her eyes shone with mischief.  She gave him her warmest smile, because that was the one of the one-two punch of knocking a man off guard. “Hi!”

Peter knew she was talking to him but his mind was locked in an endless loop of irrational panic at interacting with any woman, let alone airport security, simply because he was caged.  He told himself that was silly.  She’s a woman, she saw you checking her out and now she wants to flirt. Go with it man! This is just a taste of the ‘new you’ when you get home and get this damn cage off.

He steeled himself and gave her his best smile in return. “Hi back!” This is it pal, do it like you mean it. His dick surged inside its prison at the thought of what this woman wanted, and what he’d be able to deliver to any woman who was game, once he got home and unlocked.  He allowed his eyes to roam over her face, taking in all of her beauty, lingering on her full lips before again locking eyes with her. Oh yeah man, you got this!  “Can I help you, uh...officer?”

Michelle delivered the two of the one-two like a prized fighter delivering the knockout punch, her inviting smile falling away and her face transforming into one of casual indifference toward him as a person. “I’m going to have to ask you to come with me”—the pause was noticeable, delivering the last word with indisputable mockery of all the deference it was supposed to imply — “sir.”

Peter opened his mouth to ask her a thousand questions at once. However the why, the what, the why me...didn’t matter because she had already sidled up beside him.  She did it quickly in one smooth motion that implied she’d made this move before.  One step closer to him and bringing her mouth that much closer to his, her eyes closer to his, and allowing the faint perfume of her shampoo to waft into his consciousness.  So close that his heart skipped a full beat, and then she pivoted to the side, as though she was his date and was going to cozy up into the side of him.  Her body moved like silk blowing in the wind, slipping up into him, whispering visions of her demurely holding onto his arm like a woman would with the manly man in her life.

She didn’t cozy up to him though.  Her hips came close to his and her long hair tickled the skin of his upper arm as she aligned her body to his, but not in the way his foolish brain had momentarily envisioned.  He looked down as her slender digits slipped a surprisingly firm grip around his triceps and urged him gently but firmly forward, and away from his departure gate.  She didn’t bother to look at him, and that dismissal of basic manners, where you looked at someone when you spoke to them, made it clear she expected him to comply. “Don’t make me make this anything more than it has to be in front of all these people”—there was that damned pause again, and it was just as noticeable as the first time it had made a casual mockery of all the deference it was supposed to imply — “sir.”

Michelle felt the beginnings of what would inevitably be a thoroughly wet pussy as she closed her fingers around his arm and began to wrap him in the inescapable cocoon of her will.  She watched with amusement out of the corner of her eye as the panic hit him.  He was off-balance and she could tell by the way he kept glancing at her hand gripping his arm and then all around him, that he was embarrassed.  He was worried the world would see him being taken away by a petite and sexy-as-fuck beautiful security guard who was easily a foot shorter than he was.

Peter was in a daze as they navigated through the massive crowds.  The woman gripping his arm walked with purpose and people automatically moved aside for them.  Men and women alike were compelled to appraise them as they waded through the masses.  They would come into their orbit and quickly realize that the woman holding onto him wasn’t going to be the one to alter her course, as their paths collided.

The men would take a quick appraising look over the security guard, and how could they not?  The women would give the security guard an irritated look, as if subliminally knowing she was the reason they were walking so boldly against the flow, and not him.  What kicked him in the gut was that both men and women alike would then take in her grip on his arm before running their eyes up and down him.  In the millisecond it took for them to read the situation, their eyes would widen and they would render an uninhibited, unconscious judgment of him.  Of her dominance over him, and his submission to her.  It didn’t matter so much that it was correct, it was that complete strangers could see the power dynamic he’d been swept up in.  They could see all of it.  Their uninhibited response, a mixture of disdain, pity, and for an uncomfortable majority, amusement regarding his predicament, and it was debilitating.

There was a plain metal door alongside the wall closest to him.  As they came up to it her fingers tightened further on his arm as she silently told him to stop and wait while she unlocked it.  With her hands busy unlocking the door, nothing was keeping him from running away.  The only thing now holding him place was the force of her will, her silent command to ‘stay’ until told otherwise.

He didn’t run.  Where could he go?  This was a secure area of the airport, she was airport security, and therefore this was her domain, not his.  There was nowhere to run, nowhere to hide, and there was no choice but to obey.  Once it was open, she shoved him unceremoniously forward and into a small room, whose white walls and ceiling reflected the florescent lighting into a harsh statement of the institutional world she’d thrust him into.

The space was devoid of any furniture other than a narrow stainless steel table along the far wall.  On it sat a box of latex gloves, and beside them was an industrial-sized container of Vaseline.  A roll of paper towels hung from the wall over the table and a metal waste basket sat on the floor under the table, waiting to hide all the evidence of whatever transpired within the four walls Peter now found himself in.

He stumbled over his own feet as he tried to regain control of his forward momentum while simultaneously looking around in a frantic attempt to process his situation. “Miss, there must be some mistake”—he started to turn around but she had one hand on the back of his neck and the other around his triceps and was pushing him forward—“you...you must have to wrong man!”  He barely had time to put his hands out in front of him before she thrust him up against the far wall.

The nervous tremor in the man’s voice, as he fought to remain calm, was like pouring gasoline on the budding flame between her legs.  Michelle enjoyed this game anyway it played out, but when a man that could easily pick up little ‘ol her and spin her around was this scared so soon into their ‘session’, it decimated any vestige of self-control she might otherwise have had.

She dropped her hand from his arm and pressed her fingers roughly against the seam of her pants and into herself, stifling a moan as her wet lips slid apart to allow the pressure to land squarely on her clit.  She only allowed herself a moment and then got down to business, telling herself there was going to be plenty of time for satisfaction, once she got her new toy under control.

“Please...there must be a misunderstanding—“

Peter tried again but was cut short as her foot went in between his, knocking them outwards while the hand on his neck pushed his face toward the wall.  What is she doing? I’ve got to say something, this isn’t right!

He started to squirm, so she spoke loudly and with conviction as she shoved the back of his neck and thus his face further into the wall hard enough to get his attention. “Stay”—her foot kicked his left leg out a bit more—“the fuck”—her foot kicked his right leg out further yet which weakened his stance to the point of discomfort—“still!”

Peter could do nothing other than brace himself against the wall.  The pressure on the back of his neck kept him in place as her free hand roamed over his upper body, frisking him. 

Any thoughts of struggling, of fighting back for what surely was his right to not be assaulted without explanation like this evaporated as quickly as they formed.  Her iron grip and the ease with which she had subdued him told him it was better to obey her and hope she would let him go quickly.

No sooner had he come to terms with being detained for no apparent reason, than a new and terrifying thought entered his mind.  She’s frisking me – what if she feels the cage? I’ve got to do something, she can’t find out!

He opened his mouth to plead but it was too late.  As the words formed she shoved him firmly between the shoulder blades and told him not to move ‘or he would regret it’, and then her hands were running up his pant legs.  Closer and closer to his crotch they moved, squeeze-slide-squeeze-slide-until at last, she reached one hand around to cup his balls while the other moved in from between his ass cheeks.

The panic washed over him as her fingers paused on his crotch, unsure of what they were feeling.  Her other hand came from behind and pressed into the underside of his sac, together trying to discern what the hell was going on inside his pants.  He wanted to struggle but knew it would be a mistake, and so he could only offer a frantic plea. “Miss...please!”

Michelle didn’t know what was going on with this guy, but it had everything to do with whatever was between his legs.  “Please what?” Her finger was working its way over the surface of the cage, defining its shape beneath the jeans covering it. She quickly realized there was something kinky going on here, and this guy was deathly afraid of her finding out about it.  That made it irresistible.  Not that she would have let him go at this point, but now it became a matter of fact.  He needed to be inspected, and exploited...fully.

She gripped his ass cheek with one hand and squeezed while she continued to probe the outline of the cage. “Hmm, please what?” She released the first ass cheek and then gripped the other one. Her tone was playful, and in another time and place the way she purred her words would have made any man's cock hard. “Please miss, don’t ask me what’s going on in my pants?” She let go of him completely. “Hmm?”  She stepped back and to the side so she could wind up and then brought her hand down with a resounding crack onto his ass. “Stand up and turn around!”

“Oww!” He tried to push off from the wall and hold his hand to his wounded ass cheek, all while trying to ignore the sound of a stifled giggle as he jerked his body around to face her.  It wasn’t as if it had hurt his flesh that much through the tough material of his jeans, but as the sting flowed from his wounded ass and into his brain, it decimated his psyche.

She’s treating me like I’m her bitch, slapping my ass because she knows there’s something kinky going on with my dick and she thinks it’s funny. That was followed by —She knows, oh fuck!  

His mind was spinning and was trying to process through his wounded ego, and the remnants of the sensation of her hand imprinting on his ass.  Just because she knows doesn’t mean she can treat me like this. Everyone has kinks and I’m not hurting anyone with mine!

“You can’t do—“

He started to protest as he gathered his wits.  It was all he could do given the situation, but the look on her face silenced him.  Her eyes were laughing, which made her look all the more beautiful, but her lips pursed into a tight line told him that while she might be laughing, he wouldn’t be.

She stepped into him and cupped his balls, squeezing just enough to imply that movement on his part would not be a good idea. “I think what we have here, is a little perversion.”

Perversion? What is she—

Michelle brought her lips to within a hair's breadth of his while her eyes drew him into their dark and mysterious depths lit with the flames of a burning heat he could only begin to imagine.  Her closeness, her very presence, and the hint of her perfume peeled away his defenses and left him paralyzed as he felt her gaze probing the nether regions of his brain.  Reading him, judging him, and the glint in her eye telling him she had already formed an opinion of him that would not be swayed.  She squeezed harder and he lifted onto his toes. “Is that it? Are you some kinda kinky pervert?”

I’m not a—

He couldn’t concentrate.  She thumbed the outline of the cage, pressing on it through his jeans.  She continued, as if reading his mind. “I think you are. I think you’re a little pervert, and perverts like you need to be checked very thoroughly. After all, you never know what’s in a pervert's pants.”

She let go, and as he dropped gratefully back onto his heels she delivered the dreaded words he had so desperately hoped she wouldn’t say. “Drop your pants...sir, and everything else too.”

He stared at her with his mouth open, trying to form words, to sweet talk his way out of this but the look on her face told him that nothing was going to change her mind.  She wanted him naked, and that was all there was to it.  They had come too far.  There was nothing more to discuss.

He had allowed this.  Did I though? It was true that he’d let her lead him into this room as any other person would have.  She was airport security, but he’d never consented to being treated like this. Any ‘normal’ person would still be protesting at having their ass slapped, so why aren’t you?

But how could he protest?  She knew something was going on in his pants.  If he protested, wouldn’t that just inflame the situation, when all he wanted was for this to be over and done with?  Yet every second that passed and he remained silent, her grip on that knowledge, and on him tightened.  It was a no-win situation.

She had plucked him out of the crowd, how she’d known she could make him submit to her will like this regardless of how ‘guilty’ he was, was beyond him, but here he was.  That this was a bullshit detain and search was clear, but knowing it didn’t change his circumstances.  She had decided to take away his rights as a free man, to detain him, to discipline and subdue him, and now she was going to take away every last remaining shred of his self-respect.  And there was absolutely nothing, he could do to stop her.  He was floating down a river, flailing desperately against the current of inevitability, as her will thrust him towards the edge and over the brink into the chaotic churning river of his new existence far below.  He knew it, and everything about her demeanor told him she knew it too.  In his world there was ‘the before’, and now that she had found him and decided to do this to him, there would only be ‘the after’.

As he pulled his shirt up over his head he contemplated on how surreal it was to be experiencing the turning point in his life that he would always look back on.  He hadn’t planned to be here, he most definitely didn’t want this, but there was no escaping the path forward she had set out for him.  His life would never really be his after this he thought, not as long as the memory of this stayed with him, and stay with him it would.

This was a porn fantasy come true, and he realized that wasn’t a good thing.  He’d jerked off to dominant women having their way with him countless times.  After all, that was part of the appeal of chastity—the ultimate submission to a woman’s control.  As he was now discovering, the fantasy was not the reality.  The reality was terrifying.  The reality was a true loss of control, and he couldn’t simply take his hand off his cock to bring things to an end.  His cock was locked, she was in control, and this would only end when she allowed it.

His shirt hit the floor and she jerked her head meaningfully while glancing at his belt and then back at him.  Nope, the best he could hope for was that she finished this search quickly and let him go, so he could begin what he already knew would be a lifelong process of putting the experience behind him. 

Why didn’t I take this cage off before I got to the airport? You idiot! He chastised himself, yet in his soul he knew wouldn’t have made any other choice without having known how it would end. He had been caught up in his chastity fantasy and had needed to see it through until he got back home.  Without prescience, how could he have known to make any other decision?  Unfortunately for him, knowing himself vs. acknowledging his reality did nothing to change his circumstances nor his despair.

In his desperation he took a breath and defied her silent command, instead of undoing his belt he kicked off his shoes and bent to pull off his socks.  As he straightened up he met her gaze with the flames of defiance that had sprung from the primal regions of his brain.  The region that told him that a woman couldn’t do this to him, that he was the strong man and she was the weak and pretty thing born and bred to swoon at all that his manliness projected.

The knowing smirk on her face as his eyes locked with hers dispelled all those silly thoughts in an instant.  She’d recognized his delay, and saw the defiance in his eyes, and with one look had taken his male pride and placed it securely under the sole of her boot.  He wasn’t fooling her, and he sure as hell couldn’t pretend he was fooling himself.  With a sigh he hung his head, as if not looking at her meant that she couldn’t see him, and his cage.

The clinking of the belt buckle made a mockery of the alpha male connotations it should have represented—the man, in front of a vibrant young woman, undoing his belt and releasing his loins to do what for most men they’d been meant to do.  Instead, as the jeans fell around his ankles and the metal buckle clattered loudly onto the tiled floor, he felt only shame.  He was not that man, and those full lips pulled up into a knowing smirk told him she knew that too.

She cleared her throat as he hesitated to remove the last vestige of his dignity.  He sighed, slowly hooked his thumbs into his shorts, and then gave in.  This was happening regardless of how he felt about it.  Despite his blood running cold in his veins at the thought of what she would think of him once she saw his caged cock, he knew it would be better to get it over with.

He bent over to shield his dick as he slid his boxers down his legs, then clasped his hands in front of himself as he stood back up.  He kicked the shorts away, as if the non-nonchalant act would diminish the humiliation of what he was about to experience.  He stood in front of her, fidgeting from foot to foot and avoiding all eye contact as he sought to remove himself from the situation he found himself in.

She raised an expectant eyebrow and stared at him.  No words.  No need.  As he stood before her, naked, exposed, and denied even a semblance of self-respect, he could only submit and face what he knew was coming.  He took a deep breath and then let it out with a resigned sigh as his hands fell to his sides.

Her eyes widened.  She lost all composure, the strict lines of her lips were replaced with a wide smile as the laughter burst from her unconstrained.  She slapped her hand onto her thigh and pointed at his dick with an incredulous stare. “What...the fuck...is that?!”

In a rush of words, he tried to explain. “It’s a—“

“Is that some sort of...cage around your dick?” She interrupted him while pointing at his crotch.

“I...uh...” The words froze on his lips, unspoken as he watched her stare in fascination at the resin prison that engulfed his dick.

“Why?” She moved closer to him. “Why is that on you? Who did this to you?” Her finger slid over the surface that was already slick with his precum as it explored the strange device, and his cock sensing her presence, pulsed within its prison.  She stared at the sight of his member trying to swell beyond the walls of the cage, unable to hide her curiosity.  When he failed to answer she poked her fingernail between the bars and into the engorged flesh and as his cock surged, the cage jumped upward.

She licked her lips then bit the lower one, which would have driven him mad in any other situation, and frowned in contemplation. “And, why are you so turned on by this when any normal man would be embarrassed as fuck if he were standing in your shoes right now?”

Peter couldn’t answer because he couldn’t think.  It had been beyond too long to remember the last time he’d felt a woman’s touch. That she was touching him while holding his caged dick was both a fantasy come true and a nightmare in the same breath.  He was mortified at her seeing him like this, unplanned and beyond his control. But, her finger felt sooo good.  He wanted more of it.  All. Day. Long.

And all night too. But, the shame of her, a complete stranger, and a government agent at that, seeing him like this was in many ways unbearable.  It was a complete head-fuck, and yet the only brain guiding him at the moment was the one encapsulated within the head she was now prodding.

He couldn’t help but answer honestly. “I put it on…myself.” He drew a breath as he fought to stifle his need to share.  He knew he had to play this thing down and make it into something humorous and eventually forgettable, for her.  “I was just playing around—“

“How so?”

“I uh...I was curious about denial.”

“You were curious about having your dick locked up?” Her voice was incredulous.

“No, uh, I mean, uh...yes.” He whispered the last part, unwilling to give voice to his kink even as she pressed him to do so.

Michelle didn’t respond to his answer, but her finger continued its ministrations as she stared into his eyes.

He felt like she was pealing away his essence, one second at a time as her gaze tore away his every defense, peering at will into his soul.  Time slowed as she took measure of him, taking her time and comfortable with making him wait while she did so.

When she finally spoke, she ignored the silent pleading of his desperate cock and removed her finger.  Her voice, and her eyes had hardened with resolve. “In a moment you are going to turn around and bend over the table”—she let the words sink in and then added—“and of course, spread your legs. I’m going to have to inspect you further. Who knows what else you and your ‘curiosity’ have going on.”

While Peter stared at her in horror, knowing full well what ‘turn around and spread ‘em’ meant in border security lingo.  She leaned her body into his, teasing him as her hard nipples pressed through her shirt and into his bare chest.  She could have stepped to the side to get to the table but it was obvious she wanted to invade his space, taunting his locked dick with the heat of her body.  She lingered a moment while she reached over and yanked two blue latex gloves from the box on the table beside him and then stood back up.  She gave him a knowing look and then snapped them onto one hand at a time.  The whipping crack of the latex snapping tightly against her skin foretold of the crisp efficiency with which she’d ‘inspect’ him.

He felt his balls contract against the ring encircling his sac and he grunted in pain as they were quickly reminded that they had nowhere to hide.  His head was a mess. Why is my cock dripping when I’m obviously so freaked out by her? As smokin’ hot as she is, this is fucked up!

“Hold on”—she picked up his pants and gripped the outside of them and then began to work her hand over them, looking for...anything—“let’s just make sure there’s nothing you want to tell me before I have to look...deeper.”

Peter wanted to snatch the pants from her hands as they inched closer to the pocket, to where he knew the key was tucked away.  He’d had no idea when he’d started his day that where he stored the key for his journey home would be so important, but it was clear now that he’d give it a lot more thought moving forward.  Not that he’d do this again!

His breath caught in his throat as her hand paused while her fingers defined the shape of the key in the front right pocket.  Then his heart stopped as those slender delicate digits withdrew from the pocket with the long and thin silver key to his chastity cage in their grip.

Her smile lit her face and he would have been captivated by it if it were not for the mischievous look in her eye as she dangled the key in front of him. “Now, I wonder what this unlocks?”

His cock pulsed in his cage at the sight of a woman holding the key to his cage.  It was something he’d fantasized about, but not like this!  So why does that key look so damn good when she holds it?

Her next words cut off any reply he could have formed. “That’s OK honey, I’m not looking for you to answer. Now why don’t you go ahead and turn around for me.”

The steel in her eyes told him she wasn’t asking, and with a sigh of resignation, he turned towards the table.  She placed a hand between his shoulder blades and urged him to bend down, down, down, until his face was pressed into the table, arms and hands stretched out in front of him uselessly.  He thought he felt exposed with his ass stuck up and outward to accommodate him laying his face down on the table.  He was wrong.  Her foot slipped between his legs and kicked his feet impossibly outward to spread him properly.  His legs could no longer support him and all his weight rested on the table.  Pressed forward by her hand on his neck with no way to support himself, with legs spread wide, his ass stuck out, and his balls dangling down, he could not get up, could not move, unless she allowed it.  Now, he felt exposed.

“There, that’s a good position for you, and your little locked dick.”

Her voice was soft and soothing as she mocked him, yet even as her words sent a chill down his spine, his cock throbbed with their cruelty and their truth.

“It’s not little!” He couldn’t help but protest despite the effect of her words on his cock.  It might be true that size had nothing to do with chastity, but he couldn’t deny the reason he’d purchased the micro cage over the others.  At least when he wasn’t caged, his dick could get hard and present somewhat decently.  The ‘grower vs shower’ thing was very true in his case.  She had only seen him caged and rendered her judgment of his manhood without having seen his true potential.  It wasn’t fair, but there was no way she could know that, and there was no denying that a first impression was often the lasting one.

Her laughter told him that he could protest all he liked, but she was never going to move past what she’d already seen.  He watched her scoop a large blob of Vaseline onto the tip of her index finger and then wave it slowly in front of his eyes.

Her hand disappeared and a moment later he felt her finger pressing against his puckered asshole.  She purred her words, the velvety smoothness of them belying the cruel intent behind them.  “This can be easy, or it can be hard. It’s your choice, but this is going to happen either way.”

It took everything in Michelle to keep her voice soft and steady.  She was so fucking horny she wanted to spin him around, put him on his knees, and shove his face into her pussy right then and there.  She had this routine down pat however, and it was important to break the ‘suspect’ down completely before finishing on his face.  The only way to do that in her mind, was with a good old-fashioned finger fucking.  Of his ass, his mind, and his ego.

This guy was driving her absolutely mad though, with his kinky locked-up cock.  It was obvious he was a submissive, and he wanted to be controlled in the most emasculating way she could never have imagined in a million years.  Being denied access to his own cock, the symbol of his manhood, his very essence of maleness, should be any man’s nightmare.  But not this guy.  He fantasized about it but hadn’t experienced it for real, otherwise he wouldn’t have locked himself up.  He was like a virgin, as a submissive, and perhaps as a man.  That, she thought, was extremely hot.

He served no purpose to women, the way any other normal man would.  This guy had no dick as far as she was concerned.  He was bent over in front of her with his legs spread, and nothing to offer her other than his hole, waiting to be penetrated like a little wanton whore.  She’d take care of that quick enough because he needed to be broken, but then she’d take the other thing from him that he had to offer.  The use of his mouth.

“Ugh.” The moan slipped from her lips, she couldn’t help it.  This whole thing was just too damn delicious.  Normally, despite being used to please her, the men would have a raging hard dick, and the irrational hope (because they were men after all) that there may be some way they could use it with her.  This guy couldn’t have a hard dick regardless of what he hoped for.  As he knelt before her licking her pussy clean he would know all he could hope for was pleasing her with his tongue, the way his dick would never be allowed to.  She really liked the idea of that.

She worked some Vaseline into his ass.  The blob spread out all around his hole, but her finger scooped it up one little bit at a time and then pushed it inside him, over and over again until he was filled with it.  He tensed up every time she pushed more inside him, unsure if it was going to be more lube, or her finger, until at last it was her finger.  He gasped and jerked against her hand on his neck.

“Shhh, just stay still honey, be good for me and it will be over soon.” She pushed down on his neck harder and he stilled.  Her finger went in all the way and she held it there for a moment, allowing him to adjust.  Every muscle in his back and arms was rigid, but he held still for her, just as she’d told him to. Oh, he’s a good boy, this one...

Peter wanted to stand up, to stop her, as her finger pushed inside him and violated the sanctity of his insides.  It was his body and he should have a say in what happened to it, but she was inside him now, pushing deeper, spreading him, probing him and all he could do was lay there and take it.  She pulled almost all the way out and he started to sigh with relief but then she pushed back in, this time with a second finger forcing its way in with the first.

He tried to stay strong.  This was embarrassing enough without him carrying on like a helpless little girl, but he couldn’t help it as she spread his sphincter without regard in her quest to penetrate him.  He cried out. “Please! Please stop!”

She pushed all the way in until he felt her hand pushing against his ass cheeks, and then she stopped.  She leaned over him, pressing her body on top of his as she pulled her fingers back out, just a bit.  She pushed them back in and twisted, then pulled them back out, and then whispered in his ear. “Shh, just take it like a good boy. I’ll be done with you soon enough.”

Her words were slicing through the shattered remains of his ego as she lay over him and finger fucked him. “Besides, what else is a girl to do with you when you don’t have a dick?”

“I do”—she shoved harder inside him—“ugh...have”—she shoved into him again, mashing his head against the far wall—“Ugh...a”—she pulled out and pushed back in with a third finger and he thought he was going to split in two—“Oh my God, ahhh please oh please oh please!”

Peter couldn’t finish his sentence.  His world closed in around him and it became nothing more than gasping for a breath in between strokes of her fingers spreading his insides in a way they were never meant to be.  Tears were brimming behind his eyes squinted shut in pain as her body pressed him down and her perfume wafted into his nostrils.  His world became the sound of her moans of pleasure mixed with his whimpers of pain, of her heat, and of her impaling him upon her will.

She was whispering in his ear as her fingers worked inside him, exploring him and getting to know him in an intimate way that completely reversed his imagined sexual roles between women and men.  He wasn’t processing her words, he was lost in her smell, her touch, his shame...and then he felt something shift inside him.

The pain was still there but now...there was pleasure too. What the fuck is going on? He could feel his cock jumping around, restrained by the cage but doing its damnedest to push beyond it. His cheeks were burning with embarrassment at what she was doing to him, but his cock was loving it, and her fingers inside him well…he was starting to enjoy that too.  What the double fuck?

He wanted to understand himself but he couldn’t.  Not now.  Her tempo had increased and a wet sloppy sound filled the barren room as her fingers splashed spent Vaseline against his ass every time they thrust back inside him.  She was lifting him up with her strokes, pushing as far as she could go and then pulling upward from inside him, panting hot breath into his ear as she worked his body over.

“Do you like that? Hmm?” She panted.

He could only grunt, keeping his eye squeezed shut in an effort to block everything out.  He couldn’t ignore her hand though.

“Well, do you honey, tell me do you like it?” She shoved hard into him, and bit down into his bare shoulder, hard enough to make him cry out.

“Yes! OK, yes I...l like it”—her hand was pumping into him at a frantic pace—“Fuuuck!”  He could feel something happening inside him but it was unlike anything he’d felt before.  He didn’t understand it, but he knew it felt good.  He felt like he was on the cusp of something if only...if only...and then she stopped.  His time of self-exploration under the tutelage of her fingers was over.

She pulled out of him and using the back of his neck for leverage, she shoved his face into the table as she stood up straight.  The gloves snapped off her hands and landed in the trash bin, and then she was pulling him up from behind and onto his feet.  His legs had no strength and he couldn’t stand, but that was fine by her because she wanted him on his knees.

Michelle undid her belt and yanked her pants down in front of his bewildered face in one quick motion.  This was her favorite part and she relished every second of it. The man, dutifully on his knees in front of her waiting for her to pull her pants down and pull his face into her crotch.  How many women had suffered this indignity over the centuries, and how many of them would wish they could be in her shoes right now, making this sucker pay for the sins of the men that came before him.  The ones with cocks, the ones who would never allow their manhood to be locked away and rendered useless.

She saw his eyes begin to focus as he recovered from the mental and physical thrashing she’d just put him through.  She dipped her finger into the waistband of her black satin panties and slid it slowly across, the light reflecting off the shimmering satin wave marking the passage of her finger as it traversed the smooth flesh beneath it.  She watched his eyes following her finger, transfixed and seemingly no longer concerned with how he looked.

This was new for her.  Other men would be grabbing at their stiff cocks, as much concerned with their own pleasure as hers regardless of the tantalizing sight of her pussy before them.  This guy had his hands at his sides, ignoring his little dick dripping through the bars of its cage and forming a puddle on the floor between them.  He looked eager, looked...hungry as he stared at her finger dancing over her satin-covered mound.  She liked how he looked at her, she liked it a lot.

Enough! You won’t be able to put your panties back on if you don’t stop dripping into them like this. She thumbed them down over her hips and let them fall in a quiet whisper against her bare legs and settle on top of her pants that lay puddled around her ankles.  She hadn’t removed them, there was no need.

She gave him her standard line. “Now show me what you can do.”  She pulled his face toward her naked pussy and then a new thought struck her, just for this guy. “Show me you don’t need a dick to satisfy me.”

His tongue had barely touched her when Michelle’s pussy juices started flowing.  Her temperature had been rising steadily as she’d had her way with this guy and she was ready to let herself go.  She never planned on how long she’d make a man blow her, but tonight it was not going to take long.  “Uhh yeah like that...”

She pulled on the back of his head with both hands, mashing his nose into her mound as his tongue sought to go as deep as it could inside her.  It was a perfect seal and his face was turning red as his tongue thrashed around inside her.  She’d done all this before, but this guy was doing everything he could to keep his hands at his sides and not struggle even as his body screamed for air.  He wanted to please her, and was willing to do whatever it took.  It was all about her.

That put her over the edge.  His face was turning blue and he was slapping at his thighs frantically, but he was still not struggling against her hold on him.  She cried out, gripping the back of his head as her body stiffened and she flooded his mouth with her orgasm. “Ahhh fuck…yeah...mmm”—her voice dropped to a whisper as the last of her juices dripped into his mouth—“yeah.”

She loosed her grip on him as she came down off her high and he pulled away, choking on the piss and cum he hadn’t managed to swallow all while gasping for air.  He dropped to his hands and knees and drew frantic breaths, his body heaving as he fought to feed oxygen to his starving lungs.

Michelle was breathing heavily too, as she pulled up her panties.  She adjusted the thoroughly wet gusset into place against her sodden cunt, and then did up her pants.  She hadn’t cum like that in a long time, and had never cum that quickly. This guy...

She gathered up his pants and looked at his boarding pass.  She let him take a few more breaths while she got herself in order and then stretched out her foot in between his legs and tapped his balls with the scuffed leather of her military style boot. “Hey pervert, you’ve got a plane to catch, you better get dressed.”

He looked at the boarding pass in her one hand and his jeans in the other. How long have I been in here? He struggled to his feet and reached an unsteady hand out to take his jeans.  “What time is it?”

I ask her what time is it?  What the fuck, after what she just did that’s all you have to say? He answered himself as he did up his pants. What can I say now, that I can’t say to the police later? He shook his head as he pulled on his shirt, remembering how her shaved pussy  had looked and tasted, and how her fingers had felt inside him. As if you can tell anyone about this. Process later, get the fuck out of here now.

He reached for his boarding pass but she jerked it away from him, slipping it into her back pocket. “Nuh-uh, I’ll escort you to your gate.”  She waited until he’d put on his shoes and socks and then gripped his arm just like she’d done earlier. “Let’s go perv”—she paused and stared into his eyes—“and I’m going to assume you’re going to chalk this up to...standard airport procedures. Am I right?”

The smirk on her face told him she already knew the answer and he simply nodded.  She hadn’t told him the time so he asked again.  She responded by shoving him back out the doorway and into civilization.  The chaotic sounds of the busy airport assaulted his senses and he forgot about the time as he struggled to reintegrate into normal society.  A society where a sexy young woman couldn’t just drag you into a room and fuck you without regard to how you felt about it.

He avoided looking at anyone, unable to face another round of judgment from the faceless masses as this beautiful security guard guided him by the arm to his gate.  As they approached it he could see that the waiting area was almost empty.  Everyone else was already on board.  Her grip tightened and he stopped instantly, subconsciously already in tune with her control.

She turned him around and locked her eyes with his, oblivious to the expectant gaze of the gate attendant waiting for him to board.  He felt the airport disappearing around him as she drew him into their dark depths, swirling with a controlled heat that he now knew was a mere precursor for the fiery inferno further below.  She leaned closer and his heart skipped, in fear or excitement he couldn’t say, not after what he’d been through, and she ran her tongue over her lips before speaking. “Thank you for your cooperation”—the corner of her mouth pulled up into a smirk and her eyes flashed with the cruel hardness that he now knew lay inside her—“sir.

She held him with her gaze for a moment longer and then abruptly turned and walked away.  He watched her ass as it swayed from side to side, contained within her tight uniform and he marveled at how incredibly sexy she was.  He shook his head. What’s the matter with you?  Get on the damn plane!

Peter adjusted himself as he settled into his assigned seat, the sound of the airplane door being closed finding its way to him from the head of the plane.  He took a deep breath and let it out, feeling the relief at being able to begin to put whatever the fuck that had been behind him.  It had been wild, crazy, and as erotic as it had been shameful.  He didn’t know how he felt about the moments during it that had in so many ways felt pleasurable, felt...right, he would unpack that later.

He closed his eyes and reached into his pocket. At least I’ll be home soon and I can take this bloody cage off.

His eyes snapped open and he shoved his hand all the way in, searching for the key.  When he was sure it wasn’t there he frantically shoved his hand into the other pocket. No, no, noo!

He withdrew his hand, gripping a folded-up piece of notepad paper.  Where’s my key?! He opened the paper with one hand while the other hand returned to the pocket to make sure he hadn’t missed it.  His fingers found nothing, but his eyes scanning the paper did.

Hey pervert, call me next time you’re in town. I’m ‘curious’ about this key.

He let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding.  It was signed ‘Michelle’ with a little heart drawn at the end of her name and her phone number was below that.

He wanted to scream out loud, to tell them to open the plane door, to let him out, but he knew that wasn’t an option.  He took a deep breath, and then one more after that.  He was locked in chastity and a woman held his key.  She’d taken his anal virginity, taken his pride, and she’d taken his key!

He fought to stay calm. Breathe man, just breathe.

Ready or not, fantasy had become reality.


Part 2

Peter thought his balls were going to explode.  It had been weeks since he’d had an erection, never mind an orgasm, and he didn’t think he could last another day.  Every single minute of his waking thoughts were consumed with being locked in chastity and not being able to do a thing about it.  It wasn’t his decision, and he most certainly had no choice in the matter.  Michelle, the airport security guard he’d had an ‘encounter’ with while flying home from a work trip had stripped him, raped his ass with her fingers, and fucked his face.  Then she’d tossed him onto his connecting flight and had kept the key to his cage.

Pretending to be locked in chastity was one thing, but he now knew that when a woman locked you in chastity for real, it was a whole other ball game.  He couldn’t unlock when things got tough, he couldn’t have an erection just because his penis thought he was still a man and could do so.  He couldn’t even imagine looking at another woman let alone flirt with one because he knew how they would look at him if they knew he was no longer free.  A woman he hardly knew now held the keys to the cage encasing his cock.  She had taken them for her own amusement without asking him if it was what he wanted.  Now he could only exist minute by minute, day by day with the hope that she would one day allow him to have them back.

The reality had produced a flight response in him that he didn’t know existed, couldn’t know, because he’d never experienced this before.  The loss of control he’d yearned for was now something he feared and desperately wanted to escape, or at least there were a lot of moments where he thought he did.  His thoughts were scrambled as his cock fought the confines of its cage that were for the moment at least, iron clad.  Some days it was tough knowing what he wanted, separating rational thought from the dazed and confused sexually frustrated ones.

They could share a laugh about it, he’d tell himself.  She’d probably mock him for being so easy to control, because she seemed to be like that, and he’d have to agree because she also wouldn’t tolerate anything but the truth from him.  Then he’d go on with his life, promising that he’d never play silly chastity games again.  He’d swear to use his new-found freedom to be the kind of man a woman would not want to lock in chastity.  He would forevermore be grateful for being allowed to use his cock how he wanted, anytime he wanted to.  And, he’d thank her of course for helping him realize how precious his freedom was and to never take it for granted again.

Peter told himself a lot of things, but in the end, none of it mattered.  Michelle had the key, therefore she had all the power.  All he could do was phone her, text her, and plead with her to let him go — but so far it was of no use.  She never answered the phone or returned his texts.  It was a wall of silence and the only thing he could hear was the sound of his cock begging for freedom from within the walls of the prison he’d put it into.  He may have put it in there, but she was now the only one who had the power to let it out.

Michelle had listened to every phone message, and read every text.  Witnessing the kaleidoscope of his emotions was delicious and she’d soaked more than one pair of panties whilst listening to him blather on.  He’d been angry and indignant at first, telling her what to do, demanding she stop her silly game.  That had only lasted a few days and then he’d tried to hide the panic as her silence began to work on him.  The bravado was completely gone within a week and a half, and the pleading had begun, followed by utter helpless unabashed terror at the control she now had over him.  And that had been the sweet spot that had made her gush into her panties, knowing that he now understood just how helpless he was.  The big strong man blubbering into the phone and typing paragraphs of undying loyalty to her as a woman, and at one point as a goddess no less (that had made her laugh out loud).  It was like a fine wine and his terror flowed like liquid gold into her soul.

She had never encountered someone like him.  Someone who had such a deep-seated desire (though he was currently professing that he no longer did) to submit to another person controlling the very essence of his manhood.  She had a voracious sexual appetite and had enjoyed many one-nighters since she’d taken Peter’s key.  The sex had been just as good as it had ever been, as far as the obvious physical pleasure of it.  However, knowing Peter was locked up tight while she was getting her pussy filled with eager cocks by men who would never have considered being denied like Peter, was amazing.  The mental pleasure of having complete control of the most important thing in his life was overpowering.  It made sex with other men incredible, and she had become forever addicted to the ultimate power that through happenstance had fallen into her tiny hand, in the form of a key.

She’d had no prior exposure to chastity, but now that she held the key to Peter’s freedom to be like all the other ‘normal’ men around him, she couldn’t imagine ever giving it up.

When her phone chimed to announce yet another message from Peter she was ready for it.  He contacted her randomly throughout every day but was fairly consistent as far as the evenings and weekends went.  He was as predictable as he was desperate to know how he could please her to gain access to his dick.  He’d stewed in his caged torment for long enough, and now it was time for her to enjoy this new toy she was hell-bent on molding into whatever she fancied he should be for her.  She didn’t know for sure yet what she wanted from him, other than his complete submission, but she’d figure it out as they went.  There was no rush after all, he wasn’t going anywhere.

“Hello Peter, did you miss me?”  She giggled as she typed. ‘Missing’ her might not be the correct word, but she knew he was most definitely possessed with thinking about her.

“Ye—“

“s—“

“Yes!”

“Yes, I did!”

It would seem Peter was far too excited to type, and she wasn’t interested in reading more platitudes from him anyway.  She sent him a video chat link. “Call me. Now.”

The late afternoon sun was streaming through her window and illuminated her bedroom in a warm glow.  She sat in front of her dressing table and the sun's rays meandered through the lush curls of her auburn hair.  They highlighted the angular lines of her face that heralded her Eastern European descent, then teased the full red lips that invaded every man’s dreams who’d been fortunate enough to see them.

She was well aware of her looks, and in her mind, Peter had been far luckier than most men.  He’d had those lips whisper profanities into his ear as she’d bent him over and finger-fucked him, and if he played well with her tonight, she would reward him with more.  The price he’d pay to hear her wicked thoughts pass over her succulent lips might be more than he wanted to pay, but that wasn’t her concern.

Her phone buzzed with his video call and as she accepted it she propped the phone up against the mirror so he could see her, and the bedroom behind her.  She knew exactly what the suggestive imagery would do to him.  She ran a brush through her hair and peered ‘down’ at him through the phone. “There you are, Peter.  Tell me, have you been a good boy and saved yourself for me?”  Michelle giggled. “Oh yes, how could I forget? Of course you have because your little penis is all locked up in that thing...that cage, isn’t it?”

Peter had all kinds of things he’d planned on saying to Michelle at just this exact moment after all these weeks of denial.  First off, she’d had her nerve abusing him the way she had in the interrogation room, but then assuming ownership of the key and therefore of his cock had been something else altogether.  She’d crossed so many lines, it was clear that ‘consent’ was not in her vocabulary and someone needed to tell her that!  But, as he stared into her alluring brown eyes glinting with amusement with what she was doing, his will faded.  He remembered all too well how he must have looked to her bent over that table, and he could only manage a faint rebuttal. “It...it’s not little, and it’s not a penis, it's a cock!”

Her laughter, instant and harsh poured out of his phone and filled the small kitchen as he sat at the table.  He’d been sipping on a beer, prepared to spend yet another evening anguishing over his fate when she’d suddenly responded and told him to call.  He hadn’t wanted to irritate her by making her wait so he had called right there on the spot.  He was about to protest, his cheeks flaming with her laughter, but she cut him off.

“Don’t you dare deny it, Peter. I’ve seen it, I’ve seen all of you.  Remember?”  She didn’t wait for a response. “If there’s one thing you need to learn Peter, is that if a woman says you have a penis — not a cock, and that it’s small...then it is. Besides, cocks don’t go in cages Peter, and certainly not an itsy-bitsy little cage like the one your penis is locked in.”

His mouth was hanging open and he didn’t know what to say.  He’d planned this moment, of having his say, of telling her just what he thought of what she was doing, and now he couldn’t seem to form a word.  She was just so overwhelming, so sure of herself and of him.  He felt like he was back in that room, her voice, her will, her female strength and beauty reducing him to a compliant fool.

“Close your mouth Peter and stand up, I want you naked.  Not just because I know it will embarrass you and make you more compliant, but also because I want to have a look at what all the fuss has been about.” A throaty chuckle followed her words, making his dick twinge nervously.  She put the brush down and flicked her hair back over her shoulder, exposing a red satin strap. “I swear Peter you’ve been whining like a little bitch since we parted ways...so let’s see it.  Show me what it is that has you so worked up!”

Peter made an effort to close his mouth but it was beyond difficult.  His eyes had zeroed in on the thin satin strap pulled taught over her breastbone, the weight of her breasts working with gravity to ensure whatever she was wearing was a perfect fit.  What is she wearing?

He couldn’t help the thought even as he stood up, pushing the chair back with his legs.  He had every intention of not doing as she’d just instructed but that red strap implied lingerie.  It implied she was wearing something sexy that would accentuate all that was feminine about her, and that was making his dick swell in the cage.  It was preventing rational thought and so, he pulled off his shirt, imagining for the very briefest of moments that it was her top being pulled off.

His image wasn’t with him pulling off her top, it wasn’t that specific.  It merely focused on her being undressed, giving herself to a man.  That he hadn’t filled in all the blanks was of no concern to him, he only wanted to enjoy the thought of her revealing herself in a vision of womanhood perfected.  He’d been struck by her beauty when he’d first lain eyes on her.  However after all these weeks denied and left to his own devices and having nothing else to think about but her, she had truly to him, become a goddess.

He’d felt weak when he’d revealed those feelings to her in his many messages and knew she might very well laugh at them.  His potential embarrassment at how she thought of him when he shared his feelings was overridden by the pleasure of at least being able to tell her just how much she now meant to him.  She had become, without his consent true enough, but she had regardless become the center of his universe.  He had no way of knowing his feelings had been met with laughter, and perhaps he might have tried to keep himself in check had he known, but he didn’t.  And, therefore he hadn’t.

The belt buckle was undone and his pants were down around his ankles and then on the floor as he stepped out of them.  His shirt followed, and he wasn’t wearing any socks.  He remembered how she’d smelt when her hair had fallen down around his head and shoulders as she’d whispered naughty things in his ear.  He was overcome with a yearning to feel her body pressed into him like she’d done before.  He knew having her close like that had come at a terrible cost to his manhood but he could only see the positive.  Smelling her, feeling her body against his, feeling her sexual hunger as she...used him.

He snapped out of it as the other feelings came back to him with the memory of his time with her.  She used me and, she hasn’t given me any indication she’s done using me.  Whatever this is, it can’t be good.

His fingers hovered over the waistband of his boxes.  He stared into the phone, silently questioning her motives, pleading with her humanity to not let him suffer any longer, to end this crazy game she was playing.

“Come on Peter, don’t you want to show me? Everything I’ve been reading about this has told me you want me to know how devoted you are to me so...show me.” She whispered the last part and dropped her eyelid in a seductive wink.  Sure, they both knew he hadn’t asked for any of this, but they also both knew that arguing over nuances was irrelevant as far as she was concerned.

Peter’s cock throbbed at the way she whispered to him and he shook his head slowly, gathering himself for the big reveal.  He drew a breath, dropping his drawers and kicking them off to the side, then stood up straight.  He assumed the stance of a man standing tall, proud, and most definitely one who did not have his dick locked in a cage.

He might have fooled himself for a full second or two, but she didn’t allow him that.  Her squeal of laughter ripped through his manhood and drop-kicked him back to reality.  Her words pinned his ego on the ground and kept him there. “Oh my, Peter”—she composed herself with some effort—“that just does not look normal, not even the second time around!” She squinted into the camera as she examined him. “Stand closer.”

He shuffled closer, feeling his cheeks burning in embarrassment.

Michelle was quiet as she took it all in.  A smile teased her lips when his caged moved as his cock throbbed inside it.  The little brain was oblivious to the shame its big brain was grappling with.  After an excruciating minute that felt like an eternity to Peter, she finally raised her eyes to look into his and leaned in closer.  She appeared serious, and inquisitive at the same time. “This is what turns you on Peter? Being locked and denied, and...controlled? Tell me, I want to understand, I do.”

His dick positively surged as she spoke the words that had before this moment only ever echoed within the solitary confines of his mind.  He knew she saw his cage move, could see his dick struggling to do what in its small mind was its God-given right to do.  Yet in this moment, she wasn’t laughing.  She was serious.  She wanted to understand, those brown eyes drawing him into their alluring depths wanted to know.

“Y...yes.” The words were out and he couldn’t take them back.  Where did that come from? I shouldn’t have admitted that to her, she has my fucking key! He had meant to say it was just kinky fantasy stuff, but it was too late.  He’d answered honestly and there was no taking it back.  He tried anyway. “I mean, I...—“

She gave him a condescending smile and now it was her turn to shake her head. “No Peter, that’s enough. I’m not going to say I fully understand — yet, but I will...in time.”

That made his dick surge harder while his heart hammered in his chest. What does she mean ‘in time’, what the hell? When am I getting that key back?

She sat up and took in Peter’s surroundings.  Her eyes paused on his kitchen table, assuming a mischievous glint. “Is that a beer Peter?”

He glanced at it. “Yeah...why?”

The corner of her mouth was pulling up with cruel intent. “Why don’t you take a drink for me.”

Peter was confused but obliged, taking a hearty swig of the cold brew, momentarily soothing his shattered nerves. He put the bottle down and wiped the back of his mouth with his hand, returning his focus to the phone.

“Another Peter...in fact, why don’t you just go ahead and finish that for me hmm?”
He could tell by the way her upper body moved that she had just shifted to lay one leg over the other as she perched on her seat. He guessed that she was in front of her dressing table and that her phone was propped up on that.  He couldn’t help but wonder what she was wearing. Were her legs bare? Or, was she perhaps wearing pantyhose or stockings?  He absentmindedly drained the remainder of the beer, unaware that he hadn’t responded and for the moment forgetting to be embarrassed in front of her as he pictured her legs in his mind's eye.  In his mind's eye, they looked delicious covered in nylon or, left bare for the air to caress that which he longed to.

He went to place the empty beer on the table but she stopped him.

“No Peter, bring the bottle to your lips.”

He frowned in confusion but did as she asked. “Uh, OK…?”

“Now put it in your mouth, Peter, as far as it will go, and make sure you get it good and wet. Trust me, you’re going to want it as wet as you can get it.”

He stared at her for a moment, not quite sure he was hearing her correctly. Why does she want me to do that? The wheels turned slowly in his head as his brain digested the oddest thing it had ever heard.  Does she get off on the phallic symbolism of making me put that in my mouth?  He became incredulous. WTF? I never signed up for any of this, never mind that!

He thought about protesting, but her eyes were dancing with the same cruel heat that he’d seen up close and personal at the airport. He re-a-lly wanted to tell her where to go, but he knew he had to please her in the hope he’d be able to see her again and get the damn key.  Nope, despite his personal opinion of what she was asking of him, now was not the time to disobey her.

Her giggle of delight stabbed at the crumbling remains of his delusions of manliness as the bottle passed over his lips toward the back of his throat.

“Mmm, yes like that Peter. Pull it back out a bit and swirl your tongue around the end...yesss, now back in—get it good and wet. Mmm”

Peter squeezed his eyes shut, trying to block out the image of himself forming in his mind's eye while he danced like a puppet as she pulled on the strings of need attached to his dick. Why does she treat me like this? She doesn’t even know me!

She knew enough about him though.  She knew he wore a chastity cage.  She knew he would bend over and take whatever she wanted to do to him without (much) of a struggle.  He had struggled, he’d played this over in his mind, it was just that it hadn’t mattered.  She’d done what she wanted anyway.  She knew the sounds he made when her fingers were inside him having her way with him, when she was suffocating him with her pussy, and when he was drowning in her juices.  She knew all of those things, and he did too.  He only wished that neither of them did. She knows she can treat you the way men have been treating women for eons but, you just don’t want to admit this is happening.

He didn’t.  She was dominating his mouth the way she already had his ass, and thus further reversing their societal roles.  She had, in every step of their ‘relationship’ (what kind it was he had no idea) been the one wearing the pants so to speak, and she was making sure he knew his place was all things opposite to that.

“Now, pull it out...mmm”—he glanced up hoping she was done with this game but instead her arm was directed between her legs and it was moving as though she was getting herself off—“and spit on it!”

He hesitated, looking down the length of his nose at the bottle in front of his mouth. OK, this has gone far enough!

“Do as I tell you, Peter, you don’t want to disappoint me...do you?”

Her tone was soft, and her lips were pursed into a pout, but the steel in her eyes answered her question for him.  I guess after everything else she’s done to me, this isn’t a big deal. Think of the key man. His saliva glands had gone into overtime when the bottle pressed into the back of his throat and they hadn’t as yet let up.  When he sucked in his cheeks and drew it all together onto his tongue, there was plenty to work with.  He held the bottle slightly out in front of his mouth and let it fly.  A big gob of his spit hit the neck dead on.  It was a mixture of white and translucent fluid, frothy in parts and almost thick enough to keep it from running.  Almost.

If he’d been with his pals and had been aiming at anything else besides a beer bottle that a woman had just made him deep-throat, he’d have been proud.  Instead, he felt shame.  He knew how he looked, he knew it was a classic porn shot to have a woman suck and spit on a cock, and now here he was.  Performing for her.

He watched the spit sliding down the neck and spill over his hand gripping the bottle, but her words snapped him out of his musings. “Now pull the chair back from the table so I can see everything. Put the bottle on the seat”—she paused and let out a moan as her fingers hit a sweet spot, then she came back to him—“and then sit on it, Peter.”

The spit was pooling around his fingers as he stared at her in shocked disbelief.  He liked kinky things, after all, he’d locked the cage on himself to begin with, but this was waaay too much. He could see the muscles in her arm shifting as her hand worked the pussy she was keeping out of his line of sight. She thinks she’s gonna get herself off making me fuck a bottle?  Not a chance. He braced himself, determined to tell her ‘NO!’.  He was not going to fuck himself for her amusement.  That was the outdoor, things were not supposed to go in it.  Just because she had her way with my ass once, doesn’t mean she gets to keep treating me like that’s OK!

Her arm stopped flexing and her look turned stern.  She used her free hand to tug on a thin silver necklace, urging it upward until an object came into view.  The key.  The key he’d so yearned for all these weeks, and now it was right there.  On a necklace sure, but held between her lithe fingers as though an offering, or a tease.  It was clear the choice was his, in a way. “Now is not the time to disappoint me, Peter. Haven’t you waited so very long for this very chance”—her voice dropped to a husky whisper, as though she’d already predicted the outcome—“to please me?”

He looked at the bottle in his hand and thought about her fingers that were currently rubbing her pussy.  Those same fingers that had already completely and undeniably penetrated him thoroughly.  Those same fingers that now played with the key to his freedom, a freedom he could earn if he was only willing to pay the price she demanded.  She’d already taken his pride, he surmised…

He was having trouble ignoring the fact that the strength of her conviction that he would obey was making his dick throb. What the hell? He didn’t understand.  I don’t want to do this so why…?

He sighed.  It was no use fighting her, she would get what she wanted.  Women like her,  self-assured and in full control of their sexuality and completely aware of their feminine power, always did.  The primal part of his brain had responded to her feminine authority the moment he’d met her, and it was responding now.  Their respective purposes in life of dominant and submissive had been preordained through thousands of years of genetic happenstance, and that of their meeting.  And that had led them to right here, right now.  He couldn’t resist her.  She would take from him what she wanted, and there would be no stopping her.  Just do it man, get it over with and maybe she’ll make it quick.

He placed the bottle on the chair behind him and turned back to look at her as if asking one last time ’do I really have to do this?”

It was as though she could read his mind, and that terrified him. “Yes Peter, you must do this”—she sucked on the end of the key, then pulled it out to look at it. Contemplating the silver object glinting between her fingers—“if you want to be a good boy for me.”

Michelle let the key drop away out of his sight, the thin chain around her neck growing taught with the weight of it.  The key wasn’t that heavy, but the chain was dainty and therefore bore the strain of its weight with visible grace.  Her message was crystal clear.

Peter stared at where the key had been and then started to lower himself, unable to meet her gaze.  When the bottle slipped between his ass cheeks and pressed into his asshole he stopped, hovering with the tip just barely pushing into him.  I can’t do this! Just give me the fucking key! He screamed in his head but aloud he only uttered an impassioned plea. “Please.”

Oh my. Michelle felt the wetness between her legs as she witnessed his desperation. She knew he was close to committing and only needed a little more persuasion.  While she had waited weeks to play with him she hadn’t planned this evening’s activity.  However, now that they were into this, she’d be damned if she would allow him to stop. “Come on Peter, it’s not like I haven’t seen you ‘spread’ before.” She giggled, watched his face flush beet red, then grew serious. “Last chance to show me you want to see my”—she emphasized ‘my’, drawing out the word and slowly dripped it into his mind.—“key again...Now, do not make me tell you twice!”

She had raised her voice ever so slightly at the end, but it was the steely edge to it that jolted him into action.  Peter lowered himself so that the bottle depressed his ass lips back into themselves and his body, further — he paused, grimacing.  He wasn’t sure if it was the uncomfortable feeling or the shame, and decided it wasn’t important anyway.  He drew a quick breath and pushed it in further yet, and then with a silent ‘plop’ that rang in the deepest chambers of his mind, never to allow him solace again, it was inside him.  Barely — it was literally ‘just the tip’.

There hadn’t been a lot of spittle left on the top of it, having been wiped off by his ass cheeks on the way in, and his hole stung with the indignity of suffering the visitor who’d just rudely invited themselves in for a visit.  Peter hoped like hell this would be good enough for her, and he glanced up to see if wishes did come true.

Her lips were pursed into a tight smile, partly amused and mostly not impressed. “That is not in your ass Peter.” She dropped her voice to a whisper, soft and seductive and oozing with the call of a siren who’d kick his ass if he didn’t smarten up. “Pretend I’m behind you. Pretend it’s me inside you, then fuck yourself like you know I would.”

Peter took a second to process. What? He shook his head trying to make sense of what she was saying.  He could picture quite vividly how it had been when she’d been behind him, but that was her fingers. As if that made it any better. 

He took a breath and the bottle shifted inside him, making him involuntarily jerk, and as he tried to recover his position he ended up sitting further up the neck.  Hmph. It wasn’t any more uncomfortable than before even though it was a little further in, he told himself. Oh Christ, look at you trying to pretend this is OK!

He squeezed his eyes shut, tried to ignore the mocking devil on his shoulder, and let gravity guide him down the length of the bottleneck. Just...do...it!  This part of it was still slick and his ass spread willingly around it as it moved inside him, going where nothing (other than her fingers) had ever gone before. “Ughh.” An involuntary moan slipped past his lips.

It’s from relief that it didn’t hurt! I didn’t enjoy that! He wanted to shout at her to silence the laughter hammering him further into submission through the phone.  Instead, he tried to get his balance.  With his legs bent and his ass hovering, even though his hands gripping the edge of the seat propped him up, he was having trouble not putting more weight on the bottle.

His eyes were still clamped shut, he would not give her the pleasure of seeing the helpless desperation that he now felt, in his eyes.  Her voice came to him, softly urging him to give in to what she wanted from him. “Don’t fight it, Peter, we’re connected now, you and I. Neither of us was expecting this but here we are. I have a key, you’re wearing a cage, and together they have opened a door to something that definitely appeals to me.” She took a beat, letting him process her feelings about his chastity, then continued. “So come on, sit on that bottle...show me you can do the things I want you to do that will”—she uttered a soft moan and paused as the situation stoked the smoldering fire between her legs—“please me.”

Peter could hear the sexual tension in her voice and knew she was running hot.  They were at opposing ends of the moment.  She was getting off and he was so embarrassed he couldn’t look at her.  He clamped his jaw together and lowered himself further.  What else could he do?  She said it, she had the key. Now it was getting difficult.  He’d never disregard the dimensions of a beer bottle again. “Ahh!”

He couldn’t help but cry out as he tried to be aggressive and ‘get it over with’ like he’d done with the neck, but as it rapidly widened and became the main body, it told him he was dead wrong.  It was hard and immutable and no matter how much he wanted the key back, there was no fucking way this thing was going to go all the way inside him!

He gasped and once again held himself still.  His arms and hands were trembling with the stress of the pressure inside him, and the weight of his body that he could not possibly allow to lower any further.

“P-please...I c-can’t”—he stammered—“go any further.”

The doorbell rang and Michelle glanced toward the hallway, then back at the poor sap with a bottle up his ass on the other end of the video call.  That was quick. Before answering Peter’s video call she’d texted one of the many options she always kept at the ready for when she needed a good fuck.  The words she’d sent were something to the effect of ‘I want to fuck. Don’t keep me waiting’.

“I’ll be right there!” she shouted as she turned her head towards the bedroom door.  She dropped her voice down to a conversational tone. “Peter, look at me.”  She watched his eyes open and his head tentatively move so he could look at her.  He was valiantly trying not to let her see his struggle, but the shaking arms, the bead of sweat on his forehead, and the panicked look in his eyes told all. “I have a uh...friend, here to visit me and I need you to do something for me while I entertain him.”

“What?” he asked with a shaky whisper.

“I want you to work that bottle as far inside you as you can get it.” She waited a moment for the words to register, then continued. “I want to watch you get fucked by that bottle Peter, while I get fucked by a real cock”—she winked at him—“the kind of cock that a woman would never want to lock up.”

Michelle stood up, revealing the red lace bra outlined in red satin that cupped her breasts upward into beacons of desire. Her tight abs were accentuated with a lacy garter belt and under that was a pair of sheer red panties.  The stocking tops were pulled up around her smooth thighs, gripped tightly by little silver clasps suspended by thin red satin straps.  She could see the lust flash across his eyes as he took in this sensuous feminine side of her.  Then the confusion as he wrangled with what the sight of her was doing to his body, compared to what she wanted him to do to his body.

She leaned in, bringing her mouth close to the camera.  She didn’t have all night.  She needed some cock, and Peter would either play his part or he could fuck off (without the key!).  She was turned on like crazy by the thought of Peter’s frustration, and how her blatant sexual abuse of him must be scrambling his brain.  However, it had been far too long since she’d invested herself in any sort of relationship let alone one as kinky as this.  She wasn’t looking for a relationship, but they were connected by a key and a cage so it was what it was.  That didn’t mean she had to waste her time on someone who didn’t show her with every ounce of their being just how much she meant to them, regardless of the circumstances.  Nope, if she was going to continue to invest any thought in Peter, never mind effort, then he’d damn well better be willing to do his part.

She licked her lips, then sucked the bottom lip into her mouth and held it between her teeth for a moment as she gazed at him. “Show me you are worth my time Peter, show me you have what it takes...to be mine.”

She puckered and blew him an air kiss, then turned and walked out of sight.

Peter tried to shift his weight but the tip of the bottle pressed against the inside of him and he grunted as the unusual sensation shot up his insides and slapped him upside the head.  He jerked upward and the pressure relief was instant as the bottle narrowed on its way out.  He stopped as the threads formed into the glass to hold the bottle cap spread his ass lips just enough for him to know he was about to disobey her.

She said to fuck myself, not take it out. He froze, struggling with the position she had put him in.  If he lowered himself down he would be choosing to walk a path with her that he could never have possibly imagined he’d be taking.  If he got up he knew she would never agree to see him again, her tone of voice and what he knew of her made that clear.

Just then Michelle burst into the bedroom but she wasn’t alone.  Her arms and legs were entwined with a Black man’s and how they managed to walk and carry on was an achievement in its own right.  He towered over her, their lips were locked together and their hands roamed everywhere.  She was pulling at the buttons of his shirt and finally tore it open as all patience escaped her.  Buttons flew as his massive pectorals were revealed, the muscles in his equally massive arms flexing as he cupped and squeezed her ass cheeks.

They tumbled onto the bed and rolled as they continued to paw at each other, both of them equally eager to touch every inch of the other.  Her panties were torn off and flew across the room and then she came out on top and slid down his legs, pulling his pants off as she went.  She stood up for a second, just long enough to tug them free and drop them on the floor, and then she was crawling back up him towards the biggest cock Peter had ever seen.

It was thick, so thick that even from a distance and through the phone’s camera he could tell it was easily as big around as his wrist and the length of it was something his brain could not process.  This was no porno, this was real life.  That Black man was the real deal and Michelle was about to fuck him.  As she reached his cock she hovered over it and glanced over her shoulder at the phone screen on her dresser.  She frowned as she took in the sight of Peter.  He was hovering too, but unlike her, he did not seem eager to get fucked.  She shook her head with disappointment and turned away as she lowered herself onto the monster cock waiting to plunge inside her.

The man was a beast and she looked small atop him, and even smaller as the man’s cock disappeared into her hungry pussy.  Peter looked down past his bare chest and stomach to the cage.  He was fit, but his chest looked flat compared to the other man’s.  The muscles in his arms were well-defined and normally he would have thought they looked good, but even his legs weren’t as big around as the other man’s arms.  He looked at his dick struggling to escape the small cage that fit so damn well it was impossible to tell himself it was any bigger than it really was.  He started to compare the size of his to the other man’s and tried to stop himself but it was too late.  The image of his dick, on its best day in all its engorged glory, somehow displayed opposite to the other man’s had reduced it by perspective alone to the size of a worm.

The look on her face...the image of what was probing her insides that very moment...his cock locked in a cage because that was where she wanted it to be...the size of cock it took to satisfy her...his resistance broke.  Should he have played with chastity for the first time while traveling? Should he have kept the cage on when going through the airport?  Should he have done this or that, it no longer mattered.  The past was just that, and he was here in the now — watching her about to get fucked while she demanded he fuck himself.

He wanted to scream in frustration at his inability to change his situation.  His ego railed at the world he lived in that determined a woman as stunning as Michelle wanted to treat him like this while wanting a man...like that.  Then he almost let out a maniacal laugh as reality told him that any woman would choose a man like that, over him.  There was nothing left to debate.

Peter sighed and lowered himself down, the bottle slipping up and inside him a little easier than the first time.  Small comfort, bordering on disturbing that he had now realized that things probing his ass would go in easier after the first time.  The neck was still just as wide at the base as before and correspondingly, it spread him just as wide.  He reflexively pulled up off it and then forced himself back down. No, you have to do this or you will never get to see her again!

Her moans, as the other man filled her came through his speaker, poured gasoline onto his shattered ego and then let it burn, just as the bottle spread him a little more than the last time.  He shook his head, trying to ignore the pleasure she was experiencing as he struggled to obey her.  She’s not here, she can’t physically make you do this...you don’t have to do this!

He raised himself up quicker this time but the bottle started to move around on the chair and he had to use one hand to keep it in place beneath him.  It was a precarious balancing act, with only one arm now to support him, and gravity threatening to pull him down.  He tried to relax his support arm so he could come back down in a controlled fashion, but was only able to do so much.  His weight brought him down with more force than he’d anticipated.  His ass lips still could not spread wide enough to allow the body of the bottle inside.  They did however seem to give just a little bit more, and instead of a grunt, he let out a small moan of relief.  No, you do have to do this. You ran out of choices the moment you walked into her airport.

He raised himself up and then dropped himself back down, more forcefully each time.  He could feel every inch of the bottle and knew exactly where it was with pinpoint accuracy as it spread his insides in its endeavor to fuck him.  Just like she was being fucked.

He looked up – snapped out of his private descent into the abyss of complete humiliation, as she cried out.  She was bouncing on top of the man and her head was turning from side to side, her hair flying in a tangled crazy mess of passion.  She turned her head further and focused on the phone for a moment, taking in the sight of Peter riding the bottle like a horny slut.  Her lips pulled up into a taunting grin of approval, and then she returned her focus to the enormous cock threatening to split her in two.

Peter’s cheeks burned with shame at her seeing him like this, but also felt a strange sense of pride at having pleased her.  He dropped with more force onto the bottle without conscious thought and while it didn’t go much further it did elicit the oddest sensation inside him.  It was just like when she’d had her hand so far up inside him, relentlessly probing him.  Then, and just now, it started to feel...good.

He stared at his screen, almost forgetting how he must look as he watched her slide up and down the length of the man’s cock.  She too was supporting herself with her arms, stretched out behind her with her hands on his thighs.  For a brief moment, he pictured her with her hands bound behind her, submissive to whoever had done that to her.  Her arms, muscles taught and stretched out behind her begot the scene, but what he already knew about her told a different story.  There was no way in hell she’d ever be in a submissive position, let alone allow anyone to restrict her movement, as she’d done with his cock by taking the key.  Up and down, up and down she moved, moaning and cursing in pleasure-pain as the beast plowed into her insides, and Peter without realizing it began to match her tempo.

He was mesmerized by how sexy she looked as the man gave her the kind of pleasure Peter could not.  He couldn’t lie to himself, not after seeing what that guy was bringing to the table.  He glanced down at his dick bouncing around in its cage as his body moved in sync with Michelle’s.  He wondered if he had ever been able to please a woman or if he had been fooling himself his entire life.

He became aware that he was no longer fighting the pressure of the intruder forcing its way up inside his ass.  He realized he had been caught up in keeping pace with Michelle, and it marked another notch of humiliation on his wall of shame that he’d be forced to look at every time he thought about her.

She leaned forward, bracing her hands on the man’s chest, and cried out as her orgasm carried her away.  The man’s thrusts grew frantic, lifting her into the air and then just as quickly causing her to drop down onto his cock, driving it deep into her.  She cried out again as another orgasm ripped through her and the man let out a growl as he came inside her.  He thrust into her once, twice, a third time...then froze with her perched up high as the last of his seed pumped into her hungry cunt.

Peter felt another layer of shame settle over him as he watched Michelle climb off and a thick stream of cum stretch out from her pussy lips to the head of the man’s cock.  She moved far enough off and away from him that the thin strand of cum broke away from the man’s cock and settled into the massive blob of cum dripping down her thigh.

Peter had never cum bareback inside a woman before.  The few that he’d had sex with had always insisted on a condom.  What he was witnessing was not only something he’d never felt, but after seeing the kind of cock it took to gain that privilege with Michelle, he knew he would never feel it with her.

He had momentarily stopped fucking himself when the other two had cum.  He felt spent, emotionally, and physically even though he hadn’t cum himself.  It was hard work to fuck himself as he had, and the toll of watching his reality in regards to any possible future with Michelle unfold before him had done the rest.  He wanted to take the bottle out, it just felt intrusive and uncomfortable now, pressing on his insides as it mocked his position in life compared to the Black man whose cock was slick with Michelle’s cum.  But, he didn’t.  She hadn’t said he could, and that was his reality with her too.  He resumed fucking himself, albeit slowly now.  Just enough to be considered doing what he’d been told to do, but nothing more.

He breathed a sigh of relief that he hadn’t stopped for long as Michelle glanced over to check on him.  This time, upon witnessing his obedience, she smiled warmly at him and blew him a kiss, her cheeks flushed with the afterglow of a good hard-fucking.

He watched, impotently impaled on the bottle she’d told him to shove up his ass, as she helped the man get dressed before leaving the room to see him out.  A moment later she reappeared and stood in front of the dresser.  She stood there silently for a moment, her face impassive as she watched Peter slide his bottom up and down the length of the bottle.  Her body was covered in a thin sheen of sweat and the man’s cum had left a thick trail as it slid down her thigh.  There was still enough left after its journey to form an impressive blob that continued to creep down her leg.  Her swollen pussy lips called out to him through the camera, mocking him with their slick cum coated spent heat.  ‘Here we are, here is what she’ll never let you have.’

He grunted as his control slipped and he landed too forcefully on the bottle, driving the thick body into his as-yet unyielding sphincter.

A giggle slipped past her lips, drawing a smile on her face.  “You were a good boy today Peter.”

He paused as her words flowed directly into his dick and it surged inside its unyielding prison. “No, no Peter, keep going. I never said you could stop.”

Her cruel disregard for what he must be feeling was debilitating as he considered it, all while picking up the pace as he tried to make amends for stopping without permission.  Perhaps later he would reflect on his eagerness to please her after all she’d already subjected him to, but now was not the time.  Now was the time to act on the moment, to roll with her, and ensure that after everything he’d already done, that she was happy with him at the end.  There was only one key and she had it.

He was quickly becoming unsure of what that key meant to him now.  If he was unlocked he knew he wouldn’t be fucking her, she’d made her preferences quite clear.  If he was unlocked would he be able to fuck another woman, knowing how sad and disappointing his dick had already been proclaimed to be by Michelle?  He didn’t know what that key meant anymore but it did represent something.  She held it, she wielded it over him and surely if she could deliver such crushing subjugation she could also equally deliver a reward.  Couldn’t she?

She reached past the camera, the weight of her breasts pulling them down into the bra cups as she did so, presenting them and their pert nipples to his discerning eye.  When she straightened up she had a handful of Kleenex.  Locking eyes with him, she scooped up the mess from her leg and folded it into the Kleenex.

“That’s what a real man’s cum looks like running down my leg Peter.” She tossed the package onto the dresser before her. “Once you’ve proven yourself to me I’ll allow you to clean me off, and you can see it up close for yourself.”

What? He forgot all about the bottle he was still riding, fully on display in front of her with her complete attention upon him. Prove myself? Clean? Haven’t I done enough?

She cut off his train of thought. “I can see it on your face, Peter. You don’t understand.” She leaned down and drew her hands up her nylons, pulling them up and adjusting them into place. “That’s OK, you don’t have to understand, you only need to do what I say.”

She ran her finger around the inside of the top of the nylon, adjusting the silver clasp in front. She looked up at him from under her eyebrows. “Don’t you want to do what I say?”

He wasn’t sure that he did...but then realized that was a lie.  He knew damn well he would do whatever it took to please this woman, this vixen who’d stolen his key, and thus his dick.  She was a goddess in appearance and attitude and was unlike any woman he’d ever met.  She’d stripped him of his dignity, his pride, and it would seem his right to exist the way society dictated that a man should.  He wanted the key — yes, but he also couldn’t help himself — she made him want to please her too. “Y-yes I-I do!” He blurted out as his thoughts came to a head.

“Mmm, I like to hear that Peter, I like it a lot.” She slid her finger under the waistband of the garter belt and moved it slowly from left to right. “I want you ready for me, I want you ready for everything I’m going to do to you when we finally meet in person. You must know by now that I have no use for your penis, so...are you sure you want this Peter?”

He’d paused for the slightest moment to consider her words and the bottle shifted inside him.  He jerked upwards then back down, hoping she hadn’t noticed his transgression. “Yes...yes, I am.” He grunted the words out as he tried extra hard to push the bottle deeper in.

She let out a low moan and pressed her hand into her tummy, pushing it downward towards her pussy as if guiding the moan out through her clit. “OK then. Don’t ever tell me you didn’t have a choice.”

Her hand hovered over her pussy, lips still swollen and mocking him. “I want you to go out and buy a dildo, the biggest one that you think would measure up to my...standards. Get one that has a suction cup so you can stick it to that chair and really work it for me. I want you to work that dildo every day, every night Peter.”  Her words came out fast and furious as the heat of the moment drove them past her lips. “I want you to make sure you can take it all because when we do meet, you will take it all. Do you understand Peter?”

He didn’t hesitate. His dick was throbbing, her words were dripping into his psyche and melding his mind into a vessel that only wanted to do whatever it took to get to hear more words of praise from her “Yes...yes, I do!”

“Good boy Peter, because you must understand that we are not the same.  People like me Peter, people who are alpha, we do the fucking. People like you Peter - betas, well...you get fucked.”

His cheeks bloomed red in embarrassment, but her words rang true with how he felt.  He hadn’t known there was a world where people were defined by ‘alpha’ and ‘beta’, but she’d thrust him into that world and in doing so had shown him his place within it. He nodded, trying to keep his pace steady as he continued to impale himself on the bottle.

“Good.” She stood up straight and smiled wickedly down into the phone. “One last thing Peter. When you buy that dildo, make sure it’s a Black one.”

She leaned back in, her finger moving toward the phone, and then the connection was lost.  She’d ended the call, leaving him to his thoughts, and the bottle up his ass.


Part 3

The blindfold was tight enough that Peter thought his eyeballs were going to be pushed into the back of his head.  Michelle had finally agreed to allow him to come and see her, but that didn’t mean she was going to let him know where she lived.  That was a privilege he’d not yet earned.  As was sitting in the front of the car, and so Peter had found himself sitting in the back with her binding his eyes shut with a black silk scarf.

“I want you to know as little about me as possible Peter. It just adds to the mystery, wouldn’t you agree?” She hadn’t waited for an answer, instead, she’d folded the scarf over itself lengthwise as she continued to speak. “Sure you could look me up, and figure out where I live, but I’m asking you not to do that. I want you confused and uncertain because I enjoy that.”

Michelle had lifted the scarf to his face, her eyes locking on his, impaling him with the steely self-assurance that had captured him from the moment they’d met. “Can you do that Peter, keep yourself ignorant in regards to anything about me, other than what I allow you to see? Can you be a good boy for me?”

She’d waited with the scarf before him poised to envelop him in her mysterious world, and all he’d had to do was agree. He’d drowned in her eyes, unable to process coherent thought at being so close to her, and he’d answered instantly. “Yes!”

The scarf blocked his view of her and then he’d felt her presence up close as her hands tied the scarf behind his head.  Her perfume had made his dick twitch in its cage as her words sent shivers down his spine. “Mmm, that’s my good boy. We’re going to have so much fun this weekend...or at least I am!” She’d giggled as she yanked hard, drawing the black silk tight without regard for his comfort. “Now settle in for the ride, it’s a bit of a drive.”

That had been what seemed like ages ago,  but Peter had no way of knowing without being able to see.  Even if he could see, what would he look at?  She’d taken his wallet, keys, watch, and phone before sitting him in the back seat. “The only thing you need this weekend Peter, is a desire to please me. You can have all these distractions back when I’m done with you.”

So, while his dick had finally stopped trying to push through the bars of its cage, he had no idea of how long it had taken.  Her matter-of-fact manner of assuming Peter would simply do whatever she wanted, including being driven around blindfolded and unaware of where she was taking him, was driving him to distraction.  Well, it was driving his little brain wild, as his big brain reeled with the the reality that he was now fully committed to whatever she had planned.  He still didn’t understand why he reacted the way he did to Michelle, but he took comfort in that at least one of his brains realized how wild and dangerous Michelle was.  It was only her silence during the drive that had allowed him to calm down, alone in the imposed darkness with only his thoughts...and his fears.

The car stopped and the engine went silent, and the only thing he could hear was what sounded like a garage door sliding closed.  When it reached its lower position it stopped with a soft thunk, and in that same moment, Michelle opened her door and got out.  Her heels on the cement, crisp shots of feminine stature, echoed around the hard walls of the garage as she approached his door, then it was open and she was leaning into him once again.

She smelled just as good as she had ‘whenever’ ago, and his dick again sprang with enthusiasm into its futile escape endeavor.  He felt her fingers working the knot behind his head and then the scarf was gone, and in its place was Michelle. Smiling, like a Cheshire cat down at a new toy it was about to play with.

She was wearing a short black leather miniskirt and a white satin blouse. Her nipples proudly pushing against the satin told him she wasn’t wearing a bra.  The 5-inch heels placed her crotch directly into his line of sight from where he sat in the backseat and he reflexively wondered if she was wearing panties, and if so—what color?

Michelle saw the eager desire in Peter’s eyes.  He was captivated by her, despite the things she’d done to him thus far.  He was truly an interesting...man—she didn’t know what else to call someone like him.  She’d raped his ass with her hand, and with a bottle by the sheer power of her will imposed over the phone, and she’d had him stretching that asshole out ever since. Every single day.  Yet, he’d still hopped on a plane and came to do her bidding, regardless of what she might yet do with him.  It wasn’t that she didn’t see him as a ‘man’, he was after all very attractive, fit, and ‘manly’ in all outward appearances.  It was just that the kind of ‘man’ she would have sex with was very different than him.  Those men would never be dominated, they would never have anything spread their ass, and they most certainly would never allow their cocks to be locked.  So yes, Peter was a man, so calling him one was fine with her, but she was now more aware than ever before, that there were different kinds of men.  Some would never serve, and some were born to serve.

She smiled down at him, thinking about all the fun she was going to have with him.  He’d worked so hard over these last few weeks to be all he could be for her.  His dick may be of no use to her, and that wasn’t just words she used to tweak his brain, she’d seen it caged and was only being honest with him. However, all the other uses she had for him made her pussy drip in anticipation.  Yes, he’d worked hard and his ‘reward’ was just about to begin.

The physical fucking would be enjoyed by her and her lover, the mental fucking would be endured by Peter, and if she played him right, he would thank her for it. Now, that was hot.  Learning what she had about the power of a cage coupled with how she already enjoyed treating men like Peter, she was convinced that little dicks needed to be locked.  Without question, and summarily dismissed, which is exactly what she’d done with Peter.  Thanks to her relentless training of his ass, and her consistently belittling his struggling penis in its ‘little’ cage, she had slowly begun to train his mind to agree with hers.

She’d made him tell her how small it was, and how useless it was to women, all while impaling himself on the dildo he’d purchased at her insistence.  She’d giggled cruelly at his discomfort, while encouraging him to ‘do better’ for her, to ‘be all he could be’ for her.  She had watched him stretch himself a little further each day for her, pushing that huge silicone cock deeper inside himself a little more each time.  Her voice had cajoled him, her words had vexed him, and by the time she’d granted him this visit, he was taking the whole thing.  He was shamelessly telling her how good it felt to please her, and perhaps even for moments at a time, believing it as his dick surged in its prison while the dildo probed deep inside him.

She’d pointed out to him that the dildo, while uncomfortably large, was still not as big as the Black man who’d fucked her while Peter watched.  As much as he whined and moaned (mostly in pain, but sometimes when he forgot himself, in pleasure too) as the dildo penetrated him, they both knew he was getting off lightly.  She told him that anyway, and she told him she could always tell him to ‘get real’ and buy a bigger one if he didn’t show her how much he loved the one that was currently buried in his not-so-tight-anymore ass.

She had always enjoyed screwing with men's heads, but meeting Peter had flipped a switch somewhere inside her.  The control she wielded with a key around her neck was breathtaking, and it made her pussy drip with the possibilities it presented.  Although the men she’d drawn into her web may differ, Michelle didn’t consider herself dominant, she just knew what she wanted and was always willing to take it.  She didn’t fully know yet what she would take from Peter, but it didn’t matter.  It was the journey.

Watching the pained expressions on his face as she stripped layer after layer of his dignity away, as she tore off his shield of masculinity and stomped on it.  Watching him struggle to reconcile the massive dildo she was making him fuck every single night of the week in front of his camera for her, with a lifetime of thinking only women got spread and fucked. Watching him begin to accept that for as long as he wanted to hold out hope for her mercy, he had no choice but to play her game, anyway she wanted.  It was sexy as fuck, and that was the hold the key had on her, and that was why Peter was here today.  She wanted more of all of that, and she wanted it up close and personal.

She’d dressed sexy for him because she wanted him to understand that being pretty, feminine, or sexy as hell did not equate in any way to being the ‘weaker sex’, or to the power dynamic that existed between them.  She was going to make sure he understood that very well.  He’d seen and experienced that dynamic while she was dressed in uniform, and today he was going to experience it in all her feminine glory.  After today he would understand that regardless of what she wore, she was his key-holder, and he was hers to do with as she wished.

Michelle held out her hand and when Peter took it, she guided him up and out of his seat and then pushed him against the open car door. “You have no need for clothing while you’re here Peter.”   She took a half-step back and watched him process what she’d said. He blushed and looked around, as if any open door would be a viable escape from the destination he’d charted the moment he first self-locked into chastity.  She stepped into him, running her nose up his neck, under his jaw, and brushing her lips over his ear as her body melded into his and her lithe fingers danced over the buttons of his shirt. “Don’t be shy Peter, don’t you want to show me your eager little man down there?”

He could feel her pert nipples pressing through the satin and into him, and he reflexively placed his hands around her waist.  She allowed him to do so, melding herself against him the way a woman in a man’s arms would.  The leather skirt teased his flesh with its crisp smooth lines while the slippery satin blouse begged him to slide his hands over it and the hot flesh of her tight body beneath.  He could barely think, never mind speak. “I—“

“Shh.” She pushed a finger to his lips, drawing his attention to her. “Let go, Peter. This is it. I’ve done my homework, I know this is a dream come true for guys like you. All you have to do is follow my lead...” The shirt was off and her hands were working his belt buckle. “Don’t you want to see what your future—on my terms—is going to look like?”  She gave him her best innocently questioning look, as the undone belt flopped open and her fingers worked his jeans. “You came here, to me. You did all the things I asked of you up until this point. You can’t deny how you feel Peter. This is it right here, right now. Don’t you want to know how it feels to truly be mine?”

His jeans fell away, and she was staring expectantly at his boxers. Peter looked down at his pants puddled around his ankles and then back at her. His heart threatened to pound its way through his chest as the moment of decision was literally laid at his feet.  He could pick up his jeans and button his shirt back up and leave—hitchhike if she didn’t return his things—but then it would be over. He’d had a damn good taste of what life would be like being under Michelle’s thumb, and her relentless ownership of the key.  He could call it a wrap right now and be gone...but then he’d never know.  Know what ‘could have been’ with her standing so damn close he could feel her heat, and smell her passion.

He didn’t know if she’d give him back the key if he left, but he could at least hold his head high and tell himself that whilst he was still locked, he was at least (sort of) free of her control.  But...he couldn’t tell himself that, he couldn’t walk away from the unknown.  It was like an elixir, and he wanted more of it, of her, and damn the price he’d have to pay to get it.

Locked already – check.

Humiliated and emasculated beyond belief as she’d worked his ass over the last few weeks – check.

Frustrated because he hadn’t had an erection, never mind an orgasm, in months – check.

No...he wasn’t going anywhere, and despite his heart threatening to beat its way out of his chest, he nodded in acquiescence to her and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers. He closed his eyes as they fell away to join the puddle of jeans already at his feet and her voice purred in his ear.

“Ooo, there it is. The cause of all your”— she cupped his balls, gently rolling them in her fingers—“troubles.”  She tugged on the cage that was already slick with precum and turned towards the interior door.  Her arm dangled behind her as she walked, her firm grip on his dick ensuring he was following. “Come along, Peter. Oh, the fun we’re going to have...”

She may have had a nice place but Peter couldn’t say.  His entire focus was on the shiny black leather that was hugging her silky smooth ass and slip-sliding over it as she walked in front of him.  Her grip was firm on his cage and between the two distractions, there was no room for anything else in his mind.  When they got to her bedroom he managed a quick look around, musing for a moment how incredible it was that he was finally here, in her bedroom.  It was a distracted thought though, as he took in the sight of a hard-backed chair in the corner facing towards the bed.  The chair was fine, odd it was there, but unremarkable.  It was the big dildo suction cupped to the seat that had his heart thumping and his dick shrinking in its cage.

She had led him directly to it and turned him around so his back was to the chair and he was facing her.  “I’m having company over and I want you to sit here and enjoy the show.  You’ll have your ass spread wide, and I’ll have my legs spread wide.” She grabbed the bottle of lube sitting on the dresser beside the chair and squeezed a big dollop onto the head of the latex predator that was about to take his ass. ”One of us will thoroughly enjoy the fucking, and the other well...I don’t think you’re quite there yet Peter, but don’t worry I’m going to ensure that someday you will be.” She gave him a perky smile and her lilting voice was the cherry on top of the mockery she was making of his situation. “Practice makes perfect!”

He tried to formulate a response but his mind was reeling.  Sure, she’d said she wasn’t interested in his dick, and he’d seen the kind of cock he was competing with but she had invited him here for the weekend.  Surely she didn’t bring me all this way just to humiliate me and cuckold me in person?

Humiliation was something he had been getting used to experiencing with Michelle, but cuckold was an odd word for Peter.  She’d called him that soon after she’d started fucking other men while Peter watched via video chat whilst dutifully fucking himself.  He’d never entertained cuckolding.  He’d been fascinated with having a woman control his dick and thus him, but his fantasies had always involved release and earth-shattering orgasms deep inside his key-holder’s pussy.  She’d been the one to slap him upside the head with her reality of being his key-holder, and exactly just what use she had for him.

So, perhaps he shouldn’t have been surprised at how the weekend was unfolding, but he’d dared to hope for more nonetheless.  Now, as she gently pushed down on his shoulders, guiding him onto his phallic throne, he had been duly corrected. I am here to be cuckolded.

His dick attempted to turtle as the shame of what she was about to do to him washed over him, but the cage was already very small and his dick had nowhere to go.  And, she’s going to make me fuck myself while she fucks another man right in front of me! Who does this?!

He didn’t know why she treated him like she did, but his little brain craved her attention, and so he took all she was willing to give.  And, that is exactly why he was here today.  He almost rebelled against the moment, but the urge to submit overwhelmed all reason.  He gave in to the gentle persuasion of her hands on his shoulders and bent at the knees. As he lowered she kept one hand on his shoulder, and the other cupped the back of his head, pulling his face into her breasts.  As the smooth silk of her blouse teased his face and her perfume filled his nostrils, he felt the bulbous head press into his ass lips and he hesitated.  On camera, he had somehow been able to on some level pretend it wasn’t quite real, but he couldn’t here.  Not with her standing here, pulling him into her breasts, taunting him with her womanhood as she took away his manhood.

Her words, as assured in their implications as her hand was pushing down on his shoulder, snapped him into his reality. “Let go, Peter. Your pride has no place here...”

He looked at her breasts, pushing against the satin, so damn close his tongue could touch it if he dared to try. He knew better though than to be so presumptuous with a woman like her.  Instead, he tilted his head to look up at her, his dick twitching as the satin slipped over his cheek.  She met his pleading gaze with a reassuring smile that was full of warmth, almost causing him to not notice that the steel in her eyes was still there.

“Shhh. No more thinking Peter”—she slid her hand around from behind his head so her fingers rested on the top of his head and her palm lay over his eyes, blocking his view—“no more pretending you’re anything other than what I want you to be.”

She pushed down on his head and shoulder without waiting for him to respond.  That was how it was with Michelle.  She might give the allusion of being reasonable with her words, but her actions always told it straight.  Peter closed his eyes and took in the smell of her.  The soft scent of her perfume was tantalizing, as was the pressure of her breasts pushing against his head.  He sighed, his head turning slightly as he did so, bringing the profile of her breast to bear.  The heat of his breathing seeped through the satin blouse, making her nipple firm up in response even as it mocked his inability to do anything about it. There’s no choice, there never was.

All those phone sessions of impaling himself on a dildo had been nothing more than preparation for right now.  His idea of a reward for good behavior had been very different than hers.  She never had any intention of him being anything other than what he already was to her.  Locked, submissive, and a soon-to-be very much front-and-center cuckold.  He lowered himself down and without using his hands to guide it, the head of the dildo pushed its way past his defiantly puckered ass lips and plunged inside him.  As he tried to ignore the fact that he’d gotten so practiced at fucking himself (and his ass had gotten so loose) that he no longer needed to guide the dildo in, he groaned in discomfort, and Michelle moaned with pleasure.

“Yesss.” She hissed between lips she’d just licked, as she kept up the pressure, forcing him down without pause. “All the way in baby, just like we practiced.”

Peter grunted again.  This dildo was a bit larger than the one he had at home and she wasn’t allowing him time to adjust.  The force of her hands pushing him down was relentless and before he could beg for a moment to catch his breath, he was all the way down on it.  She sensed he’d bottomed out and she sighed contentedly.  Her hand was on the back of his head again, pulling him into her.

The room was silent, the only sound was of Peter breathing rapidly as his body tried to acclimatize itself to the thick shaft impaling him. With his head pressed to her chest, he could hear her heart beating rapidly, telling him that despite her calm exterior, she was running hot.  He felt an absurd sense of pride knowing his suffering was having this effect on her — he couldn’t help it.  His dick surged in its cage and he settled himself down properly onto the seat, determined to see this through.  He hadn’t fully given up yet.  Maybe she’s going to cuckold me now, but surely if she’s this turned on she will want more than this from me later, won’t she?

After a moment, Michelle stepped back, cupping his cheeks in her hands as she looked down at him.  His cheeks were flushed.  She didn’t know if it was from embarrassment, discomfort, pleasure, or a mixture of both.  Regardless, coupled with the hopeful look in his eyes that she’d become very familiar with, it was driving her wild.  There was something about his...innocence. That was the word that came to her.  Sure, he was a kinky fucker, locking up his own dick but he’d obviously never been with a dominant woman before.  The way every moment with him seemed like ‘the first time’ to him and thus to her, each struggle to satisfy her demands, each prideful look in his eyes with her words of praise, was intoxicating.  They were on the brink of a new phase in whatever this was between them, and they couldn’t get there fast enough as far as she was concerned.

The pressure was building between her legs and she needed to do something about it. Right now. She stared into his eyes. “Promise me you will sit here and not make a sound. You are to be seen, and not heard. Understood?”

He looked down at his caged dick, betraying any hesitation he might have with the puddle of precum already pooling on his ballsac.  He looked back at her, understanding that this was it, this was real.  She was here, he was here, his ass was filled and soon her pussy would be too.  Just not by him.  Maybe he could hope for more of...something with her, but the visual he’d just had of himself dashed all hopes of that something entailing him being inside her.  Not his dick anyway. How can I blame her?

He knew how he must look, and what it must say about him that she could do this to him, and he knew those very things were the exact opposite of what a woman looked for in a lover.  The best he could hope for was whatever time she would allow him to spend with her, in any way she wanted him to. He nodded, and answered her, struggling to keep his voice steady as he did so. “Yes.”

She smiled so warmly at him that he thought his heart would melt, but before he could get lost in it, she ended the charade. “I want you silent, but feel free to wiggle around on your new friend.” She winked at him and then stepped back. “After all, you may as well enjoy the show in any way you can.”

Just then a distant knocking at the front door made its way to the bedroom. Michelle turned to leave. “That must be my...friend. I messaged him when we arrived. Now remember Peter, there won’t be any second chances. Be good, or don’t”—her eyes blazed intently, telling him she wasn’t messing around—“but just remember, I hold the key.”

Peter stared at the doorway she’d stepped through.  The room was for a moment, silent, but the blood pounding in his ears as his heart thumped with trepidation at what was about to happen obscured any sense of peace the silence may have brought.


Part 4

He didn’t have long to himself, Michelle and her ‘friend’ burst through the door in a tangle of arms and hungry tongues eagerly exploring the other’s mouth.  The guy, although Black, was not the same one he’d watched on the video call.  He was however an utterly huge muscular mass of a man, and Michelle looked tiny in his arms.  His mind segued into wondering just how many lovers she had and if they were all Black.  Then it focused razor-sharp on the present, as the man caught sight of him, his nakedness, and his cage.  He let out a startled, “What the…?”

Michelle laid her hand on his cheek and urged him to look at her. When he turned his question gaze to her she gave him a playful smile. “Don’t mind him, we have an...agreement. I let him watch, and in return, he gets to be my...boyfriend.”

She cast a quick meaningful glance at Peter, the smile slipping from her face to reinforce her earlier instructions to remain quiet.  Then, the smile returned as if someone had flicked a switch and she pressed her lips to the man’s and ground against him.  He shrugged and returned all of his focus to her.  She wrapped her legs around his hips as he picked her up, and he carried her over to the bed, then tossed her down like a caveman would his prize.

She lay on her back, arms splayed over her head like a helpless damsel and Peter almost came up off the chair.  The dildo moved inside him and he settled, realizing he was not in a position to do anything other than sit.  But, it was wrong! Sure, I don’t look like that guy but why is she so—he almost couldn’t think the words in the context of how it framed him compared to the man she was with but it came anyway—dominant with me but so submissive with him?

The man tore off his clothes, his cock springing forth as his pants fell to the floor, proclaiming in its mind, in Michelle’s, and the man's, its rightful place to stand tall, proud, and be absolutely massive while doing so.  He pushed her legs apart with his knees and moved between them, her leather skirt hiking up around her hips as he rotated her up and into a fuckable position.  She wasn’t wearing panties.

The head of his cock nestled against her pussy lips and then, without pause, pushed past them and inside her.  He kept going, slowly, but relentlessly.  Peter stared in fascination as the anaconda with all its rippling and pulsating veins, and dripping eagerness moved further into her without regard for her readiness for it.

But, Michelle was ready for it.  She stretched her legs out wide, toes pointing to the heavens, their slight quivering the only indication she was struggling to take the cock he was feeding her.  She groaned and gripped his shoulder, then thrust herself upwards to impale herself fully on his cock.  Need and desire overwhelmed any physical discomfort she may have otherwise felt.

Boyfriend? Hearing her say that had made his heart leap with excitement, but only for a second.  He loved how it sounded rolling past her lips and into his ears but he was having trouble relating what it should mean to what it meant in her world. Is this what it means to be her boyfriend?

Peter looked down at his dick dripping in his cage and shifted in his seat trying to alleviate the discomfort of the latex cock inside him but it was pointless.  It too was huge and there was as much chance of escaping its overwhelming presence as there was of escaping the crushing realization of how she reacted to a man like that, compared to him.  Her body was on a primal level, a vessel for that man’s cock and only it could bring her the pleasure she sought.  Peter could not give that to her and she’d made it clear by keeping him locked that she thought so too. Do I want to be her boyfriend? It didn’t matter just then what he wanted, they both knew he wasn’t going to get up off the chair without her permission.  Besides, there was no way in hell  Peter wanted the man to know she was making him sit on a dildo.  It was embarrassing enough that he’d seen his cage.

The man thrust harder and she cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders as she spread her legs wider in an attempt to give his cock room to fit inside her.  The man’s pace increased and Michelle matched his thrusts, forming a rhythm that disregarded physical discomfort and instead became one that celebrated only the physical pleasure.  Her pussy loosened and correspondingly so did her grip on his shoulders.  Her hands slid down his back towards his ass, urging him to thrust harder. She’d dug deep and gotten past the mile marker of pain vs pleasure and now was the time for reward.

She laid her head to the side and locked her gaze with Peter’s, briefly closing her eyes as the man grunted and pounded harder into her. When she opened them they were wide, yet full of meaning. ‘Do you see? Don’t you whine to me about it hurting. No pain...no pleasure.’

Peter had just shifted in his seat and her look with all its intensity coupled with the movement of the shaft in all its entirety inside him, shook him to the core.  Maybe that wasn’t what she was silently saying to him, maybe it was his own mind piling onto the headfuck she’d already given him, but he couldn’t be sure.  Did it matter?  She’d been training his ass for weeks now, urging him to ‘let go’ and experience all that a good fucking could bring him.  The look on her face regardless of what else it was projecting, was also one of intense pleasure, the kind she’d been urging him to embrace.  That kind of pleasure, that only a good fucking could bring, was something he very much knew in his soul wasn’t something he could give her.  His front-row seat had made that fact undeniable.  If he wanted to give her any sort of satisfaction, for whatever her reasons, it would be by giving in to what she wanted of him.

Michelle ended the moment and returned her attention to the man who was now picking up speed as his cock thrust inside her.  She matched his pace, the two of the grunting and moaning as they fucked with a furious energy Peter didn’t think he’d ever seen. Not in the most risque video, nor his wildest dreams.  Hell, he hadn’t known a man’s cock could be that big, not in real life.  Or, that a man could fuck a woman like such a primal beast and that she could take and enjoy every inch that he gave her.  He imagined it was blowing his mind watching her get fucked as much as the fucking was blowing hers.

Ughh, I just want—without thinking, he lifted off several inches and thrust himself back down on the dildo in frustration—to fuck—he lifted off again and this time sat back down harder as if doing so would quell the tempest brewing in his mind and his groin—her!

As his ass cheeks hit the chair and the dildo rammed deep inside him he closed his eyes in resignation. His cage had knocked against the hard surface of the chair, reminding him that not only had she plugged his ass, but that she’d denied him his cock too.  The only—he lifted and dropped back down, wincing as the dildo rammed inside him—relief I can get—he lifted again and dropped down with more force, eager to have the discomfort take his mind away from his unwanted caged dick—is from this damn dildo! He shook his head, trying to bring clarity to what was happening but her moans, intense now, were making that impossible.

He looked over and the man was plowing his cock deep inside her, each thrust of his hips making her cry out in unabashed pleasure.  They were rocking the bed so hard that Peter thought it surely would break, but unlike the belief he used to have that he could be more than a toy for Michelle to play with, it held.  The man roared and arched his back, thrusting his cock into Michelle with deep strokes as he emptied his seed inside her.  She was slapping at his back as her cries joined his, her orgasm racking her body in wave after wave of release.

The man hovered over her for a minute as they both caught their breath and then he leaned down and kissed her deeply.  He got up off the bed to get dressed, and he glanced toward Peter.  He looked him up and down, appraising the White boy in the corner, caged and (though he couldn’t possibly have known it – impaled on a dildo that would make even the village whore blush) and then shook his head in disbelief, and dismissal.

Peter looked down in shame, unable to meet the scornful judgment in the man’s eyes.  It was bad enough that Michelle saw him like this, but having the man who’d just filled her with his cum see what Peter had submitted to was unbearable.  Peter glanced up when he heard movement.  The man had turned and leaned over the bed where Michelle was laying, exhausted with legs spread and cum soaked pussy on full display for both men to see.  He kissed her then stood up, turned without looking at Peter, and walked out the door.

Michelle rolled over to the edge of the bed and sat up.  Her hair was a wild mess and she looked dazed.  Peter supposed anyone would be after the fucking she’d had.  She gave her head a shake and then stood up.  Her skirt was still hiked up around her waist and her smooth pussy, with red swollen well-fucked lips, was on full display.  She wobbled on her feet but then got herself together and came over to Peter to stand directly in front of him.

He opened his mouth but she placed a finger over his lips to silence him. She shook her head, telling him without a word to not speak.  She smiled, the way only a well-fucked woman can smile, and pulled his head toward her pussy. “This is for you, Peter.”

The musky smell of the man’s cum filled his nostrils as his nose slid over her lips that were slick with it.  He didn’t have time to be grossed out before she adjusted and planted her lips to his, leaving a cum trail over his nose and down to his mouth.  She gripped his head firmly, making it clear he would not be allowed to move away. “Do not disappoint me, Peter. Take every drop, but don’t you dare swallow it. Understand?”

She twisted the back of his head back and forth for emphasis, and he grunted into her pussy. “Yepmth...”

He’d no sooner muffled his response than a moan escaped her and the cum began to flow.  She adjusted her stance, loosening up and allowing the thick hot seed to freely flow from her satisfied cunt down into his waiting mouth.  Peter started to gag but she shook his head violently and screamed at him. “Do. Not. Spill. A. Drop!”

She locked eyes with him, hers ablaze and his full of shame as he struggled to hold the other man's cum in his mouth despite the thick sliminess of it making him want to throw up.  He got himself under control, telling himself that this was surely the end of his ordeal.  Satisfied he hadn’t swallowed or spit anything out, she closed her eyes and doubled down on the pressure of her hands on the back of his head.  Whether he wanted it or not, his mouth had formed a perfect seal to her pussy and the cum continued to flow.  His tongue shot out of its own accord and Michelle moaned. “Yesss.”

She laughed in maniacal pleasure. “Yesss Peter, like that!”

The cum dribbled down his tongue and into the back of his throat and he had to concentrate to keep licking while relaxing his mouth so he didn’t swallow.  After a moment she used one hand to urge him to lift up off the chair and then immediately pushed him back down, making it clear he was to fuck himself.  Peter closed his eyes and doubled down on his concentration, now having to also contend with the thick shaft of the dildo spreading his insides as she made him ride its length.  She kept him there for what seemed an eternity, the silence of the room interrupted with the occasional moan.  Moans of pleasure from Michelle, and moans of desperation from Peter as she overwhelmed whatever was left of any sense he’d previously had of himself.

And then, she pulled away, leaving him sitting there with his head tilted up and mouth open. She leaned over. “Let me see Peter.”

He tilted his head back further, no longer able to protest in his mind what was happening.  He couldn’t, he wouldn’t think about what was pooled in his mouth, or about how it tasted, and never mind how it smelled with his face covered in it. She smiled wickedly and nodded. “Mmm, that sure looks like a lot of cum Peter. Look at you being such a good boy!”

Her wicked words were making his dick twitch in the cage, and she gave a throaty laugh. “Oh my Peter. You can say whatever you want, but your dick doesn’t lie. Looks like filling your mouth with my lover's cum isn’t so bad after all.”

“How does a real man’s cum taste anyway Peter, hmm?” She giggled and lifted his chin with her finger, forcing him to look up into her eyes. “No need to answer, your little dick already spoke for you.”

Peter did want to answer, he wanted to scream that it was disgusting and it was taking everything in him to not throw up, that it was her that made his dick twitch and not the cum she’d dumped in his mouth.  He of course said nothing because he would then be disobeying her instructions to not spill a drop of the other man's cum.

“Now don’t move, I’ve got something special for you.” She winked playfully at him, stepped back, and then walked towards her closet.

Peter felt like a fool, sitting on display with a dildo inside him and a mouth full of cum.  How could he ever look in the mirror again? Look at me, at what I’ve become! He started to glance down at the cage she wouldn’t let him out of, but stopped as soon as the puddle of cum shifted in his mouth. His cheeks burned red as he thought about the care he was taking to not spill a drop of it.

Michelle reappeared and strode with confident purpose toward him.  She walked like a fashion model, one foot in front of the other, firm legs flexing with each step, drawing his eyes up them.  The leather skirt was still hiked around her hips, and the white satin slipped back and forth over her pert nipples, teasing the light and his eyes with every move.  She was stunning and his breath hitched but it wasn’t at all that, as breathtaking as she was. No, what had surprised him in that visual overload was the monstrous Black dildo she had strapped on and was marching toward him.

Nuh-uh, no way! He wanted to protest. Sitting on a dildo was one thing.  He’d actually almost come to normalize it because in his erection and orgasm-starved existence it had begun to represent at least a form of sexual interaction with Michelle.  Yeah, he knew how fucked up that was, but he’d also allowed himself some acceptance because...he’d had to. This though, her wearing a cock, obviously intent on fucking him, it was too much.  He had held onto a shred of his manhood, a faint but real hope that someday she might let him make love to her.  He knew he couldn’t fuck her like those other men, but making love was gentle, tender, and surely he could be good at that. 

What happened over video chat, or even while he sat here was one thing. Once they lay together and their bodies physically moved together in the act of sex, it would form a primal response in them.  Primal could not be ignored, and her fucking him, her thrusting into him, and him receiving Michelle inside him would imprint the reversal of their sexual roles and make it impossible for her to see him any other way.  He wanted to rail against what she had planned, but he could not, with his mouth and his ass full, as he sat on the chair and watched her approach.

She stopped in front of him and slid the cock over his face, the shaft running over his cheek and past his ear.  She grabbed the base of it and directed it so it moved up over his forehead, and then down the other side.  She slapped it against his cheek and giggled as his cheeks burned red.  She reached down and directed the tip over his lips, teasing his open mouth with it but not pushing it in.  She shook her head. “I must admit, I’m glad I met you and learned all about the power of chastity.” She winked, and then said, “I bet you’re glad that I know about it now too, aren’t you?”

She didn’t wait for an answer he couldn’t give and instead pulled up on his shoulders. “Come on Peter, it’s time to make this real, it's time for you to show me you have what it takes to truly be mine.”

Finally, show you? WTF, haven’t I already done that? He wished his mouth wasn’t full so he could protest but he could only frown.  As the chair dildo slipped out of his ass with an embarrassingly loud ‘plop’ his frown intensified, now fueled by shame instead of indignation.  She didn’t acknowledge anything he was trying to silently impress upon her, instead guiding him over to the edge of the bed.  She turned him around and pushed on his shoulders, urging him to sit.

“This is it Peter, no more games.”  She placed the tip of the strap-on onto his lower lip. “I like sex, I like having lots of it but”—she pushed the bulbous head past his front teeth so the tip made contact with the puddle of cum—“I want sex in a very different way with you.”

She ran her finger under his chin towards his throat, then drew it back again, as though massaging it. “Your submission turns me on Peter, and I want it to be complete.” Her finger paused to incline his head slightly so she could better look him in the eyes. “Are you ready for me Peter? Hmm?”

Ready? She can’t be serio—

Michelle couldn’t wait.  He looked so delicious wide-eyed with fear and his nostrils flared in panic, all while presenting his mouth full of cum for her like she’d demanded he do. She plunged the cock into the back of his mouth, splashing through the puddle of cum and stopping only when she could go no further.

His response was immediate and frantic.  The cum pushed out in front of the head of the cock like a tidal wave and splashed down his throat while his throat rebelled at the cock stretching it in a way it was never designed to be.  He gagged and started to cough which only allowed more cum to slide down his throat.  She pulled out just enough to allow him a gasp of air and then plunged back in, ramming her Black beast into his throat without regard for him.  His arms flapped in the air and then his hands fluttered against her bare legs, as though begging her to take notice of his plight and have mercy.

She noticed but didn’t care, just as all the men through the ages hadn’t cared about the women they’d choked with their cocks in their selfish quest for relief in the back of a woman’s throat.  She pulled out, allowed him a frantic gasp, and then shoved it back in, the puddle of cum almost gone.  What she hadn’t forced down his throat had splashed back and covered the length of the cock, ensuring that in the end, he had indeed not wasted a drop.

He was gagging hard now and his body convulsed, obviously racking as it tried to vomit away the intruder forcing its way down his throat and into his stomach.  Cum, spittle, and whatever else gushed out of his mouth and splashed over the cock as he convulsed on the end of it.  She let out a moan, shoved it in deeper, and held it there.  She’d pushed it so far down it had blocked off his airway completely and his eyes were beginning to bug out of his head.  His face was turning dark red and his fluttering hands had increased to a mad tempo as they brushed lightly at the flesh of her thighs, gentle and respectful even in their panic.  Her pussy was dripping with the power she had over him and she didn’t want to stop but…he had to breathe, and with a reluctant sigh, she pulled out.

Peter was gasping, tears were streaming down his face and his face was a mess, covered in the cum and spit mixed up in his stomach and then forced back out to splatter all over it.  Michelle didn’t give him a second to recover.  She shoved him, forcing him down onto his back, and then reached for his legs.  She lifted them and walked herself forward, laying his feet on her shoulders.  She moved into him, rolling his body backward until his shoulders were pressed into the mattress, his legs were up in the air practically over his head, his ass lips were presented for the world to see, and his dick was nowhere to be found.  It was out of sight, curled up into the ‘fuck me’ position that he was, and out of mind.  Hers anyway.  The head of her strap-on pressed against his puckered hole, and she paused to look him in the eye.

He was still coughing but it was easing and he was slowly catching his breath. “P-please Michelle...please...don’t!”

“Don’t?” She pushed forward so his ass lips spread and enveloped the tip, making him gasp. “Don’t what Peter?” She pushed harder, and the head burst past the last vestige of any remaining resistance his sphincter had to offer and forced its way inside him. “Don’t acknowledge all of your hard work”—she shoved again and the thick dildo spread him wide as it moved further inside him—“and give you the reward you deserve?”

She watched his eyes flicker closed as his body absorbed the pain of the monster she was shoving into him, and then she looked down.  She had insisted he start shaving his ass smooth almost from the beginning of their video chat sessions and she was happy that she had.  If his holes were going to be the focus of her pleasure with him, then she’d told him that it was important he take care of himself properly.  ‘That means a smooth face, and a smooth ass at all times.’  The shaved penis was a given.

The contrast of the pale white skin of his ass lips stretched around the glistening Black cock only further emphasized how she viewed Peter.  He could never fuck a woman the way one of her Black lovers could, so it was fitting he got a taste of how it felt when a real man satisfied her.  When she was done with him, he would never be able to imagine himself fucking her or any other woman again.  You can’t unsee your true self once someone shows you (or in this case forces you to look).  Peter was made for fucking, because that was all he was equipped to do, and he was simply going to have to accept it.

She grabbed his legs and spread them wide, thrusting her hips forward, shoving the strap-on deep into Peter.  His hands flew up past his head and he gripped the sheets, trying to squeeze the relief his stretched asshole frantically screamed for into the material scrunched into his hands. “No Peter, I’m afraid we’re well beyond stopping. It’s time for you to embrace who you were meant to be.” She thrust for emphasis. “To be mine, to be whatever I want you to be Peter, and to be thankful for the opportunity to do so.”

“Ahhh!” Peter yelled as she pushed in deeper. His ass felt like it was going to split in two, she was so big.  He wanted to push her away, to sit up, to escape but he couldn’t.  She had him pinned down onto his shoulders and he couldn’t do anything other than submit and hope it would get easier.  He gripped the sheets tighter, willing the pain of being spread to flow from his insides to his hands to the poor sheets he was holding onto for dear life. Can’t she see that she’s too big, that it hurts? Why won’t she stop?

Michelle could see him suffering but it only flamed the fire burning between her legs as the power she had over Peter became cemented one thrust of her strap-on at a time.  She leaned in further, then mounted the bed, rolling his hips up until she was looking straight down at him and into his eyes. “This is a good thing, Peter. Someday you will realize how lucky you are to lay here and spread your legs like this for me.”

She didn’t fully believe that herself yet, but hey, if this guy was willing to fly to see her, to submit to everything she was doing in using him solely to get herself off, then hey who knew?  Maybe he would believe that.  She wasn’t worried about it, but it was a fun thought, to think that she could fuck the reason out of him and make him believe the position he was in was a good thing.  Why not, why wouldn’t she fuck with his mind as much as she was about to fuck with his ass?  She was having fun, and Peter...well, he was the one who had locked the cage on himself to begin with so in her mind he had all of this coming.  The fact that he was undoubtedly desperate for her to unlock him or, at least give him back his keys was irrelevant.  He could look at things however he liked, and she would do the same, and together they were going to take this as far as the heat between her legs dictated it should go.

Peter looked up at her.  Her eyes burned with passion, and her face was flushed and glistening with sweat as she thrust herself inside him.  Her lips were parted, and her tongue flicked out to lick them and then she bit down on the lower one as she adjusted her position.  The dildo was pushing back on her clit, he knew that, and as her shifted posture equaled more intense probing inside him, it also equaled more pleasure for her.  He felt so conflicted.  She was so damn beautiful and yet so wicked.  The things she was doing were so ‘wrong’ yet his feelings for her had been building the longer she’d kept him locked and focused on her. He had become obsessed with her, and doing whatever it took to earn her praise.  Pleasing her had become his passion and if he was to be honest, it had become a bit of an addiction too.

She grabbed his ankles and spread his legs wide, thrusting into him hard, the massive cock finally bottoming out into him.  Even as he cried out in pain, he felt a sense of pride at having taken all she wanted to give him.  He stretched his legs out as far as they would go, trying to ease the pressure of the latex cock inside him.  Pride or not, it hurt, it was massive, and everything ‘down there’ was screaming for relief.  He didn’t care how he looked with his legs spread and her on top of him, shoving her cock into him and using him.  He didn’t care that she was teaching his body the way she’d been teaching his mind that she was the one who fucked, and he was the one who got fucked.  In the moment he only cared about relief.

She reached down and cupped his balls, her fingers sliding over the smooth skin that she’d insisted he’d kept clean-shaven and then tugged on the cage.  She pulled it out from his body, frowned, and then grinned as she pressed it into him as far as it would go and held it there.  The cage design was what it was, and of course, things couldn’t move beyond the physical limitations of the prison his dick was in, but fun was fun.  Driving his dick, if even only in gesture as far inside him as she could, made the point.  It wasn’t meant to be ‘out’, so it may as well be ‘in’. 

“Doesn’t this feel nice Peter?”

Her fingers were surprisingly gentle considering how no-nonsense she had been with him thus far. Peter momentarily forgot about the dildo inside him with all thoughts being consumed with the touch of her fingers on his dick. She was finally paying attention to his dick!  He wanted to shout with joy, to proclaim to the world that ‘Look, she wants me, look at her playing with me!’

Instead, he moaned and spread his legs wider, though until that moment he did not know it was possible to do so.  She dragged a fingernail over his ballsac, its firm edge on his soft skin representing the pleasure and pain she dealt at will as she increased the tempo of fucking him. “It’s supposed to feel nice Peter, it’s your reward.”  She thrust hard into him and then paused, waiting until she caught his eye. “Cum for me Peter, show me you want this as much as I do.”

She pulled back and then slowly pushed in, rolling him into as tight a ball as was physically possible.  He was curled over onto himself, she was buried latex-balls deep into him and her alluring eyes were inches from his. He was exposed, he was helpless, and they both knew in that moment, that he was hers. Her fingernails were raking teasing paths of promise over his ballsac and her cock was probing deep inside him, going where nothing was ever intended to go.

Her fingers felt sooo good, Peter thought he was going to lose his mind.  He’d waited so long, done so much for her to feel this very thing she was giving him, and it was worth every ounce of what he’d given.  Maybe it was the way she had him curled up onto himself and thus was able to push her cock in deeper, maybe it was the way she was thrusting so harshly into him without regard for his discomfort, or maybe it was her hand.  It didn’t matter in the end.

Peter felt a warmth building between his legs.  He felt it spreading down his shaft and becoming a tingling in the head of his dick, and then felt the explosion of release as his balls contracted and propelled his semen towards the freedom they’d craved for so very long.

He threw his head back and opened his mouth in a silent scream of ecstasy.  His hips convulsed, throwing himself onto her cock as the months of frustration and denial drained themselves into a useless mess onto his belly.  Hot streams of cum surged through the bars of his cage, splattering in thick droplets onto him, and he didn’t care how he looked. He didn’t care how the world might see him, nor the position he’d found himself in to achieve that release.  He only cared how it felt in the moment, and that moment felt so gooood!

As his orgasm, so long awaited and so dearly earned drained away in a final pathetic spurt inside his cage, Michelle leaned down to bring her lips to his.  Moving into him meant crunching him into an even tighter ball, bringing his knees down around his ears and her cock pushing even harder into what he’d forever after have to call his ‘sweet spot’. It meant, in his post-orgasm glow, reinforcing to him that the glow he was feeling, the feeling he’d never before experienced came from being fucked by her.  His pleasure came from her strap-on cock buried latex balls deep inside him.  Her face glowed and her eyes shone with a heat that despite everything they’d shared this day, he hadn’t seen until now. Until after all she’d put him through, he’d cum for her on the end of her cock.

When her lips touched his, his heart soared.  As her tongue pushed past his lips into his mouth, finding and then demanding everything his tongue had to offer, he wanted to jump up and down and proclaim to the world ‘Look at me, look at how she desires me!’  The fact that he was on his back with his legs spread, impaled on her dildo was irrelevant.

She kissed him, long and deep, and then with surprising tenderness, ended it with a gentle peck.  She thrust into him just enough to get his attention. “Shuffle yourself up the bed.”

Peter lowered his legs and together they managed to move up to the head of the bed, all while keeping the dildo inside him.  She grabbed his one leg and hoisted it over her head until it lay beside the other.  It increased the pressure of the dildo now that his legs were essentially forming a vice grip around it, but Peter almost didn’t notice. She was so close, the scent of her was everywhere, and the heat of her body against his was like a steady breeze upon the flames of desire she evoked in him.  She guided him onto his side and then adjusted him until they had formed a perfect spoon.

She settled into him, as if it was perfectly normal for her to have a cock buried deep inside him as she cuddled him, and that it was equally perfectly normal for him to have just cum through the bars of a chastity cage because of it.

“Mmm”—she adjusted herself to add a dash of perfection to the already perfect spoon, and thus pushed the dildo in slightly further—“you see Peter, if you do things my way, good things will come your way.” She reached over him, cupped his balls, and thumbed the end of his cage. “Now you know what I always have. You don’t need your little man to be with me, all you need is your desire to please.” She propped up onto her elbow, wanting to ensure he knew what she was saying was important. “I know you expected a very different outcome but you’ve just proved the opposite to the preconceptions you came here with. You experienced pleasure and release with me, and you didn’t need your little dick to do so.”

Michelle nibbled on his shoulder and then kissed it lightly, displaying a tender side that Peter found comforting as her strap-on shifted inside him and her mocking words regarding the size of his dick took one last kick at his ego.

“I’ve waited a long time to find a man like you, selfishly devoted to my pleasure and I think”—she shifted her hips slightly and the strap-on amplified the movement inside him—“that you and your cage fetish were looking for a woman like me.”

She lay back down alongside Peter, draping her arm over him as she got comfortable. “There’s no need to ever unlock you Peter, and if you can’t see that now, by the end of the weekend, you will.” She kissed the back of his neck. “Get some rest, Peter. Have a quick nap because the weekend has only just begun, and I’ve got a long list of ‘friends’ I’m going to have over.”  She tapped her fingernail on the bars of his cage. “I already told you I like lots of sex, and now you know how you can enjoy all of that sex with me too!”

She giggled and nipped at his shoulder, then settled in to relax, the strap-on buried in his ass a complete parody of the loving scene she’d created.

As her words cut through the post-orgasm glow and left it in wispy tatters, he was forced to face what it would mean for him to be with Michelle.  He had to face what it would mean to live the reality, and not the fantasy, of having a dominant woman possess the keys to his cage.  Regardless of how beautiful and desirable she was and how much he ultimately hoped to fuck her, that reality meant a dildo in his ass and not his dick inside her.  It bothered him that he was even thinking this way, but she had been relentless in her domination of his ass and his mind over these past many weeks and it had been wearing down his resistance to how he must fit into her world.  So yeah, he was bothered by the thoughts going through his mind on one level, but on another, on a level that seemed more fitting, those thoughts seemed only natural...now.

Who could blame him?  It wasn’t like he could turn to a buddy and talk about what had been happening to him.  How could he explain a woman had his dick locked up, or was telling him day after day that his dick was of no use to her, or that she was making him into a dildo-riding whore?  How could he explain that he couldn’t say no to her, that her will was just too strong to deny, or that her beauty was too intoxicating to resist?  What would anyone think if they knew?  He hadn’t been able to talk about it, and therefore had no other frame of reference for what was happening to him, other than his time with her.  So, his reality under her control had slowly become his norm.  His existence had become sleep, work, come home, and ride a dildo every night until she allowed him to stop and go to bed, only to repeat it the next day, and every day after that.

He felt wetness on his cheek and realized a tear had slipped out of his eye.  She had been relentless, and he had been desperate to navigate a different path than the one she was laying out for him.  Ultimately what he’d wanted for himself had become shockingly irrelevant as one day he’d realized he’d started to accept her view of him as being the correct one. And, now that he’d just experienced what being with her was going to mean for him, and how he’d so readily submitted to it, he knew she was right.

It was bittersweet as was the orgasm she’d given him, and perhaps that was why he shed a tear.  A part of him was mourning for the loss of the man that in his self-delusion he’d imagined himself to be. Michelle let out an adorable little snore as she drifted off into a contented sleep, her arm pulling him in tighter against her as she adjusted her position.  The dildo probing his insides shifted yet again and he felt every inch of it up and down its massive length.

Yet, at the same time...now it didn’t seem so bad.  Most certainly not as it had just a short time ago, and definitely nowhere nearly as crushing as it had felt when she’d first started him on his ‘ass training’ as she’d called it, so many weeks before.  The warm glow in his post-orgasm dick and the warm caress of her breath on his neck celebrated being intimate with her, and brought peace to his turbulent thoughts.  The intimacy that they now shared compared to the lonely self-locked existence he’d had before meeting her was...exhilarating.  It was undeniable.

He shifted his head, wiping the solitary tear onto the pillow, and settled his behind into her, pushing the dildo in deeper yet.  He laid his arm over hers, entwining their fingers as he found a position that felt just right, dildo and all.  Maybe being with Michelle wasn’t what he’d ever imagined it would be, but it was pretty fucking amazing in its own way.  Nope—Peter closed his eyes—being with Michelle is worth it, however she wants to dance.

His breathing slowed and he drifted off with a final thought. I’m all in.

The End.
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