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Chapter 01 – Just Friends

James had worked late and judging by the thumping bass he could hear as soon as he got off the elevator, the party was already well underway.  If there was one thing his roommate Mark loved more than himself, it was partying.  Mark was a typical muscle-bound jock, cocky and annoyingly self-centered but they'd been friends since they were kids and despite their polar opposite personalities, they were best pals.  James liked a good book, and had nearly broken a finger the first and only time he'd tried catching a football, but he enjoyed playing his guitar.

There was one thing they had in common though, their love for Maddy.  The three of them had grown up together and they were all best friends, but Mark was the one she was with, and James had never dared try.  He had thought about it his whole life, but couldn't get over his fear of rejection and ruining their friendship to risk making a move on her, so had stayed safely in the friend zone.  He wasn't delusional and knew that since most women had an innate ability to read men, she was likely aware of his feelings.  Since she hadn't acknowledged them he sure as hell wasn't going to be the one to make the first move.  Mark on the other hand hadn't hesitated to try and get into her pants from the moment he'd had his first erection, and eventually, she'd let him.  Ever since, they'd been off and on over the years, since neither of them seemed able to commit to anything beyond 'the moment', and right now they were currently 'on'.

James entered the open-concept loft-style apartment and weaved his way through the crowd into the kitchen, opened the fridge, and bent down to grab a beer.  Straightening up, he turned around, casually pushing the fridge door closed behind him, and as he tilted the bottle back to take a swig his eyes swept the room.  Some faces he knew and others he didn't, but then his gaze wandered to the far side of the living room and he froze.  The bottle still held halfway to his mouth, James looked over at Maddy and sucked in a breath. 

She was leaning sideways against the wall, her bare legs crossed casually at the ankles and her hip shifted to the side.  She loved getting dolled up for any social event and tonight was no different.  Perched on strappy heels that arched her feet perfectly, his eyes drew up her tanned legs, bare and shiny smooth, reflecting the ambient lighting in muted tones that heralded their silky-soft feminine perfection.  A black pleated leather skirt hugged her tiny waist, the pleats teasing his eyes as they hovered, and barely at that, over the curve of her tight ass.  Tonight she'd chosen to wear a pleather bodysuit, or at least in his estimation it was, based upon how it gripped her body as it emerged from the embrace of the skirt's tight waistband. It danced over her abdomen as she drew a breath, her full breasts straining at the confines of the shiny material keeping them held in and pressed together.

She looked smokin' hot and without a doubt every man present had been taken with the image of her, and every woman would have cast an insecure catty-eye her way.  That wasn't what urged his gaze onward though as he sought that which most men would be too distracted by her other features to fully appreciate.  Up her long neck, whose flesh he'd longed to suck into his mouth on countless occasions, glancing at the lush brunette curls spilling over her shoulders, over the lips whose taste he'd been denied, and into her eyes.

Deep hazel pools that glowed with the fire of her mischievous personality and ebbed with the heat of a woman who embraced life with a passion few could sustain.  Eyes that made him want to lose himself in them for forever and a day.

Eyes that may very well have just witnessed every second of his unguarded and unintentional appreciation of her.  It was always unintentional with him, and he did his damnedest to keep himself in check, but the simple fact of it was that there were times like this, that the mere sight of her scrambled his brain.  The corner of her mouth pulled up and she pursed her lips into a playful smirk, telling him she was well aware of the effect she had on him.  Her waving to him and gesturing for him to come over told him that whatever else she thought of him, they were friends and she would forgive him for his inability to hide his heart from her.

“Hey, Maddy!" He had to shout over the music as he got close.

Before she could respond, Mark came up behind him, slapped him on the back, and shoved a plastic shooter glass in his face. "My man, you're just in time for shots!"

The tunes played on, and the shots went down. James could feel himself getting tipsy and the night became a blur of conversations no one would remember the next day, interspersed with moments of Maddy working her evil female magic on him.

Mark was often working the room, and being the dog he was would more often than not be chatting up the other women.  Maddy would take those moments to lazily drape her arms around James' neck, crossing her wrists behind his head, nudging him that little bit closer.  Until her lips were inches from his and her eyes peered into his soul.  Her hips would be gyrating slowly from side to side and somehow she'd manage to meld her body to his for an infinitesimally insignificant amount of time.  Except for him, it wasn't insignificant in any way, and she knew it.

She’d hold his gaze like that for only a second, but it was an eternity that from the moment it started, he was railing for time to stop so it would never end.  And of course, time would come crashing back into his consciousness and the moment would pass and she’d twirl away, laughing and cavorting with the next person.  Pretending she hadn’t just well and truly fucked with his mind, and with the knowledge that they both knew he’d come back for more, every time.

That was Maddy.  Impulsive, wild, and cruel even as she was kind.  Knowing how he felt, throwing him a bone with those flirtatious moments, and then dismissing him and ignoring the very thing that kept him helplessly in her orbit.  She'd been playing this game with him for longer than he could remember, and though he always hoped for more, he'd be happy if it never stopped.

James sighed and shook his head, a grin forming as he acknowledged his place with her while simultaneously remembering how she’d felt when their bodies had touched.  He’d take what he could get and be glad for it, and with that thought he pulled on the last of his drink and went to get another.

He couldn't have said when he'd stumbled from the party and flopped fully clothed onto his bed, but all was quiet and dark when something woke him from the depths of his slumber.  He raised his head and peered through the foggy haze of interrupted sleep, and into the darkness at someone moving from his bedroom door over to the side of his bed. He had intended to question who was there and what the fuck were they doing waking him up, but in his grogginess, all he could do was grunt. "Ugh?"

The street lamp was seeping through past the edges of the curtains and as he tried to focus on whoever it was, they bumped into the side of his bed with a muttered curse.  The mattress creaked and their hands shot out to steady themselves, finding purchase on his thigh.  Grasping it, they pulled themselves up and over onto the bed and dropped down astride him with an inglorious “Umph.”

James still felt a bit woozy from all he'd drunk at the party but was somewhat becoming more aware, and as his hands came up and gripped the thighs of whoever was on top of him he felt the supple and smooth skin of a woman. Whoever it was weighed nothing at all and then they shifted forward off his thighs and pressed their crotch into his, grinding their softness into his growing hardness, and letting out a soft and sultry moan.

He knew that sound, having listened to it through the walls of their apartment time and again as Mark, seemingly by her exclamations, fucked the hell out of her. Maddy?

She gyrated on top of him, grinding herself harder against his crotch.  From where he lay, her eyes were closed and her face was bathed in ghostly shades of pale white light.  Her torso flexed and contracted under the black pleather gripping it tightly, appearing wet as the muted light reflected off its undulating surface.

What is she doing here?

Maddy rolled her head back and moved her body in exaggerated circles.  She giggled as she lost her balance, thrusting her hand down onto his chest to steady herself. "Whoops!"

Does she know it’s me?

She shuffled off his crotch and onto his stomach and then inched her way upward, her hands pressing hard into his shoulders to steady herself. “Come on Mark, jush for wonsh kish my pussy after sex.”

The leather pleats of her skirt flowed in waves of promise as they moved with her hips and inched closer toward his face, the outline of her abs clearly defined beneath the bodysuit as the street light illuminated every wanton inch of her.   She’s still drunk. She thinks I’m Mark and that she’s in his room, I’ve gotta say something!  She inched forward and the pleats touched his chin, and then began to bunch up around and over it, as she moved closer still.

He opened his mouth but as he did, Maddy reached past him and gripped the headboard to support herself, lifting one knee and then the other over his shoulders to plant them just past either side of his head.  The skirt had ballooned upwards with her sudden movement but as she adjusted her shins into a comfortable position, it settled down around his head like a dark curtain, and she in turn settled her pussy onto his mouth.

He gasped in surprise but that only allowed for the pleather gusset to push into his mouth and before he could stop himself, his tongue instinctively rose to meet it.  Sliding over the smooth material, and in turn pushing against her pussy, it then inadvertently explored from left to right the full length of the reinforced seam, circling each of the snaps that were the gatekeepers of the treasure inside.

“Mmm, here baby let me…” Maddy raised herself up and he caught a brief glimpse of shadowy light from under the hem of her skirt as she reached between her legs and yanked open the gusset of the bodysuit, each button snapping like a firecracker in the quiet of the night.

But I’m not Mark! I didn’t say I would… The musky smell of spent sex surged into his nostrils from the now exposed pussy hovering over him, overwhelming him with the fact that she had indeed just been fucked, and that it wasn’t himself that he was smelling.  He could just make out the swollen folds of her lips in the flash of dim light, and for a millisecond marveled at finally being able to get a glimpse, as muted as it was, of the very thing he’d never thought he’d get to see.  Something glistened on her lips, and as the gusset no longer held anything in place, whatever it was now seemed to be gathering and quickly forming into a drop, becoming plump at the tip, and the tail becoming narrow as it grew increasingly heavy.

As the knowledge and horror of what he was looking at snapped him out of his reverie he opened his mouth wider to ensure his words came out strong and clear.  He was determined to end whatever the fuck she thought this was, regardless of how spectacular her glistening pussy was, and set her straight.  He was no cumdump, he could barely stand wiping the mess off himself when he jerked off, and he sure as hell wasn’t going to let the girl of his dreams, the one he always jerked off to as he imagined her in his arms, see him as one.

“M—“ He started to call out her name but she’d already pulled her hands away and dropped her dripping mess onto his open mouth.  As her skirt settled around his head once again, in the sudden darkness the wetness that had pooled onto her lips now dripped onto his tongue, interrupting anything he might have wanted to say.

He wasn’t going to think about the taste, he wasn’t going to acknowledge this was happening, this was a mistake and he was going to stop it from going any further.  His hands flew up, grasping at her hips in an effort to push her off him but she slapped them away, then gripped his wrists and pushed his arms down into the mattress with a giggle. “No way mister ‘I don’t go down on girls after sex’, I’ve got you where you said you’d never be!”

Leveraging her mound over his face and using her entire body in her efforts to pin him in place meant she'd tensed her stomach, and as her thighs gripped the sides of his head he felt her pussy lips pulse and then relax, and everything that Mark had recently flooded her pussy with now flooded his mouth.  Her cum had mixed with his as she'd held it inside her, and now the memory of their shared pleasure poured out of her and into James.

Nooo!

He screamed in his mind but it was too late, she was making him do this whether he liked it or not.  It was salty, slimy, and thick and he gagged as it washed over his tongue and pooled into the back of his throat in an unstoppable torrent that seemed as though it wouldn't end.  He jerked his legs up and down frantically struggling against the iron grip of her tiny hands on his wrists and the airtight seal over his mouth and nose as she pinned him down with all her weight on his face.  He wanted to cry out but he needed air and reflex took over making him swallow so he could breathe.

A massive slithering glob of cum went down his throat, taking far too long to do so.  Even as the thickest portion disappeared into his stomach, thick remnants of it trailed after in a lazy reminder to his palate that this flavor party was far from over.  

Maddy could feel his mouth moving under her as he swallowed and she raised herself just enough to reposition herself.  As James gasped for air beneath her, she sat back down. "You like that babe?" Not waiting for an answer, she tilted her head back and closed her eyes, wiggling her hips to ensure she was well-planted before clenching her gut and bearing down. "Mmm, good because there's more!"

Her words barely had time to register with James, so preoccupied was he with having been able to gasp in a breath that he didn’t think to close his mouth, and another torrent of cum splashed into the back of his throat.  It came out faster than the first time, as though she had grown more comfortable with what she was doing.  Not that she didn’t have years behind her of pushing cum out of her pussy and into a Kleenex after sex, but pushing cum into someone’s mouth was a little different, he mused.  It had to be, especially when they were squirming beneath you, but it seemed to James that she was a quick learner nonetheless.

He gagged again, and no less violently this time, but this time he knew better than to resist the inevitable, not if he wanted another breath.  So he forced his throat to relax and pushed it down with the back of his tongue hoping to be done with it as fast as possible.  It didn’t work, and the cum slipped and slid with infinite laziness down his throat, no faster than the first swallow had before it, and he resigned himself to the fact that it could not be rushed.

Time seemed to pause as he did the only thing he could.  Let it run its course.  This is crazy, I can't believe I'm laying here trying to figure out the best way to swallow another man's spunk from Maddy's pussy! But he was doing it, and he knew there was only one way forward for him to get through this.  He relaxed his body, and in doing so, Maddy relaxed hers, her grip on his wrists loosening.  They remained motionless.  Two people joined as one in an intimate act that could not be rushed.  And so in the momentary silence, she sat and dribbled into his mouth, and he lay there and took every drop she wanted to give him until she was done.  James swallowed as the last of the cum cleared his tonsils and his tongue reflexively extended to lick his lips but instead found the tender flesh of hers.

Maddy moaned, repositioning herself to angle her clit downwards, and in doing so removed the pressure off his nose just enough to allow him to breathe. "Mmm, that feels good…"

James took in some air, which felt cool as it passed over the skin of his nose moist with cum and he realized two things. She wasn't pushing any more of her spent sex into his mouth, and he could breathe.  He relaxed at that, and then a third thought made its way into his shell-shocked and still half-drunk mind. My tongue is touching her pussy.  He teased the tip of it along the ridge of her lips, tentatively skipping lightly from one to the other in wonder at the sensation. His tongue slipped in between the moist folds and found the burning heat inside her. I’m licking her pussy!

All thoughts of protest, of telling her she had the wrong guy and how dare she do something like this to him, were forgotten.  The worst was over (he’d unpack that thought later, as in just how much spunk does a guy have to swallow to consider the worst of it over?) and so why shouldn’t he enjoy whatever else she wanted to experience tonight?  He extended his tongue fully and lapped at her insides, and while there was still some salty aftertaste of Mark left inside her, the more he licked the sweeter the taste became.  Soon enough, it was like nectar and he knew it was all Maddy he was tasting.

Sweet and wickedly beautiful Maddy, he’d fantasized his entire life about what was between her legs.  He found himself smiling, almost proud of himself for being able to do what she’d wanted of him tonight, because it had brought him to this moment.  He was the one bringing her pleasure, she tasted as good as she looked, and no matter what else he would always remember how she tasted on his tongue!  He dragged his tongue up her slit and then teased the nub of her clit when he found it.

“Ooh yeah, baby, yeah like that!” Maddy let go of his wrists and gripped the back of his head, pulling it forward as she mashed her now gushing cunt against his mouth.  He lapped for all he was worth, and as he suckled her clit she moaned and then shuddered as her body rocked with an orgasm, and her juices spilled out of his eager mouth and down his cheeks.  He released her clit and gently lapped at her lips as she recovered atop of him but she made no attempt to move.

If she wasn’t in a hurry, then James sure as hell wasn’t going to rush her, he could do this, all night if she let him.  He reached under her skirt and ran his hands along her thighs, and over her ass cheeks, marveling at the feel of her smooth flesh as he caressed it.  Maddy moaned and rocked her mound over his mouth, signaling she was ready for more, and his tongue obliged.

James withdrew his hands from under her skirt and trailed them up her sides, letting his fingers be his eyes as he blindly worked his tongue deep inside her.  He could feel the heat of her body and the ridges of her hard abs beneath the bodysuit hugging itself to her tightly.  He kept going, upward until his fingers were following the outline of her breasts.  He cupped them, feeling their weight in his palms, tracing the outline of her perky nipples beneath the pleather holding them in, memorizing her every curve in his mind's eye.  He never thought he'd be licking Maddy's pussy, let alone running his hands over her body, but here he was and he was all in!

He didn’t picture Mark as being the type to be touching her so tenderly, and maybe that was one of many reasons she was with a guy like Mark and not him.  He snapped out of his reverie, determined to make this as memorable for her as he knew it already was for him.  He pinched her nipples, hard, and she gasped then mashed her mound against his mouth even harder.

“That's it, ohhh fuuuck…" Maddy was rocking and bouncing on his face, her grip on the back of his head ironclad as she kept his tongue right where she wanted it, and then she tensed up again, then shuddered as another orgasm surged through her.  She froze, and he did too, although he kept swallowing because now she was truly gushing into his mouth.  It was salty and watery and he realized she'd hit her G-spot and that as of now she'd not only fed him another man's cum, but she'd just pissed in his mouth.  He wasn't sure how he was supposed to feel about any of this, but as her body relaxed and she sighed in contentment, he couldn't help but feel a sense of pride at having been the one to bring her to the ultimate climax.

She slowly rocked her hips over his face as he licked her clean, and as his tongue strokes slowed with the last of it, she came to a rest and released her grip on his head.  It seemed as though all those orgasms had sobered her to some degree because her words, though somewhat tired and spent sounding, were crystal clear now. “Holy shit baby, that was amazing! I can’t believe you finally did that for me.”

When there was no answer she realized she was still sitting on his mouth so lifted off and repositioned herself onto his upper chest with a giggle. "Oops!" She adjusted the pleats of her skirt off his face and tucked them under his chin, peering down at him in the muted light. "So what made you change your m—“

She stared down at him, trying to make sense of what her eyes were telling her. “James?”

Now that the cat was out of the bag, James didn't know what to say.  He had tried to tell her she had the wrong guy but she hadn't given him a chance.  He felt like a pervert, sneaking a peek up her skirt even though it had been her that had shoved his head under it and forced her lover's cum down his throat. All he could manage was a barely audible "Uh, hi Maddy."

“What are you doing here, and where is”—she looked around the room, taking it all in—“Mark?” She jerked her head back to look at him, her hands flying up to cover her mouth. “Oh no, oh my God!”

“Maddy, I…” he didn’t know what to say.

“I went to get a drink of water after fucking Mark, and must have…" She shook her head in confusion. "You didn't tell me it was you, and I just climbed onto your face and…" Her tone grew stern. "Why didn't you stop me? I thought we were friends?" She slapped his face but couldn't get a good angle from where she was and it barely made a sound.  In a flash she rose and twisted her hips and then brought her hand back down, this time making a solid slap as her palm imprinted into his cheek.

As she sat back down onto him, James could only tell the truth, now terrified she was going to blame him for what she’d done. “I tried Maddy! You didn’t give me a chance. I… I couldn’t stop you.”

“You couldn’t stop me, or you didn’t want to stop me?”

James didn’t reply.  It was a complicated answer considering all they’d just done, and she must have realized that, so they remained as they were in silence.  She didn’t move to get off him, and he wasn’t about to do anything to upset her, so he lay perfectly still as the short angry breaths she’d taken when slapping him became calm and regular.  Maddy sighed, then adjusted her position, pushing her ass cheeks harder onto his chest.  Whether she realized it or not, that also inched her crotch a hair closer to his face. “Sex ruins friendships, and you’re my friend. I’ll never risk our friendship by having sex with you. Ever.”

Her words stung as they washed over him, removing any hope he’d harbored of ever having a chance with her.

Her tone had softened as she got over her shock, and maybe she could sense the sting of her words, and the confusion she was inflicting on him because what she said next made him feel better. "But this wasn't sex. I know I had my part to play in it, and I know I definitely like how you licked my pussy after I did have sex.” She giggled at the last bit, then grew serious. “Mark, or any other man I’ve been with would never do that for me, but you did…”

She ran her fingers over his lips, dipping them for a moment into his mouth and over his tongue, then trailed them over his cheek, tracing the hot spot where she'd slapped him.  She cupped his face and peered down intently at him, her words falling over him in a seductive whisper. "So tell me, James, did you like cleaning me? Do you think you could be my secret little pussy licker, and still just be friends?"

His cock was straining in his jeans in response to the sexual net she was casting over him, eager to experience her touch and explore her the way his tongue just had, but he knew it would never happen.  She didn't need his cock, that's what her boyfriend was for.  She needed his mouth, and all it was willing to do for her.  James looked up at her, perched magnificently on his chest, her feminine form imperious as the smell of her wanton sex drifted out from under her skirt to fill his nostrils and burn into his brain.  She looked more beautiful after sharing her orgasms with him than he could ever have imagined.  He was no cumdump, but for Maddy and the chance to bring her more of the pleasure she just let him be a part of, he'd do anything she wanted.  Over, and over again.

He cleared his throat but the enormity of his words and what he was agreeing to kept them to a hushed whisper.

“Yes.”

Maddy was beaming at him as she shuffled off him to stand beside his bed.  She leaned over and for a moment James' heart leaped with joy, thinking she was going to kiss him but then she brought her lips to his ear and whispered.  Her breath was hot and moist, and her voice was practically a purr. "Good boy, because Mark's having another party next week."

She stood up, a wicked grin on her face and a mischievous glint in her eye as she held him with her gaze, making sure he understood just what she was telling him.  Then Maddy turned and left his room.

The door closed with a soft click of the latch and James was left alone.  With his thoughts, and his hand.


Chapter 02 – The Morning After

James slowly awoke the next morning with the stale taste of… something in his mouth. The dried cum crusted over his stomach told the age-old tale of him jerking off before he went to sleep.  It took him a moment to get his wits about him.  He ran his tongue lazily over his teeth and against the inside of his cheeks.

What is that?

He brushed his fingers over the dried cum, and as his awareness came back to him, he wondered what fantasy he’d dreamt up between him and Maddy while he tugged himself into oblivion.  It was always about Maddy.  Whether he was jerking off, or just going about the day-to-day, no matter what he was doing it was about Maddy.

He swallowed, and as the spittle mixed with whatever aftertaste was alluding him moved down his throat, the muscle memory jogged him fully awake and into the reality of what he had done the night before.

He jerked upright as the memory of swallowing her cum flooded his mind.  Her cum, I swallowed her cum! That in itself was beyond amazing because he’d dreamt his entire life of tasting her juices.  What had his head reeling was that mixed in (at least for the first few thick swallows) had been his best friend Mark’s cum too.

Mark had fucked her and passed out, and then she’d sat on James’ face and dumped their combined cum down his throat.  The definition of being the best friend he could be for Maddy had taken on a whole new meaning last night.  As he wiped his hand over his mouth he flopped back down onto the bed.

Now what? He blinked. What do you mean now what?  He knew very well that he’d willingly swallowed Marks cum as Maddy fed it to him, and he knew why he’d done it.  On the other side of that disgusting ordeal had been the sweet taste of Her.

How do I face her now that she knows just what lengths I’ll go to for any part of her she’s willing to give me?

As the memory of her pussy lips making a perfect seal around his mouth and pouring all of her (and all of Mark too) into his mouth, he’d been in heaven.  Yes, he’d had to do something he could never tell anyone about, never speak of period, never give it voice, but he’d done it.  And the reward had been heaven.  Maddy’s sweet nectar, unadulterated (once he’d thoroughly cleaned her) and pure, had flowed from deep inside her and into him.  It had never been about swallowing what Mark had left inside her, it had been all about getting to the prize, which was reaping the reward of pleasuring her.  He’d savored every damn drop, cherished every gulp, and he’d be lying if other than the shame of the first part, he had any regrets.

Ugh, fuck it. I can’t undo what I did, and besides—his cock started to stiffen in the stillness of the early morning as he thought about how amazing it had been to press his mouth into her pussy—maybe she’ll write it off as two drunk people getting carried away and leave it at that.

His hand found his cock and started to stroke it as he considered the reality.  He hadn’t been drunk when she’d stumbled accidentally into his bed, and by the time she’d orgasmed into his mouth, she hadn’t been either. He wasn’t sure just exactly how ashamed he was of what he’d done, but he did know that he’d brought her to an orgasm with his mouth.  That was what he could focus on while trying to ignore all the other bothersome thoughts swirling around his head.

He remembered how her body had felt under that pleather bodysuit as his hands had roamed all over her, and he stroked faster on his cock.  He pulled his hand away and cupped it in front of his mouth.  He was preparing to spit into his palm and turn his thoughts of Maddy into a proper morning wank session when he stopped.  The thoughts he’d been running from caught up to him.  She asked if he would be her ‘secret pussy licker’, and the implication was after being fucked by another man.  And not just any man, but one he knew, one he’d have to look at and interact with every day, one she’d watch him interacting with every day… his best friend Mark.

What does that make me, for saying yes?

He shook his head. He didn’t know.  Enjoying the memory of what she’d allowed him to do with his tongue was intoxicating, and he one hundred percent did indeed cherish it but… he couldn’t ignore the storm of shame brewing in the back of his mind.

She told me she would never fuck me, that I was too good of a friend for that.  She fed me cum and used my mouth for her own pleasure.  How can I even look her in the eye?

He knew he’d never had a chance with her before this, but it had been something he could avoid because he’d never pushed the issue to find out for sure.  Now though, after what she’d done to him last night, there was no longer denying he would ever have a chance with her.

She knows what I did, and she knows I did it for her. She can’t unsee that.

He drew a breath and sat up, wiping his bleary eyes and surveying the room around him where only a few hours before Maddy had cum on his face.

Is she wondering what else I would do for her? Where’s the line?

James got out of bed and threw on fresh jeans and a T-shirt then went out into the kitchen.  He’d just finished pouring a glass of orange juice when Maddy came out of Mark’s room.  Seeing him in the kitchen, she walked purposefully toward him, her hips swaying beneath the same skirt she’d worn while feeding him cum mere hours before.

He froze in a panic.  Can she read me, can she tell how fucked up I am about everything. His frantic thoughts turned to the obvious either in an attempt to calm him, or as an ingrained response, but regardless the thought was the same. Goddamn, she looks fucking amazing, even after being with two men last night. Or is it because of it? He felt a momentary pride in having been one of those two men, blocking the specifics of his role in that dynamic of three. He took a millisecond to allow the heat of the sun of her presence to burn his skin, and then his fears caught up to him. What does she think of me now?

She literally took the glass from his hand as he was raising it to his lips, her eyes though slightly bloodshot from the previous night's festivities shone with mischief as her lips touched the glass instead of his.

He watched the flesh of her lower lip meld into the curved shape of the glass as her mouth opened, revealing the tongue within.  As the juice flowed and joined with the wetness of her mouth his dick surged in his pants.  He’d never wanted more to be an orange.  He’d gladly have given everything right then and there to be squeezed into oblivion so the essence of himself could slide over her tongue and taste her sweet little mouth.  The explosion of flavor for her would for him, be the only way he could ever hope to have an explosion of any sort, inside her.

James knew her eyes were locked on his but as much as he knew he was revealing his unfettered yearning for her he couldn’t meet them.  He couldn’t tear his gaze from her lips, and the craving to be someone else, to be more, to be the… one that those lips wanted to caress, instead of—

Mark burst out of his bedroom, his broad shoulders shoving the already mostly open door into the wall as he careened outward in his post-party early morning slumber somewhere between awake and asleep.  He belched loudly, grabbed his balls, shook his head, and then looked around as if getting his bearings.  He spied them in the kitchen and stumbled towards them, magically seeming to come fully awake in the few short steps it took him to reach them.

Typical Mark.  Oblivious to anything going on around him because his world revolved around himself.  He didn’t notice Maddy standing intimately close to James with her head tilted back and an empty glass to her lips, nor James’ unabashed fixation upon her mouth.  Instead, he slapped James on the shoulder with one hand and slapped Maddy on the ass with the other.  Hard. “Hey guys, was that a party last night or what?”

The crisp sound of his hand impacting through the pleather pleats of her skirt and into the tender flesh of her ass snapped the room back into focus for the huntress and her prey.  Maddy squealed and jumped, grabbing at her ass and shoving the empty glass back into James’ hand.  Their eye met in a brief moment of acknowledgment of what she’d just done (or rather perhaps gifted) to him.

James couldn’t seem to control his thoughts. What do you mean ‘gift’, like what – be a good boy and lick my boyfriend's cum out of my pussy and I’ll make your heart stop the next day? He didn’t know what was wrong with himself, but he pushed that line of thinking away. No, I’m better than that!

As Mark took her into his arms for a good morning kiss James wondered for the millionth time just what it was that women saw in Mark.  He’d walked out of his room wearing only his boxers, which did nothing to hide the morning boner bulging outwards that every man woke to as his cock greeted the day in hopeful expectation.  That same morning expectation that he was now shoving into Maddy after he’d spun her around and bent her over the counter.

Does he have to walk around like that, flaunting his cock.  We already know he’s fucking her for Christ's sake, we don’t need a visual. James tried to be honest with himself. Is it really all that big anyway? He took a beat then acknowledged what his eyes were telling him he couldn’t deny. OK, it’s big but what makes it better than my own, why does ‘it’ get her and mine doesn’t?

The thoughts were coming fast and furious as he watched Mark shamelessly grind his cock into Maddy without regard for James standing there. The two of them had always been unconcerned with carrying on in front of James, as though their being close friends made it socially acceptable.  Maybe before last night was one aspect of time, but the ‘now’ was another and James couldn’t ignore how Maddy just gave herself to Mark and allowed him to practically take her right there in the kitchen in front of James.  It was as though no matter how much sex they’d had the night before, if Mark’s cock was hungry, then so was Maddy.

Is he better? I mean come on, look how I got her off with my tongue! That should count for something.

He drew a breath, trying to sort himself out but they were right in his face!

She’s OK with treating me like this? Rejecting my manhood and choosing his, only allowing my sexless worship of her and my submission to how she chooses to use me? He treats her like shit, I do the opposite, I do… unspeakable things for her and this is my reward?

As if reading his mind, Maddy turned her head and looked over her shoulder at him as Mark ground hard into her, grunting as he slapped her ass again.  She gave James a wicked smile, and then closed her eyes as Mark’s cock valiantly attempted to push through his boxers and into the crack of her ass.

James sighed and turned away from them, dropping his toast in and reaching for the last clean plate in the cupboard.  The sound of their sloppy kissing taunted his ears as he tried to ignore them. What an animal. Didn’t he fuck her enough last night, and why does she let him manhandle her like that?

The thought of them fucking brought back his awareness of the taste in his mouth and he maneuvered around them to get the butter out of the fridge.  Best to just not think about any of that right now.  He just wanted to eat, and if she’d give him a chance to this time, drink some juice and wash the taste of shame out his mouth.  He couldn’t forget what he’d done, but at least he could give himself a reprieve by not being reminded of it with every swallow he took.

“Mmm. Damn girl”—Mark panted—“you were insatiable this morning. I thought you were going to hoover my cock down your throat!”

He got to fuck her, I pleasured her after that—he couldn’t think about the messy details—and then she went and blew him! He’s the one that she pleasured with her mouth, after what I did with mine?

James squeezed his eyes shut, as the image of Maddy sucking on Mark’s cock flooded his mind, carried on a wave of frustration.  He couldn’t know for sure, but he sure as hell suspected her morning horniness had been fueled at least in some part by using his face for her own carnal pleasure just hours before.  For all his efforts, for all his longing and desire to please her like he knew she deserved to be pleasured, she’d taken the heat that had flamed inside her and spent it with Mark.  Not him.

He heard movement and then Mark slapped James on the back as he walked away from them both.  “Gotta shower and hit the gym, see you guys later.”

The bathroom door slammed closed as the ‘bull in the china shop’ left them.  An electric silence enveloped the room as James buttered his toast.  He was aware of Maddy behind him but he just couldn’t take any more.  He had to eat and get that taste out of his mouth, and he really needed time to himself to think.  

He lifted the toast to his mouth, but before he could take a bite déjà vu struck and Maddy pressed into him from the side.  She reached over the front of him and took the toast from his hand.  Despite his swirling thoughts, the nearness of her froze him in place.  He turned his head to offer a protest regardless of how weak he felt in the moment.

Her eyes pierced his soul and silenced the discord in his lungs.  She leaned in and pressed her nose into his neck.  She dragged her nose slowly up it, her hot breath shooting through his flesh and into his cock.  The smooth flesh of her nose followed the curve of his chin over it and then slid upward to his lips.  She brushed over them left… right… and then left again, barely touching him yet electrifying him with the mere hint of her touch… and then she pulled away.

An evil grin spread across her face and her eyes danced with mischief.

“You smell like pussy.”

She shoved the toast into her mouth and spun around, the pleats twirling upwards to reveal her ass, the pleather bodysuit thong too far embedded to reveal itself.  There was however no hiding Mark’s bright red handprint, clearly visible right where he’d left it.

“Thwaks fwr da toast.”

Her words were barely recognizable as she gulped down his breakfast as she walked away.  She paused at the door and turned back to him, swallowing dramatically and seemingly oblivious to how delicious she looked with bread crumbs stuck to the corner of her mouth.

“See you at the party next week… pussy licker.”

She gave him an exaggerated wink goodbye, and then the apartment door slammed closed behind the whirlwind that was Maddy.  James drew a shaky breath.  His cock was raging hard in his pants, teased hopefully upward by her nearness only to be rejected and left to its own devices while she went blissfully on with her day.

He sighed and reached for another slice of bread.  It was going to be a long day, and an even longer week sorting through his feelings and the implications of Maddy knowing him in a way he’d never wanted to know himself.  Never mind the fact that the way she looked at him would never be the same again.


Chapter 03 – I Thought We Were Friends

As luck would have it, James hadn’t seen Maddy all week.  He was thankful for that, even as every ounce of his being yearned for the exact opposite.  The heart and the mind did not agree this past week but nonetheless, he’d needed the time to gather himself.

As one day rolled into the next, he kept telling himself that it was OK he’d swallowed Mark’s cum along with hers to pleasure her.  On many levels, he did believe that, but it was all the other levels of his ego and self-esteem that he was trying to convince.  He struggled as he remembered the glimpse of her bare pussy from under her skirt as it hovered over his face in the dead of the night.  Just as his cock would throb at that thought, he’d then picture the thick drops of cum dripping out of it and into his mouth and then he’d go limp with shame at having drank every drop she fed him.

As the weekend drew closer he wasn’t sure if he was becoming more accepting of what price he would have to pay if he wanted to get close to Maddy’s pussy again, or becoming better at suppressing his shame.  Regardless, he found himself beginning to come to terms with what he’d done for her last Saturday night.  He’d spent his life yearning for her pussy (and her heart), he was as full of lust as any other man, and when she’d sat on his face he’d done what was at the time only natural.  He decided he needed to cut himself some slack.

Besides, life was random.  Maybe one of these days he’d meet a girl that outshone Maddy—one who would want to fuck him too!  He couldn’t imagine anyone outshining Maddy, heck he couldn't imagine truly wanting anyone to outshine her.  However, the world was a big place and who knew what the future held for him?

~~~

James generally worked a long Saturday shift and as usual, this week's party was well underway when he got home.  He made his way through the crowd, offering smiles and greetings to those he knew, and those he didn’t.  He was nervous about what he might find himself doing later with Maddy, yet he also felt upbeat.  It was party time, and there were worse things in life he was sure, than doing things one was uncomfortable with to get to the prize.

He’d caught a glimpse of the back of Maddy’s head across the room—he’d know those lush brunette curls anywhere—but the rest of her had been obscured by the crowd.  He stepped into the kitchen, wanting to get a beer and get into the party.  There was a tall lean blonde in front of the fridge, moving her hips to the thumping music enveloping the apartment.  Long legs ending in what to him was the shortest pair of denim shorts he’d ever seen were but an introduction to the rest of her.  The muscles in her abdomen rippled beneath her tanned skin as her body moved, and her full breasts followed, performing a dance of their own.  The tight sporty tank top that exposed her midriff barely contained them with her nipples pointing proudly through the thin material as if proclaiming the injustice of even considering imprisoning them in a top or heaven forbid – a bra.

“Hi!” James stepped in close to her, smelling her sweet perfume and swaying his hips in sync with hers as he maneuvered past her to open the door.  He pulled out a cold one, cracked it open, and turned to her. “Excuse my”—the blonde moved into him, interrupting him as she ground her hips into his—“uh… manners.”

She laughed at his awkwardness and clinked her bottle against his. “Hi yourself, I’m Kate!”

James was a man, and the attraction was instant and primal. He had needs, and it had been a long time since they had been met.  Last weekend didn’t count, that… was different.  And, it was something he didn’t want to think about right now, not with this blonde overwhelming his senses in the moment.

Before he knew it they were out in the living room, dancing and talking extremely loudly over the music, her scent wafting into his senses as he leaned in to hear her.  His cock stirred and he felt a twinge of guilt.  As much as he wanted to deny what had happened with Maddy, he couldn’t deny the connection that had been seared into his psyche as her juices flowed down his throat.  Why guilt? It’s not like Maddy has any interest, so she says, of fucking you. You’re not in a relationship with her. Or, at least anything you and another few billion people on this planet would define as a relationship.

He didn’t know and wasn’t sure he wanted to dwell on it as Kate smiled and talked to him like he was a man a woman would be interested in.  He thought about how he’d gotten to where he was with Maddy.

Perhaps part of the problem was that he didn’t try harder to find a woman who would want him as much as he wanted her.  Maybe if he could break free of the hypnotic spell Maddy cast over him he would be more interested in other women and thus kill two birds.  He needed sex, he needed someone to want him as more than just a friend and as per recent events—a cum dump.  He deserved to feel like the man he knew he was, and Maddy would never allow him to feel that way.  Her pleasure would always be at his expense, and while she was perfectly OK with that, he found himself thinking that he didn’t need to be OK with that.

He laughed at something Kate said and glanced up, only to have his eyes lock with Maddy’s across the room.  Her face was a mask as she danced slowly in place, ignoring the fast tempo of the dance music pumping through the mass of bodies crowding the small area, her eyes saying it all.  There was no hint of playful humor in them, and any suggestion of flirtatious fun had been snuffed out by the icy wind that blew out through her gaze and into his soul.

WTF? What’s her problem? James was irritated.  He knew her and knew that look was for him, he just didn't know why.  He gave his head a slight shake and returned his focus to Kate, determined to ignore whatever drama was going on with Maddy. Nope, he could clearly see that tonight was a turning point for him.  Here was someone who found him attractive, at least enough to make him feel like a real man for the night.  If he played his cards right, he’d be the one cumming, and someone else would be the one swallowing.

He took a long swig of his beer, drained it, and leaned into Kate, enjoying how eager she was to lean into him in response. “Can I get you another?” He asked, shaking his empty in the air between them.

“Sure, but hurry back hunny, this booty ain’t gonna dance by itself all night.” She winked as she delivered her sexy ultimatum and spun around to shake her ass at him to emphasize her point.

“Yes ma’am!” He turned away and made his way into the kitchen, grinning like the village fool the entire time. Yeah buddy, you got this. Fuckin’ eh, time to get some!

He grabbed two beers out of the fridge and slammed it closed as he spun on one foot, half-dancing to the beat in his excitement to get back to what seemed like a sure thing to him – and came face to face with Maddy.

The cold look was gone from the hazel eyes that had captivated him from the day he’d first gazed into them.  It had been replaced with a look of pained confusion.  That was worse, because her being pissy with him for an unknown reason might make him want to fuck her off regardless of her being ‘Maddy’, but distress was something else entirely. “Maddy… hi… uh, great party eh?” He played it cool as he tried to figure out what the hell was going on with her. “How…uh, how are you?”

He knew she’d seen him with Kate, and that would normally explain another female in his life being pissed at him for enjoying himself that way, but this was Maddy and they were just friends, so something else must be going on.  Damned if he knew what though.

She answered him with an accusation, and though the music was loud he could hear the hurt quiver in her voice. “I thought I meant something to you.”

James was flabbergasted. What does that mean? He wanted to say just that, and more as he felt his irritation grow at the illogical gibberish she was throwing at him. Mean something to you? What the hell does my enjoying Kate have anything to do with us? He thought about how she’d used him last weekend, how she’d gotten fucked and all he’d gotten were the… leftovers.  Yet here she was pissed off because he’d danced with someone?

The pained confusion in her eyes kept him silent and all he could utter was a weak, “But, Maddy…”

She raised an eyebrow and lightning flashed across her eyes, gone so fast he almost wasn’t sure if he’d seen it, except for the tone when she spoke. “I saw you. You liked being with her, dancing and imagining yourself doing who knows what with”—she almost spat the last word—“her.”

“It wasn’t… I didn’t… I mean… Maddy please!” He was speechless and couldn’t form a coherent sentence.  He didn’t know what was happening.  Worse, as he stood there with a beer for another woman in his hand, he couldn’t ignore the illogical feeling of guilt her pain was eliciting from him.

She wasn’t having anything to do with anything he had to say. “No!”

She closed her eyes and slowly shook her head.  When she opened them they were pools flooded with hurt.

She stepped into him and James couldn’t help himself.  His heart double-timed and his breath caught as her face came closer and closer, as if she were going to kiss him.  At the last second, she shifted and brought her lips to his ears, all while pressing her breasts into his chest.  He thought his heart was going to explode at the intimate closeness of her.  His mind couldn’t reconcile her presence…here and now… in front of everyone… and then she slid the knife into his heart as effortlessly as any assassin would.

Her breath was the blade and her words were the sharpened edge. “I thought we were friends.”

She stepped away from him, turning to walk away without giving him a chance to respond.  If he could have seen the self-satisfied smile on her face as she moved back out into the party he might have felt very differently than he did.  Instead, he felt like he’d done something terribly wrong.  He had absolutely no idea why he felt like an asshole when all he’d been doing was what any other single guy would, yet that did nothing to alleviate his distress.

James frowned and shook his head, trying to recover.  He realized he had no idea if they’d made a scene or not and in a panic he looked over towards Kate.  To his relief, she was turned towards a couple of guys horsing around and appeared to have not seen a thing, and she still looked amazing in those short shorts.  He forced a smile onto his face and moved towards her, trying to calm his unsettled nerves and the disquiet in his gut. Whatever Maddy, I’m allowed to have a life too.

Kate took the beer from his hand with a smile and leaned in to deliver a thank you, her breath hot and moist and making his dick stir where the words never would have.  She pulled away with a flirty twist of her hips and they both laughed at how carefree she was.

This is more like it! James found it a whole lot easier to put Maddy out of his mind with Kate dancing in front of him.  Despite that, he kept his back to where he’d last spied Maddy because no matter what he told himself, there was still a nagging ache in his gut at the memory of her words in his ear, ‘I thought we were friends’.  If he didn’t have to look at her, then at least she couldn’t pile any more guilt onto him.

As the tunes played James started to loosen up, enjoying Kate and his night.  How could he not?  She moved to the rhythm, working a sexual spell of hip thrusts and bouncing tits all while laughing at his silly one-liners and throwing her own back at him.  He had almost put the nagging ache to rest when a large hand clapped him on the shoulder.

“Hey, pal!” Mark’s rowdy voice filled the air around them as he came up beside James.  He gave Kate an unapologetic once over, or rather, a ‘polite eye-fucking’ as he called it, then nudged his pal. “You looked like you were having such a good time over here we had to come and meet your new friend.”

Slim fingers ran through his hair, then slid down and around his back to settle on his hip as Maddy pivoted around his other side.  She came to rest slightly in front of him so he could see her face clearly, yet was in a position that welcomed conversation with Kate.  It was brilliant positioning, and the cold stillness of her eyes and the slightly upturned corners of her delicious-looking mouth told him she knew it. “Yes James, why don’t you introduce us”—her smile blossomed as she put on her ‘friendly’ face and looked toward Kate—“to your friend?”

The skin-tight black pleather leggings drank in the light and fed it back to him in sensuous waves as Maddy moved to the music while standing in place.  There wasn’t a hint of ripple in the material, so tight was it, yet it had enough give to allow her pussy lips room to be themselves.  It flowed over them, up one lip, down into the valley of pleasure, and then up and over the other, forming an intoxicating mound of shiny black feminine beauty that heralded all that lay within.  The smooth taught flesh of her abdomen flowed from the waistband, the leggings hugging her so tightly that material and flesh had become one.  She wore a shiny black pleather bra adorned with little silver studs.  They followed the curved seams, beckoning the eye as the material pushed her breasts proudly up and out in a dazzling display of her womanhood.  She looked so hot she could have given a dead man an erection, but it was the smile, her lips, those eyes, deep hazel pools framed by her lush brunette curls that got him every time. 

Except those eyes were definitely not smiling at him.

James’ heart raced as he found himself smack dab in the center of what his primal senses were telling him was a place he didn’t want to be.  What is the matter with you, you’re not doing anything wrong here! He suddenly realized he’d spent far too long taking her all in and that it had been obvious to all three of the people waiting for him to speak.

Damn, why can’t I stop myself from doing that? He forced a big smile of his own and pretended nothing had happened, hoping like hell Kate would laugh it off as him just being a typical guy wowed by shiny things.

“Yeah… uh… this is… uh…” He saw Kate’s smile falter at his sudden inability to remember her name and he cursed himself.  Dammit man, get it together.  “Kate! This is Kate.”

He didn’t know why Maddy was acting like she was, but he couldn’t believe she was jealous.  After all, she’d made it clear she’d never fuck him so what was the problem with him trying to get some for himself? Why am I so preoccupied with what she thinks anyway?

“Hi Kate, since my friend here seems to be having trouble with names… I’m Mark and this”—he gestured past James—“is Maddy.”

Kate laughed at his ribbing of James, her eyes lighting up as she took in his physique and she nodded a ‘nice to meet ya’ at both of them. Her eyes lingered on Maddy for a moment, flickered over to James, and then settled on Mark.  She’d had a slightly guarded look when her eyes had flickered to James, not yet ready to so easily put it behind them that he’d just had trouble remembering her name. Her face transformed to an unreserved smile when she looked at Mark though. “So… how do all of you know each other?”

“We’ve all been friends since we were kids but Maddy and I are a little more than that, aren’t we babe?” He gave Maddy a conspiratorial wink.

Maddy smirked and shook her head in mock exasperation. “Yes ‘babe’, you could say that.”

Kate nodded. “Ooo, childhood friends becoming sweethearts, that’s so nice!”  She paused and then looked at James.  She frowned, giving him a playfully exaggerated questioning look, and asking the question that any woman would. “Growing up together is a long time, didn’t you and Maddy ever…?”

James just about choked on the sip of beer he’d just taken. He felt his cheeks flushing and scrambled to give a chill answer. “Uh… n—“

Mark cut him off with a loud guffaw. “James?! Hell no, all he ever did was give her puppy-dog eyes. We always get a chuckle out of it when we think about it, or when he still does!” He guffawed again at that last bit, jabbing his elbow into James’ side.

Maddy laughed, dropping her hand from James’ waist, and lightly touched Kate’s shoulder in a reassuring gesture. “No Kate, trust me. James and I will never be anything more than friends.”

One word, spoken so casually, yet it thrust into his heart and tore it open… ‘friends’.  There was an edge to it, but James didn’t think anyone else would have caught it.  It was meant for his ears only, and it had been received loud and clear.  He tried to casually take a breath while his cheeks flared a darker shade of red as his two ‘friends’ shamelessly teased him in front of a woman who until a few minutes ago had looked very much like a sure thing.  Now he felt like he was on shaky ground.  He put on a brave face, shaking his head dismissively. “Whatever you guys, did you come over here to bust my nuts or to have fun?”

Everyone laughed, and Kate seemed OK, the initial awkwardness James caused when she met his friends seemingly behind them.  They stood clustered together, the island of two becoming four, and talked utter nonsense while dancing on the spot.  Mark was his usual big presence and everyone else managed to get the odd word in edgewise.

Except for James.  He tried, he really did.  He wanted very much to get with Kate because it had been far too long of a dry spell but, he just couldn’t seem to think straight.  Maddy was so damn close, looking so damn sexy in those pants and that bra, her lithe body gyrating to the beat causing the light to reflect off the shiny black material right into his eyes.  As she talked, her sweet lips moved, and beyond them, her tongue danced within, all whilst her eyes gazed back at him knowingly.

He made every effort to maintain eye contact with Kate, crack more one-liners that had begun to feel stale before he uttered them, and did his best to regain the momentum that had begun such a short time earlier.  He started to think he was going to be OK.  Sure Maddy looked amazing, but Kate looked smokin’ hot in those shorts and she had made it clear earlier that she was into him.  He ground into her when the beat called for it and sometimes when it didn’t, and tried his best to be the guy she’d met over at the fridge.  He felt as though he was doing a good job of ignoring the coldness that Maddy’s eyes reserved for him alone and whatever was prompting it.  If he could stay focused and keep his eyes on the prize, Kate would be his.

Kate’s voice snapped him out of his thoughts. “James!”

“Huh, what?” He realized he had been looking at Maddy.  Darting his eyes back to Kate, he tried to act casual, unsure of how long he’d been distracted. “Hey, are you ready for another round?”

“You haven’t taken your eyes off your… friend, since she joined us.” Kate rolled her eyes in exasperation as she shoved her empty bottle into his hand.  As the bottle made contact with his flesh her eyes locked onto this, and they said all she hadn’t, calling him out on what a sad excuse of a man that he was. Now, in less than a week, two women were telling him he wasn’t good enough to fuck.

“But… I…” James watched helplessly as his chance of getting laid evaporated before his eyes.  Kate brushed past Maddy and moved away into the crowd, stopping to dance in front of a couple of buff guys on the other side of the room.

“Oh man, you fucked that up bro!” Mark was turning red, he was laughing so hard. “Dude, you think you hide it but we all know you love Maddy.” He took a gasp of air, holding his side because the laughter hurt. “But she’s never going to be with you, not when she can have a guy like me.”  He stopped laughing long enough to take another gasp of air. “That girl was a sure thing. I love you man, but you gotta get your head out of your ass or you’ll never get laid!”

Mark slapped him on the shoulder and turned away, calling over his shoulder, “Gotta hang one out, be right back.”

James was reeling from blowing his chance with Kate, but he was equally embarrassed by what Mark said.  It had always (mostly) been an unspoken thing between them all.  Maddy never spoke of it, but on occasion, Mark teased him but nothing to the degree to which he’d done so tonight.  He’d called out his feelings for Maddy and dismissed them in the same breath, and he’d done it in front of her.  Not that it mattered because she was doing a fine job of dismissing him all on her own.

She tilted her head, puckered her lips, and frowned, giving him a pitying look. “Poor James, you came so close to getting lucky. I can’t imagine what you were thinking, losing your focus like that.”  She moved close, mock concern on her face. “Come to think of it, you don’t look so good right now. Wouldn’t you rather go to bed instead of being out here watching her pick up someone else?”

She moved in closer yet, the heat of her body radiating into him and making his cock stir, despite the emotional turmoil he’d just experienced.  She raised a tender hand to his cheek and her fingers, having held her drink a moment before, were cool to the touch.  Her eyes however had lost their icy stare and now smoldered with triumphant heat.  As a woman, she knew exactly the effect she was having on him.

“Besides, you really should get some rest. Despite your poor judgment tonight, you might just get lucky my little pussy licker.” Her facade slipped for a moment and she giggled, but then recovered and slipped her seductive mask back on.

“Mark’s been horny all day, and drinking all night. I’m sure he’ll pass out”—she leaned in further, reducing the last hair's distance between them to nothing, feeling his stiff excitement pressing desperately through his jeans against her—“after fucking me.”

Her breasts pushed into his chest as she brought her mouth to his ear, gyrating her hips and grinding with the beat into him. “And, I don’t think you should have any more beer. You’ll get your thirst quenched later.”

James was simply trying to remember to breathe, trying with everything he had to remain calm as she ground herself into him, and her words did nothing to help.

She pulled her head back so her mouth set in a firm pout was an inch from his, and her eyes, full of fire, enveloped his universe. “Just because I may visit later doesn’t for a minute mean that I’m going to let you forget how you hurt me tonight.”

She pushed off him and stepped back to dance in front of him, moving slowly to the fast beat, allowing him to take one last long look at her, making sure her hook was set.  She raised an expectant eyebrow after a moment and glanced towards his bedroom.

James glanced across the room and saw Kate grinding into a new man, then looked back at Maddy looking so confident and alluring, and so out of reach.  She was so sure of herself and of his willingness to please her.  Her ability to think that, all while making it known he could never have what she gave to Mark was as fascinating as it was cold.  The way only a woman could be cold.  When there was no other viewpoint to consider other than her own, then hers was only logical and therefore required no further discussion.  It was clear to James that Maddy didn’t care what he wanted, otherwise she’d have asked.  Instead, she’d simply stated he should go to his room and wait for her to use him.

It’s like she’s doing a classic carrot and stick.  Punishing me while offering a reward. No, that’s absurd – she doesn’t get to ‘punish’ me. Yet he thought about her parting words about ‘hurting her.’ Is she punishing me? Who does she think she is? How dare she? He wasn’t ready to think about her ‘reward.’

But, dare she did it would seem, because she was still right there watching him and waiting.  He gave his head a shake trying to clear his muddled brain.  He thought about ignoring her and grabbing a beer, drinking all he wanted, and staying up as late as he wanted.  Then she frowned, displeased that he hadn’t moved yet.  His heart fluttered at her stern look and he glanced down and away unable to suffer her displeasure.  What the hell man?!

James caught himself, telling himself to be more confident with Maddy like Mark always was.  He looked up again, but her knowing smirk told him that they both knew she’d just won whatever silent power play was going on in his head.  He sighed.  Despite everything else, he wanted more intimate time with her, even if she was only using him. Besides it wasn’t like he had any other women willing to spend time with him. He glanced again at Kate with her new male friends, then sighed again.  He turned without a word and walked towards his room, all thoughts of ignoring Maddy’s whims gone from his mind.

With a wicked grin, Maddy watched him leave.  She was high on life with this new level of influence she was discovering she had over James.  She liked it, and she liked his submission to it.  She hadn’t really thought about their dynamic in that way, but now the flame had been lit, and it felt exciting, it felt… goooood.  Last weekend, and all this tonight, was as new to her as it was to James, but she was going to have fun exploring just how far she could go.  She had no idea that his submission, when he really and truly had not wanted to submit, would feel this good. Who goes to their bedroom in the middle of a party just because a girl ‘friend’ tells him to? She smiled to herself.  Having him choose her desires over his own, when he knew damn well he could never have her was… intoxicating.

James kicked off his shoes, threw his shirt on the floor, and lay on his bed staring at the ceiling.  He still didn’t quite know what had happened.  For a brief moment, he’d been standing there with two women.  One, he was sure wanted to fuck him, and one, he knew never would because she’d told him so.  Then neither wanted to fuck him, and he had been sent to bed to wait to be used, to bring pleasure while he was denied the same.  What he’d wanted hadn’t mattered, what he’d felt hadn’t mattered.  All that had mattered was what Maddy wanted, and he’d just accepted it.

What does that make me, submitting to that bullshit, laying here waiting to be her cum dump? He didn’t know. She was punishing me for thinking about being with Kate, I know it.  She didn’t care about my being tired.  She sent me to my room like I was a naughty child.  The way she looked at me, assuming I would do it…

He felt embarrassed.  I obeyed her.  Look at me, stuck in my room while everyone else gets to party, all because I dared look at another woman. She made me do this, and I let her. Now, who knows what she thinks of me?

He knew human nature.  The thread of power had teased her and one thing a woman never does is let go of a tantalizing thread once it teases them. Oh, what have I done? How can I get her to treat me like a regular guy? He sighed. You’re not a regular guy though are you – cum drinker?

He almost got up off the bed to go back out and join the party.  Screw that! I’m a man just like Mark, I don’t have to do what she says. She doesn’t boss anyone else around.  She’s not even my girlfriend! He started to sit up, but then flopped down.

“Ugh!” He exclaimed in frustration.  He knew he was fooling himself.  He couldn’t disobey Maddy. This is what she wanted, and he couldn't get past his overriding desire to please her. Damn her! He didn’t mean it, but it felt good to think it, to show some backbone, even if was to the empty bedroom.

The music thumped and the people laughed and partied outside his door while he lay frustrated in bed.  Alone, and waiting to please a woman who had only one use for him.

~~~

James couldn’t sleep.  He heard the last of the guests leave and the apartment grew quiet but then he heard the muffled voices of Maddy and Mark in the next room.  She squealed and there was a thud as her body hit the mattress. 

“I’m going to fuck you raw you little cock tease, wiggling that tight ass all night!” Mark said laughingly as he pounced on her.  James could hear everything through the walls.

“Ugh… Ugh… Oh baby you’re so big. Ughhhhhh” Maddy was moaning as Mark’s headboard pounded against the thin wall separating their rooms.  It felt like Maddy was right there in his room, getting fucked by Mark while all James could do was listen to her give herself to Mark.

“Yeah baby, take my big cock, take it all the way, I’m going to fuck you so hard, your pussy lips will be red and tender for a week!”

What an ass, how can he talk to her like that, treat her like that? Her moans of pleasure got louder. How can she let him talk to her like that? Treat her so… roughly, like that?

“Yeah baby, like that, milk my cock with that hungry pussy of yours!” Mark grunted as he thrust hard into Maddy, the headboard sounding like it was almost coming through the wall.

Listen to him, talking to her like that, and… trying to make her pussy sore? James couldn’t understand, but he pictured her smooth pussy lips hovering over his face anyway.  I’d never talk to her like that, she’s… Maddy! Is that why she treats me the way she does? I’m not like Mark… and that’s a bad thing?

He tried not to listen but her moans were getting loud. “Oh god, your cock feels so good.”

“Yeah? You want my cum baby, you want me to pump my big load deep inside you?”

“Y-yes.” Maddy panted

Thrust-bang of the headboard… thrust—bang—thrust… “Tell me what you want. Tell me what you need, baby.”

No way, no way is she going to beg for it, she’s too confident and self-assured in her beauty, and—James thought about how she’d pretty much sent him to his room—controlling. She’d never beg for that from him when I’d do anything to give that to her. He told himself that but the sounds through the wall said otherwise.

Maddy started screaming. “Yes baby, yes fuck me, fill me with your cum baby, give it all to me!”

James grunted as his dick surged at her submission to Mark’s cock. Why does she act like that with him?

“Ugh.” James shifted and pulled his pants down to grab at his now erect cock. He couldn’t help but picture her on her back, legs spread wide with Mark’s cock pounding her into the sheets.

“Ugh… Ugh” Maddy’s panting rang in his ears as he stroked his cock. Why is she fucking Mark, he’s such a rough beast with her? He thought about how gently he licked her pussy the week before, trying to not think about all of Mark’s cum that had come with it.

“Yes!” Maddy cried out, on the verge of coming, and then… “Yes fuck me yes… ughhh”

James kept stroking himself, desperate now for it not to end. He was just starting to get off. Mark grunted loudly and the headboard hit the wall a few more times and then there was nothing.

“Oh baby, you felt so good inside me!” Maddy panted.

“I told you, I was going to fill your teasing pussy with my cum.” Mark grunted in satisfied pleasure. A silence followed.

No, no, no! James frantically pumped his cock but the silence told him Maddy was done being fucked.  He tried to recapture the moment, pumping furiously. The sound of Mark snoring quickly echoed through the apartment. James continued to pump, remembering how Maddy sounded when she shamelessly begged Mark to fill her with cum.

Suddenly his door opened and he could see Maddy outlined in the darkness.  He pulled his hand away from his cock, ashamed at jerking off when Mark had literally just minutes earlier been able to cum inside Maddy.

She gently closed his door and like a vision in the night, she glided over and looked down at him. Now that she was close she could see that his pants were pulled down and he was trying to casually cover himself. She grinned at his embarrassment at being caught jerking off.  James started to offer an explanation but she climbed up onto the bed and then straddled his chest.  Just like she had the week before.  What was different this week though, was that she was only partially dressed.  The little silver studs on her pleather bra glittered and the black slippery smooth material kissed the wispy tendrils of evening light that gently lit his room, and then blew them his way.  And, her warm wet pussy, exposed in her nakedness, pressed into his bare chest.

She leaned over, sliding her slick pussy lips down his naked chest onto his stomach, bringing her mouth a mere fingers width from his.  Her eyes darted back and forth between his, intense and fervent like a lover’s would be, drawing him into their dark and sultry depths.  Once she was sure she had his undivided attention—as if she hadn’t the moment she’d walked in—she slipped a delicate finger in between his mouth and hers.  Then, she used her lips to press her finger to his.  It could have been a kiss but for the finger, and for the fact that they were only friends.  Her warm breath, tickling his parted and so very ready lips, delivered her message like a lightning bolt to his cock.  He felt it surge under the hand that was still trying to hide it as she rocked his world with a single whisper. “Shhh.”

James held his breath, not wanting to break the spell of the moment.  Her mouth was so close, and her moist tongue was right there with it coyly teasing her lips.  Her breath mingled with his, and he hungrily drew it into his lungs with desperate breaths knowing it wasn’t going to last.  It was like a fine wine, in limited supply, craved by all, and to be savored when one was blessed with the good fortune to have it.  Her hair was all around him, sweaty with sex and sweet with the faint memory of her shampoo from before the party had even started.

Maddy allowed him to enjoy the gift she was giving him for several seconds, each of which he wished to last for an eternity.  The only sound in the silent apartment was of their breathing, and James’ heart hammering in his chest.  And then as easily as she had given it, she took it away.

She slowly slid her finger over his lips, and thus hers.  If he could have for some insane reason dragged himself from the smoldering depths of her gaze, and somehow not pulled away to do so, he would have watched.  He’d have seen her finger tug on the flesh of her full red lips.  The tiny lines that combined to form a seductive texture of flesh created both lower and upper lips that were equally delectably inviting.  Those tiny lines would smooth with her fingers passing, then spring back into minuscule ridges and valleys pouting at the loss of her touch.

He understood how they felt.  He wanted to cry out, to plead for another single second more of her touch, but was appeased by the nearness of her mouth to his.  And then, she took that away too.

Maddy sat up, sliding her wet pussy along the slick trail leading to his chest that she’d left, in all reality, just moments before.  She gazed down at James, visibly flustered as he fought a valiant but losing battle to remain chill and casual as his eyes followed her mouth in its ascent from his.

She looked down at him, unabashed with her pussy leaking onto his chest and both of them knowing he’d heard every second of Mark pounding his cock deep inside her.  Considering James thought he was going to lose his mind at feeling her naked sex against his skin, she looked absolutely calm, and in complete control.

James considered his position, pathetically waiting dutifully for her to make use of him again. Why shouldn’t she look so self-assured? I’m the one who should be embarrassed, not only about what she’s expecting of me, but that she caught me with my hand on my dick.  Guys who get fucked whenever they want don’t have to do what I was… doing.

As if reading his mind she spoke softly down to him from her regal position above. “Were you thinking of me when I walked in?”

She reached slowly behind herself, found his hand covering his dick, and with surprising firmness gripped his wrist.  He resisted for a moment, unwilling to have his hard cock reveal what she already knew—that while Mark was inside her, the most James had been able to have was imagining what it would be like to be in Mark’s place.  Her intent was unwavering, and after allowing him a moment of fear, of realizing he would be unable to hide his most intimate of actions from her, she pushed harder. As he gave in and allowed her to push his hand down to his side, his cock sprang freely upward and brushed against her forearm.  It was over in a millisecond but it had lasted long enough for his cock to recognize it was the smooth, warm, soft flesh of Maddy, and it jumped towards the sky in a valiant attempt to have more.

The sensation of her touching the head of his cock in any fashion, with any part of her body almost short-circuited his brain, but for the dampening effect of the embarrassment of her wicked manipulation of his hand to his side.  He had been dripping profusely as he’d pumped, his cock was slick with precum, and he left a trail of it on her skin as her forearm moved past.  The angle hadn’t been great and it was a wonder they’d made contact at all.  It was so light and brief it could hardly be called a ‘touch’, yet it had left all the slick evidence needed to expose his self-pleasure completely.

She giggled and James wanted to crawl into a hole as her next words removed all not-so-subtle pretending he hadn’t been caught jerking off to her. “Oh my, that felt like you were doing more than just listening and thinking about me getting fucked. Hmmm?”

James tried to reply, to explain but she pressed her forearm, and the slick spot of his precum, to his lips. “No talking James, that isn’t what I need from you…”

He wanted to protest, but regardless of how grossed out he may have been at licking his own desperate need off of her forearm, he knew it was pointless. He’d already shown her he was willing to do much more than that little gesture to please her.

James instead focused on the bright side, as opposed to thinking about Maddy giggling in regards to anything to do with his cock (and he doubted she giggled at Mark when he pulled his cock out to fuck her).  No, instead he closed his eyes and concentrated on the feel of her skin beneath his tongue—she was pressing her body to his, the ‘why’ didn’t matter!  It didn’t take much to clean her arm, and was almost no big deal once he started.  He felt a flush of embarrassment at how he knew enough about cum licking to be so dismissive of his current task, and only because he had something much more intense to compare it to.

His tongue glided back and forth over the silky smooth skin and in his mind's eye, it quickly became more.  He could see his tongue moving up her arm, himself sitting up and taking her in his arms and holding her in the passionate way he’d always dreamed of.  He could see tumbling her over onto her back, and pinning her down like he knew other men had.  He was running his tongue over her neck, down her chest, over her breasts as they heaved in anticipation of their lovemaking…

Then Maddy chuckled, a deep throaty sound full of feminine undertones that encapsulated the sexual tension in the darkness they shared, and pulled her arm away.  His tongue chased it desperately as his eyes flew open and screamed a silent ‘nooo’ through the shadows of the room towards her.  She received the silent plea loud and clear and smiled mischievously down at him. “No James, stay focused.”

She giggled and slapped him playfully across the face. “How dare you take liberty with my arm!”

She laughingly chastised him while he struggled to regain control.  She read him like a book and his struggle was hers to enjoy.  She watched him turn a page, leaving the self-satisfying erotic fantasy in his mind to rejoin her in the cruel teasing one she was weaving around him in the present.

She'd spoken a little too loud, forgetting herself as she had unintentionally got caught up in allowing James a moment of fantasy.  She knew damn well his mind had not been on her arm, and had wanted to let out the leash a little before yanking it back.  They both froze as Mark paused his snoring on the other side of the wall separating the two bedrooms.  They held their collective breaths, and then the bed squeaked as he flopped around to get comfortable and resumed his snoring even louder than before.

She grew serious and gazed down at James.  “That’s enough of your silliness James. I’m here for one thing, so let’s get to it.”

James watched her slide her hand down over her stomach.  Her fingers followed the contours of her firm abs as they glided over the silky soft skin tightly stretched over them.  The light played a seductive game of cat and mouse with the shadows as her fingers followed a path he wished dearly he could follow himself.  He eagerly watched as he lost sight of her fingers, now extended as they disappeared between her legs.

He could feel her fingers moving between his chest and her pussy and then she withdrew them.  He watched as she brought them to his mouth, one, two, no—three fingers glistening in the dim light.  She ran a finger over his lips, back and forth, coating them top to bottom in Marks cum. “Do you remember what you’re here for James? Hmmm?”

She rubbed one finger, then another over his lips, locking her eyes to his and raising her eyebrow in expectation of a response.  He blushed and took a beat, remembering how incredible it was to taste Maddy’s juices once he’d worked his way past Mark’s cum.  He gathered himself as the slickness on his lips seeped into his mouth coupled with her expectant and unwavering gaze wore him down.  Right to the end he battled his pride as his need for her overrode the last of his defenses, and the answer teased itself out in a hesitant whisper.

“Y-yes”

She immediately plunged all three fingers into his mouth and worked them in and out, ensuring his tongue was fully coated. “Yesss, you do, don’t you?!” She couldn’t hide the excitement from her voice as James took her cum soaked fingers into his mouth as far as she wanted to push them. “You know what to do James.”

She moaned as he sucked on her fingers, running his tongue up and down each one, caressing them, teasing them, pleasing them.  She could feel his fervor and his unspoken desire that it was her tongue in his mouth, and not her hand.  His need was raw and unfiltered and it was like an electric current traveling straight from her fingertips, down into her pussy.  Every lick of his tongue, every suckle of his lips around her fingers, was a celebration of his earnest desire for more, and every second she denied him was a proclamation of her control over him.  She knew he wanted her in any way he could get her, and it was a powerful elixir that in the past week had very much become her drug of choice.

Maddy could never have imagined herself actually doing this with any man, let alone with the one who in so many ways since their childhood, was her best friend.  She’d always been met with derision when she’d brought up the idea of it with her lovers over the years, especially Mark.  Sure, she’d always wanted to experience being cleaned after a good fucking, but until last week, she’d presumed it would involve the man that had fucked her.  James had shown her that she could use him for her own pleasure, use him for something no other man would do for her, and expect no reciprocal pleasure in return.  Well, she’d known he’d fully hoped for all sorts of reciprocation, but he’d submitted to getting none, and that had blown her mind.

She didn’t fully understand it, or him, but she was glad it had happened and she was a quick study.  She was a woman, and like far too many other women, had often given more than she’d ever got.  With James, she’d found something unique, and heaven help him, she felt like she’d struck gold.  There was an expression something to the effect of ‘the first hit’s always free’ and while it may not fully apply, she was hooked.  She’d been looking forward to a repeat of last week and was going to ensure there would be many, many more repeats to come.  Why wouldn’t she?  She was a woman with needs, and James, whether he was fully aware of what he’d started or not, was the man who was going to fulfill them.

She withdrew her fingers slowly, raising them into the air and away from his outstretched tongue chasing madly after them.  A mixture of saliva and cum formed a single thread connecting her to him. It started out thick and grew rapidly thinner as the distance grew.  Minuscule air bubbles within pirouetted with the dim light as it brushed by them on its way through to illuminate the longing written over James’ face.  Before he could utter a word, and long before the thread broke and severed their naughty connection, she brought her hand down.  She wiped it front to back and back and forth over his lips, all the while keeping her eyes locked on his.  There would be no secrets between them now.  He would have to face what he was doing for her and embrace that she could never unsee it, because that made it all the hotter for her.  His face was covered in what he’d just done for her, and they were only getting started.

Maddy was getting wet from his base desire for whatever she offered, whatever she would allow him to have, whatever he could get.  It was desperate, it was shameless, and it was fucking hot in its apparent limitlessness.  Without giving him a second to recover she ran her fingers through his hair to clean them off, and then shimmied up over his shoulders to bring her sopping wet cum-filled cunt directly over his mouth.

She didn’t speak, she didn’t have to.  He knew what she wanted, and his eyes were laser-focused on the hot mess she was lowering toward his face.  Her smooth pussy lips were swollen and red from the extreme pounding of Mark’s cock.  It was as though he hadn’t been satisfied with marking her with his seed, so that as he leaked out of her later she would be constantly reminded that he’d been inside her.  No, it was as though he’d wanted to ensure her lips would do the same, remaining swollen and tender for hours, and her every movement would awaken a pleasure-pain response to imprint the memory of his cock onto her brain.  Maddy had known what he was doing, and she’d willingly given herself to him and taken everything he’d delivered.  All the while James had waited, listening, dreading yet anticipating all the while, for the sloppy seconds which were now rapidly approaching his mouth.

Her pussy was something he had always revered, dreamed about, and now it was naked before him.  He hadn’t stopped picturing every inch of it in his mind’s eye all week, and now here it was again!  Each lip was a delicate fold of enticing beauty, drawing his eye to the valley between them, that led to the bud of pleasure at the top.  He longed to flick his tongue into her and tease her there, to quicken her breath, to bring her to the edge over and over, but first had to pay the piper.  Nothing is free.

A globule of thick white cum hung heavily between the folds of her lips, and as she silently lowered herself and her expectations onto him, he opened his mouth to greet her and accept her gift.  He’d suffered the ‘stick’ by waiting in his room while she and everyone else got to party.  Now, here was the ‘carrot’, and in so many ways, it was a gift. It’s a gift of opportunity. The opportunity to please her with my mouth. He had spent a lot of time this week thinking about it, and even more time while waiting in his room tonight as ‘suggested’ by her.  It all made sense. I've just got to look at things the right way.

It was an exchange.  Maddy gave him a gift, and in return, he offered her his sincere thanks.  After all, not just any guy got to see her naked pussy.  Not just any guy got to feel her body stiffen as the orgasm his tongue had induced swept her away.  Not just any guy got to taste her sweet juices as she came all over their face.  Besides Mark, of course.

I do though, and all I have to do is accept her gift in order to offer her my thanks – with my tongue.

He wished her gift wasn’t just about the most disgusting thing he could imagine, but fair was fair and she’d made her conditions clear.  He might not be allowed to fuck her, but he could clean her, and in return, he knew he was giving her pleasure and getting to know her pussy in ways he could never have imagined.

The exchange was worth it.  Who knows, maybe in time if I play my cards right, she won’t make me accept the gift before I give her pleasure.  Maybe she will enjoy me as I am, without a belly full of another man’s cum, and instead as a man ready to please her as a man can… with more than just his tongue.  All I can do is my best, and hope for the best.

The globule oozed into his mouth as she settled onto his face, mashing her lips unceremoniously against his.  The seal was perfect, considering it was only her second time doing this.  He momentarily wondered if it was an instinctual skill, borne through the ages of women like her finding men like him to use, or if she was a natural at this.  The seal made, and her position set, Maddy wasted no time and squeezed her abdominal muscles with purpose, flooding James’ mouth with a torrent of Mark’s cum.

Warm, held at serving temperature by her insides, James tried to relax and accept what he knew was coming.  The thick mess coated his tongue and the back of his throat where it pooled, waiting for him to do his part.  He felt it pooling, knew what he had to do, knew that there would only be more and the longer he waited the bigger the first swallow would be.  It’s impossible to make a perfect seal and small amounts of Mark seeped down his throat, bringing all the many nuances of its flavor with it.

James wasn’t sure if it was the saltiness or the thick sliminess of it that made him want to gag, or just the fact that it was cum in general.  It belonged to another man, which made it worse he supposed, but he’d never swallowed his own so he had nothing to compare it to.

Has Maddy even swallowed Mark’s cum, or is she above that?  What does that make me?

James lost his train of thought as his throat opened with an involuntary reflex, overriding whatever little decision-making process he may have been fooling himself about having.  Mark's cum flowed down his throat in a voluminous rush, thick and slimy and everything he'd unfortunately remembered in vivid detail it to be.  He gulped in the hopes of rushing it along, but all that did was hasten the next globule along in its journey from Maddy's lips to the back of his throat.

As his mouth moved she adjusted herself and in doing so pressed against his nose and blocked off his air.  She seemed oblivious as she rocked her hips over his face, silently urging him to lap it all up.  James shoved his tongue inside her, striving to quell the brewing panic and focus on the task at hand.  Mark’s cum was thinning out and as he drove his tongue in as far as it would go, he started to get a taste of Maddy.

Here it was, here was what made all of this degrading cum cleanup worth it.  Here was what allowed him to look in the mirror the morning after.  Sure, Maddy was treating him like a cum dump, but she was also allowing him to taste her, to… please her, and give her what surely was the best tongue-lashing orgasm known to mankind.  Last week she’d flooded his mouth with her pleasure and he’d felt like a champion knowing he’d done that for her.  He might not say the words, but here with her on his face sharing this intimacy with him, he could say it all night long with his tongue. ‘I love you, I worship you, Maddy my queen, my goddess’.

James ran his hands lightly over her thighs, and then up her abdomen. He had been dying to feel her breasts cupped in that smooth pleather bra.  He’d been picturing running his fingers over the multitude of silver studs along the curved seams, teasing her flesh as he went.  He’d never be allowed to touch her like this in any other situation, but with his tongue inside her, it felt like it could be part of the deal.  As his fingers approached her breasts and his tongue coaxed the last of Mark out of her, he crashed to a halt into the reality Maddy had planned for him tonight.

She slapped his hands away and rose off his face. Gasping in a relieved breath did nothing to hide the disappointment on his face that he was even able to do so.  He was breathing because she was not on his face.   She was not where he’d waited with a mixture of dread and anticipation all week for her to be.  She was instead moving off him with her finger pressed to his lips.

“That’s enough James, you’ve done your job…” Maddy slid her body alongside his on the bed.  Even in his confusion, James felt his body react to the feel of her legs moving over his, her breasts pushing into the side of his chest, her naked pussy sliding over his skin.  She nuzzled into his arm like a lover, cuddling up to him with such intimacy his head spun and his cock throbbed in anticipation.  Of what, James didn’t know, but his body had high hopes, and was ready and eager, and therefore so was he.

Job? I’ve done my job? What is she— Maddy interrupted his thoughts as she pushed her finger firmly into his lips for a moment, then pulled it away with a whisper. “Just relax James, and listen…”

He turned his head ever so slightly so he could look down at her.  Her upturned face lay against the side of his bare chest, and her eyes simmered in the dim light as she watched him look at her partially opened mouth.  It was so close to his and was in the perfect position.  If he but shifted his mouth towards her, their lips would meet.  He visibly struggled to maintain his composure and resist doing something that until this moment had been forbidden between them.  He was only a man though, and ultimately the heat of her body alongside his, and her warm breath on his lips overcame his hesitation at accepting all the confusing signals she was sending him.  He started to move and like a cat waiting to pounce, Maddy made her counter-move.

She brought her hand up between them to rest her fingers over his mouth, and gently urged his head back down into the pillow. “No James. That’s not what this is. I need to talk to you, and I need you to listen, and I need to know I can trust you as I always have. Can you lay still for me James, no matter what?”

His heart was racing. What the hell is going on? She was sending him an entire novel of messages with her body, her scent, her presence… yet delivering an entirely opposite reality with her words.  She raised her hand off his mouth but left a solitary finger, trailing it over his lips as the question hung in the air between them.  His tongue had a mind of its own and it darted out.  She graciously granted it an audience, tracing her nail over it before moving on.  Her finger left his mouth wanting, as she was leaving the rest of him wanting, and came to a rest on his cheek.  She folded her finger and rotated her hand, lightly caressing him as she looked into his eyes.

“Hmm, James? Can you be a good boy for me?”

He didn’t have a fucking clue as to what was going on, but her touch was what dreams were made of and he couldn’t imagine saying anything other than what she wanted to hear. “Yes!” he panted, hoping her hand would not rest for long.

Maddy's hand slid down his cheek, followed the curve of his jaw, and then came to a rest on his chest.  She traced circles around his nipple and then as it grew hard and his breathing grew rapid she lightly pinched it between her finger and thumb.

“I’m serious James…” He nodded, but she shook her head. “Say it.”

“I'll be good Maddy, honest." He panted, only less frantically than he had a moment before.

She pinched harder, and he drew in a sharp breath as the pleasure-pain burned into the innermost nether regions of his brain. “Say it like you mean it James.  Promise me, or our little ‘talk’ here will be over.”

“Jesus Maddy, yes I’ll be good, I swear!” He panted again, this time in desperate fear that she would stop whatever the hell it was she was going say, because so far her ‘words’ felt great!

Maddy stared into his eyes for a long moment as she pinched his nipple yet harder.  To his credit, he never flinched, and this time managed to not utter a sound as he concentrated on silently assuring her he meant what he said.  Satisfied, she allowed her lips to curl up into a wicked smirk as she released him. “OK then James, I hope you don’t ruin my plans… once a night is one too many times.”

What does that mean? Her fingers moved down his abdomen and James instantly forgot the question as she brought them to a halt at his waist.  They traced a lazy loop between his hips, sliding suggestively lower with each pass.  Her little fingers danced their way into his pubes and his cock shot from darn hard to absolute rigid attention. What… what the hell is she—

“Remember your promise, James…" Her eyes were smoldering and he fell into them without hesitation.  He nodded and tried to understand what was happening.

“Close your eyes James”—her voice was soothing and her fingers were dancing through the trimmed hair around his cock—“and listen. That’s all you have to do. Just… listen.”

“Mmm.” His head was spinning and it felt right, the way she said it.  So he did just that as her fingers assured him it was the right choice.

Maddy watched him relax into the pillow and then settled her head onto his chest so she could comfortably look down at her hand, and what it was about to do.  His cock was hard, and it already looked frustrated but she knew the party was only beginning.  James was going to learn a lesson tonight, and her fingers were going to deliver it.

She traced her finger over the base of his shaft, starting at the top side, down to the bottom, then back up, and down the other side, avoiding touching the rest of it.  As her finger came back up to the top side, she moved down to his balls.

Swollen, and full of dissatisfaction they were plump vessels for her amusement.  She’d always been fascinated with cocks, and the balls though bringing her no physical pleasure, were full of what drove men mad.  That is what fascinated her.  All those millions of bad decision-making swimmers inside, with the ability to obscure all reasonable thought – such as they currently were with James.  They made it all so easy.

She weaved her way through the sparse hairs covering them and traced the outline of each nut, smiling as James tensed and struggled not to move.  He groaned and his cock pulsed, but he won the internal battle raging between his cock and his mind.

She wanted to cup them, to feel the weight of their need, but he had done nothing to deserve the satisfaction her warm palm would bring.  She moved back towards his shaft and felt him tense again.  She knew what he was expecting, as any man who’d ever been jerked off would.  Instead, as her finger reached the base of his cock she lifted it away but continued on her journey.

It was a hair’s breadth away from touching him, and every so often it actually would, with an infinitesimally light touch, do so.  Not enough for his mind to register, but more than enough for his cock.  It jumped with every hint of contact and she, in turn, pulled away so its greed was never fulfilled.  She was leading this dance, not it, and James was but a bystander to the choreographed seduction.

She never got close to the head, because that was what both his cock and James wanted, and as one they were going to learn it would never be their choice.  The room was silent but for James’ ragged breaths as he strove to withstand the dark magic she was wreaking upon his entire being.  She looked up at him and could see that his eyes were squeezed shut and his lips were pursed.  He was focused mind and soul on her touch and knowing he was remaining still simply because she’d asked him to was making her freshly cleaned pussy downright wet.

She looked down and watched his cock throb as it danced in the air beneath the magnetic pull of her finger, always a hair's breadth away from contact.  Always promising, yet never delivering, always asking for more from him, and his cock eagerly agreeing.  The minutes drifted by in an agony of teasing denial for James, and of heady power-tripping pleasure for Maddy.

A pool of precum had formed on his stomach and she redirected her finger to scoop it up.  In a slow deliberate motion, she got most of it on her finger and brought it up to his lips.  They were still pursed shut, now in avoidance, and his eyes were still closed, as if unwilling to witness what was now unavoidable.  Without speaking she wiped his precum over his lips until they were coated.

“Swallow.” Her whispered command was like a whip cracking his already shattered mind into a million pieces.  He opened his mouth and she pushed her finger in, the slimy mess he’d dribbled onto himself following.  She moved her finger around as his tongue did what she’d come to know it did best and then, after allowing him a quick suckle, she removed it.

Silently, and smiling to herself at how little he’d pushed back against her ‘request’, she returned her focus to his now thoroughly frustrated cock.  This time she pressed her fingernail into the flesh of his shaft and dragged it slowly up towards the head.  He clenched his fists and hissed in a deep breath of determination as he held them at his sides, being good and not moving.

His breathing grew rapid as her fingernail reached the head, and instead of pulling away as she’d so far taught him to expect, she carried on.  The point of her nail met the meaty flesh of his cock head and he groaned.  Loud and long.  A groan that spoke of a lifetime of yearning and earnest excitement at the presumed moment of reward.

In the next room, Mark snorted in his sleep and tossed around.  They again froze, this time with Maddy’s fingernail pressed into the head of James’ cock.  She hadn’t pulled away and she giggled as he fought to remain still and quiet.  When the snoring resumed next door, James took a long look down his body at where her finger was, what it was doing, and then looked at her.

Her eyes were pools of fire, despite the giggle fading away into the darkness between his mouth and hers. Her fingernail pressed further into the opening at the end of his dick.

“Were you touching yourself when I came in James?”

She pressed and he gasped and blurted out, “Yes!”

She pulled back a tiny bit, giving him a reward of momentary relief, and then pushed back in.  He gasped again and his hands clenched so hard his body shook, but he didn’t move. “Were you thinking of me, James? Were you picturing your cock inside of me instead of another man’s?”

James couldn’t think, it was too hard to do that and keep himself from moving, so he answered without hesitation. “Yes Maddy, fuck yeah I was!”

“Mm-hmm”—she pushed further into his slit and felt his flesh resisting the unnatural pressure—“even though you know that’s never, ever, going to happen?”

“Yesss!” He hissed as she pulled back ever so slightly.

Her breath was hot on his chest as she continued working him over. “At least you knew you had something to look forward to, something we could share… didn’t you?”

He moaned as his cock surged forward of its own accord and shoved itself against her nail.  She pulled away, not allowing it even a smidgen of self-gratification. “I don’t know what kind of girl you think I am James. It wasn’t easy to decide to allow you to see my naked pussy again once I’d realized who was beneath me last week. It wasn’t easy to agree to allow you to be a part of my sexual experiences… so intimately in the future.”

Her fingernail pressed forward into him, now that his cock had backed off. “But, because we were friends I thought I could trust you with my vulnerability. That meant something to me James, and I thought it meant something to you.”

She pressed harder, and when he gasped she pulled away.  Completely.  They lay together as he panted, and her pussy dripped with what was yet to come.  When he’d calmed, her finger resumed its hypnotic dance up and down the length of his shaft, never touching it, constantly implying that it would.  Like the primal beast it was, his cock sensed her presence and jumped to.

She watched his cock strive to match the beat to which her finger was dancing, to no avail.  As the head swelled and darkened with the pressure of the frustration she was causing it she moved on to what she’d come to do.  All week she’d planned on more than what she was now going to allow to happen tonight, but James had set the tone earlier with his shenanigans.  There was never going to be anything to do with his cock despite what her finger was alluding to, but he could have brought her to an orgasm, and he could have cleaned that up too.

“After what we’d shared, you went and chased the first piece of ass that paid you any attention, and you did it in front of me.”

He started to protest, but she wanted no words from him.  Not now, as she directed this symphony of his cock wailing for more, and his mind screaming for understanding.  Her finger was the conductor and the blood surging into his cock was the beat.

“Shh,” Maddy whispered like an aphrodisiac, her hot breath raking over his skin as the mere closeness of her finger continued to make his cock drip with manic desperation.  Her soft urging to be silent was a mockery of the madness she was inducing with her wicked touch or lack thereof, but that was the whole point.  Their new relationship, if he accepted her terms, was a mockery of what a man should expect from intimacy with a woman.  But their relationship wouldn’t be normal, so therefore nor should he have any expectations other than what she allowed him to have.

“You hurt me, James.”

Her finger brushed his shaft and he gasped, his mouth working to silently protest as his entire body shook with the effort of remaining still.

“I wanted more with you tonight.”  Her finger ever so slightly touched him again. “I wanted you to please me like you did last week, but you ruined it.”

He started to protest again and she again shushed him. “Do you like what we’re sharing… together”—she let it hang for a moment then continued—“and the things we do?”

She pulled her finger away and his cock leaped high in disbelief that it would be left so unfulfilled.  She lay her hand on his pelvis and stirred the new puddle of precum with her finger.

The seconds ticked by and as James came down from the foggy haze of her fingers promised touch, he realized she wanted him to answer. There was only one answer. “Yes!”

Maddy brought her finger, dripping with his precum back up to his mouth. “So, do you want another chance?”

She pushed it between his open and eager lips.  She held it there, allowing him to suck on her finger. He was hungry and without shame as he sucked it clean, and her pussy grew slick with what she was doing.  It was wrong on many levels, but it felt sooo good.  She held her finger there as he nodded.

She leaned in, with her finger still in his mouth. “It will be on my terms. No other women for you, from now on. I need to know this means something to you. And, I need to know where that mouth of yours has been before I let you touch me with it.”

She stared at him, waiting as his tongue slowly ran up and down the now thoroughly cleaned finger in his mouth.  It hadn’t been a question but it did demand an answer.

James looked back at Maddy, lost in the heady glow of her recent touch upon his cock.  She appeared calm and in complete control of him, and of the situation but her eyes blazed with the uninhibited fire of a woman’s power unleashed.  Her breath was as quick as it was hot on his skin as she waited in eager anticipation of his answer.

She wanted him to agree to the insanity of what she was asking of him.  She wanted him to agree to having no other woman in his life other than her.  She wanted him to agree to having nothing, while she had everything and anything she wanted in the pleasures of the flesh.  And, what made it even harder, was she’d have what she wanted in the pleasures of the heart too.  All while he agreed to be nothing more than a cum dump for her.

She hadn’t allowed him to feel her hand encircle and embrace his cock, and would never allow him to know how it would feel for her pussy to do so either.  Her intentions toward him were clear, and satisfying his cock was not included in them.

It was wild, it was mad, it was pure Maddy.  He realized as he sucked on her finger and drank in her eager stare, that he was helpless in his desire for her.  The choice wasn’t easy, he would never say that.  He was a man, of which his throbbing cock would not stop reminding him as he contemplated his future.  Yet, he was a fool for her.  There was only one answer.

He nodded.

Maddy withdrew her finger and her face lit up in unabashed innocent glee.  She leaned in and planted a lingering tender kiss upon his cheek.  When she pulled away her face was flushed, but she’d regained her composure.  She moved away from him and got up from the bed, her absence leaving a chill down the length of his body.  He already felt alone and used.

She leaned over him, laying one hand on his upper thigh and one on the pillow at his head.  Sensing the nearness of her hand, his cock twitched, unaware that its time of limited pleasure had already come to an end.  Her lips brushed his ear and she whispered two words that brought him back from the despair he was already feeling at her leaving him alone in his bed.

“Good boy.”

He wanted to beg her to stay but knew it was of no use.  As his door closed and he began to frantically tug on his cock, he told himself what he’d agreed to would all be worth it. She was Maddy, she was offering him something, and nothing else in this world could compare with that.


Chapter 04 –  Expectations

Maddy woke up late and lay still as Mark snored beside her, oblivious to the preceding night's activities.  Her mind immediately went to James and what they’d shared only hours before.  Part of her felt like she should feel guilty about what she was doing, but the rest of her told her to give herself a break.

Should she feel guilty about playing these games with James behind Mark’s back?  Mark was an ass, she’d known that long before their first kiss, and he’d done nothing but reinforce that opinion ever since.  He made no bones about it either.  He was who he was, and he wasn’t changing for anyone.  He was a great fuck, no doubt about that, her mind drifted for a moment and she subconsciously briefly touched her pussy, still sore from the pounding he’d given her last night.  However, being a great fuck wasn’t everything.  It helped… a lot, but it wasn’t everything.

That was one of the reasons why they’d been on and off over the years.  He couldn’t help chasing pussy, like a dog seeing a squirrel he was constantly distracted, and often cut loose to do what he wanted.  It wasn’t exactly flattering behavior towards her or what they shared when they were together.

The other reason was that as physically appealing as Mark was, he just didn’t ‘get her’, and that lack of connection would always be a hard stop for her.  So, as much fun as Mark might be, Maddy had always kept things with him in perspective.  Things between them were convenient when they were both in between the ‘next great thing’ and to think it would ever be more would be foolish.  So all in all, she saw no reason to feel guilty with Mark, any more than he’d remotely feel guilty towards her if the situation was somehow reversed.

James on the other hand… her fingers again found her pussy, but this time remained in place.  She knew she should feel guilty, she almost felt like she should convince herself she felt guilty but…  She gently probed her lips, rubbing them, spreading them, working them in and out, up and down, spreading… spreading them until her bud was revealed.  Engorged and almost angry in its frustration, it surged toward her fingers who eagerly embraced it, and together they danced to the rhythm of her base need.

She caught her breath as the orgasm swept her up and took her away on thoughts of what James had done for her, and what he’d agreed to do, or rather… not do, moving forward.

“Mmm,” she purred to herself quietly as her fingers reminded her of what James’ tongue had so eagerly, regardless of the reservations she’d known he must have had, done for her.  The way he’d lapped at her, and then suckled her clit as he’d coaxed every last drop of Mark’s cum from her thoroughly and mercilessly well-fucked swollen cunt…

His shameless willingness to please her had been intoxicating, and as her encore orgasm propelled her into oblivion yet again, she knew no amount of hard-fucking by Mark could ever compare to what James had so unselfishly given her.

As her breathing slowed her thoughts went back to James, this time completely guilt-free.  Was he sleeping right now… did he sleep?  She laughed silently to herself. Of course he slept—right after he jerked off when I left!

She smiled wickedly, turned on by the thought of James frantically tugging on his cock with the taste of her and Mark on his lips, and fantasies of her in his head.  One of the most powerful tools in a woman’s arsenal was her ability to read a man, and a man’s cock never lied.  She knew he and his cock had loved every single second of the mind-fuck tease her finger had subjected him to.  It had surged forward even as her fingernail had pressed far beyond what could be considered a safe amount into the slit at the end of it.  The pain of it had made him gasp.  That had made her juices flow with the knowledge he was suffering for her, knowing she had absolutely no intention of fucking him, just to be with her.

It was heady… it was almost too much to think about.  The way he had cleaned her last week, and then again last night.  In all the many years she’d known him, all the many shared laughs and struggles, and being all that friends were, she’d been innocently oblivious to the submission possible in a man… in him.  That had all changed once he’d shown her the depths of his willingness to please her, just to be with her—on her terms.  The second time around, last night, had been a mutual full-on acknowledgment of what they were doing, and that had been next-level.  Last night, he’d known what was coming, and he’d lain waiting for her for hours.  She’d tempted him with her mere presence into torpedoing his chances with Kate and then sent him to bed to wait to be used, and he’d done just that!  He’d lain and waited for all the frustration she would bring him.

Who did that? How can he be OK with just licking me? How good could that possibly be, to compensate for having to swallow Mark’s cum in order to have his mouth there?

She’d once—once—swallowed a man’s load of cum because she wanted to know how it tasted.  It had been disgusting, and she’d never done it since nor ever would, yet James had now done it for her two weekends in a row.  She’d heard him struggling to swallow it in the darkness of the night, yet swallow he did, and then he’d come back for more.  For her… to have whatever of her she was willing to give him.

She shook her head and mashed the heel of her palm into her mound, not yet ready for another orgasm, but wanting to vent some of the pressure that all these thoughts of what she and James were doing were building between her legs.  

Do I love him like he loves me?

Maddy wasn’t sure, because she wasn’t sure she’d felt real love before, and maybe that was answer enough in itself.  Mark was a good and convenient fuck but it was as far from love as you could get.  She knew that, yet with James it was… complicated.

The intensity of his love for her was intoxicating, and perhaps a bit addictive in how special it made her feel.  Maybe that was why now she didn’t want to share any part of his attention with other women.  Now that she was allowing him to lick her pussy, surely she deserved all of it.

So, yeah she enjoyed his attention on many levels, but she didn’t know if she’d ever be ready to love him.  She simply didn’t know if she was wired that way, which meant she’d always kept James at arm's length.  Friendship was easy and uncomplicated, and as of late it had more benefits than she could have ever imagined.  She’d never doubted his sincerity, rather she’d never felt like she was ready, or even could respond to him in kind.  Life was too short, with too many possibilities.

It didn’t matter.  What she could get her head around, was his devotion to her, to pleasing her, to satisfying her… with nothing more than the opportunity to do so offered to him in return.

Does that make me selfish? Cruel? What about his needs, shouldn’t that be as equally important? Why am I so OK with what I’m doing—she shook her head to herself—or more importantly, with what he’s willing to do? She didn’t know, and frankly, she wasn’t ready to ruin whatever was happening right now by overthinking anything.

“Ugh.” she moaned softly.  Mark snorted in his sleep beside her and then settled back into a snoring annoyance. Enough, you are overthinking everything!

Maddy sat up and swung her legs over the side of the bed.  Her panties were nowhere to be found.  She remembered Mark tearing them off her and tossing them aside, so who knew where they’d landed?  She grabbed Mark’s boxers lying on the floor and pulled them on.  Hanging so loosely over her hips that they barely stayed up, they nonetheless covered her swollen pussy lips, and the slick evidence of the orgasm she’d just had.

Sporting the boxers and the silver-studded pleather bra from the previous night, she stumbled out of the bedroom, into the kitchen, and into James.

“Hey.” James offered casually, but his rapidly reddening cheeks told her it was anything but. As soon as his chin had arced to the end of his nodded ‘hello’, he turned from her and suddenly became focused on opening a new box of cereal.  From behind him, she could see the blush reach the tops of his ears.  His boxers were tight, and before he’d turned she’d seen his semi-hard cock and balls pushing the material to the limits as he went about his business.  He hadn’t bothered to throw on a T-shirt, and his hips braced him against the countertop while his broad shoulders flexed as he opened the bag he’d pulled out of the cereal box.

He fumbled it, then recovered and yanked it savagely open, dumping the contents into the bowl and all over the counter.  “Fuck!”

Her eye’s widened at the outburst, and then she looked down at his shorts and the cock she’d seen so evidently desperate for fulfillment.  Listening to her instincts, and forgetting about whatever lurid thoughts had gotten her out of bed to begin with, she went to him.

James hadn't heard her approach, and he jerked when she touched him.  He looked over his shoulder and into her eyes for a long guarded moment and then began to relax.  From behind, her arms slid up his waist, and over his chest and settled there, pulling him backward against her as she pressed her body to his.  She pulled him in tight and didn't say a word, and neither did he.

They stood there for however long, her heat, her… self—seeping into him, telling him she was there and that she saw him.  For him, in the moment and looking back upon it, it would never have lasted long enough.  For Maddy, it was as long as it took for him to know that as crazy as things had been between them lately, she was still, and always would be… his friend.

She didn’t consider herself a worldly woman, whatever that meant, but she’d been around long enough, and seen and done enough in her young short life to know they were playing with dynamite.  Teasing a man cruelly, and him coming back for more was not natural, and when things were out of balance anything could happen.  There was nothing wrong with unnatural, as she was beginning to appreciate, but it had to be acknowledged, and respected.  When she felt the tension leave his shoulders, and his breathing settle, she slipped away from him, giving him room to turn and face her.  His eyes locked on hers and her breath caught in her throat.  The hunger, the desire, the unabashed love… he was so much.  She’d always ignored the obvious because she’d also known good friends were hard to find.  She’d never wanted to jeopardize that, but now she couldn’t afford to be purposefully ignorant of their dynamic.  She’d started this, lit the fuse whether it was accidental or not, and she had to own it despite the unknowns and her now very busy mind.  Is it… is he… too much?

She didn’t know, but dammit, she was going to enjoy doing whatever it meant to find out. Too much—is there even such a thing when it feels this wild?

She gave him a tentative smile, unsure of what he was thinking.  The tent in his boxers told her what his cock was thinking, but she wanted to get inside the other brain. “Hey yourself.”

He gave her a forced smile, then suddenly glanced down and eyes wide, looked back up at her in embarrassment.  His face had turned red when he’d first seen Maddy this morning because he was embarrassed to come face to face in the light of day with what he’d agreed to last night.

However, that now paled in comparison as his cock shamelessly tented his boxers further.  It was as though it could sense her and eagerly sought more of her touch.  Getting a boner around Maddy was nothing new for him, but never had his body revealed his desire so readily before.  It was as though a switch had been thrown and now there was no self-control.  He’d walked around Maddy in boxers a million times and never once had his cock betrayed him like this.  Wearing pants was different because she usually couldn’t see the effect she had on him.  Now, his desire, the desire she’d sworn to never reciprocate was making him look like the fool he’d felt like since agreeing to her demand last night.

Maddy could see the shame in his eyes and knew he was going through a lot—that she was putting him through a lot.  If this crazy train was going to stay on track, she had to do her part to keep it there.  After all, this incredibly erotic experience they were sharing had only just begun. She glanced down at his cock and kept her voice light. “Well, it’s nice to see you too!”

James blushed harder and started to turn to leave the kitchen but Maddy gently placed her hand on his arm to stop him. “Hey, come on.”

He turned back to her but was unable to meet her gaze. “Maddy, last night… what I agreed to”—he paused and gathered himself then looked at her with an intense stare—“it’s not normal!”

She didn’t give him another second to speak.  Stepping into him so that his now rigid cock was pressed between them she placed her hands on his cheeks and tilted her face up into his.  The words passing over her full red lips, the lips that gave so much to Mark and never to him, plied her salve onto his wounded ego.  Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper. “Maybe… but how does it feel when I come to visit you at night?”

It was an honest question, and one he struggled to process as his cocked throbbed against her bare midriff, separated only by his boxers.  His voice was hoarse, straining under the incredible effort it required to remain calm as her presence poured rocket fuel onto the inferno sweeping through him.  “It feels”—her body pressing into his, and the memories it evoked answered for him—“good.”

“So are you telling me”—she stared intently into his eyes as her warm breath caressed his lips—“that doing whatever we can to protect our friendship while we both explore something that we both enjoy isn’t worth it?”

How is her fucking another man and feeding me his cum while I’m not allowed to even flirt with other women fair? On what planet—she ran her finger behind his ear and cocked her head at him as she waited for him to answer.  He couldn’t think.  She acted like it was all so normal, like of course, he couldn’t be with other women because she didn’t like it.  Of course, everything was in her favor.  Of course, he shouldn’t mind, because she was only preventing them from ruining their friendship while she allowed him to experience this kind of closeness with her.  God this feels good… she feels good… those lips.

His cock surged between them and he gave the only answer he could in the moment. “No. I mean yes. I mean… it’s worth it!”

Although she was not a ‘pro’ as far as this sort of manipulation went, she kept her cool as though she was one, as he so much as admitted he was all in for her mind-fuckery. “So trust me, James. Trust us. Don’t be embarrassed that you’re brave enough to do something that most men wouldn’t.”  She traced the outline of his ear, the feather-lite touch of her fingernail a reminder of what it had done to his cock the night before. “Be proud, because I’m proud of you.”

He wanted to believe her view was the right one and he’d been looking at everything wrong but it was a tough sell.  His cock might not be worried about the fine print, but he couldn’t ignore it.  He needed to understand. “Why, because I clean up when Mark’s done fucking you just so I can um… enjoy you in the only way you’ll allow? Or, because I agreed to essentially be celibate for you?”

Maddy smiled warmly, brushing her thumb over his cheek.  She then leaned in closer, bringing her lips to his ears.  Her moist hot breath went right to his cock as she said, “Both.”

She stepped back and his cock bobbed inside his boxers in frustrated silence between them. “No more doubting yourself, or that it’s all worth it.” She cupped his cheek. “What’s ‘normal’”—she emphasized normal—“for us, is all that matters. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Any embarrassment at sporting a boner in front of Maddy, one that he knew she’d never give any satisfaction to, had disappeared in the fog of yearning she’d so easily induced in him.  James stared at her as he tried to gather his thoughts.  He couldn’t understand why he’d been so messed up just minutes earlier because now, when Maddy talked about everything, it all seemed to make sense. He nodded.

“Good.” She laughed and moved past him toward the bathroom.  She’d been desperate to get there when she’d gotten out of bed, and this drama delay had only made it worse.  That said, the elephant in the room needed to be addressed.  She turned and pointed at his crotch as a wicked smirk spread across her lips. “So why don’t you and your ‘friend’ there put some clothes on and we’ll all get on with our day. That has no part in whatever this is that we’re exploring. Now does it?”

She raised an eyebrow expectantly and James didn’t hesitate to agree.  As much as he wished it were otherwise, what he’d already experienced with Maddy was beyond his wildest dreams and he wasn’t going to fuck with a good thing.  She didn’t want to see his erection, and that hurt.  That hurt a lot, but the excitement of her even looking at it and so casually dismissing it was more than he’d shared with her mere weeks ago when she’d never laid eyes on it.  Was it fucked up?  Yeah.  Was it worth it?  Fuck yeah.

James watched her walk away, her tight ass swaying in Mark’s boxers that were a gazillion sizes too big for her, yet were unable to hide her rockin’ body.  He felt his previous doubts swirling in the back of his head, aimless, unsure of themselves, and not at all completely vanquished.  He looked at her, at what playing by her rules would gain him.  

Fuuuck.

He shook his head ruefully as she and her delicious-looking ass disappeared into the bathroom, and turned to clean up the mess he’d made all over the counter.  He sincerely hoped she was going to put more clothes on, otherwise, his pussy-crazed cock was going to make it a very long day for him.


Chapter 05 – Focus

There was a knock at the door to her apartment, and Maddy walked towards it with two pairs of eyes on her ass the entire time.  Mark was looking at her ass cheeks thinking he’d like the slap them red while fucking her doggy style later on, and James was wishing she was sitting on his face.  He’d be fantasizing later on about fucking her doggy style—when he had his hand on his dick and a bottle of lotion by his side.

Maddy smiled to herself as she swayed her ass for the men behind her whose eyes had been staring at it for as long as they knew what a boner was for.  The satin panties sliding over her skin as her jeans moved just a hairs moment in time behind the movement of her ass cheeks felt good.  No, they felt sexy, which is why she was wearing them.  She felt sexy, the men in her life made her feel sexy, and she wanted more of the heady sexual power she was feeling.  The panties added to it, not because they did anything physically for her, but because she knew how much they did for a man when they saw her wearing them.

Or, when they pressed their hard cock against them, and mashed them into her hot and ready smooth pussy on the other side of them.  Hot… wet… ready… separated only by the thinnest of slippery satin barriers.  Yes, she knew what a sexy pair of satin panties did to a man, and she loved it.  So she wore them tonight under her jeans,  wishing there was some way James could see them on her, and looking forward to Mark tearing them off her later on.

It was all very hot and good, and earlier as she went to get a drink she’d turned suddenly to ask if anyone needed anything.  That’s when she caught James staring at her ass and… her panty lines.  The lines she’d intentionally left for him to drool over.  She hadn’t yet decided what to wear for her evening with the girls but when the boys texted that they were in the area and wanted to stop in she’d made up her mind.  Jeans were casual as agreed with her girl friends, and tight with panty lines for the boys.  She had lots of thongs, but she wanted to ensure James had a little ‘extra’ to look at every time she walked away from him.

Yet she knew this ‘hot fun’ she was enjoying was all very volatile.  The way she was fucking with his mind, the way James was making her feel with his willingness to do what she asked of him… She was feeling pretty good about the new dynamic with him for sure, but she knew it was early days and the kinky fun could all end at a moment's notice.

She might not be experienced with what was happening between her and James, but she knew enough to know she was playing with fire.  A man had needs, and while she felt she was giving James something he’d never experienced before (nor had she), it wasn’t what society had conditioned them to expect from a traditional relationship. Or, at least a relationship that involved erections, orgasms, penetrations, subsequent cleanup, and ultimately for James… denial.  Therefore, as wild a ride as it was, it was unknown territory, and best traversed with care.  The excitement though, yeah that was OK, after all, what could happen if you were excited about something?  So yeah, excitement… yes, and a little teasing fun… hell yes! 

There hadn’t been any wild parties over the last couple of weeks, but she’d still nonetheless been fucked soundly by Mark many times.  Mark, had as usual gone right off into a deep sleep, and Maddy had visited James afterward to ‘feed and water him’.

It had become a little bit of a naughty joke for her to describe it that way to him, but James would only blush and mumble a weak protest before obliging her.  She liked that.  She liked how embarrassed he was about everything, yet remained committed to what they were doing.  She liked it a lot.  His embarrassment, and his willingness to come back for more.  For her.

She was feeding him Mark’s cum, and hers too once he’d done a good job.  However, her cum came out in a torrent as his tongue brought her to climax over and over again, soaking his face, and dripping onto his pillow.  So, he was watered too.

His protests at being nothing more than a cum dump to her weren’t worth listening to.  His ego could take a little abuse she figured, after all, his cock standing rock hard at attention when she climbed on top of him said it all.  He’d been naked the first time she’d crept into his room after she’d toyed with his cock to convince him to be celibate for her.  She’d ignored it, done her business with him, and then left and hoped he’d get the hint.  She’d already told him that his cock had no part in what they were exploring.

It was therefore disappointing to find him, and his hard cock laying naked, exposed, and hopeful on his bed the next time she came to visit.  This time she made him get out of bed, pull on some boxers, and then apologize for being so brash before she climbed on top and put him to use.  Maybe she had confused him by touching it, however briefly, that one time to get his pledge of celibacy.  Surely though, he could process her words when she’d said his cock wasn’t invited to their party.  He was either all in for licking her clean and nothing else, or he wasn’t.  What they were doing was wildly crazy, but if he couldn’t keep things straight between them, couldn’t remain cognizant of the fact that it could never be anything more than it was, well then…

The third visit to his room had been better.  He’d gotten the message at least well enough to lay in wait with his boxers on.  His cock had still been practically bursting through them in shameless hope for any part of her it could get, but he was a man, and it was to be expected.  To his credit, James hadn’t thrust his hips towards her or otherwise indicated how desperate his throbbing dick was.

That was what had made her feel like they were making progress.  He hadn’t been laid in who knew how long, and as much as his hand was being kept busy, he had not tried to change the rules of engagement.  Plus, she liked his struggle.  It was unlike anything she’d experienced.  His growing frustration at only being allowed to lick her was vented with his tongue in her pussy and it felt… amazing.

There had been no dating site action, no going out to the bars trolling, and no trying to sneak even the smallest contact of his cock against her when she was in his bed.  She knew how much she was teasing him, but what fun was there in not?  She was marveling at, and enjoying his ability to keep his eye on the prize by keeping his word to not be with anyone else.  And, to do his part in ensuring he didn’t damage their friendship by being like any other rutting cock that she was annoyed by without fail, daily.

She got a huge kick out of how horny he was for her, and how her naked pussy rubbing all over his face and chest made it worse.  Yet, she was also struggling with the fact that he wasn’t entirely on the same page as she was.  His erections around her were distracting him from the true purpose of their private time together.  Couldn’t he see that by not fucking they were protecting a rare commodity – true friendship?  She understood, as much as she could as a woman, that he had base needs – erections, orgasms, whatever it was that men did to satisfy themselves.  James though…he was more than that, she felt it in him when he looked at her.  It was heady, and that special thing about him was something she was hell-bent on helping him achieve to the best of his ability.

Maddy knew it might be unfair to ask him to not see anyone else, even though she was with Mark, but what about her?  She was the one exposing herself to James, letting down her guard and showing her most intimate self to him as she came all over his face.  Surely that should be worth something?  She wasn’t some hussy floating from bedroom to bedroom.  She was sharing a part of herself with James, so the least he could do was show his appreciation.

He is trying though—she thought as she reached the door—despite his cock’s attempt to lure him into ulterior motives.

As long as he kept his word, and stayed in his lane she might as well enjoy it.  She gave her head an almost imperceptible shake to clear her mind.  Allowing her self-satisfied smile to blossom into a greeting, she opened the door and welcomed her friends inside.

Katie and Sandra hugged her and breezed past, laughing at a joke they’d just shared.  The guys tried and failed to be casual as they took in the sight strutting toward them perched on heels far too high for a casual get-together.  Neither woman had ever put practical before fashion and they were both perfectly comfortable wearing what they wanted when they wanted.

Katie had miles of leg caressed by sheer black nylons that led their eyes to a skin-tight black dress, the solitary shoulder strap lending a hint of slutty fun to the sexy elegance she exuded.  Her long dirty blonde locks cascaded down her back in rivulets of golden silk and her smile lit the room.  She was a looker, and she let herself shine.  Shamelessly.

Sandra was no less stunning,  Her bare legs, with silky smooth thighs, drew a man's mind to wandering thoughts with but a glimpse of them, were only the beginning.  The white jumper shorts loosely surrounded her luscious thighs and ended just past her crotch.  The crotch however was pulled tight, hugging her mound and emphasizing her lips in a subtle seduction of the discerning eye.  A thin elastic band drew the cotton tight around her tiny waist but allowed it to flow freely onward.  Faint inch-long vertical waves propagating upward belied the insistence of the shoulder straps urging the material into her crotch.  It skimmed over her waist on its upward journey until it reached the stars.  Two plump moons that would fill any man’s sky bounced freely under its whispered guidance, unencumbered by a bra as she walked.  Her blazing red hair spilled over her shoulders and burned their eyes as it emphasized just how white her jumper was.

Together, they were spectacular, and as Maddy followed them into the room and saw the look on the men’s faces, she instantly regretted letting them come over.  This was supposed to be a girl's night, but the boys had dropped by and she hadn’t thought it would be a big deal.  She also hadn’t expected the girls to dress to the nines since they had all agreed to be chill.  She chided herself for thinking they could be anything but who they were. She sighed to herself.  She’d been too distracted with James and had slipped up.

Maddy was a drop-dead knockout and didn’t need fancy outfits to shine, but she knew men, and tonight these ones were proving her right.  Wave a shiny toy in front of them and they couldn’t help but wag their tongues.  So, as much fun as she’d hoped to have teasing James with her satin panty lines under her jeans, she knew it just couldn’t compete with jumpers, short dresses, and heels even she might kill for.

James had gone through a bit of a dry spell with women before ‘all that stuff’ with Maddy had begun.  He realized he had trouble calling it what it was but cut himself some slack.  Was it really necessary to call himself a cum dump?  Or, of late, a celibate cum dump?  He thought not, and therefore ‘all that stuff’ was perfectly fine.  He knew what it meant, and she sure as hell knew what it was as much as in the day-to-day she pretended there was absolutely nothing going on between them.

Was he even a little guilty about licking Maddy’s pussy when she was, after all, Mark’s girlfriend?  No, not even a smidgen.  Mark got to fuck her.  He got to put his cock inside her and thrust long, hard, and with deeeep strokes until he came and spewed his hot cum like a fire hose inside her.  And James, all he got was to listen to it happen, picture what was happening, and then swallow the whole load.  All of it, every last drop, if he wanted to get to Maddy, to taste Maddy.  He could barely look at Mark in the eye these days, knowing he was swallowing so much of his friends cum, but it was worth it to get to Maddy.  So… fuck Mark.  He was a jerk anyway.

Guilt-free he might be, but it had been a dry spell before ‘all that stuff’ with Maddy, and now that he was not allowed to so much as flirt with other women, it had become a mind-bending unbearable amount of time.  For a man to go this long without feeling a woman in his arms, feeling her wanton touch, and her lips on his was wrong.  To have gone so long without feeling his cock pressing into a woman’s pussy lips and then burst jubilantly free past her willing gatekeepers to plow inside her and spurt his seed was… unnatural.    Mind-bending was the correct term, he’d decided because rest assured, he’d given this a lot of thought.  So, could he honestly be faulted for being more than just a little blown away by the two women strutting on high heels towards him with their asses swaying?

Most would agree that he could not, but Maddy… she saw the look on his face and she was holding him to a different standard than most men knew existed.  One that even she did not fully understand, but one that was there nonetheless.

Mark of course had to be Mark and he jumped into small talk laced with sexual innuendos almost before they had sat down.  James had offered the occasional comment but otherwise hung back, not wanting to appear to be competing with Mark for their attention.  Sure he got a huge fucking rush when the women locked eyes with him and laughed at something he said but he was doing his best to be chill.

For one thing, while Mark simply didn’t care, James had wondered if they were perhaps already involved.  Why act like a dog, and work that hard when there was no potential reward at the end?  Sure titillating banter was fun, especially when you hadn’t been laid in as long as he had, but he had to keep it real.

That led to reason number two.  Maddy had expressly forbidden him from chasing other women.  He wasn’t allowed to fuck them, never mind so much as flirt with them. So yeah, there was that.  The fact that she wanted to control his sex life and his focus, was something he tried to put out of his mind.  The fact that he was submitting to it was something he tried hard to put out of his mind.  So yeah, staying chill was best.  No need to think about all the things he wasn't allowed to have, and all that he would be denied if he did.

He sipped his beer and engaged everyone equally.  It wasn’t easy.  Katie and Sandra were an eyeful and he was like a man parched, yet only allowed to look at the drink of water but not sate his thirst.  It wasn’t like he hadn’t thoroughly appreciated Maddy in her tight jeans, and what he was pretty sure had been a hint of panty lines when they’d first arrived.  However, the girls had shown up quickly thereafter and their outfits… well, there was no subtle about it.  Their outfits hit him right in the cock.

Katie was hot, but Sandra, in that white jumper… whoa.  The small lines emanating from the elasticized waist drawing his eyes up, and down as the cotton tugged at her tits, and also her mound were… captivating.  It was all very subtle.  A gentle depression of the jumper downward between her breasts, which only drew one’s eye to the curves beyond.  The faint play of light along the sides where pussy lip met thigh.  The material following the curve of her lips, up, over, and dipping delightfully in the middle.  Right where the magic happened.  Right where any other guy would be wishing his cock was—right then and there, or any time she wanted.

Not me though, he told himself with forced conviction.  It lasted for at least a solid millisecond. OK, I do want more than anything, to fuck the hell out of Sandra right here and now in front of everyone! I don’t care, I’m so fucking horny but…

He told himself it was worth it to follow Maddy’s wishes.  After all, being able to lick her sweet pussy is pretty amazing.  He doubled down on his inner pep talk. No… surely being able to lick Maddy was worth not chasing some hot number in a white cotton jumper.

James tried.  The bare thighs, the red hair teasing her shoulders, and the tops of her breasts that jiggled, just a bit as she laughed, he ignored it all.  So he thought, as he tried to give everyone in the room equal attention, and in Maddy’s case far more than the others.

Perspective is everything and perhaps it was a blessing he was unaware of how wrong he was.  If he realized his tongue was hanging out of his mouth as much, if not more than Mark’s he may have refocused himself for fear of upsetting Maddy.  The last time he’d ‘screwed up’ she’d used him purely as a cum dump, denying him her sweet nectar at the end, and he didn’t want that.  It was a blessing for him because it was already too late, and the ramifications of making Maddy feel as though she was not the center of his universe were already out of his control.

Maddy sat down on the sofa directly across from James.  She crossed her legs, the tight jeans moving with a seductive whisper of soft denim on denim, unheard by all because of the music.  The tight jeans that would guide the eyes of any man with a heartbeat, and subsequently lead them down to where they bade them adieu. The eyes would not dwell on the past, as her slender ankle would beckon them onward, to her bare foot dangling all five delicate digits delightfully in the air.  If that man were but to look, they would playfully wiggle and wave at him in minute waves as they danced to the beat thumping in the background.

There were two men there.  One was a dog and, a damn good fuck.  The other had never known what it felt like to have her pussy wrapped around his dick, and never would.  That was the one she wanted to be looking at her, focused on her… and he was not.

She laughed at both Mark’s and James’ jokes, while effortlessly engaging with Katie and Sandra.  It wasn’t their fault James was weak.  Yes, they had overdressed, and she’d pay that back in spades in due time, but he was the one drooling.  She momentarily laid her hand over Sandra’s bare thigh, laughing at what she’d said.  Turning her head, she nodded to James in agreement that indeed, Sandra was funny.

Her smile never faltered as she sighed to herself, there was no need.  He had this moment, and she hoped he was enjoying it.  She knew that she'd asked something of him most men would never have dreamed of agreeing to, and that meeting her expectations was hard.  It was, however, no excuse for failing in his commitment to her.  If even only in thought, and not-so-subtle attention to another, it was a betrayal.  

And, that was unacceptable.

Maddy hadn’t missed a thing tonight, and she was going to make sure he knew it.


Chapter 06 – Cause

James grunted as his cock exploded in his hand, images of Sandra’s white jumper and Maddy’s smile swirling around in his head.  He lay there for a solid minute, trying to sort out his head as the cum dribbled down over the side of his hand gripping his already softening cock.

He felt like all he did these days was jerk off.  Mornings before work; thoughts of Maddy smiling at him, and of her breath on his neck while whispering her witchy words into his ear.  Nightly, before bed; picturing her pussy dripping with Mark’s cum as she lowers it onto his face, lips swollen and sore from the brutal pounding of his cock.

He couldn’t get her out of his head, nor the memory of how good it felt to fuck a warm… wet… pussy.  Which was exactly what Maddy had forbid him to pursue, if he wanted to enjoy the fruits of her sexual escapades with another man.

He couldn't help but feel like she was in a not-so-small way controlling him.  He had never imagined himself as a submissive man.  He didn't take shit from anyone, and never had.  That was one thing he had in common with Mark.  Mark was a loud brute in just about every way he handled himself, whereas James was much more polished, but neither of them took shit from anyone.

Yet here I am, jerking myself raw because I’m ‘not allowed’ to pursue women and cum the way other men do… the way Mark gets to inside Maddy.  Though he was alone, he felt himself blush at the thought of having Maddy impose rules upon him.  Who is she to tell me I have to devote myself to her?

He remembered how her cum tasted as he lapped it from her swollen lips. He blushed further, as he acknowledged that Maddy had normalized things between them for him to swallow Mark’s cum just to get to hers.  What does that say about me, that she thinks it’s perfectly fine to feed me another man’s cum?  She doesn’t feed it to Mark, because he’d never allow it.  Yet now I’ve become part of her nightly ritual, listening to her get fucked and then having to swallow the hot n’ thick load her lover had literally just spewed inside her.

He couldn’t deny what he was doing for her, just to have any part of her she was willing to share with him.  She was unapologetic about turning him into her private cum dump, and she was unapologetic about using his face for her pleasure.  James answered his own question. That’s who she is, and that’s why she gets to make the rules, because she knows she can.

He wiped his hand off with a Kleenex and stood up, looking at himself in the mirror.  His time at the gym had given him the body of an Adonis, yet Maddy didn’t seem to care.  Sure Mark looked just as good, and he couldn’t deny how much bigger Mark’s cock was, yet it just seemed so unfair to be this attractive and have Maddy not see it.  Why doesn’t she think of me like she thinks of Mark?  Why doesn’t she want to fuck me? She’s friends with Mark too, so why isn’t she worried about ruining that friendship with sex?

He couldn't understand many things about Maddy, nor his inability to say no to her.  She permeated his every thought and desire, and it was maddening that he couldn't break free of her grip on his entire being.  Not that he necessarily wanted to, because he couldn't fathom his life without her in it, but sometimes…

He sighed in frustration even as his dick still hummed from spurting the seed Maddy did not want into his hand.  Sometimes a guy has needs and she was resolute about not being a part of meeting those needs for him, and that sucked.  For him.

He thought about how engaging her two friends had been the other night.  They were so damn sexy in their outfits and the way they laughed at his jokes… It was like they really 'saw' him as a man, not just as a cum dump and pleasure provider the way Maddy did.

How could he not be smitten with the stocking-clad legs of one, and the way the jumper pulled up into the crotch of the other?  It had been so very long since he'd felt a woman's embrace around his cock, how could he not appreciate the very femininity of Maddy's friends?

Besides, he hadn’t drooled, nor had he tried to pursue them, he told himself.  He’d been respectful of Maddy’s rule that he couldn’t pursue, never mind sleep with other women.  Sure he had appreciated them as women, but he’d always returned his gaze to Maddy, to her beautiful smile and her absolute perfection as a woman. Hadn’t he?

He felt uneasy.  As though he was missing something.  Was he not even allowed to look at other women?  That was absurd.  She hadn’t demanded that of him, she wasn’t cruel, she wasn’t that controlling.  Why would she be?  Surely denying him the right to be with other women while denying him of herself was already far beyond controlling enough?

He got out of bed and pulled his boxers on over his spent and limp dick he’d rubbed raw. Now, you’re the one fucking up your mind—he shook his head to clear it—as if Maddy wasn’t doing a grand job of that on her own. Nah, buddy, you're good. There’s nothing wrong with engaging other women in a polite social way. I’m a man dammit, how can I be faulted for doing what any other man would do?

He felt the thought gnawing at him. Yes, but did you have to engage them so enthusiastically? He shook his head once more, yanking his T-shirt over it as he tried to clear his thoughts.  He didn’t know.  What he did know was that he couldn’t get Maddy out of his mind, and couldn’t see a way to escape her demands while taking what she was willing to give him.  He felt the blush return, because he wasn’t sure he wanted to escape anything that ultimately pleased Maddy.  His cheeks burned as he stood in front of the mirror alone with his thoughts, because perhaps out of everything else he might be feeling, that said it all.


Chapter 07 – Effect

“If you have any questions, just ask!” The sales girl at Simone’s Sex Shoppe was upbeat and casual as she glanced meaningfully at the midnight Black 8-inch dildo Maddy had cupped in her hand, and at the SpareParts Joque harness the mannequin was wearing.

Maddy blushed, declining the friendly offer as she lowered her inquisitive hand.  She'd never been with a Black man, nor had felt the heft of one's meaty cock.  Nor had she set out today to linger in the dildo section momentarily distracted by curious thoughts of Black delights.

Maddy looked over towards the intended purpose of her visit, at the tall glass-encased shelving unit against the wall.  LED lighting illuminated each shelf, and the contents displayed upon them.  Dark rich lines coursed through the wood of each and every shelf, the stain drawing out the subtle hues teasing the edges where they ran together.

The items perched atop the dark grains of wood were subtle as well.  Their smooth lines and polished surfaces belied the unyielding conviction of complete submission they would demand.  If one were to dare put one on, wielding the implicit power of its length, and girth.

She'd noticed the display when she and Mark were last here.  He'd wanted to get her a slutty nurse outfit, and while chatting with them the sales girl had brought their attention to the display.  The knowing wink she'd given Maddy before 'leaving them to it', had been all woman-to-woman and made Maddy smile.

There was no way in hell Mark would entertain even discussing the display, but the concept it represented had teased her mind ever since.  It wasn't like she'd been focusing on it, but with James' behavior and the high-stakes game she was playing with him, she knew she needed help.

What James had been willing to do for her so far was telling her that she could only try.  He might not like what had caught her eye so many weeks before, but he was the one who had made it necessary for her to come back to this store to have another look.  It was all on him.

The sales girl followed her gaze and casually moved towards the cabinet while engaging Maddy.

“You know, it’s all the rage now…”

Maddy looked at her.  She’d only thought it would be a fun way to remind James of his commitment to her by eliminating any chance of him fucking another woman.  The look in the sales girl’s eye indicated there might be more to it than the obvious.

“Why is it all the rage?”

The sales girl smiled, silently acknowledging the anticipated question.  This was her favorite part—opening another woman’s eyes to the world that one of these wicked devices would lay at her feet.  A world that sadly, far too many women were oblivious to.  She slowly ran her finger over the domed surface of a metal cage….her delicate digit emphasizing the power of the will guiding it represented.

“Well dear, let me tell you…”


Chapter 08 – A Thousand Drinks

James walked up to Maddy's door and knocked.  It was the kind of casual knock you gave in a perfunctory manner, almost as an afterthought.  Why would there be any thought to it?

It wasn’t all that unusual for Maddy to invite him over to her apartment when there was nothing special going on, after all, the three of them hung out most of the time anyway.  Yes, they hadn’t done this since she’d started sitting on his face, but he wasn’t going to overthink that.

It also required no thought for his physical and emotional responses to kick in full-throttle when the door opened, and he took in Maddy standing there welcoming him.  Her full lips blushed with her natural beauty, drawn into a welcoming smile that would have dropped any man to his knees.

James however had the advantage of a lifetime of calloused knees that had eventually garnered him the ability to take another breath and remain standing, and that made him cocky.

Most days, in fact, every day until today, being cocky had done him just fine. It gave him a measure of having some sense of self as he orbited around the burning sun that was Maddy.  He still felt fine after he took that second breath, but it was an allusion whose time was coming to an end.

She wasn't wearing any makeup, not that she ever needed to.  Her presence filled his senses as it always did but tonight there was something about her and he noticed it instantly.  He noticed everything about her and so it was only natural that he picked up on the fact that tonight, she was… different.

She radiated a welcoming energy that took him aback, if only for a moment because if there was one thing he knew, it was that she’d never looked at him like this.  His head spun for a second moment as the primal beast in him directed his eyes from hers.

He never saw the glint of self-satisfaction in Maddy’s eyes as his struggled to remain on hers, and then ultimately gave in to the base desires of the balls between his legs.

Her hair hung down over what to his discerning eye was, or at least what he hoped was, a bodysuit.  In his mind, nothing surpassed the visual of a woman's mound outlined in the sensuous femininity of her underthings.  If said mound was cupped in material being relentlessly pulled upward toward her breasts, then all the better.

Its soft black wool hugged her waist and shamelessly caressed her breasts, pulling across them, the thinness of it revealing her nipples standing pert and proud.  A silver key glinted in the light, dangling from a thin silver necklace that hung between them.  James and never seen it before but gave it little thought as he followed the material upward.  It flowed up over her breastbone, wrapping around her neck and folding over on itself in a luxurious wave.  The turtleneck finish was but an accent for the smooth flesh of her neck, but his primal hunger for more resisted the urge to carry on upwards to her lips and instead shot downward.

The waistline of the grey wool skirt hugged the bodysuit, but it quickly sought freedom and its pleats danced outward over her hips, amplifying her every move.  Their hypnotic effect was only overcome by the sight of the sheer black nylons sliding over her thighs.  The primal hunter in him could hear, imagined or not was irrelevant, the subtle rustling of nylon on nylon as she shifted her stance entirely and unbeknownst to him, for his benefit.  

He stood in her doorway as she overloaded his senses with the deftest of feminine wiles.  His cock pulsed in his pants as she plied her final touch.  She wasn't wearing any shoes, and her small feet slipped and slid in place over the hardwood floor as the nylons failed to grip its slick cool surface.  In a matter of seconds, she had shattered any illusion that he could withstand her presence any more than an unsuspecting man could.  Satisfied that she was well on the way to having him exactly where she wanted him, she broke the spell that she'd so mercilessly but moments before weaved upon him.  That she'd done it with nothing more than a hint of flesh from her bare arms and neck while covering the rest of herself in soft wool, and nylons, was nothing more than a gateway drug to what she hoped to achieve with him tonight.

She playfully swatted at his chest, allowing her hand to linger for an infinitesimally small amount of time.  She knew that for him it was an eternity, because despite his best efforts he wore it all on his sleeve.  She laughed playfully and turned as she casually beckoned him inside. "Come on in, you know where the fridge is."

He followed dumbly, the pleats of her skirt cajoling his eyes with the promise of a glimpse of what lay beneath their not-so-innocent folds as they bounced playfully over her tight ass.  She dropped onto the sofa with an air of casual ease, her bodysuit gripping her tightly and her anything-but-innocent skirt settling around her.

One leg draped over the other, while the nylons slid over themselves.  The ferocious whisper of minuscule sheer threads, each clamoring over the next in a frenzy of need to touch all of her, screamed a need into his cock.  It screamed back with frustration at its denial of her, and this time it didn't pulse, it surged.  Into his pants, not into her.  Never into her.  He let out an involuntary sigh as he briefly thought about what she gave Mark, and in turn, denied him. He turned away and brought the cold beer he'd taken from the fridge to his lips.  He tried to pretend she hadn't just knocked him on his ass with a simple polite and everyday normal greeting. Jesus, what’s with her tonight?

As far as he could tell he was holding it together pretty well.  Sure, she normally hung out in her apartment in more casual clothes but he told himself he was overthinking it.  He started to wonder if he'd made an ass of himself when he first saw her but quickly told himself he'd barely looked at her on his way thru the door.  He gave her his best 'hey' smile and looked around the room realizing the lighting was somewhat subdued.  He'd been too busy looking at Maddy to notice until just now.  A guy could only process so much at once.  He took in the small dining table lit with candles and the New Country music playing softly in the background.  Some cowpoke was wailing about his woman leaving him for another man and a guitar howled along in agreement.

What’s with all this?

He had to ask. “So…what’s with the request to cab it so ‘we can party on a Wednesday night’ all about?”  He gestured, trying to keep it light. “And, what’s with the mood lighting?”

Maddy smiled warmly and was about to answer when there was a knock at her door. She hopped off the sofa, sending the pleats of her skirt bouncing up around her thighs as she did so.  She said to him over her shoulder, choosing to allow him to enjoy the view without ‘catching’ him doing so.  “Hey, set the table will ya– supper’s here.”

She could feel his eyes following her and it felt good.  She was slightly surprised by how much it had bothered her that he was looking at her friends the other night, but she had decided to face her emotions head-on.  Yes, he had only looked and hadn't tried to pick them up, but it had made her realize she wanted more from him.  She liked his undivided attention, and couldn’t see why that should be a bad thing.  His agreeing to be celibate for her had been an incredible moment in her life, and the power he’d given her over his sexual freedom had made her pussy drip for days.  

He had shown a willingness to observe her wishes in a way she never thought a man would ever agree to.  She’d never once thought something like that was possible, and still wasn’t sure exactly how the idea of asking it of him had formed in her mind.  She definitely had been unprepared for how much it would turn her on and how empowered as a woman it would make her feel.  But, his behavior the other night had sullied her achievement with him.  

Despite the promise she'd extracted from him and her plans tonight, she still didn't consider herself dominant.  This was nothing more than a woman exploring something that made her feel good about herself, and a man who was willing to give her that.  It was therefore not dominant to want to address his behavior, it was pragmatic.  His wandering eye had told her his cock was eventually going to come between him and his promise to her.  

Yes, but what you’re going to ask of him tonight makes his earlier promise seem like child’s play.

She couldn’t imagine a man allowing her to take away his right to his own pleasure, but if he did, if she could somehow pull this off tonight… Her pussy grew damp as she considered it.

How could any man… why would… there’s no way, but… what if he did?

She walked towards James with multiple brown paper bags in hand with the restaurant's logo splayed over them in a red Chinese font.  James had just poured her a drink and moved to help her.

She tried to remain focused as the wave of naughty thoughts made her heart race and her pussy drip.  The sales lady had given her a lot to think about, and it had all led to wanting to explore this with James.  She liked how he looked at her, and what he'd so far been willing to do (or not do) for her, and she couldn't deny what it did for her ego.  It was fun too, at least for her. After all, it wasn't every day a girl had a friend who'd do what James had done for her so far.  A nice supper, generous drinks, and a whole lot of sexual undertones to massage him into wanting to agree to her new demand was an easy trade in her mind.

His heart skipped as his fingers brushed over hers while taking a bag from her.  She smiled at him, acknowledging the touch, and his heart double-timed and then imploded.  It was too much and after her effect on him over the past few short minutes, he couldn't take anymore.  He didn't think she noticed the breath he took to steady himself, but she did.  Oh yes, she did.

She slapped his arm playfully, her smile and tone belying the wickedness of calling out what she’d been doing to him. “Steady there Romeo, don’t drop our supper!”

He blushed and mumbled something incoherent and she let it slide, knowing he needed some space and time to breathe.  That was OK, she had all night.  She gestured to her chair. "Why don't you pull out my chair and help me take my seat?"

Her coy look could not hide the mischievous glint in her eye and he chuckled, dismissing her odd request as simple fun.  He took the rest of the bags from her and placed them on the table.  Turning, he pulled out her chair and swept his arm out over it in a grand gesture. Why not play along?

He couldn’t help but notice the skirt riding up her thighs as she sat, the black nylons whispering hints of secret delights as they enjoyed what he could not see.  She caught him looking and he blushed, clearing his throat and moving to open the bags.

She sat silently like a woman expecting to be waited upon, as he tried to act like he hadn't just been caught drooling over her thighs.  He scooped a bit of this and that onto her plate, avoiding her eyes.  She waited until the blush had receded from his cheeks and then relaxed her grip, while simultaneously belittling what she'd just put him through. "That's great, grab a plate and take care of yourself silly!"

She laughed at all of his jokes and smiled at him when he had anything to say.  The candlelight teased her lips, and his eyes sought their every movement as she spoke.  The light, the music, her soft laughter and smile, and her eyes hinting at… It was incredible for him, and she knew it, she could see it.  She would hint at liking another drink and he would find himself pouring her one.  The dishes disappeared from the table, carried away in his hands, as were all the containers.  He was only being a good host, though she had been the one to invite him over for dinner.  The details were irrelevant.  What mattered was his desires and her intent.

He didn’t realize he was waiting on her and she wasn’t about to point it out.  He’s carrying on like this after being denied simply trying to get laid? This is crazy! What will he be like after tonight?

As he finished up she moved back to the sofa.  When everything had been put away she patted the cushion beside her. "Come on, leave all that, and come sit with me."

He was about to mention that 'all that' had been thoroughly cleaned up already but the smirk on her lips told him there was no need.  She knew, and she liked him knowing it. Damn, what is going on with her?!

He moved to sit at the end of the sofa but she patted the cushion right beside her. “Here.”

He found himself sitting without thinking.  She’d encouraged him to keep his cup full during supper and he was feeling the beginnings of a beer buzz.  It took him a full millisecond to sense her body sitting beside his, and the heat of it seeping into his entire consciousness.

Holy fuck.

She felt his body tense and knew he’d caught up to where she’d brought him thus far.  She pivoted, her skirt sliding over the faux leather sofa in synchronicity with her smooth ass.  Her saucy cheeks enjoyed the slippery ride, as did the bodysuit thong pulled up tight between them.  It was just as well he had no idea of the party that was going on under her skirt because she wanted to 'control the roll' as she fucked his mind tonight.

Maddy rested her elbow on the back of the sofa and lay her hand on James' shoulder. "I'm glad you came over tonight. With Mark being away for work I thought it would be a great opportunity to talk about what we've been doing…"

His breath hitched as her fingernails trailed a path over the flesh of his neck, teasing the short hairs he’d had trimmed up at the barbers, fortunately just that week.  “I uh…” He was taken aback.

What? We don’t talk about this? Why are we talking about this?

He'd not been able to forgive his behavior when upheld against his moral upbringing, but he couldn't ignore his acceptance of it.  He just didn't want to talk about it.  It made it too real.

She trailed her nail down his ear, top to bottom, then teased the inside of it.  She then scraped it over the flesh of his jaw, following the lines of it only to float up over his chin to his lips.  From the side, she brushed her fingertip over his lower lip and then pushed into his mouth and over his tongue, invading and imposing her presence on the most sensitive part of his body, other than his cock.

People didn't do this.  They didn't touch other people's tongues, and they didn't tease them with hard-edged white-tipped fingernails.  They didn't assume it was OK to do so, and most certainly a woman did not do this to a man she wasn't fucking.  But Maddy did.  She was doing it to him and his need overrode his pride and he pursed his lips around her delicate digit and sucked.  He turned his face toward her and sucked hard, drawing her in, into his mouth, and over his tongue, giving all of himself to her without a thought. 

He’d long ago given up protesting the injustice of being a slave to his need to please her.  His first belly full of another man’s cum mixed with hers had seen to that.  So, if she wanted to gift him the pleasure of her finger upon his tongue, who was he but a hapless servant to her whims?  He suckled it, and because he was a man who still thought with his dick, he immediately tried for more.  He taunted her finger with his tongue, promising unimaginable pleasure if she'd only accept his offering.  She didn't though. Her finger slid around over his tongue at her pleasure, not his, and did what it wanted without regard for his pathetic attempts at manipulation.

He suckled it without shame for a full moment, before reality kicked in and he realized what he was doing, much to his horror.  It was too late, she’d witnessed his need and shameless lack of control in satisfying it, and he was mortified.  What he’d done for her to date had been humiliating but he’d always prided himself in acting cool about it.  Now, she had seen the veil pulled back and his desperate desire for her on full display.  He tried to pull his mouth away as the shame of what he’d allowed her to glimpse washed over him, but she gave him no quarter.

Her finger pushed further in.  She slid her smooth bare ass over the sofa as she pivoted further, gaining leverage to ensure her finger stay exactly where she wanted it to be. Her cheeks flushed in an involuntary display of arousal as he allowed her to probe his mouth.  She kept her finger where it was, silencing him in an erotic gag of the featherlight touch of her finger upon his tongue.  

“We do need to talk, and I think that despite your current embarrassment, you know we need to as well..”

Her eyes drew him into their siren’s song beckoning him to satisfy her every desire, and the question escaped him before he’d fully thought about it.  Her finger made the words unintelligible but she understood him nonetheless.  “Wha oo we eee oo alk about?”

“This.” She stroked her finger over his tongue. “Can we both agree that you like pleasing me?”

There, I said it! She felt elated as the question had finally passed over her lips and into his ears.  He would admit it, commit to it, or he wouldn’t, but at least she’d given the unspoken a voice.  The crotch of her bodysuit was growing wet with her excitement. We’ve both felt it for Christ’s sake, so why can’t we talk about it?

He tried to speak but her finger was not finished with his tongue.  She was gently pushing down, and then easing up as if suggesting he should nod in acceptance.  His face was beginning to blush as he stared into her eyes while she manipulated his tongue.  He couldn’t ignore her question if he wanted to.  She was calling him out on what they both knew to be true.

She’ll know how you feel! Her finger felt so good he wished she’d just let him enjoy it instead of insisting on an answer he didn’t want to give.

Look at what you do for her, doesn’t that say enough? He remembered how that same finger had teased his dick while she whispered her naughty wish for him to not pursue other women in his ear…

You can’t take an admission like this back! His cock was ready to bust through his pants as her finger slid over his wet tongue…  He gave up trying to think as her finger traced a circle, and then pushed down once again, urging him on.

He finally nodded, his cheeks now beet red as she denied him the ability to use his voice to try and make light of his answer.  

Maddy's finger had ensured the answer she was waiting for had remained simple.  Her smile lit the room as she slowly removed it.  She lingered for a moment on his lips while his tongue shamelessly sought to draw it back in, and then she withdrew completely.  He expected to be embarrassed at displaying his wanton desire for her by chasing after her finger with his tongue, but he wasn't.  There was no judgment in her eyes as she wiped her finger on his shirt, only acceptance of what they both had already known.

“That wasn’t so difficult, now was it?” She pursed her lips in a playful smirk.

He cleared his throat and reached for his beer, avoiding answering her.  He took a long pull on it and put it down, determined to recover some semblance of control over his evening. He adjusted himself so he sat angled toward her.  “Maddy, I’m not sure I’m comfortable—“

She pivoted on the sofa, drawing one leg up under her, the nylons sliding over the cushion and under her with slippery ease.  She smoothed her pleats out over her thighs with one hand, the other had already pressed her finger to his lips. “James, we need to get comfortable with a lot more than just talking about what’s been happening between us.”

His hand was resting on his thigh and she lowered her finger to lay her hand over his. She traced the valleys between his fingers with her fingernail, up one, and down the next, her eyes never leaving his. “How about I start?”

He nodded and adjusted himself in his seat.  He was rock-hard and they both knew it. He also knew he wasn’t supposed to involve his dick in their time together so he tried to be casual.  She smiled knowingly.  “Well, for one thing, I appreciate that.”

“What?” He feigned ignorance, not wanting to acknowledge her lack of interest in the cock she was doing such a great job of exciting.

She glanced meaningfully at his crotch. “I like how you respect my wishes, even though your body is screaming for something I’m not willing to give you.”  He blushed furiously and glanced away. She reached out and touched his chin, drawing him back. “Don’t be embarrassed, James. Never be embarrassed about respecting my rules.”

His breath caught at her last word and his dick throbbed. Rules… he knew she’d been imposing rules like making him hide his dick when she came to sit on his face, and not being allowed to be with other women, but she’d never labeled them.  Why that word on her lips made his dick twitch he had no idea, in fact just about the only thing he knew these days was her ‘rule’ meant he couldn’t remember when he last got laid. Ugh, I can’t think with her finger teasing me!

She traced her finger over his lips and then returned to tracing lines over his hand. “Doesn’t it feel good knowing you’re making me happy?”

He paused, trying to ignore her fingernail running over his skin. “I don’t know how to answer that Maddy. I mean yes, of course I enjoy making you happy but making you happy means I don’t get to…”

She let out a low seductive laugh. "What? You don't get to stick your dick in me like other men do? You don't get to fuck me like a primal beast every time you get a raging hard and I'm there for the taking? Why would you ever want to be like other men?"

She didn't give him a chance to answer that because she knew what he and any man would say.  "What you get James, is to show me how much you respect me. You get to use your mouth to do something for me that any other man in my life has never done and would never do.”  She looked up at him from under her eyelashes. “Don’t you feel a sense of pride that I’m comfortable sharing myself with you in a way I haven’t with any other man?”

He stared at her. How the hell did she just manage to turn the complete rejection of my dick, and feeding me her boyfriend’s cum into something I should be proud of?

She squeezed his hand as she read him like a book. "James, I'm serious. When you think about how it feels when I come to visit you and sit on your face, when you get to use your tongue to show me how you feel about me… doesn't that feel good?"

She lifted his hand and slowly drew his thumb into her mouth,  Maddy tilted her head down onto his thumb and looked up at him from under her eyelashes, as if she was sucking his cock and not his thumb.  He gasped as her tongue floated over the tip of it then ran up and down its length.  She suckled it, and then pulled it out of her mouth with an exaggerated 'plop', and he let out an involuntary groan. "I bring Mark pleasure one way, and he brings me pleasure in another, but you bring me pleasure in such a unique way James I just can't get enough of it."

How many times had he heard that noise as she fluffed Mark before fucking him?  He knew that sound very well, but never in her presence and never as she pulled her mouth off his dick!  She gently lay his hand back on his thigh, her hand remaining on his to soften the point she was making.

"Doesn't it feel good knowing you're bringing me pleasure in a way no other man in my life has?"  She waited a beat and then dropped her voice to a sultry whisper. "Because, when you make me cum after cleaning up the mess Mark so arrogantly left inside me, I feel special. You don't ask me to do all those things that I know you hear me doing with Mark, and that makes me feel more than special. So I ask you again James, don’t you feel good about it too?”

But, I want to ask you to do all those things damn it! He could only nod as the sound of the mocking blow job she'd just given his thumb rang in his ears.  What could he say, when she had glaringly not said nearly enough to encompass what it meant for him to be there for her in the way she liked?  She had just downplayed the humiliating fact that she used him as a cum dump, while summarily dismissing that he was a man with a dick that so very urgently had needs too.  He could still feel the memory of her tongue on his thumb and his cock throbbed with want for what she wasn't giving.  He imagined all too well how it would feel if she would only just use his dick the way she did Mark's.

Her voice was soft as was her touch upon his hand. "Tell me, James, I need to hear it. Tell me you like making me feel the way you do…"

She was twisting everything around and making everything between them seem so natural, he just couldn't put his finger on exactly how.  He regretted the many beers he'd had leading up to this conversation.  She had him spinning right now and he couldn't resist the urge to answer honestly despite all the things she wasn't acknowledging. He knew despite every cock-teasing moment he had with her, it was better than no moment with her, and… he guessed he should count himself fortunate.  He took a breath and let it out slowly.

"Yes… I like the way I make you feel." He pictured her pussy over his face. "I uh… I like how you feel when you’re with me.”

“You mean when you’re cleaning another man’s cum out of my pussy in the hope that I’ll allow you to get me off on your face?” She maintained a sincere questioning look as she needled his ego further to where it had to be tonight.

He coughed into his hand and looked away.  She reached out and touched his cheek, guiding his gaze back to her.  She raised her eyebrows expectantly.  He wasn’t getting out of answering this.

He drew a breath and let it out in a rush as though it would make the admission less powerful if he just got it over with.

“Yes.”

“I’m so glad you shared that James!” She smiled and squeezed his hand. “See how good it is to talk about things?”

He wasn't sure about that at all, but she smelled good and her stocking-clad knee was pressing into the side of his thigh so he offered yet another nod.  Speaking wasn't going to be his strong point tonight.

Maddy could feel the momentum building and knew she had to press on. Can I pull this off?  She could feel the moist anticipation seeping out of her and coating her tender lips. I think so!

She had him tasting the hook, she just had to set it.  She kept her tone light, but there was the barest hint of an edge to it. “All that said, your behavior the other night with my friends did not make me feel good…”

He looked more horrified than confused, and that was a green light for her.  She shifted closer to him, her bent knee riding up over his thigh while her other leg pressed against his.  Her skirt rode up, and the nylons beckoned his gaze up her thighs to the pleats lying over them. She laid her hand on his chest. "Do you know what you did wrong?"

“Wrong?" He frowned as he processed her words and her hand lying on his chest at the same time. "Maddy, what—“

“You promised not to be with, or pursue anyone else."

She leaned in and brought her lips to his ear.  Her hand dropped to his upper thigh, her fingers draped over and down into his crotch.  A hair north and she'd be touching his balls, but a hair was a hair and he therefore had to settle for the hope their closeness brought.  Her warm moist breath made his cock surge in his jeans, but her words sent him reeling in confusion.

"You promised to keep yourself for me."

She allowed just a slight hint of wounded pain in her voice.  Just enough to subconsciously make him feel a twinge of guilt without sending him off-course on a downward spiral of emotions.  She pulled back just enough so her face was inches from his, her hand still promising everything and nothing as it rested on his upper thigh.

James was speechless.  What the hell is she going on about? Her friends… all I did was make conversation. He implored her. “Maddy I don’t understand, I didn’t ask them out, I didn’t even flirt!”

Go easy girl, you’re almost there. She knew James better than he did and she could smell the blood in the water.  She brushed his cheek with the back of her hand and gave him a condescending smile. “You liked how they looked though, yes?”

“Well, uh”—his eyes darted away and then came back because they had nowhere to run—“Yes.” He raised his eyebrows to make a point. “But—“

She cut him off with a brush of her finger over his lips. “But?” She tapped her fingernail on his lower lip and his eyes grew wide. Oh you diabolical girl, she thought as she took the briefest of moments to enjoy the effect she had on him.

“But, what? You were only looking? You never once thought to yourself that you’d like to be fucking them… particularly Sandra in her little white jumper?” She ran her finger over his lips, this time pushing it slightly into his mouth.  They parted eagerly for her. “Hmm?”

He started to answer and she giggled. “Shhh, it’s OK James, I understand. I know what we’ve been doing has been hard for you.”

“Yes!” His response came from deep within him, from between his legs, and from his battered ego at being rendered her celibate cum dump.

Maddy laughed and moved closer to him yet. “I know James, and I know those women were dressed up while I wasn’t. What man could blame you, right?”

He wanted to answer but she continued, her finger trailing over his cheek toward his ear. “But you’re not like other men James, you’re stronger than other men in ways they couldn’t hope to be. So why would you want to give in to lecherous thoughts of other women when I’m willing to give so much of myself to you?”

“I didn't… I wasn't…" He didn't know anything about being stronger than other men because even as he failed to utter the lie, he knew.  He had wanted like holy hell to fuck Sandra, to rip that jumper off and drive his cock deep inside her, and then take her friend Katie for a ride when he was done.  It had been so very long!  He searched for the words as he tried to ignore that damn finger of hers trailing a path of molten hot promise over his skin.

Her finger found his ear and traced it. “It’s OK James. I’m sure you want to do better the next time you find yourself interacting with attractive women… don’t you? Don’t you want to be a better man”—her finger moved down his neck—“for me?”

“Yesss,” he croaked as his cock pushed uncomfortably into his jeans and his mind struggled to understand what was wrong with ‘looking’ at another woman and ‘wanting’ the very thing Maddy would not allow him to have.

“What if I told you I’ve found a way for you to be that better man for me? Would you be willing to explore it with me… to see if you truly could be the kind of man I can be comfortable with doing what we do long term?”

“Sure!” he exclaimed. Her mentioning long-term made his heart leap as he realized she was willing to keep doing this 'thing they shared' between them. What the hell could she possibly ask of me that I haven't already done for Christ's sake? 

Maddy leaned into him, her breast pressing into his arm as she twisted her body around to retrieve something she'd tucked under the decorative sofa pillow lying against the armrest.  She turned back to him and his pulse dropped from critical to survivable as her breast pulled away and the rock-hard nipple that had pressed into his flesh had receded.

She was holding a small box, the exterior covered in black velvet with a brass hinge along the backside. Is that a watch? Why would she buy me a watch?

Her skirt had ridden up higher yet to expose more of her nylon-clad thighs.  As she settled back into position with one knee over his thigh and her other leg pressed to his, she did nothing to adjust it.  He could just make out the elasticized top of her stay-ups, teasing him with how close he was to the real prize.  It wasn't like he didn't know what her pussy looked like bare or covered, but the tease of not seeing it now, when all that the hem of her skirt had to do was shift a hair higher, was maddening.  You could give a man a thousand drinks, but deny him a drop… His eyes flickered between the soft and inviting sheer black material enveloping her legs to the mysterious box she was holding over his crotch.

“I'm willing to make a long-term commitment to you James, to help guide you into being the best man you can be but"—she slowly opened it—“only if you commit to being that man for me.”

James stared for a full beat and then his brain caught up to his eyes.  He’d watched enough porn in his day to know what he was looking at, and his shock bypassed any filters he might otherwise have when speaking to her. “What the fuck Maddy?!”

She didn’t give him a chance to say more.  She gripped his shoulder and hoisted herself up and over to straddle his lap before he knew what was happening.  Her skirt settled down over his lap as she wiggled her bum down onto his knees, allowing enough space between their torsos to work her magic.  

The quick maneuver caught him off-guard and she took the opportunity to press forward.  With slow deliberation, she removed the stainless steel chastity cage from the velvety embrace of the box that had held it in anticipation of the moment a woman would put it to use.

Thin bars formed a dome that glistened salaciously in the soft light.  A small brass lock looping through a hole in the tubular shaft that connected the cage to a thick steel ring made a quiet clink as it shifted with the movement.  She lay the cage down over the folds of her pleats, directly over her pussy.  She left it there and leaned forward, cupping his face as she brought her cheek to his, driving her hard nipples through the bodysuit, through his T-shirt, and into his chest.  There may have been space between their lower halves, but she’d completely melded her upper body to his.  Her voice might have drifted upon warm breath over his ear and into it, beckoning him to listen, but she wasn’t speaking.  Words would not be enough.

She breathed, and she held him, closer, longer, and more intimately than she’d ever had before.  Both of their hearts were pounding though he wasn’t aware that hers was.  Hers was beating with the thrill of the hunt, and his with confusion and… fear.

He wanted to run, to push her off of him and tell her to shove that cage up her… but he didn't.  He couldn't.  She was so close, she felt so good, surely there was another way he could make her happy, to be 'better' as she put it.  Her hair had fallen around his face, trapping the air in between them, and he breathed her in, felt her holding him, and after a good minute, he calmed.

Just enough for her to pull back and look him in the eyes. “James, your dick has been coming between us. Satisfying it has been all you’ve been thinking about instead”—she rubbed her nose over his, bringing her lips so damn close to his—“of me.”

Her hands trailed down the sides of his neck. “I saw how you looked at my friends instead of looking at me, and after I had allowed you just the night before to lick my pussy clean.”

He wanted to protest but her hands had moved on down his chest. “I want more from you James”—her fingers had found his belt buckle and he drew in a sharp breath—“I want to know you truly appreciate me”—the buckle opened under her deft manipulation—“I want to know that I’m all you need.”

She pressed her forehead to his and draped them in a lush curtain of her brunette hair.  His eyes flickered from left to right, her eyes were so close to his and he had but a moment to decide which hazel pool of promise he wanted to drown in.  He let himself fall into her gaze and held his breath as her fingers worked the waistband button of his jeans.  

“I know that cage won’t go on you when you’re all worked up so”—the sound of the zipper opening echoed through the room, over the music, and into his cock as she slowly drew it open—“we need to do something about that.”

He lifted his hips, and her along with them as he gave her room to tug his jeans and boxers over them and out of the way around his thighs.  She briefly rose to yank them all the way down to his ankles then hopped back onto him.  As they settled back down she gripped the base of his cock and brought her forehead back to his.  Her petite fingers encircled him firmly but didn't move from their ready position.  She momentarily thought about how she couldn't remember the last time she'd been able to encircle a man's cock.

"Tell me, James, do you wish you could fuck me long and hard like other men do?"

She pulled her hand upward, the tight grip folding the foreskin up and over the head only to bring it back down in a slow embrace made easier by the copious amount of precum coating it.

“Do you wish you were like those other men?”

She paused, one full stroke completed, giving him time to process her words, then started on the second.  She was confident his mind was fully consumed with images of his cock plunging deep inside her, as her hand worked to make those images feel all so real.  As her hand moved upward and her cruel questions lingered in his ears, he started to moan.

“No… no… nooo—” He wailed in pleasure bordering on pain, regret, and shame.  His hips thrust upward and he held them and her there as his cock began to quiver in her hand.  They both knew he was already beyond the point of no return.  Superman himself could not have held back the tidal wave of cum that a lifetime of dreaming of her hand on his cock was unleashing. 

She grabbed the back of his head with her free hand and brought her lips to his ear. “It’s OK James, cum for me. Cum for me like you’ve always dreamed of doing. Show me…”

She slipped her hand up over the head of his cock and held it deathly still as his orgasm racked his body with the overwhelming release of it.  It wasn’t the cum itself, it wasn’t the physical, it was the emotion propelling his seed up his shaft, and out into a gushing torrent into her hand.

His body jerked involuntarily, ramming the head of his dick into her palm, and she gave him that.  It wasn’t one of those ruined orgasms she’d only recently read about, but she hadn’t really stroked the cum out of him either.  This had been fun (for her), but functional and there was no reason to let him enjoy it too much.  He’d had the sensation of pressing upward into her palm, and he’d had three quick thrusts in doing so, which she felt was more than generous.  As such, when he took a shuddering breath she pulled her hand away.  She would give him no more than was necessary to achieve her goal.

Her palm came up to his mouth and as he stared at her with glazed eyes, still caught up in a post-orgasm fog—semi-ruined or not, she pressed it to his lips.  As his cum spilled into his mouth his eyes focused on hers and went wide.

“Shhh.” She whispered as she dragged her palm over his mouth, wiping it. “Do what you do best James…”

She reached down and encircled his already softening dick, scraping up the drops of cum that had splashed off her palm and down onto it.  She again brought her palm up and wiped it over his mouth.

“This is your calling.”

His face was covered in his cum because she’d made no effort to confine it to his mouth.  She wanted him to taste it, to wear it, to smell it, and to realize that no matter what else they might explore together, he would always be her cum dump.

“Maddy—” He started to speak but she pushed her finger past his parted lips and wiggled it over his tongue to clean it.

She still had her hand on the back of his head and she tightened her grip.

“Suck.”

James frowned but did as she asked and sucked her finger clean.  Each finger followed, the request to suck them clean was implied as she slipped them, one by glistening one, into his mouth.

She’d kept her forehead pressed to his, smelling his seed as she fed it to him—as he took it, and growing wetter by the minute as he danced on the end of her strings.  When he finished the last finger she lowered her hand to her lap. She brushed her nose over his. “That’s my good boy.”

He blushed but didn’t say a thing.  Since it was always dark and she was on his face, she’d never before watched him while he’d cleaned up.  He wasn’t sure how he felt about it.  He was sure it was one of those things a woman could never unsee, and how could that possibly be a good thing for him?

She leaned back and brought the key dangling between her breasts to the cage, removed the lock, and separated the two pieces.  She smiled warmly at him as the realization of what she'd been wearing in front of him all night dawned on him.  Placing the cage to the side, she lowered the ring to his cock, allowing him to feel the weight of it.

His face was now beet red and though her face was an inch from his he would not look her in the eye.  She was as surprised as he was that he’d cum so incredibly quickly.  It was crippling him with shame, all while making her endeavor easier.  She had merely been extremely hopeful that she’d be able to manipulate him into allowing her to lock his dick up, but this unexpected turn of events all but assured it.

“James, you don't need to feel shame. You waited so long for that moment, didn't you?"  Her voice was soft and non-judgmental. He nodded but was still unable to look at her, even as he gasped when she pushed his left testicle through the ring.  His hand moved to stop her but she deftly grabbed his wrist and pushed it to his side. "No James, this is what you need… this is what I need from you.”

He wanted to protest, to beg her not to do this to him, but he couldn’t get the words out.  He was overcome with regret and didn’t have the emotional strength to do anything to save himself from her wicked intentions.  When he made no effort to oppose her she removed her hand from his wrist and returned to his crotch. His breath hitched as she fondled the other testicle then eased it through to join its brother.  "James, look at me."

He’d waited his entire life to feel her hand on his dick, to have her bring him pleasure, and he'd lasted but one brief stroke of her tiny fingers around it.  This thing, this chastity cage she wanted to put on him was terrifying, and he might have resisted more but for the shame of what she'd seen when she'd finally given him the chance to experience something she gave other men.  It hadn't even been sex, and he'd failed miserably to perform as he knew guys like Mark did night after night with her.  After his pitiful performance, he was almost grateful it had only been her hand.

He met her gaze and she gave him her warmest smile as she pushed, then pulled his shaft through the ring. “I want you to know how much you mean to me. Not your dick James, other men can satisfy me that way… I just want… you without that getting in our way.”

She picked up the cage and began to work it over his shaft. “Surely you can see now that no single man can be everything to me.”

Maddy brought her lips close to his, the heat of the moment flowing from her hot breath straight into his mouth. “I never want you to feel shame at what you can’t offer me.”

She pressed the cage against the ring and reached for the lock.  “I want you to feel proud about what you can.”

The lock clicking shut was like a rifle shot ripping through the soft music playing in the background and her soft breathing in his face.  His eyes shot open as the gravity of what he’d sleepwalked into hit him like a ton of bricks.  He started to protest but she brushed her lips over his.

“Shhh. It's going to be OK James." She brushed her lips featherlight over his once more. “Trust me.”

It wasn't so much of a kiss, as it was a promise of one, and that distracted him from his plight long enough for her to bring his entire focus onto her.  She shifted forward on his lap, bringing her crotch down onto his caged cock while her skirt settled up around his waist and hers.  The heat of her pussy seeped through the sopping wet gusset of her bodysuit, through the steel bars of his cage, and into the head of his newly imprisoned dick. "I believe in you, but I want to hear it. Are you ready to be the best man you can be… for me?"

He looked into her eyes, afire with a passion he'd never before seen, and gasped as she ground her pussy down onto his dick that she'd just ensured could not respond in the way that was its God-given right to.  She closed her eyes as the pressure of the cage on her clit sent a bolt of lightning through her, let out a breath, and then looked at him once again.  "Hmm?"

He nodded as his dick throbbed and his balls cried out in disbelief at what he’d just allowed her to do to them.  What else could he do?

Maddy grinned, and the devilish cold logic that exists in every woman spoke without thinking as the moment washed over her. “To think I would have let you fuck me to get this cage on you, and all it took was my hand.”

She closed her eyes as she drove herself down onto his caged dick once again and thus did not see the look of horrified regret on James’ face.


Chapter 09 – Too Late For Regret

James woke with a groan, pulling up into a crunch as he grabbed himself.  His eyes flew open as his hand blindly found steel and not the erection so desperately trying to get properly rigid.

What the?

He threw back the sheets and stared in shock as the memory of last night came barreling into his consciousness like a tidal wave, unstoppable in its mad rush, and unimaginable in its horror.

She put a chastity cage on me! The next thought was perhaps more horrifying for all that it said, and all that it had yet to say to him. I let her put it on me!

The steel cage glinted madly back at him in the morning light just beginning to creep around the edges of his bedroom curtains.  It could care not how he felt and told him so with the all-encompassing grip of the ring around him, and the bars holding his morning wood in.

He gasped as the rest of himself failed to get the message and strove with renewed gusto to get as hard as a steel pole, to reach hopefully toward a new day, and a new hope for pussy.  Just as it had every single morning since the day he’d sprouted his first one.  Sure there had been days when he was extremely ill, but fractions of a percentage point over the thousands of mornings since day ‘one’ didn’t count.

“Ugh!” He couldn’t hold the pain in. Holy fuck! He curled up into a ball, cupping his balls and praying for mercy from the silent torturer who wouldn’t let go.  He took quick breaths and tried to think about anything other than the battle his dick was losing between his legs.

And, that led his mind right back to last night when he'd cum from a single stroke of Maddy's lithe fingers.  He tried to dismiss his quick-shot event, telling himself that every guy occasionally has those.  Yet, the knowledge that he'd done it the first time she had fully intended to get him off wouldn't allow him to minimize it.  Nor would the fact that she'd immediately thereafter locked him into chastity while telling him she didn't need that from him.  He felt his shame chanting in his ear—‘Failure… failure… failure!’—and he closed his eyes hoping it would stop.

It didn't, but the shame had thankfully let the air out of the erection that just couldn't physically happen no matter how much it tried, and he stumbled out of bed and into the shower. The scalding hot water eased the tension in his shoulders and loosened his balls within the steel ring, but it did nothing for the shame that just would not shut the hell up.  It heckled him for not lasting longer, long enough for her to have let him fuck her, long enough to show her he could fuck as well as any man she'd ever known.  It berated him for ruining his chance at knowing what her pussy felt like gripping his dick, and how it would have felt to spill his seed deep inside her as he'd heard Mark do so many times.  It taunted him for only knowing what it felt like to lap up the cum of another man who did know what it felt like to experience those things with Maddy.

As he looked down the shame told him he deserved to be locked up if that’s all he could offer a woman. “No!” he exclaimed to the empty bathroom. “I’m better than that!”  He shook his head in a futile attempt to rid it of the ruthless demon in his ear, and shut off the water.

Are you though?

He had no answers that would satisfy the voice, or himself and he went to work dejected.  He spent more time adjusting himself in his pants than doing work and at the end of the day couldn't get out of there fast enough.  He raced to the drug store to buy some lube, then double-timed it back home.  He blew by Marks' bedroom and seeing that he was back from his trip gave him a brief 'hey' on the way to his room.  He yanked down his pants, squeezed some lube into his hand, and set about working it all around the ring and the cage.

Everything was uncomfortable to the point of distraction, and he desperately hoped that the advice he'd picked up from the internet during his lunch break was correct.  He sighed loudly as the skin released its grip on the steel and everything settled into a more 'natural' state.  Flopping backward onto the bed, he gripped the bottle of lube and giggled hysterically. This bottle of lube had just become his best friend.  It was a relationship he'd never dreamt of having, but one that had now become an absolute necessity.

“What’s so funny man?” Mark asked from outside his door.

James frantically pulled up his pants, shoved the lube under his pillow, and opened the door.  He gave Mark a genuine smile that had absolutely nothing to do with seeing him as he basked in the relief between his legs. "Nothing man, just stupid shit at work. How was your trip?"

Mark as usual took it all at face value, because to do anything else would mean actually looking beyond himself. "It was good, I got offered a job working at my brother's startup."

James walked to the kitchen and grabbed a couple of beers. “Yeah? So…?”

“I took it of course!” Mark laughed, accepting the cold brew from James. “Now before you ask, ‘cuz I know you will… don’t worry about Maddy. You know she’s never going to settle down with me or anyone so she’ll just move on.”

James frowned. “Don’t you care about her? Don’t you want her to come with you?”

Mark chuckled. "Dude, she's real easy on the eyes, and she's a great lay, but a guy's gotta put himself first.  I need a fresh start to get this right, and that means new distractions of the female variety. If you know what I mean?"

James didn’t.  He couldn’t imagine walking away from Maddy, but then again her actions last night had just ensured he couldn’t if he wanted to.  He blinked to focus himself, but Mark cut him off before he could reply.

“Besides, she's got you to keep her company. Maybe this is your big chance!" He slapped James on the shoulder and dismissed his own comment with a laugh.  There was no way he thought Maddy would end up with James, that was clear, but surety of his laughter was what stung.  Maddy had made it clear last night that she wasn't looking for James to be like the Marks of the world, but Mark didn't know that, he just assumed.  It was like the deck was stacked against James in ways he couldn't fathom in his quest to be all the things other men were to her.

Mark rambled on about his new job opportunity while James’ mind ran in circles. My big chance… she locked up my dick because she doesn’t want it… maybe I can change her mind but… how could she see me as a man to replace Mark when I allowed her to do this to me?

Maddy chose that moment to come through the apartment door.  She strode over to the kitchen, eyes locked on Mark, and dropped onto his lap as she buried her tongue down his throat.  James watched, the odd man out as usual, and wished that he could know how it felt to have her tongue probe his tonsils like that.

Yeah? You couldn’t handle her hand on your dick. What makes you think you could handle a kiss like that, with her grinding on your lap like that, without making a fool out of yourself?

He started to get up but Maddy must have had eyes in the back of her head because her hand shot out over the table and found his.  She tugged him back without looking, without breaking the kiss, and without Mark noticing.  Mark wasn’t noticing anything as his eyes were closed and his now rigid cock was threatening to burst through his jeans as he ground upward into Maddy.

James remained in his seat as the heat of the passion she was giving Mark flowed from her hand into his.  She hadn’t even looked at him, yet she’d made it clear.  She wanted him there.  She wanted him to watch.  She wanted his focus as she’d phrased it last night, and he could only surmise that this fit the bill in her mind.

Her skin was so soft, her grip gentle, and he couldn’t help but remember how her hand had felt on his dick last night.  Now that it held his hand, he was almost grateful it wasn't elsewhere because the way he felt after his recent performance meant he wasn't sure he was ready to potentially be a failure again.

As he watched her work her magic on Mark his dick surged in its cage.  He jerked in discomfort even as the reality of his fucked up thought process saturated his mind.

He'd momentarily forgotten the cage, but he had just been schooled that it would not be possible to do so, at least when Maddy was around.   She must have felt the sudden tension in his body transmit through his hand to hers because she squeezed his fingers even as she continued to kiss Mark.

Fuuuck… what is she doing to me?

James stifled a groan as things got decidedly uncomfortable in his pants, and luckily for him, that was when Maddy ended the kiss.  He was a little sad, despite the discomfort she was causing him, that she also let go of his hand.

Mark let out a small whoop and looked past her to James. “Now that’s how a man likes to be greeted!”  He looked at Maddy and winked. “Nice to see you too babe! Give me a quick sec’ to change my shirt and we can head out.”  He looked over to James and gave him a conspiratorial wink. “I’m taking Maddy out for a bite, and to tell her all about my trip.”

Maddy got off him so he could leave, and as he entered his bedroom she moved over to James.  Her eyes glinted mischievously as she straddled his leg and leaned over him.  Her hair fell past her shoulders, and lay against his chest, their teasing touch prevented by the thin T-shirt he wore. She stared into his eyes for a brief moment, took in his confusion and inner turmoil, and then reached down and lightly cupped his balls.  She probed for, found, and then ran her thumb in circles over the cage hidden beneath his jeans.

"How's my boys?"

My boys? They aren’t hers, they’re mine! Somehow she locks a cage on me—he knew exactly how, but wasn’t about to focus on that—and suddenly she’s calling them hers… what the?

He gasped and started to answer but she rubbed her nose to his to shush him. “We have a lot to talk about but now is not the time. Patience James”—she rubbed noses again, playfully allowing her lips to come close to his as she did so—“patience…”

She backed away just as Mark returned, and didn’t look back as they left the apartment, and James.  He sat alone at the table with balls that could swear they were ready to burst despite having been caged for only a day.

His head was spinning.

Her boys… Mark’s leaving… Maddy will be single… Does that mean?

He looked down at his crotch, where on any other day an erection would have been pushing into his jeans after the touch of her hand.  Today there was nothing, and he realized that when any woman looked down there, checking him out or otherwise, there would be nothing.  He sighed.

I don't know what to think other than—he winced and adjusted in his chair to accommodate his moaning balls—this fucking cage has got to go, I never signed up for this!

The next thought was only natural considering the closest he’d ever come to chastity had been scrolling indifferently by it while surfing porn with one hand.

Who signs up for this?


Chapter 10 – You’ve Got This

James waited up for Mark and Maddy to get back partly because he wanted to know how Maddy was taking the news about Mark moving away.  Mostly though, it was because he couldn't take another second of being caged and he wanted to ask her to unlock him.  It was surely some silly game anyway.  She must have had her fun watching him squirm earlier this evening so why not end it now?  He could see it in his mind's eye.  He'd state his case, explaining how it was unrealistic to expect him to be completely bereft of self-pleasure (at the very least), and how unnatural it all was.  How it just wasn't right that she ask this of him (he wasn't sure she was asking as much as telling, but he'd phrase it that way).  She'd see his point and agree that surely there were other ways he could 'stay on point' with her.  As she removed the cage they'd laugh about it, and life would go on.

When the two of them finally stumbled into the apartment half-lit, they made no attempt at being quiet.  Spying James sitting at the table sipping a beer they moved toward him like a rowdy freight train.

Mark clapped him on the shoulder and a big grin lit his face. “James buddy, have I got some news for you!”

“Wha—” James didn’t get a chance to ask.  

“Let me tell him!” Maddy moved in from the other side, straddled his legs, and then planted herself squarely on his caged cock.  She was wearing a jean skirt and it rode dangerously up her thighs as she adjusted herself, or rather, her pussy into place on top of the dome of steel under his pants.

James’ eyes went wide with shock as she looked at him with a mischievous glint. She’s never done this sort of thing to me in front of Mark, what’s going on?

He glanced at Mark but he was grabbing a couple of beers out of the fridge, seemingly uninterested in what Maddy was doing.  Her breath was hot and smelled of the Smirnoff Ice vodka-based coolers she enjoyed when out at the bar.  He didn’t notice nor would he have cared if he did.  Not with her lips mere inches from his, and the heat of her pussy seeping thru his jeans and into the dome of steel preventing him from enjoying it.

Her words came out in a rush, and though he was a little confused by what was happening they snapped his focus from her to them.

“I’m moving in!”

What? He glanced down, over her breasts pressing rebelliously against the thin tank top valiantly trying to hold them in, to his crotch that was currently covered in… her.

Why is she so excited by this? The next thought was ludicrous as it was instinctual and completely without machismo. Don’t I get a say in who moves into ‘my’ apartment?

It was ludicrous because even if he’d been given the courtesy of an opinion on it, he would have said ‘yes’ in a heartbeat.

She wiggled around on him, giving no indication she intended to stand up. "Isn't that great?"  

“Uh… yeah. I mean, of course!”  He tried to act casual as he looked over at Mark who was settling down in the chair closest to him.  

Mark burst out laughing at the confused look on his face. “I know we should have discussed it with you, but Maddy was sure you’d be agreeable.”

He looked pointedly at her grinding on his crotch, oblivious to the cage under it that Maddy was doing her best to remind James of. "I don't see you complaining!"

Mark took a swig of beer and punched James playfully in the arm. "And no, I don't care what you two get up to, not that I have a say seeing as how I'm the one leaving. Maddy and I never pretended to have long-term goals anyway."

He belched quietly into the back of his hand, doing his best attempt at being polite.  In his world, he'd probably pulled it off like a champ.  Maddy and James exchanged a look of understanding, momentarily forgetting what was unfolding as Mark behaved like Mark.

He continued, “We three will always be best of friends, whether we’re fighting, fucking, or just having a good ‘ol time in general.”

Mark paused, looking reflective. “Damn, that was good. Maybe I missed my calling…”

James and Maddy both groaned in good-natured dismissal of his bullshit, then Maddy picked up where Mark had left off.  “Sure I’ll miss Mark, but this a great opportunity for me to save a little on rent. Two’s always better than one when paying bills, and besides, I told Mark how much I enjoy the attention you give me.”

She wiggled her pussy down onto him again with a glint in her eye. “And, I’ve always appreciated how much you respect our friendship above all else.”

She paused to take a breath, “But, there’s nothing that says a girl can’t enjoy being a bit of a tease”—she winked at him as she started to rise—“especially when she knows she has an appreciative audience.”

“I uh, well—“ James took a pull on his beer, unable to form a coherent sentence as his dick fought to break free of the cage and chase after Maddy’s rapidly receding pussy.

Mark chuckled, and then played at looking thoughtful. “Hey man, this can be your big chance. Maybe you can change her mind after all these years… but if not, it looks to me like her style of teasing won’t be a bad thing!”

James blushed as his friend made light of his infatuation for Maddy, and right in front of her at that.  There was nothing to say in response, not anything he hadn't already said whenever Mark did this.  Certainly not when she had such an obvious effect on him that all three of them were well aware of.  They were tight, they were used to this dynamic between all of them, and as odd a conversation and scene that it was, it was just what they had always shared together.  Mark and Maddy fucked, off and on whenever they so desired, and James would be the 3rd wheel.  He’d never fucked Maddy, but she’d well and truly fucked his mind in front of Mark on more occasions than he could remember.  The only thing that was different today from any other day, was the cage.  And, the message she was delivering now as she probed his grey matter with her hot slit pressing into his jeans was very clear.  The grinding on his cage was nothing more than an unspoken promise to keep him focused on her.  That, and she wanted him to know that his dick had no part in any of it.

Hours later when Mark had finished pounding Maddy's pussy, James' bedroom door opened and Maddy slipped into the muted shadows that spoke of a night not yet finished for either of them.  He felt his body responding in eager (and somewhat painful) anticipation before she reached his bed.  He was lying on the sheets, dutifully wearing his boxers, and had been impatiently waiting for her to finish with Mark.

“Thank God you’re here!”

He whispered with relief as she climbed onto the bottom of the bed.

“Oh yeah?”

Maddy crawled up his legs, hooked her fingers into his underwear, and yanked downward with intent.  He lifted his ass off the bed without hesitation and instantly felt the soothing kiss of air flowing over his balls as she tossed his modesty to the side.

His mouth hung open, taking in her nakedness and staring in mute disbelief as she moved upward and hovered her mouth over his cage.  She blew on it and giggled as his cock pulsed and tried to surge upward.

“I wonder if I can guess why?”

James propped himself up onto his elbows and stared at her intently, in his earnestness forgetting that any nuances of expression would be lost in the dim light.  He wanted to tell himself to be strong, to say what he had to say, but her breath on his balls was overpowering.  He felt like a man hanging onto the edge of a precipice, knowing that if he lost focus he would not get a second chance to regain his grip.  As the warm moist breeze faded, and his balls screamed for more, he attempted to rally himself.  He wanted to look back on this moment as one where he finally showed her he was so much more than she gave him credit for. But his voice betrayed him, and all he could muster was a strained whisper, tremulous in its desperation for more of whatever feminine trickery she was cajoling him to embrace.

“Maddy!”

“Hmm?” She blew another slow, warm breath of wanton promise over his balls.

“Ugh”

She smiled to herself in the darkness, moving up towards his head as he tried to gather himself.  She didn’t want to give him time to say, or rather, beg for that which she knew he would.  She flicked her tongue over his nipple on the way past, eliciting another groan and buying herself a few more seconds.

She grasped his wrists as her teeth nipped at his neck, smiling again as he grunted, and guided his arms outward over his head.  She released her grip as her knees settled in beside his ears and her shins pinned his upper arms into place.  She looked down at him, with her inner thighs slick with piss and cum from the multiple orgasms Mark had wrung from her sore but very satiated pussy.

Even in the dim light, Maddy could see it register in his eyes that the sides of his head were now covered in herself and Mark.  For a brief moment, she reflected on why that would cause a reaction in him, considering what she'd spread over his face these past weeks.

“Mad—“

She settled herself onto his mouth, cutting him off as she filled it with the thick salty celebration of one of the many goodbyes she planned to give to Mark before he left.  Maddy moaned as James did what he’d become trained to do without hesitation.  It might be disgusting to him but, she didn’t know, nor would she ever ask.  She only cared that he licked, and swallowed every drop she fed him, and then kept coming back for more.

James had a whole hell of a lot to say but he couldn’t formulate a coherent sentence as he focused on relaxing his throat and letting everything slide down it as fast as he could.  It had become instinctual to get this part over with as fast as he could, while not appearing to be ungrateful for her ‘gift’ of sharing herself with him.  He, as had a millennia full of men before him, yet again proven that walking on two legs didn’t make him all that different than a dog walking on four. Both were willing to do whatever it took to get the prize, be it a treat or a cum filled cunt.

He tasted victory and began to earnestly lap, yet still could not remember any part of how he'd planned to frame his argument to be set free of the hell she'd condemned him to. He had no choice but to give up thinking, and instead put all his effort into pleasing her.  He couldn't fully enjoy any pleasure himself tonight anyway.  Not with his cock threatening to burst through the steel bars holding it in.

Sometime later Maddy let out a guttural moan and gushed her final orgasm of the night into his mouth and all over his face.  He was desperate.  He was beside himself.  She rode him, naked and glistening in the dim light as she rocked her mound back and forth over his mouth bruised with her fervor.  He couldn't escape the sight of her pert breasts and rock-hard nipples bouncing in time to the rhythm she was thrusting over his face.  He couldn't ignore the smell of her wafting into his soul and dripping onto his tongue.

He didn’t want to either, but he did want unlocked and he couldn’t take it anymore!  He bent his arms at the elbows and flapped his hands at the sides of her legs.  James was unable to move otherwise, as he tried to get her attention.  Her slow dance with his mouth eased to a stop and she came back to earth, into the room, and looked down at the man she had just used for her own selfish gratification.

Maddy's eyes slowly focused on James, the fire between her legs having been spent and reduced to smoldering embers.  She knew what he wanted, and had planned on listening to his concerns tonight after she'd used him.  After all, she didn't know how this chastity thing was supposed to work, and maybe there would be something he had to say that couldn't be ignored.  That, however, was before.  She had a different outlook now.  Now was the time to help him want something entirely different.  For her.

She had been loving this game they were playing, but tonight with that cage on him… she’d never felt a tongue as desperate as that before.  Not even from the man who had just demonstrated it to her.

Maddy hadn't been looking for any of what she'd been told would happen with James when she turned the lock and removed the key from his cage.  She hadn't truly known to look for any of it despite what the lady at the sex shoppe had said.  It had seemed too unreal at the time.  She'd entered into this with a naive innocence and singularity of purpose that had just been lapped away by James' tongue.  This had started as nothing more than a means to ensure her pussylicker didn't lose focus when a pretty girl batted her eyes at him, but the game had just changed.

If this is what he’s like after a day…

She reached down and grasped his wrists again, pinning them into his pillow as she raised herself off his mouth and stretched her legs out behind her.  Her knees were now astride his body and she lowered herself back down.  Her hair fell around his head as she mashed her wet and swollen slit onto his cage.  Her grip on his wrists was firm even as her hair teased his vision, enveloping their faces in a private world just for them.

“Hi…” She smiled at him as he struggled to speak.

“Maddy, I… uh… I can’t… ugh… take any—“

She gyrated her hips as she ground into his tortured cock that didn’t understand why it couldn’t touch the lips enveloping it in a sloppy wet kiss. “James, I know you want out. I can see, and feel”—she giggled as he thrust uselessly up against her—“your need.”

His eyes were wide, full of confused desperation. For freedom, for relief, for release. As much as she was loving the energy he was exuding for her, Maddy could sense that she had to wrap this up before she lost her grip on his submission to what she was asking of him.  This was crazy shit, but she was a quick thinker and James had never once stood a chance against her wits, or her will. 

“James, I locked you in chastity so you could be the best friend to me that you could be.”

She closed her eyes, rocked back and forth, and for a moment lost herself in the pressure of the cage against her clit.  She came back to him, opening her eyes and smiling warmly.

“Don’t ruin all this fun we’re having by thinking this is about sex. Don’t think like guys like Mark, think like James. The one who I want to share myself with in a way I’ve never done with anyone else.”

She stared into his eyes and he drowned helplessly in hers.  He wanted to argue, to protest, to tell her his cock was about to explode.  He wanted her to stop grinding on him.  He wanted her to grind harder.  He wanted to rip that fucking cage off and bury himself so deep into her pussy that she'd gasp in shocked pleasure.  He wanted to be like Mark.  But she wanted him just as he was and had always been.  James. Friend—not lover.

“You can do this… yes?”

She prodded him with her nose to his.

He sighed, wanting to attach all kinds of caveats to his response, to define just how limited in scope and duration his affirmative would be.  Instead, he simply choked out his acquiescence in a strained whisper.

“Yes.”


Chapter 11 – Team-Three

James awoke fully enveloped by his, as of late, usual morning terror.  Asleep or awake, his reality had become one of his dick trying to get erect (as was its God-given right to do so regardless of what Maddy insisted he believe) and it being ruthlessly forced to reconcile the limitations of the cage encompassing it.

Maddy had come to him every night since Mark had announced his intent to leave town and pursue a business opportunity.  The frequency of her fucking Mark and her subsequent visits to himself had never been this intense.  Today was just another day, other than it heralded yet one more of ‘those days’ where she used him for her self-satisfaction.  It was, as far as he could remember in his pussylicking fogged mind, just an everyday Wednesday.  Yet it was also one more day after, on top of the many before, in which Maddy had gotten railed by Mark, loudly, in the bedroom next to his and then had come to visit him to ‘share’.  It was one in which he’d wondered just how many times a couple had to have ‘goodbye’ sex.

He knew he wasn’t calling it out for what it was in its entirety.  It was sex, it was another man cumming (and not himself regardless of his desire for it to be otherwise).  It was himself, James, lapping it all from her pussy, and getting caged denial in return.  Maddy had struck a ruthless bargain and had cajoled him into dancing with her devil in exchange for his acceptance of what she was willing to give him in return.

Maddy had given notice, and the landlord was more than happy to let her break the lease without penalty.  It was, after all, a popular area, and he was eager to jack up the rent.  She had wasted no time in putting both of her men to work, and they had moved most of her things in already.  Unopened boxes lined the wall beside Mark's bedroom that was soon to be hers, but it would all be sorted out soon enough.

When James came out of his bedroom, his eyes drifted to the stack of boxes, knowing full well that the one he had obsessed over had already been moved into her new room.  The box that Maddy had ever so casually asked him to pack with the contents of the top drawer of her dresser, just before leaving with Mark to take some other boxes downstairs to his car.

His eyes had gone wide when he’d pulled it open.  Satin string bikini panties had glistened back at him, drawing his eyes over their languid waves of smoothness.  Thongs, some but wisps of lace, and others mere threads that proclaimed an unreserved ‘fuck-you’ to modesty as they, as one, beckoned his eyes to take them in. 

It was the proverbial 'top drawer', and his cock throbbed against its cage as he contemplated the fact that she'd wanted him to handle each and every feminine delight within. Each one was hers.  To be worn by her, to caress her captivating pussy lips and absorb the sweet nectar within.  Last, but not least to be viewed and enjoyed by another.  Mark had undoubtedly 'enjoyed' them, as much as a beast like him could.  He'd probably yanked them off her in his rush to get to her pussy, and never taken the time to explore the beauty of the treasure they emphasized.

She might not have ever allowed James to enjoy them in the light of day where he could truly see them on her.  Nor to touch her through them, to kiss and lick them, or pull them aside to thrust his cock inside her but… she was allowing him this chance to get to know each and every one of them in a way she was comfortable allowing him to.

He’d never been a ‘panty sniffer’ before, and hadn’t thought he was one now, but it was to be only one of many learning moments now that he was caged.  He had picked up each one, and despite knowing they were clean, had been unable to completely hold the carnal beast within at bay.  He’d struggled with his sense of right and wrong (which Maddy had well and truly turned on its head) and then brought a white satin pair to his nose before packing them away.  He then made it most of the way through the rest of them before he lost his inner battle again, and sniffed a stringy bit of nothing.  He’d thought about the fact that she wanted him to see her panties, to touch them, feel them, imagine them on her.  He’d of course, then thought about how she knew he was locked and would suffer as a result of her little thrilling ‘gift’ to him.  It was making his head spin.

He'd closed the box with regret as the last lacy number was placed into it and walked out of her bedroom just as she and Mark had returned.  The little smirk on her lips as she eyed the box, looked at his crotch, and then back at him almost made him stumble. Mark was oblivious to the sublime torture being inflicted on James, but Maddy's smirk only grew more intense as James almost physically buckled under her mental ministrations. "Why don't you take that one down to the car James, and we'll finish up in here."

She wasn’t asking, and he wasn’t protesting.  Even though she’d already watched him blush profusely, broadcasting that she’d successfully fucked him up, he had to get away.  He didn’t know how much more of her wickedness he could take.

Why is she showing me her panties? Why am I still locked if she wants to share these intimate things with me?  Does this mean that when Mark leaves…?

He’d placed the box of panties into the trunk and closed it, reluctant to leave them, and the glimpse into her sensual day-to-day life, behind.  He sighed and then drew a fortifying breath.  He didn't want to give her the satisfaction of knowing how much she'd just churned his mind into mush, as irrational a thought it was when her smirk had told him she was already well aware.  It was all so confusing—the past days, the cum-drinking pussy-lapping nights, and the unending howling of his balls for relief from the pressure that had been incessantly building within.  All he could do was his best to look normal, for the sake of his ego, even if he didn't fool her or himself.

When he’d returned to her old apartment she’d acted as if nothing had happened at all, except for that one moment when Mark wasn’t looking, and the smirk had returned.  Full-force, all-knowing, and kick-in-the-balls intense, with the intensity of its self-assured feminine control over him.  He was feeling it.  She was feeling it.  They weren’t talking about it.  She hadn’t mentioned his cage since she’d ridden it hard the other night, but she’d ridden it since.  And, she’d ridden his mind—hard—and had left him in his stall at night dripping wet with his thirst unquenched. She’d used him, spit him out, and left him wanting for so much more.  Packing up her panties had been nothing short of a coup de grâce.

He shook his head from the memory and moved on from the row of boxes, unsatisfied as his balls were, and into the kitchen.  Regardless of whatever else was going on, he couldn’t think on an empty tank and needed some breakfast to start his day.

With the arrival of Friday evening Mark drove away, unaware of the emotions he'd just left swirling in his exhaust.  Maddy was generally a tough nut, but a tear pooled in her eye nonetheless, and she turned to James to lean her head on his chest.  No head games, just leaning on a friend in a moment of sadness at having to say goodbye to the other.  No thinking (for her) about how one friend came inside her, and the other licked it out of her.  James almost shed a tear too, but it wasn't for his pal, it was with joy that he just might have a chance at some relief!  He would later reflect that perhaps he should have felt more in regards to Mark, but had still come to the same conclusion.  While he would never have wished for him to leave, now that Mark was gone he may as well be honest about his excitement for what the future might hold.

They stood silently for a moment after Mark’s car had disappeared from view, and then James cupped her head and gently hugged her.  His sex-starved brain could be busy later, but right he was more concerned with how Maddy was feeling.  He had a fleeting thought of how Mark would never be thinking these thoughts of concern if he (somehow) were in James’ place. For the first time in a long time, he felt pride in himself, in being James and not like Mark even if he was the guy she had wanted to fuck all this time.  He pulled back and looked down at her, into her eyes full of sadness, and suggested they go inside.

“Come on…”

The apartment felt empty to Maddy, and she said as much to James, unaware that she was implying that James' presence wasn't enough to fill it until after she'd said it.  She searched his eyes and saw a brief flicker of something, but was relieved when warmth quickly replaced it.  He got it.  It wasn't about him, or her, or even Mark for that matter.  It was about their friend leaving them and that they'd always been team-three.  Throughout school, through thick and thin as they'd established their young working careers, and of late…  in sharing their carnal desires between them, albeit in different ways.

Now, it was team-two and neither of them had experienced that before.  Regardless of who was or wasn’t fucking who, the three of them had always been together.  Now they weren’t. They both felt it, and Maddy was relieved that James wasn’t bent on trying to get into her pants in some perceived opportunity when all she wanted right now was comfort.

She didn’t love Mark any more or less than she loved James, nor did she love either of them in the way they could understand.  Men just could not comprehend the myriad nuances of love, not with their dick doing most of their thinking.  They were ‘her guys’ and one of them had just fucked off to do his own thing and that… hurt.  Not because he shouldn’t pursue everything life offered him, it was simply because he was no longer here, in her life.

She was simply mourning the loss of something she'd always had, of what she'd always known.  Their lives were moving along a relentless axis of time, and she was being given a harsh lesson on what she could and couldn't control in hers.  James made popcorn, and they settled onto the sofa to watch a movie.  She wanted a rom-com but didn't have it in her to fuck with his mind tonight, so she allowed him to pick an action movie.

She laughed at a cheesy one-liner and snuggled into the side of him, making sure her toes stayed within the boundary of the comforter he’d thrown over them.  It wasn’t that it was cold, it was all about comfort, and James had known that.  She’d appreciated the gesture, filed it away absentmindedly, and then enjoyed it for what it was.  She did wonder what was going on in his mind, with his dick locked up by her, but she could tell that he had put it out of his mind for tonight.  She filed that away, too.  It was ‘something’, it meant ‘something’, that he was being like this for her tonight, that he could read her needs and respond appropriately to them.

It definitely meant something to her, but she wouldn't focus on it tonight.  She'd think about all that later, and simply enjoy his maleness, his male presence, and his concern for her tonight.  Because that is what she needed.

If James had known how she was regarding him in all his 'maleness,' he would have experienced a massive self-esteem boost.  Perhaps even deviated off-course from the supportive position he'd assumed tonight.  However, he had set about just enjoying the feel of her warm body pressed to his, even as it made his dick throb in the cage she'd dismissively locked it into.

He was also feeling slightly embarrassed.  Now that they were alone, it would have been natural for him to have an erection as she cuddled up to him like this.  It would have been natural to think he might be able to use his dick later as part of ‘the complete man package' to comfort her in her time of need.  Instead, she was acting like everything was normal, that it was no big deal that she'd locked him in chastity, and that he'd submitted to her doing so.  That it was perfectly natural for them not to talk about it now that they were alone when they could just watch a movie.  He had no way of knowing she had thought about it, and him, and so could only assume she'd put it out of her mind.  He was enjoying her feminine warmth, and he was almost glad his body was distracting him from his embarrassment.

In fact, his entire body was screaming for him to shift himself sideways, to meet her full-on and press his mouth to hers.  It was frantic in its desperation to convince him that he needed to feel her tongue dance with his, and feel her want and need surge from her mouth to his.  It was loud, it was distracting him, but he was strong.  He again felt pride in not being like Mark.  He knew she was sad and missing their mutual friend, as was he, and he knew what he was feeling was a base response to her nearness. Yeah, he wanted like fuck to grab her and show her just how much of a man he was, and that he could more than aptly fill the void Mark had left. But he didn't.  He told himself it didn't matter if she had locked his dick away, he was better than that anyway.

So, he enjoyed the smell of her hair as he lay his head against hers and pulled her in tight for a sideways hug.  He felt a surge of pleasure from his frustrated dick as he did so.  It was as though simply holding her, feeling her heat, and the warmth of knowing she wanted to be with him tonight, in her time of need, gave him satisfaction in a way he’d never experienced before.  It then reinforced his pride at being ‘there for her’ as opposed to just wanting to ‘pound her pussy’.

When the movie ended and she’d gone—alone—to her room he hadn’t overthought it (much).  As he struggled to find a comfortable position for his caged dick in his own bed shortly thereafter, he ignored the discomfort.  For the first time since she’d introduced him to this world of constant ache and denial, he wasn’t thinking about himself, but rather was basking in the satisfaction of being the kind of man for Maddy that Mark never could.

He wanted to fuck her, he wanted to be the kind of man that she didn’t want to lock in chastity, but dammit if he wasn’t proud of the way he’d been there for her tonight.

His breathing slowed, and the hand that had been cupping his balls and squeezing them against the insidious bars of his cage went slack.  He drifted off into yet one more fitful sleep, but this time, it was tinged with a sense of pride at being who he was, at being James.


Chapter 12 – Her Top Drawer

Maddy felt better after a good night’s sleep, but she was still missing Mark.  She stretched like a kitten, arching her back, and then settled back down under the sheet.  Her hand found its way to her mound, and she embraced her clit with two fingers.  One on each side.  She gently stroked up and down, squeezing harder and moving faster as her juices flowed and turned it into a slip ‘n slide.  She quickly and efficiently got herself off, imagining Mark’s big cock spreading her wide and pounding her deep inside, and then lay still to gather herself.  It had been fine, in a functional sort of way, but it hadn’t been cock, and there had been nothing to share with James at the end of it.

Dammit, why did Mark have to fuck a good thing up by leaving?

She knew she was being unreasonable because he had every right to live his life, but she couldn’t deny her feelings.  She missed Mark, but one day in, she was also already missing the heady trip of James’ cleaning up after Mark had ravaged her.

It was a little weird, not in a bad way, just a matter of fact, living here now with James, with it being just the two of them.  She wasn't worried.  It would pass.  She might not entirely know what she was doing with him, but she knew spending time together would hasten the normalcy along.

She pulled a functional cotton thong up her legs, adjusted it into the crack of her ass, and then covered up with an old Molson Canadian T-shirt. The maple leaf had faded to more of a pink hue than red, but the buds of her nipples pressing into the white cotton on either side of it made it spectacular.

She hadn’t intended for it to be that way, but when she walked into the kitchen where James was already sipping on a coffee, she knew she hadn’t considered it from his point of view.  He looked tired, and she guessed that it was in no small part due to what she was doing to him, and his eyes had momentarily gone wide as they zeroed in on her chest.

Maddy walked by him and trailed her hand over his shoulders on the way by. “Good morning!”

It was a purely innocent gesture.  A casual greeting between two people who had become more than a little familiar with each other.  She was happy to see him and was looking forward to spending the day with him.  She was going through something, and she needed her friend.

Her touch seared his flesh, all intentions of casual familiarity lost in the fog of battle that raged between his legs.  James closed his eyes and held his breath, desperately trying to get his shit together. Her nipples had been little pert beacons to his eyes as they’d protested against the cotton, shielding them from the world around them.  They’d danced under the T-shirt to a beat far quicker than the steps she’d taken, and their combined efforts had short-circuited his mind.

His dick went from a sufferable annoyance to a red-line riot of despair as it railed against the steel bars holding it in, and he had to shift in his chair before responding.  He drew a quick breath and choked out a reply that was nowhere nearly as cheerful as hers.  He did his best, but she’d in a matter of a dozen steps made it a superhuman effort. “Hi yourself” 

It got easier for him as the day progressed.  The silent solitude of the night served only to amplify his turmoil, confusion, and angst.  The day, while having started dramatically more difficult than he could have imagined, had also been a salve on the raw need for 'more' of anything Maddy.

Other than all her nocturnal post-Mark visits, they hadn’t spent any time alone since she’d chosen to take away his right to control his own dick.  The feeling of shame at allowing that to happen was at times overwhelming.  He felt like there was a guilty secret between his legs, one that told of a man who had let a woman take away that which formed so much of his identity as a man.  When he thought about looking her in the eye, he grimaced at what she must think of him.  He’d barely protested when she’d insisted on doing what she wanted with him, and surely that couldn’t be a good thing.

Yet, not once had he ever noticed so much as a glimmer of scorn, or judgment in her eyes.  Any time their eyes had met since the night he’d realized that he would never look at a key the same way again, had been just like before.  Sure, on many an occasion, she’d had a mischievous knowing look, and had rewarded his reddening cheeks with pursed lips pulled playfully up to one side, but nothing untoward.  It was as though to her, it was business as usual, albeit with a twist.  The twist being she knew exactly what was on his mind, she was driving, and she wanted him to relax with her unspoken assurances that everything was OK.

Despite how normal things had seemed on the surface to date, he had expected to feel weird around her today.  He just couldn’t stop thinking about what she’d done to him, and he couldn’t imagine what she must be thinking of him because of it.  He was surprised when he felt (mostly) the opposite.  The embarrassment was there, as was the shame, but the warmth in her eyes, and her playful flirtatious smile said what they always had.

‘I see you. I know how you feel about me. I know the effect I have on you, and I like it!’

If she was looking at his crotch and judging him for allowing himself to be locked, for giving in to what she wanted to do to him, he never saw it.  All he saw was what he’d always seen, and it reassured him.  He wanted more than anything to talk about it because he didn’t understand why she thought she could do this to him.  He wanted nothing more than to not talk about it, and pretend he was a regular guy who wouldn’t have let her do that to him.  He couldn’t help but wonder why they weren’t talking about it, but she was making him feel so good just by being with him that he was able to accept the situation as it was.

Maddy’s smile made him feel good, and coupled with her voice, it made him feel even better.  When she suggested they hang out and unpack some of her things, he readily agreed.  He didn’t notice her take stock of the effect it had on him when she casually handed him her dress to hang up in the closet.

The satiny black material slid between his fingers as he navigated the shoulder straps onto the hanger.  It was soft and delicate.  It represented femininity and enchanting allure, and visions of the satin moving over her naked flesh had threatened to overwhelm him.  

His pride chose that moment to protest.

She would never ask a man like Mark to put away her clothes. Not to mention the way she just handed it to me… like it was perfectly natural for me to be handling her things and putting them away for her.  For her…

His mind raced away from pride and leaped toward how sensual her things felt, even if he was just putting them away.  It then had to acknowledge how good it felt that she was comfortable allowing him the pleasure… his brain shorted out and then quickly reset… the pleasure of handling her things, and the subsequent images they brought with them.

Is this how she shares more of herself with me? Other men get to see, feel, and experience these things on her, but here I am putting them away.  Does this mean I only get to organize them so they’re ready for when she wants them for another man’s pleasure?

His thoughts were relentless.

Is that what she’s telling me?  Doesn’t she know how this must be driving me crazy? Or, does she know?

When her single word of praise, wrapped in a seductively murmured Thanks brushed against his eager ears, he found himself instantly yearning for more, and all his doubts were swept away.  It was a jolt of energy that went straight to his dick, blurring all lines of reason between pride and desire for pleasure in any way she was willing to allow him to experience it with her.  He forgot all about the conflict between the intimacy of handling her most feminine of things, and wanting to be the man she wore those things for.  He wanted more of whatever the hell that jolt was because it had felt incredible.

Maddy very soon after wound up lounging on her bed, directing him to ‘hang that up’, or ‘place that in the drawer over there’, and each thank-you filled him with a satisfaction that left him wanting more.  She was making him feel good simply by being with her and helping her.

He didn’t see the flicker of realization in her eyes, nor did he notice it blossom into a self-confident gleam as she guided him from task to task.  He didn’t notice when the pleases had all but disappeared from her requests, but he did notice the reduction of thank-yous.  He started to doubt himself.

Didn’t I hang that skirt up properly? Was there a better way to fold her camisole? Damn it, was this a test? Maybe a camisole doesn’t go in the same drawer as her bras? Why didn’t she tell me what to do?

He stopped, picked up the white satin number from the drawer, and turned to her, blushing with embarrassment.  Not because he was holding something that would so sensuously caress her skin at some point, but because he was unsure of where she would most like it to go.

She is trusting me with her most intimate things and expecting me to not be an absolute oaf about it. Damn, why don’t I know what she wants me to do with this?

If someone had told him even a week before this, that he’d be desperate to know where best to place Maddy’s lingerie as he put it away for her, he’d have scoffed in dismissal.  As it was, he wasn’t fully aware of just how tied up in knots he was about wanting to get everything perfect in the hope that if he did then maybe she would grant him another dollop of feel-good thanks.  What had completely slipped under his radar was his rapidly growing need to not disappoint her.  Doing a good job wasn’t enough, he had to do his best.

None of it was slipping by Maddy though, and she watched him in surprised fascination as his mindset evolved before her eyes. “I, uh… Where should this go, Maddy?”

He glanced at her and then looked away, even more embarrassed after observing the amused glint in her eye.  He was trying to help her, and she was lounging like a queen on her throne, and damn it if it didn’t matter. He just wanted another thank you!

“Why don’t you do your best to put it wherever you think would make me happy”—she dropped her voice to a wickedly delicious whisper—“James.”

They had started with the intention of only unpacking one box, but the morning had passed with James putting everything away for her.  He had become addicted to her words of praise, and doing anything he could to reap them.  His dick never stopped screaming into the steel walls of its prison but pleasing her had shown him a way to steer through the chaos within, and he latched onto it like a drowning man would to a life preserver.

And not once, so engulfed in the fog of desire to please her had he become, did he notice just how Maddy’s eyes had been opened to that very fact.  He wasn’t acting like a simpering fool, which was a good thing because she liked her men to be manly.  It wasn’t that obvious and would have gone unnoticed, if not for that she had become aware to look for it. She liked that.  It was the hungry look in his eyes behind the casual smile, yearning for her to offer him the tiniest glimmer of appreciation.  It was his concerted effort to continue to act casual while being completely distracted as he digested and savored her praise when she chose to reward him with it.  It had very quickly become a reward, a treat, something to be dolled out in measured doses to maximize its effect.  She was, after all, a quick learner.

It was like drip-feeding him a life-saving drug, one which seemed to have caused him in the moment at least, to stop being embarrassed about being in chastity.  She’d sensed his discomfort and his inability to look her in the eye since she’d caged him, especially during breakfast.  It didn’t take a rocket scientist to put it together and realize he was feeling shame at the situation she’d placed him in.  That is why she’d suggested unpacking.  She had wanted him to relax because today was a day she just wanted to hang out and enjoy him simply as the James she’d always known.

She could see now that it wasn’t possible to hang out with that James because she’d changed something in him by using him for cleanup and then locking his dick away.  It wasn’t his fault, he was trying his best to be that old James, and so she wasn’t upset or even sad.  It was just their new reality.  As long as she was going to treat him as she had been, then she had to accept the changes she was causing in him.

He didn’t know how to feel, and she certainly didn’t know what to tell him.  She didn’t understand quite what she was feeling either.  He wasn’t the only one experiencing change.  The huntress in her had smelled blood when he’d hung up that first dress, and she’d responded with the instincts of a killer.  Laying on her bed in her T-shirt, she gave him plenty of thigh to gaze upon, and at times a little panty-covered mound, as she directed him to do her bidding.

She had chided herself. You know he’s fragile, what are you doing?

Then, he’d look so happy when she murmured a thank-you that she couldn’t help but direct him to do more.  She had felt guilty for using him like a… the word servant had popped into her head but she’d dismissed it in a secondary flash of guilt.

He’s not here to serve you, he’s just smitten with you. You’ve just got his head spinning!

Then she’d watch him struggle so valiantly to hide the eager anticipation in his eyes for more direction, and she couldn’t help but give in to his need that was feeding hers.  

She didn’t understand it fully, but this silent back-and-forth energy rippling through the air between them, this her-take, and him-give, felt good.  It felt really good.  It was amusing to the playful girl in her, the one who’d been mischievously poking at his brain since they were kids.  It was more than a little fascinating to the analytical woman in her, the one who’d always been curious as to how a man could adore her from not-so-afar for so long.  And, most of all, to the natural-born predator in her, it was very appealing.

She had become the salve for his confused ego today, and he had become the salve for the emptiness she was feeling.  She had awakened still mourning the loss of what had been shared between team-three.  Yet today, James was showing her there was perhaps something entirely new and exciting that could help replace it.  She had only to part the curtains of preconceptions between them, and explore what could be.

Today was unfolding much differently than she’d intended but that was OK.  She was very willing to roll with it.  While she still wasn’t looking to do anything other than enjoy the reassurance his comforting manly presence provided, it was shaping up to be enjoyed in a very different way than she could have ever imagined.

James finished the last box and took it out into the hall with all the others. He came back in and wandered over to stand at the foot of her bed, in front of her dresser.  After a moment, the realization that he’d just wandered into her bedroom with no longer any reason to be there, washed over his face.  His gaze flickered over her smooth bare legs and then lingered for a moment on the hint of panty peeking out from under the T-shirt.  He looked up at her, and then away, unsure of what he was doing there now, and how to act.  

He started to leave and she stopped him.  She was having way too much fun with him for it to end just yet. “You could rearrange some of my other drawers”—her playful tone resonated straight into his dick—“if you wanted to”

There was no question mark at the end.  There wasn’t a need.  He nodded without a thought, then caught himself and attempted to act cool. “Well, I guess I could but I’ve already done so much.”

His forced bravado gave him confidence and he gave her a wolfish grin egged on by the angst between his legs. “What do I get for literally doing everything for you?”

She looked up at him from under her eyelashes and didn’t miss a beat.

“Why, you get to please me, James.”

Her hand slid down her naked thigh and then slipped off onto the bed beside her.

“That is what you get.”

She watched him turn ten shades of red.  His mouth opened and closed and he lost himself in an internal battle the likes of which she could only imagine.  His eyes were locked on her hand, at the lithe fingers that had fondled his dick not that long ago, but he wasn’t seeing them.  She started to worry she had pushed things too far.  She’d only wanted to draw out the fun, but perhaps it had been too much. Maddy, you’re going to have to do better, or you will mess this up!

She was about to get up, hug him, and say she was only joking, but he came back to her.  His eyes focused on her once again, but now they showed an insecure wariness.  It told her just how vulnerable he was, and reminded her she was playing with fire.

“Sure, I’d uh… I’d like that Maddy.”

He may have pushed past his ego and allowed her to see just how far along they’d come in a few short hours this morning, but she was on shaky ground.  He wanted more of what they’d just shared as much as she did, but he still had his pride.  This was supposed to be fun, not cruel and so she crawled down the bed and sat at the end. One leg hanging over, and one tucked under herself.  She reached out for his hands and when he took them she squeezed. Hard.  She gave him a warm smile. “Hey, we’ll do this together, OK?”

He took a breath, and then let it out, along with some of his embarrassment.  He knew he wanted more of exactly what she’d said.  It would seem she had been reading him like a book (no surprise there) and had only been stating the obvious.  She hadn’t meant to make fun of what was going on with him. Her touch and her smile told him so.

It will be OK, just relax and go with it. This whole dynamic was weird as hell, but she didn’t exactly have a key in her hand and he wanted to keep enjoying how she was making him feel.

She pointed down to the bottom drawer and directed him to take everything out and put it on the bed beside her.  It was a mixture of T-shirts and light sweaters that barely fit in the small space.  She showed him how she liked them folded, and they discussed where each should go.  In the end, he hung some in the closet and put others back into the drawer.  She was generous now, rewarding him with a thank-you almost every time.  Maddy could see him relaxing and she grinned once he’d clearly returned to the happy place in his mind that she’d had him in just a short while before.

“What are you grinning at?” James asked when he caught her, more curious than wary.

“Oh nothing in particular, it’s just that you’ve made me happy James.” She delivered her line upon a widened smile that allowed him to take it at face value.

James drank in her words.  He so much as puffed out his chest, but played down her compliment by wordlessly folding and placing the last of the T-shirts in the drawer without waiting for direction.

“Just one more drawer to go, and then we can take a break from all this!” She made it sound cheery because she suspected that this last drawer was going to be a mind-bender for him. “Why don’t you empty it onto the bed and I’ll show you how I like everything in there folded?”

James of course, nodded agreeably.  As he slid the drawer open and looked inside, Maddy held her breath.  She had dumped the box of panties James had packed for her into what was now her new ‘top drawer’.  She hadn’t folded them, because not once in her life had she ever felt the need to.  Her panty drawer had always been a jumbled mess where everything got tossed about as she rummaged for this pair or that.  It was only today's activity with James that had prompted the idea to organize and fold them.

They'd had a good morning, and Maddy had brought him back to where the energy was flowing between them again.  This last drawer was as much for James as it was for her. She wanted to finish on a high, and couldn't think of a better way than by giving him a bit of a naughty thrill.  She hoped that thrill would provide a bit of a grand finale for what they'd both experienced in her bedroom today.  She wasn't one hundred percent sure of his reaction and had her doubts, but in her mind, the reward well outweighed the risk of teasing him too far. I hope this isn’t too much for him…

He looked back at her, guarded and unsure of what sort of game she might be playing. The look on his face told her she’d pushed him dangerously close to the edge, again.  She chided herself.  This was another of what she was beginning to anticipate might be just one of many more instances to come.  That is, if she was going to keep playing these games with him, which she fully intended to do. Damn it girl, a little finesse would go a long way!

Maddy slipped off the bed and went to him.  She placed her hand on his lower back and pressed into him as she peered around him into the drawer.  James could feel her heat and his dick surged, and then mashed against the cage as her hand gripped his side and his vision was filled with her most intimate things.

She’s so close… ugh!

He struggled to keep his breathing steady as she overwhelmed him with her presence, and with what she wanted him to do.

Why does she want me to handle all of these… again? Is this a promise of something to come? Is she just teasing me by showing me the sensuous things she wears for other men, but not for me?

She looked sweetly up at him, and into his questioning eyes. “It’s OK, James.”

She tightened her grip and pulled herself closer to him, ensuring her hard nipples were making full-on contact.  She didn't need to look to know she'd nailed their positioning. "We're simply organizing my things, and right now those things happen to be in my panty drawer."

His eyes flickered at the word ‘panty’ and she knew he was thinking about her wearing them.  She’d only wanted to tease him a little by doing this final drawer, but this had just escalated far beyond what she’d anticipated.  Once again, she was reminded of the razor’s edge she’d had a direct hand in causing.  A stroke of pure genius came to her just then, and she saw the way forward!

Keeping her eyes locked on his, she pulled out a handful of silky things, stringy things, wispy bits of nothing, and pressed them into his hand. Her eyes were alight with mischief but the only thing registering with him were her words.

“I like you putting away my things”—her lips pursed into a playful smile that had he been thinking clearly, would have warned him of the impending zinger—“and I think you like it too…”

She paused to let let that sink in and give him a moment to take a breath, before she delivered the knockout he could never have seen coming even on his best day.  Her voice dropped to a soft purr.

“But, if you’re going to be the one putting away my laundry, James”—she rubbed the silky bits of material over his hand—“you’re going to have to learn how to fold my panties”

They both heard the guttural moan escape his lips, low and primal, unbidden and embarrassing for him, and so very satisfying for her.  As a quick learner, she was getting the hang of this and didn't give him a chance to overthink his involuntary response.  She pushed him toward the end of the bed and followed right behind him with a second handful of panties. She sat down and threw hers on the bed beside her and gestured for him to drop his handful there too. She smiled innocently up at him, as though absolutely nothing had happened.

“Now, let’s start with the satin ones James…”

His mind raced. How did all this become putting away her laundry? All the time?

He watched her fingers smooth out a pair of panties as she demonstrated for him and imagined those fingers pressing through the satin and into the folds of her pussy lips. Is there some reason I wouldn't want to be the one to put away her laundry? He couldn’t think of a single one as he struggled to come back from the image in his mind.

She placed a pair on the bed in front of him, gave him an encouraging smile, and reached for his hands.  Her fingers then floated over his in an intimate dance, teaching them a foreign language of finesse they'd never expected to have to learn.  His manly digits fumbled with the slippery white satin while her delicate ones guided them.  Little did he know these were the very pair that had prompted his descent into chastity.  The ones she'd worn under her tight jeans that had displayed the panty lines he'd ignored that fateful night not so long ago.  Perhaps someday when he was more settled into whatever this was becoming, she would tell him.

“Fold here, James.”

Her fingers moved with his.

“Now do this… oops! No, no… like this, James.”

Her fingers guided his, patiently over and over until he got it right.

“Yes!”

She giggled happily, and despite how strange it all was, he smiled too.

“These French bikini panties are troublesome, aren’t they?” she asked, not expecting an answer, but the blush running up his neck said enough.  She liked that handling her panties turned him on as much as it embarrassed him.

“Now, run your fingers over the front to smooth them out…”

Together their fingers caressed the satin as the morning sunlight skipped over the material's glossy surface.  Then they were done.  She kept her hand on his, the perfectly folded panty under them, that they as one had folded together.  She waited until he looked up at her, and then she smiled.  Her killer smile, the one that never failed to melt his heart, and his brain.

Her words were soft and full of praise, and told him all he needed to know in order to continue on with folding the rest of them.  She let them out slowly, so he could savor each one, and then both as a whole.

“Good boy.”


Chapter 13 – Wet Dreams

Once James’ confidence had grown, and his embarrassment had lessened at folding her panties, Maddy was able to stop worrying about sending him off the rails by being too hard on his ego.  That she could get him to forget, if even for a short while, about her locking his dick away gave her immense satisfaction.  She was then able to focus on drawing out the process of ensuring he did his best with each and every pair.  The air vibrated with the sexual tension of the power dynamic that this task was impaling him on, and like a fine wine, she wanted to savor it.  She’d felt the rush of power of her feminine allure with many a man, especially James, but had never experienced this.

It must have taken them an hour even though they could have folded a hundred times as many as what they’d had in that time.  She’d kept her hands on his for every single one of them, making it a very intimate affair.  Her voice had been a constant purr of seductive reassurance.  Her praise had gradually been withdrawn to random rewards, but her smile had remained.

When he placed the last pair into the drawer, he closed it slowly and turned back to her, not quite able to hide his disappointment that he’d finished putting literally everything away that she owned.

She was sure he must be a dripping mess in that cage of his because the energy they'd shared had left her sopping wet.  She couldn't ask for fear of breaking the spell she had put him under, but the way he was looking at her answered for him anyway.  She suggested they get changed to go out for something to eat and get some air.  Of course, James agreed.

Maddy had just experienced something she didn't know what to make of.  She loved it completely, but it had been powerful, unexpected, and completely foreign to her.  She was accustomed to guys doing things for her, especially James.  Every pretty girl knew this feeling.  This today, however, had been on a different level, one on which she hadn't read the playbook for.  While it had stoked the huntress in her, it had also given her pause. Or, it had once she'd taken a breath and glimpsed the day with a more objective view.  James was her friend, and she had started the day out leaning on him to give her comfort, not to fuck up his head.

She decided to keep the rest of the day low-key.  She wasn’t ready to answer questions about his cage that she didn’t have answers to.  She also knew that to do that she had to maintain some semblance of what they’d just experienced. She cared for him, and he was going through a lot, because of her.  That meant if she wanted to enjoy his company, to lean on him as the man in her life that he’d always been, she had to be cognizant of his needs too.

When they hit the street the sun was shining, and as the wind caught her hair she tossed her head to the side and tucked her arm into his. She looked up at him, her lips parted in a heartfelt smile. “I’m glad you were able to spend today with me, James.”

She looked ahead at the bustling street full of people, life, and distractions. Then her eyes met his again, already alight with what she’d said. Her smile hadn’t faded but her eyes burned with the sun’s reflected light. “It means a lot.”

They'd killed it (in a great way).  The afternoon had been full of wandering around, stopping to look at a street vendor here and listen to a busker there.  They shared memories and jokes edged with love, and the ache of missing Mark, the self-centered ass that he was.

They had picked up a bottle of wine, some vegetables, and a baguette as fresh as one could expect to get late afternoon, and returned home.  Maddy had fully intended to help prepare supper, but James had poured her a glass and insisted.

When she sat, taking him in as he poured, she didn’t get a sense that it was anything other than him being nice.  That was nice.  They were just being them.  He poured himself a glass and busied himself with the prep work as they bantered about who was going to do most of the cooking.  There were hints of the energy from that morning, like when they both agreed he might enjoy doing just that, but overall it was casual.

Maddy finished the lovely meal he'd made her, and they were laughing at a silly joke he'd made when she realized he was already halfway finished doing the dishes.  She put her hand over her mouth in shock at her own obliviousness and started to get up. "James, please let me help with that!"

He threw the dishtowel over his shoulder and moved to her, his gentle pressure on her shoulders urging her back into her seat. “Maddy I’m almost done, really.” His eyes told her that he wanted… needed this.  As much as she was trying to maintain an air of normalcy in the maelstrom of her making, he was doing what he could in his own way to stay chill too.  Who was she to appease her conscience over what would make him feel best, all things considered?  She smiled and shrugged playfully, and then lost the grip on her naughty side she’d been struggling to keep ever since he’d poured that wine. “Well, if you insist. But, James… be careful. A girl could get very used to this.”

She smirked, and then her tongue slipped out to moisten her lips even as she pulled the bottom one in, clamping it delectably between her teeth. She held it there, as she watched him struggle to maintain his composure.  Her words and her mouth were on the verge of dropping him to his knees.  She had stoked the fires of his desperation and soothed them with the opportunity to submit to her pleasure.  Her eyes blazed with the inferno roaring within, its heat unleashed from the devil inside her and straight into his caged dick for the briefest of moments before she reined herself in and blinked.

Enough, Maddy!

She giggled and wagged her glass at him to break the moment and keep it light, as much as was possible.  They didn’t comment on the full second it took him to recover and then they shared a (somewhat forced) laugh as he dismissed what she’d said.

He turned away and she watched his hands grip the edge of the sink.  His broad shoulders flexed under his T-shirt, the muscles rippling with confused frustration.  He forced another laugh and thrust his hands into the soapy water, attacking the dishes with vigor.  She could see that her flirtation with a cheap thrill had been just that as she witnessed the cost.

She rose from her seat and moved to him, closing the distance between them in a beat of her now angst-filled heart. As she neared him the feelings of self-doubt and guilt increased. What have I been doing to him today? What kind of friend am I?

Her mouth pressed to the back of his neck, and the heat of his flesh burning with the shame at his inability to resist her charms seared her lips.  Her arms encircled his waist, but she hesitated, doubt clouding her mind.  This was all so complicated!  She sure as hell didn’t have a clue as to what she was doing.  Yet she knew to trust in what felt right.  She pulled herself into him, holding him tight as the seconds ticked by.  He pulled his hands from the water and rested them on the counter’s edge.  The sound of droplets falling from his fingers into the sink, washing away his frustration and her guilt, filled the room around them.

When the tension in his shoulders eased she spoke into his neck, her breath causing an eruption of goosebumps over his skin.  They were borne to run from the chaos she evoked in every ounce of his being, yet could do nothing but run toward her instead.  Her lips teased the minute hairs on his neck as she mumbled his name, unable to give voice to all that she felt. “James…”

He turned and she stepped back as he did so, controlling his ‘roll’ as she fought to control hers. What am I doing?

She took his hand and wordlessly led him towards her bedroom.  A mixture of emotions washed over his face.  He had turned to her, fully alight with passion ready to be unleashed, sure that she wanted to kiss him.  That had transitioned to confusion, and quickly to curiosity as the touch of her hand in his reassured him. When they got to the door she turned to him and pressed her hand to his chest.  Her voice was husky, and it had a tremor to it that belied the battle waging inside her.

"Wait."

She left him and went to her side table and reached for the key to his cage.  She slipped it into her pocket as her mind raced through her internal struggle. What are you doing Maddy?—He’s been so good—You’re going to fuck this up—He needs more!

She returned to him in seconds and met his questioning look with a quick smile as she took his hand again.  She pulled him towards the bathroom, and as they closed the distance to her having to make a choice, her resolve grew.  He needs… something.

When he stepped into the bathroom she turned and reached past him to shut the door behind them.  Suddenly the small space grew smaller, and they were both acutely aware of how close they were standing together.

“Maddy—“

She tugged his shirt up over his head and then tossed it aside.  “Don’t make me regret this James.”

He was not at all sure of what she meant by that but as her fingers fumbled at his belt buckle, the button in his waistband, and then the zipper, he didn’t care.  He shut up.

Her eyes locked on his, holding him in place as she roughly stripped him down to nothing but himself, and what he’d allowed her to do to him.  They blazed with a determination he didn’t understand, for he had no way of knowing the battle she’d just waged within herself. That of keeping him in the headspace she’d so rapidly grown to crave vs. showing humanity for her friend and acknowledging his needs too.  His pants were off, and then she had his underwear tossed into the corner too.  He stood before her naked, wearing only the cage she had locked onto him.  His dick was pulsing, the one she’d proclaimed had no place in their dynamic.  The bars glistened with the need that had shamelessly seeped out of him in desperate yearning for her.

James looked down at himself, then back at her.  His cheeks were well on their way to ten shades of red but she would not allow him the opportunity to wallow in shame.  She pulled the key from her pocket with one hand as the other slipped around his balls to cup them in a possessive embrace.  As her warm digits enveloped his manhood he groaned and instinctively reached for her.  She released his balls and altered the trajectory of the key in the other hand.  She brought both hands up to his chest and teased his flesh with the promise of their touch.  There was no need to exert physical force when her will was enough.

A single word was all that was needed to bring him in line. It said 'Don't fuck around.' It said 'This is my show, and you'd do well to follow my lead.'  It wasn't angry.  It wasn't forceful. It wasn't anything but a quiet command. She was driving, and if he wanted more of whatever this was shaping up to be, then he better fucking well mind his manners.  It was a word she said many times a day but in this moment, his name, uttered with layers of implied cause and effect, was all she needed to rein him in.

"James…"

He froze.  As the implications of her tone resonated through his entire being, he lowered his hands and let them rest at his sides.  Her gaze may as well have been her boot, clamping down on his free will, holding him in place.  She held him there for a moment, long enough to make it clear she was doing just that.  Holding him there, just because she could, for emphasis.  He felt embarrassment, shame, and insecurity as he stood before her, submitting to her silent demand to just let go and let her take the lead.  Let her drive when all he wanted to do was to slam the accelerator pedal right through the floor. 

His hands hung uselessly at his sides, struggling against the urge to cover himself, to not let Maddy see him like this. Not like this! Not in front of her like this! Not naked and… exposed to what she’s done to me!

Even if she heard his thoughts, she would not have been concerned with them.  They’d already blown past ‘concern’.  Her fingers found his balls and gently cupped them.  He drew a breath as his cage shifted under the ministrations of the key in her other hand.  He forced himself to relax because, in the face of his immanent freedom, he wanted to savor every second of it.  His thoughts flashed to these last weeks of being locked in chastity by Maddy.

It was just a bit of kinky fun. Who didn't have that at some point in their life?

He almost chuckled aloud as the giddiness of never having to wear that fucking monstrosity ever again surged through him.  The gentle touch of her fingers, as she set about her task, sent him careening off the rails, all thoughts of the future obliterated. 

Fuuuck. His mind was spinning. I don’t know what she wants, but holy—

In one quick motion, she turned the key, removed the locking shaft to pull the cage off of his dick, and left him exposed and vulnerable to her whims.  She stretched out her arm behind her and opened her hand over where she thought the sink was. The loud clanging of metal on ceramic told her the stainless steel cage had found its mark, and she brought her hand back to his dick.  She pulled on it, then took a half-step back while keeping a hold of it as it rapidly swelled in her petite grip.

She looked down in wonder at the morphing embodiment of need uncoiling with her touch, expanding in a joyous celebration of freedom, and hopeful excitement.  Her nostrils flared in a primal response to the endorphins dripping off him as his long pent-up hormones surged outward in a mad dash from their steel prison.  She'd held many cocks in her day, but never one that had yearned so desperately for the release she'd just granted it, a release she’d become the gatekeeper to.  At the moment it only entailed being free from the cage, a mere act of physics, but that was enough to excite it beyond reason.  It had, not yet at least, morphed into an orgasmic culmination of all she'd made him endure, not a release that left him breathless and shaking.  Just a release in the most basic sense. Physics 101. Cage equaled small existence.  No cage equaled freedom and… hope.  That hope was now shamelessly engorged in her hand.

Her breath hitched, just for a moment.  Then she came back to the moment, and his need she now held in her hand.  The memory of what had just been revealed to her eyes would stay with her though.  The realization of the power he had allowed her to wield over the very essence of what she knew he would say was his manhood. What guy wouldn’t view his dick that way?

She, however, didn't think that defined him as a man. Rather, feeling his utter and complete need radiate from him in a controlled burn she was damn sure Mark could not have ever contained, for her that defined him. He was stronger than he knew, strong enough to handle whatever it took to please her.  That made her wet, and her hand slid up his shaft and then back down in an unconscious desire to share her pleasure with him.

Maddy could see the battle raging behind his eyes.  Need versus respect, but no shame, the shame was gone because the need was so great.  Enough was enough.  She kept her grip on his dick, which then entailed her leading him the two short steps to the tub by it, not that he was complaining.

She single-handedly swept the shower curtain closed and reached in to turn on and adjust the water.  Her other hand remained clamped around him.  Possessive, in control, and not about to give it up just because he wasn't wearing a cage.

James, utterly helpless to follow Maddy's lead whether in pleasure or denial, was nothing more than a passenger on her path to whatever she planned to offer him.  As such, as her hand tugged his dick toward the bathtub, and the promise of warm water, hopefully shared with Maddy, he followed.

She held him there, like a (happy and very eager) dog on a leash, as she fiddled with the water until it felt right.  His eyes were burning into her but she avoided them as she took that time to try and gather her thoughts. What are you going to do? What do you want to do?

The water was perfect and she was nowhere near figuring herself out.  Damn it, Maddy, you didn't think this through!

She needed time, and thankfully, inspiration struck, based on something she'd read online.  Maddy closed the shower curtain and left the water running.  The steam slowly seeped around the edges and began to wrap them in its warm, moist embrace.  Maddy tugged on his dick and spun him around 180 degrees, positioning him where she'd stood a moment before.  He was now at the shower head, and she had just given herself maneuvering room.

She lowered herself to her knees in front of him, keeping her eyes locked on his.  His eyes went wide.  Maddy smirked and squeezed the end of his dick.  Hard.  She giggled at his involuntary grunt and offered him a simple, “This is not what you think!’

She adjusted her position, getting comfortable.  She had done this countless times when sucking on Mark’s cock—he liked the submissive visual of her on her knees.  If she were to be honest, his dick made her feel a little submissive!  But James?  No.  He didn’t elicit that response.  It was the opposite.  It was equally as hot, equally as raw, but… completely opposite.  The submission between her and James was that steel cage she’d tossed into the sink.  No, she had no intention of being a cock-sucker for James.  This was going to be functional.  Well, functional, with a kinky flair.

James looked down at Maddy.  On.  Her.  Knees.  In front of his fully erect dick.

Holy shit!

He couldn’t believe it.  He had fantasized so many times about this very thing that the fantasy made him doubt the reality.

Is this happening?

This very scene had played out with a bottle of lotion and a box of Kleenex at the ready far too many times in his mind.  The mental muscle memory urged his dick toward her mouth, but the humiliating possessive grip of the ring of steel encircling his balls that shed put there, and her grip on the tip of his throbbing manhood kept him in line.  Her clarifying words cut through his fog of excited hopeful disbelief, and brought him a measure of mental calm even as they disappointed him. OK, just don’t let go of it! I mean, let go and…

His mind spun as she did just that.  He stared, watching his forever fantasy come true. His dick bobbed in the air, dancing like a peacock would for a mate, but his dick was dancing for her mouth.  Her lips, red and—her tongue slipped over them in a tantalizing dance—moist, were so damn close.  Just another inch was all he needed to move, but he didn’t because his eyes were pulled to hers.  Alight with resolve that reinforced every word she’d just said, that only now fully registered with him.

So if she’s not going to suck my dick what is she going to d—

Maddy extended her finger and ran her nail along the underside of his shaft, making his dick float upward as it sought more.  More freedom, more… up… where a man’s dick was supposed to be when excited by a woman, not locked and subdued in a cage.

James sucked in a quick breath.  He had far too much respect for Maddy to thrust his hips forward the minuscule distance separating his already dripping head from her moist lips. He pictured Mark grabbing the back of her head and pulling her wet mouth onto his engorged cock.  Mark wouldn't show any respect in this situation and that made James feel a sense of pride in himself, but also a little less than.  If she kept this up… He wasn’t sure that his body wouldn’t betray him despite his attempts to be the better man. His voice was urgent, with a hint of desperation. “Maddy…”

Eyes locked to his, a giggle slipped past her lips as she scooped the precum pooling on the tip, and then slowly wiped it onto the inside of his thigh.  As her finger trailed her casual dismissal of his excitement down his leg, she grew serious. “If I’m going to keep you locked in chastity, James, I need to do it responsibly.”

Keep me… What?

She allowed him a millisecond to process her intention.  The one she'd solidified in her mind only just that morning as the energy of their her-take and him-give dynamic rippled through the air between them.  She hadn't set a timeline until now, because she hadn't thought about it.  This had started on a whim to get him to focus on her and had progressed to where they were today.  While he processed, she justified her decision to herself. His actions got him caged in the first place, and after the way he made me feel today… He sunk his own ship!

She interrupted the response forming on his lips with the brush of her fingers over his balls.  He gasped again, and his dick jumped in her face, but her eyes never left his.  By not acknowledging it, her message was clear.  Like the drippings she’d just wiped on his leg, she had no use for it.

“What that means, James”—he drew in an excited breath as she lifted his balls away from his body—“is I’ll occasionally need to have a quick look down here.”

She held them up to the left, and then to the right, and James held his breath.  She never really understood why guys got so twitchy when she held their balls, but it had always amused her.  Even Mark had never fully trusted her when she played with his, but he’d never complained because it had led to her playing with the rest of his cock.

She gently pulled them outward, stretching the flesh so she could lean in and peer under the steel ring.  She was inwardly relieved. He’s fine!

Her breath, hot and moist caused him to quickly suck in more air while, unbeknownst to him, she scolded herself. You read about needing to do this. You really should have checked on him sooner.

She consoled herself by giving him a little ‘extra’, and slipped her fingernail into the space she’d created between the ring and his skin.   She traced the sensitive area with a featherlight touch, drawing another gasp from him.  One more pass of her nail gave her time to think and brought her the answer she had been looking for.

Her hand fell away as she slowly lowered his precious jewels, and she grasped his wrist for support to pull herself to a standing position.  She reached down, and her fingers trailed along his shaft, because now that it was there to play with she found herself wanting to.  She wanted this for him because he'd been so strong for her.  He'd been strong to withstand the physical demands that his acceptance of her choices had placed on him.  He'd been even stronger to withstand what she'd done to him night after night as she'd fed and watered him.  Strong because she'd done it while denying him the basic right any other man would have had—to be erect.

She could never entirely understand what she was putting him through, and that was OK.  She didn’t have a dick, and if she did she sure as hell wouldn’t ever let someone take it away from her by locking it in a cage! His choices were his to own, and that was OK too, but this right now, was something he deserved.  He needed this. She may have the innate skills of a huntress, but she was a woman first, with all the instincts that came with it.

Something told her that a man, her man—because she could admit her possessiveness of him regardless of her need for other men—needed a carrot.  Regardless of what that carrot might be.  He needed something to cling to during the times when things got seriously tough.  Lacking that, his submission to the power she now wielded and bent him to with that key would fail. If I’m committed to keeping him in chastity, I need to show him that he’s important too. It can’t be (all) about me.

His eyes were wide, and his breathing was quick.  His entire being hummed with need for her and she could feel every bit of it!  She took a breath to steady herself, surprised at how her body was responding to him.  The dampness pooling in her panties betrayed any false thoughts of this being a purely functional activity.  She was enjoying this as much as he was about to! Her lips pulled upward into a smile that said she knew and understood what he needed, and her eyes told him it was going to be OK.  Just let go, they said.  Trust me, they said.

She leaned into him, her breasts pressing through the thin tank top and into his chest as she reached past him for the shower curtain.  He pressed his nose into her lush curls of dark seduction cascading over her shoulders and down her back before he could stop himself.  As her hand slid the shower curtain aside, his mouth found her neck and he sucked, like a parched man desperate for a drop… of her.

She felt his lips on her flesh and she almost deviated from the course she'd already set.  That, however, was the difference between women and men.  In times like this, women were stronger.  Giving him what he wanted, and what her body just responded to, was not the way forward for them.  She let go of the curtain as the shower spray drifted out to beckon them and giggled lightly to let him know it was OK, but she wasn’t taking the bait.

Maddy stepped back, and his lips reluctantly released her flesh.  When their eyes locked, hers were playful, and his were swirling pits of raw need.  She felt her resolve weaken, but quickly regained control. Oh my God!

“You need a shower James, but you also need… release.”

She let that last part hang between them, heavy, like his balls full of unspent cum.  She ran her finger up along the underside of his cock once again, and then left it bobbing to itself as she continued up his arm. At his shoulder, her grip, gentle but unyielding, urged him to turn toward the shower.

“While you’re in there”—her other hand trailed her fingernails over his bare ass, leaving a trail of excited goosebumps in its wake—“you can take care of yourself. I’ll… allow it.”

Her nails on his skin sent a howling cacophony of need surging into his erection, making it stretch toward a heaven it could never reach, caged or not.  Her words filled him with shame.  She was allowing him to do what any man should have the choice to make on his own, but not him.  She was allowing it, and that made it shameful.  Shame, however, had no bearing on need.

He stepped into the shower wishing like fuck she was getting in too, but couldn’t deny his excitement at finally being able to cum.  His hand, or hers, was quickly becoming irrelevant. Yes, he wanted to be inside her, to make love to her, because his being in love with her was never the question, but at this point, he’d take whatever she was willing to give him.  If that was a solo session in the shower then so be it.  He’d face his shame later, but right now he wanted to tug on his dick like there was no tomorrow!

The curtain sliding closed after him was a relief because while it wasn't shameful to jerk off, he couldn't imagine doing that in front of Maddy.  He had showered this morning and knew this wasn't about getting clean.  For whatever reason, she'd decided to allow him to cum… There was that damn word again which he vowed to call her out on right after this shower, and he was hell-bent on doing just that.  He didn't realize he hadn't even considered refusing to dance to her tune, just because she'd put the music on. He could've told her to piss off, that he'd damn well jerk his man-meat long into the night 'thank you very much'. 

The fact that all of those thoughts hadn’t come to him should have set alarm bells ringing in his head, but the pull of her will had already begun to shape his thoughts, he just didn’t know it.

He’d reflexively poured some shampoo in his hand before he caught himself, and so lathered up his head and chest, working the last bit under his arms.  May as well.  He tilted his head upward into the hot water and quickly washed everything away so he could get down to business.  The soap was in his hand, and his dick followed, the bubbly lather creating the perfect conditions for his hand.  He almost didn’t think about the steel ring she’d left on him as his fingers brushed over it. I’ll deal with this in a minute.

He couldn’t tell if he was alone in the bathroom, and didn’t care.  As he lathered up, privacy had become a distant luxury that no longer concerned him.

Maddy watched his silhouette as he ran his hands over his body, over the broad shoulders that had held and comforted her this weekend.  Her pulse quickened as he then focused on the very part of him she had denied him.  The power she'd assumed over him with a key, the power he'd willingly surrendered, had become incrementally more apparent to her once the lock had been closed. The crescendo of today had left her more than surprised, a little unsure of how to proceed, and a lot turned on.  Her thoughts returned to the strength it must have taken to repeatedly push down what must have been a constant urge to ask her… she smiled—beg, more like it, to unlock him.

The way he’d continued to clean her every night after Mark filled her pussy with his cum, even though his caged dick had no way of receiving any reward in return… she could see it now, and it left her breathless.

He did that for me.  How could any man love me so much—his love had never been a secret—that he would do all of this, for me?

His eyes were full of yearning and yet also brimming with happiness as they reflected her praise back to her every time she acknowledged something he'd done for her. Hanging a dress, folding her panties (that made her smile), or simply serving her a meal.  It had been a day of self-exploration of themselves (because she'd learned as much as he had) and how they now fit together, and it had been fucking amazing.

And he’d been there for her yesterday, and today, as the man in her life.  He’d been the one she’d leaned on, drawing strength from his manly presence when the other half of her heart was missing Mark.  They were no longer team-three, but James had made team-two pretty damn awesome.  The woman inside her stirred, interrupting her thoughts.  This was the moment.  James was right there.  She was right there.  He was her man, in the way she wanted him to be.  He had needs… and so did she.  And, right now, there was a way forward without fucking up her hold over him that would satisfy them both.  Or, at least she hoped so.  Regardless, if he wasn’t happy with what the woman inside her said needed to happen, or what she needed to feel with him, he could leave his complaint with the someone who cared.

She peeled off her yoga pants and stepped into the shower wearing only her white cotton panties and tank top, both of which became translucent as soon as the water hit them. James’ hand fell away from what he’d only just started as she came into his space, to share it with him.

Her presence filled that space. Eyes wide, nostrils flared with the heat of a woman on fire, and as she pierced his existence with a single look, he didn’t think.  He turned fully to meet her, reaching for and pulling her into his embrace.  The woman in her allowed him to pull her into him.  The woman in her embraced the feel of his rigid shaft that was pressed between them as his lips sought hers.

The rawness of his energy left her breathless, and her cunt dripping. And the huntress in her, the one always there when she needed her the most, in moments of weakness such as this, sprung forth.  She turned her face and his lips brushed her cheek, finding solace in her smooth skin as they dragged themselves onward.   She reached around him with one hand and pulled him in, telling him not to focus on what she would or would not allow his lips to enjoy.

Her other hand found his dick, wrapping around its engorged shaft in a light caress. She didn’t want him to cum as quickly as he’d done when she’d locked him.  She knew she was the stronger one here, and she wanted to lend him her strength so she could properly give him what he’d so selflessly earned.

He grunted, sucking the flesh of her neck into his mouth, and she tilted her head to the side, giving him full access to enjoy it as much as she was.  The water hadn’t yet cleansed the day from her and he drank in the salt of her skin like an elixir for all that had ailed his tortured soul.

Her nipples, hardened into points of desire to share in the give-and-take energy that no longer had roles defined, pressed into his chest.  He heard their call as they seared the skin stretched taut over his well-defined pectorals.  Peeling his lips from her neck, he dragged them over her collarbone, lingering for a moment on the delicate line it presented, and then answered their call.

This wasn't cleanup; this was making love, for him.  She felt it.  She understood it.  And she wanted him to have it, in this moment.  It was something different for her, and she'd help him understand that with time, but not now.  Now, was for him, and her, in their own ways.  She gasped as his lips hungrily drew a nipple into his mouth as though he could pull the sensitive bud right through the thin cotton top and onto the tip of his tongue.

Maddy.

It was the singular thought that coursed through him as he drew her into his mouth.  It wasn’t about the delectable morsel of feminine perfection his tongue was circling.  It was feeling her need for him burning as raw and as unfiltered as James’ always had for her.  He groaned as her lips found his neck, hesitant at first, and then unabashedly hungry.

She felt everything he was feeling because his mouth was spelling it out in lavish detail, and she let go of the reins just enough to tell him so.  He released her nipple and began to move upward, presumably to try for another kiss, but she redirected him with a fluid shift of her body. James had done so much for her, been everything she'd asked of him, and tonight was his, as much as she could allow it to be.

Her hand had traveled to the end of his dick, maintaining contact as he’d bent to her breast, and now she squeezed while slipping it down the shaft.  She ground it back into his body with steady pressure, forcing him to pull away, giving her the opening she needed.  She pushed him against the tiles, wet with shower overspray, and their panted breath.

One hand pressed into his chest, and the other kept ahold of the prize.  Now it was her turn to bend down, her lips first, then her tongue finding his navel.  James looked down in disbelief as he watched her lick his flesh, something he'd thought would have stayed within the realm of his wildest dreams.  She nipped him playfully, and then her tongue did something circular, and… he lay his head against the wall and closed his eyes.

Fuuuk.

Maddy kept her grip light, not wanting this to end yet.  James had let go of his self-control in the face of her unfiltered desire to share this moment with him, and it felt amazing.  Her tongue traced each ridge of his tight abs before moving on, finding his nipple.  She drew it into her mouth and sucked it over her tongue, then let it go.  Her tongue chased it out of her mouth and mashed it back into his chest, kissing it like a long-lost lover newly found.

James was past thinking.  His universe was Maddy.  Sight, sound, smell, taste… and touch. Her fingers performed a tap dance up his shaft while her tongue danced, and he moaned. “Ugh.”

Maddy’s free hand left his chest to curl around the back of his neck, drawing herself, and her tongue, up toward it.  Over his collarbone, lingering as he had, but in her case she detoured.  Across the length of it, drinking in his need for her, then along the length of the other side.  Her lips dragged over his shoulder, found his neck, and kissed his hot flesh, burning with the imminent eruption between his legs that nothing she did now could stop.

“Maddy!” He gasped in panic, fighting to keep this insanely incredible dream-come-true experience from ending far quicker than he could ever want it to.

She knew though.  She thought he’d done great too.  She didn’t know how long a guy could last after being locked like he’d been, but talk about miles beyond his last time!  Yet, the time had come.  She’d done her best to make it as amazing for him as it had been for her. None of it had been fake.  She’d wanted to give him everything she just had, wanted to feel the man in him, unfettered by a steel cage, and her will, respond to her.  To have him feel her respond to him.  They’d exchanged a lot of energy today, and it would take them both a while to unpack it.  This had been the best way to give him (because she was already all in) the resolve to do so.  However, the time had come for it to end.  And now, despite about to go further than she’d intended, she was going to make it an ending he’d never forget.

Maddy pressed herself into him, determined to feel every minute detail of his body responding to her.  Her grip tightened and she jerked faster, urging him to stop fighting and enjoy the inevitable.  Her lips traced his jawline, her other hand pulling his head down toward her lips.  Her breath, hot and moist, breathed into his mouth with a calmness that belied the rapid strokes of her hand. “Shh.”

James breathed her in, and then her tongue was sliding over his, as her hand slid up and down his slippery shaft.  Her tongue danced in his mouth and he responded with the performance of his lifetime.  He ran his fingers through her wet locks, gripping the back of her head, his other hand pulling her in at the waist.  He wanted to shout with joy.  Before he had known what sex was, he'd wanted to kiss Maddy.  He still didn't know what sex felt like with Maddy, but now he knew the sublime pleasure of a kiss shared with passion.

It was mind-bending, but nothing was going to stop his little brain from stealing the show.  He tensed, and Maddy again stifled his protest with her mouth, as her hand drew upwards in a final slow stroke and…

He bucked in her hand, his hips thrusting of their own accord into her, like a wild beast shedding the chains that had held it in.  He growled low in his throat and then moaned as he exploded past her fingers, splashing onto her stomach and then onto his own.  Her tongue slowed, but her lips remained pressed to his, their heads moving in time to his fading thrusts.  And then he was done.

She circled his tongue one last time before slowly withdrawing.  Her lips puckered into a languid farewell, and then she pulled back to look up into his eyes, lidded, drunk on release, and her.

A manic giggle boiled up from deep inside him, spilling past his lips to fill the air around him with his giddy joy.  He was grinning like an idiot, and still cupping the back of his head she smiled up at him, loving how happy he was.  She was too.  It had been fucking hot.  She filed away the fact that he was a damn good kisser, and then put part two of her haphazardly thrown-together plan into motion.  Before he began to think this was anything but what it was.  A release, a reward for being good.

With all that, he was still James, and he had a role to play, of which he had been reminded before everything she'd achieved with him went sideways.  She kept her hand cupped behind his head but pushed her hips away from him just a hair.  She brought her hand up in between them. He was still smiling but she saw a hint of curiosity in his eyes as she moved. She purred her question as her fingers found what they'd been seeking.

"That was fun. Yes?"

James was trying to formulate an answer that should have been easy.  One word—'Yes!', but his brain was still trying to rearrange the grey matter into a coherent mass.  She'd plowed right through it today, and the shower had obliterated what was left.  He felt her hand moving through the space she'd created, felt the wetness sticking between them both.  For a moment he thought she might be ramping up for a second round, but it didn't feel that way with her hand.  A second later he became aware of a sense of impending trouble.  He'd begun to listen to the voice these past months because with Maddy nothing could be assumed.  He'd learned that the hard way, over and over again.

He felt her hand rotate and warning bells began to go off in his head. Why is she—

With room to maneuver her hand now, she scooped his cum, hot and so very thick from its long imprisonment, onto her fingers.  Her voice was low and seductive, reassuring yet firm, ignoring that he’d not had a chance to answer her question.

“I thought so too James, but here’s the thing that neither you”—she brought her hand up, dripping with his spent seed—“nor I can afford to forget.”  She paused, ensuring her intentions were clear as her fingers hovered over his lips, and the odor of his cum wafted into his nostrils. “No matter how much fun we have”—she wiped the hot sticky mess over his lips—“you need to remember your place.”

He started to pull away but her unyielding grip on the back of his head gave him pause, and the look in her eyes held him in place.  “You know what I expect of you when a man cums in me”—she laid her sopping fingers to rest on his lips—“or on me.”

The joyous look he’d been gazing upon with had faded, replaced by confusion.  Why do I have to clean up after… myself?! Why does anything sexual with Maddy mean I have to swallow cum?

He tried to ignore the salty taste on his lips as he whispered his question, the words struggling to get through the thick ropes of semen on her fingers. “Why… I thought we had something there… I thought…”

“Shh." She pressed her slick fingers against his lips.  There was so much cum it spilled onto his upper lip, and down his chin.  A thick white dripping reminder of what she was trying to tell him, as nicely as she could.

"We did just share something, James. You didn't think wrong, but it's not about that. It's about you knowing your place, because"—she closed her eyes momentarily then opened them, blazing with conviction—“I only know one way of doing what we’re doing.”

The flame in her eyes didn’t fade, but she softened her message with a reassuring smile.  He drew a shaky breath, and she rotated her fingers so a large drop of cum that had been slowly growing into dangerous proportions didn’t fall off and go to waste.  She watched as he processed, and then became resigned to what she was telling him.  She wasn’t being cruel.  She wasn’t trying to humiliate him, beyond the act of cleaning itself, she was simply telling him the only way she knew to make this work.

She liked sharing herself with him, on her terms.  That meant he had to give too.  When there was cum, any cum, she wanted him to clean it up. For no other reason than she liked it when he did. For no other reason than ‘because’.

She could play him like a fiddle, and read him like a book, and he was finally ready to embrace her message.  She pushed her fingers into his mouth and held them there until he licked them clean. Then she reached down and scooped up the rest, a little surprised at just how much there was.  Maddy wondered playfully if there was a limit to how much cum he could build up based on time locked. She made sure nothing was left to go to waste, and then it was done.  He was done, in more ways than one.  

She wiped her hand on his chest, and then paused while she took him in.  The corners of her mouth teased upward in acknowledgment of how crazy this all was.  Her eyes told him she hoped he loved it as much as she did.  Without thinking, she rose on the balls of her feet and pressed her lips to his.  Just long enough to share in the taste of him, while not drinking a drop, and letting him know that it all had been real. The shower, the kissing, the orgasm, had all been real and not some fucked-up mind game. It was fucked up for sure, but they’d shared it together, and if he could keep his shit together… who knew?

She stepped back and took a deep breath then let it out with a shaky laugh, and he joined her.  Intense moment passed, and message delivered, she took his hand.  Stepping out of the tub she urged him to follow.

Two steps to the sink brought them to part three, and she was suddenly very unsure of how this was going to go.  Her instincts told her this was going to take everything she had, everything she'd learned about James over the years, and more so recently, to pull this off.

She turned back to him, arm outstretched and holding the cage between her finger and thumb.  It glittered, the soft bathroom light casting it in a deceptively unthreatening glow.  His eyes went wide at the sight of it and if he’d had room to step back he would have.

She can’t… no way!  James was reeling.  He’d done so much.  Suffered so much.  And for so long!  My god, the number of times I gave her what she wanted… the cleaning and the constant unbearable denial of at least being able to rub one out at the thought of her.

He looked down at his dick, limp and spent, and though while admittedly not presenting at its most impressive in the moment, was free.  The steel ring she’d left around his balls felt like a collar.  The dog’s master would remove the leash, but the collar remained, a constant reminder that freedom was elusive, and at the whim of another.

He looked up, dragging his eyes over her smooth firm thighs, and then paused.  The white cotton panties were soaked through and clung to her pussy lips like a lover's kiss.  He couldn't see through them, but their wet embrace painted him a picture that was perfectly clear. He'd become intimately familiar with every inch of those lips but never grew tired of looking at them.  Now was no different, other than he was trying not to focus on the fact that he hadn't cum in them.

She'd been in the shower with him, horny as he was it seemed, and he'd had a perfectly good (and eager) cock ready to plunge deep inside her as needed. Yet, she'd jerked him off, never remotely indicating she wanted more.  It took nothing to count the times he'd cum with her—twice.  And both times had been in her hand.  His gut clenched as the implications of that washed over him.  He held his hands up in front of his chest to ward her off like she was some witchy woman working her dark magic upon him.

"Maddy, there's no way in hell you're putting that cage back on me!"

Maddy raised an eyebrow, tilting her head and pulling her mouth up into a smirk. She had tried to be nice.  She'd wanted to give him the chance to do this of his own accord but she could see now that these were not ordinary times.  The man's most prized possession had been denied him for longer than he'd thought possible, and been made to endure the most unholy of humiliation in the process.  She understood that, but she wanted what she did, and she wasn't going to apologize for it now.  Certainly not after what she'd just given him (and herself, but that didn't factor into the equation).

“I can’t begin to tell you what will happen after this, James.”— she shook her head—“and I sure as hell have no idea of what I’m doing with you.” Maddy looked pointedly at his dick. “But what I can tell you with one-hundred percent certainty, is what won’t happen”—her eyes languidly trailed over his stomach, lingered for a decadent moment on his chest, teased his lips for an even longer moment, then blazed into his eyes with conviction—“if you don’t let me lock you back into chastity.”

She looked contemplative for a moment, then her lips teased up into a flirty smile. “Actually, James, I don’t want you to just let me… I want you to ask me to lock you back into chastity.”

The steam swirled around them in a moist tempest of heat, matching the burning shame that threatened to consume James as he realized what she was demanding.  She’d coaxed him into it once, and it had been a nightmare rollercoaster ride of raging frustration mixed with an all-consuming lust for anything Maddy.  He'd hated it.  He'd loved it.  He'd wanted to run screaming from it with every fiber of his being.  And now he was faced with walking toward it—asking for it, and embracing it of his own free will.

He looked down at the steel ring encompassing all that she didn’t want from him, then looked up at the steel cage, held in her lithe fingers capable of gifting so much pleasure, that represented all that she did.  He sighed as his thoughts caught up to what he already knew in his gut.  The memory of her lips pressed to his flashed by, fleeting and joyous.  Recalling her hand stroking the greatest orgasm of his life (and that said something) out of his overfilled balls made him want to smile like a giggling idiot.  Remembering the satisfied look in her eyes as he licked himself off her fingers made him lose his train of thought.  He knew then what his soul had already been telling him.  Submit, trust, love, and fuck everything else.

James slowly closed his eyes, drew a deep breath, then opened them.  He gave her a shy smile, unsure of how to save face when accepting something like this.  Maddy made it easy for him.  Her smile lit him up, and her eyes said the rest.  They burned with the heat of what was yet to come, unknown and sure to be wild.

She draped her arms over his shoulders and lazily crossed her wrists behind his neck. The cage dangled lazily in the crook of her finger, teasing the base of his neck.  She drew her lips up into a flirty smirk and watched it take his breath away.  She gave him the moment, just a beat, just enough to sink the hook well and good. Like liquid velvet, her words bade him take a leap of faith.

"So, James. Are you ready?"


Chapter 14 – Because

James groaned into the early morning light and rolled over into a well-practiced quasi-relief position.  Curled up, caged cock and semi-freshly drained balls between his legs, squeezing like there was no tomorrow.  Palm mashed into his pelvis silently screaming for… relief.  Bloody relief, from the incessant morning woody.  He'd yearn for a different release once he lay eyes upon Maddy he knew, but right now was the immediate concern.

Maddy… the memory of her hand stroking him, her mouth kissing him, rushed back into his consciousness.  It should have made his morning struggle more difficult, but it only reminded him of the choice she’d presented him with.

Once he got his shit under control he rolled out of bed.  No point lying there, reliving the day before, and the decision he couldn’t shake. One that, to some degree, he felt she’d cajoled him into.  He immediately shook his head, dismissing that as a lame pressure-relief copout.  He’d made his choice, based on the options she’d given him.  There had been no cajoling.  Just the pull of what he couldn’t resist not knowing.  What would be… what could be, if he just kept the faith as the cage closed his world in upon itself once again.

It should have concerned him that he believed all of that, but he was already wrapped in her web of seduction. She had been wrapped around him, the cage dangling against his neck, and he’d been blinded to her wiles.  Just as he’d always been. He should have asked ‘Why?’

“Why do you want that thing on me? Why don’t you want to fuck me?’

But he hadn’t. There were only two people in that bathroom. One of them had been thinking quite clearly.  The other?  Locked back in chastity.

Maddy hadn’t slept much either, though unlike James, she woke herself up with a long drawn-out finger slip ‘n slide that had left her gushing and running hot.  Independent of their differing morning perspectives, they appeared to be on some level synced.  She’d no sooner opened her door than James had stumbled out of his.  He was a mess, and while she felt for him, her mouth nonetheless curled up into a mischievous smile.

“Hey, you!" She stepped over and curled her arm around his waist, and then dragged it away as she moved passed him.  Casual, friendly but… more.  The brief exchange dropped his heart rate into overdrive and he had to struggle to remain casual.  Her hair had teased his arm as she'd pulled herself against him, the faint whispered fragrance of yesterday's shower still upon her.

He wouldn’t be a man if he didn’t notice, and he couldn’t possibly imagine any man not noticing her.  Barefoot and wearing the tightest pair of yoga pants he’d seen, the brushed-on tank top completed her ‘casual’ fare in a spectacular display of mind-blowing sensual femininity.

His gaze stayed locked on her ass until the fridge snapped him out of it, forcing him to at least pretend to be casual.  He gave it his best go, confronting the memory of her not wanting his dick yesterday, despite how hot their time together had been.  She was pushing him.  No.  She was shoving him, up against the limits of his ability to understand. How the hell did any of this make sense?

He drew a quick breath. “Hey yourself!”

It felt weak to him, and sure as hell did not fool her.  She half-turned and batted her eyelashes at him for no other reason than to fuck with him because, despite her morning big-O, she was in one of those flirty moods. A little light teasing should’ve been enough to smooth over whatever she’d heard in his voice.  But then she caught the flicker of hesitation in his eyes. 

Her hand slipped from the fridge handle.  Breakfast could wait.  It was back, the same shy, embarrassed insecurity, and a 'little flirting' wasn't going to get them past it.  Yesterday had been great, but today?  She wasn't looking for a repeat.

Jesus, what do I have to do to get him to relax about all this?

That her opinion might have been a touch one-sided was of no concern to her, and unknown to him.  What he knew, was the intensity of her full-on focus, which he was experiencing right now.  She marched over to him and grabbed his hand. "Come on."

James gave her a confused look but didn’t resist, and followed her lead into his bedroom.  He’d be a liar if he said the reaction in his pants wasn’t immediate, and excruciating. “Maddy, wha—“

She wordlessly pressed a finger to his lips for a solid beat, her blazing eyes telling him he had better be on board with what she was doing.  He drew in a sharp breath as her lithe fingers worked the loosely tied knot in the waistband of his pajama pants.  Holy fuck… her fingers are right—ugh… there!

Knot undone she grasped his pants at both hips and yanked them down, outrunning any possible discussion on the matter.  He knew better than to interfere after she’d stripped him yesterday, and desperately hoped for an equally satisfying, if not better ending today.

James would never dare, though he’d dreamed many a time, of presuming to strip Maddy’s clothes off her with no prior discussion.  She however acted like it was her right to do so to him, and not his to say otherwise.  It was dominant, and his acquiescence was submissive even if most men wouldn’t argue with a beautiful woman tearing their clothes off.  Neither of them fully saw it yet. But she was leading, and he was following.  She felt it though, responded to it, and it urged her on toward making today very much unlike yesterday.

His boxers were around his ankles in a flash, her hair falling over her shoulders to tease his balls as she bent to the task.  It had barely registered, only just beginning to ignite a surge of excitement within the cage when she paused on her way up to stare at it.  The rush that her whispered touch had ignited? Gone.

He hadn't thought he could feel any smaller in the confines of the steel bars, but under her scrutiny, he discovered that sensation had no limits.  He didn’t know why she had to be looking at his cage.  He didn’t even want to think the word with her eyes on him and didn’t realize he’d thought of it as ‘his’ either.  But he couldn’t take it any longer.

“Uh, Maddy?”

She took her time in acknowledging him, cupping his balls and running her thumb over the tip of his cage, teasing the flesh of the head of his very engorged dick being forced between bars.  Her eyes briefly flickered to his with a look that he still hadn't come to realize would precipitate a zinger.

“This”—she squeezed his balls ever so slightly as her thumb continued to work him over—“is a chastity cage.”

“Wha—“

He gasped as she squeezed harder and straightened herself up, locking eyes with him. Hers were on fire, determined to make this work.  His were wide, somewhere between excited at her touch and panicked at her grip.  He was going to have to keep up today, but she’d help him, just as she was helping him now.

“I know what it is”—she pulled his balls outward until his eyes widened a hair more—“and you know what it is.”

He let out a shaky breath as she relaxed her grip and brought his balls back to him. Her voice, soft and nonjudgmental, eased the impact of her words. “You asked me to lock you back in it yesterday."

She moved her fingers in a slow upside-down wave, and his balls moved with them. "And I wanted to lock you in it.”

Why did you? Why? He wanted desperately to ask, but his mouth wasn’t working, and her fingers were.

Her fingers continued their slow dance with his balls as her thumb massaged the eager flesh clamoring to escape by any means possible.  “We both know that I hold the key, that I control a part of you most men would never allow anyone to control.”

“But—“

“No buts, James. We both know you’re not like most men.” She moved closer to him. “And, I think I’ve made it clear that’s exactly what I like about you.” Her fingers never stopped. “Yes?”

He nodded, his breathing tight.

“You seemed to like how you felt yesterday, doing things with me… for me, with this cage on.”  She paused her fingers. “Am I wrong?”

He shook his head, not trusting himself to speak.  She’s turning this all around. Ugh, how can I think when she’s—

She smiled. “I didn’t think so.”  Her fingers resumed their slow dance. Her voice dropped to a quiet purr. “I liked it too.”

She felt him surge at her admission which was all the confirmation she needed.  His head might not be caught up to his body, but his little brain would get him there with guidance from her.  She leaned in, and called out the elephant he was so damn intent on bringing into the room for another day.  Her breath, warm and moist whispered into his ear. “So why the hell do you have to act like it’s something to be ashamed of?”

She felt him tense but wasn’t having any of it.  They couldn’t exist on a tightrope of unspoken shame suppressed by need.  She released his dick and took both his hands in hers, urging him to come toward her as she moved back. “Step.”

One word.  It meant he was moving away from the clothes at his feet, which meant that he was going to stand before her wearing only a T-shirt… and a cage.  She tugged on his hands, peering into his eyes with all the reassurance she could muster.

“Trust me, James.”

He drew a breath and stepped toward her, taking a leap of faith that whatever she was doing was going to be OK.  Because right now nothing about this felt OK.

“I uh… Maddy?”

She pulled him another step forward, away from the doubt she refused to let him cling to. Her hands fell away from his and with a warm smile Maddy wrapped herself around him and hugged him tight.  His arms rose tentatively at first, unsure of her and of what this meant, then quickly hugged her back.

She tilted her head up at him smiling still, the side of her face pressed into his muscular chest, and his heart skipped a beat. God, I want to kiss those lips again! The thought came unbidden, and he almost went for it but she spoke first.

“I don’t want your chastity to be weird between us.”

The word chastity, so casually uttered was anything but for him.  The scene was too normal, for it to contain that word so easily spilling over her lips.  All thoughts of kissing dissipated as he felt the blush creeping up his neck.

But she’d said it, and it hung there between them.  That was her point. “James, if you’re going to wear this cage… for me”—her hand slipped down between them and began to fondle him again—“then you have to own it.”

Cage. For her. Do I? Why? Ugh… He felt himself falling into her eyes, as he’d done a million times before.  This time was different.  Her warm smile and the care in her eyes, untainted by judgment, told him she wanted him to fall, and she would be there to catch him.  She knew it was embarrassing.  She didn’t want him to be embarrassed.  She knew he felt insecure, and she didn’t want him to feel that.

He felt it coming over him, like a slow-motion tidal wave of understanding as they stood holding each other.  She wanted him to feel good about what they were doing because he was making her feel good by doing it!  It was fucked up, sure, but…  She liked what she liked and despite wishing he was fucking her instead of being caged for her, he liked making her happy.

He drew a quick breath and then gave her a half-grin.  Not fully shy, not fully confident, but hell, he was trying. “OK Maddy but what does me being half-naked have to do with any of all that?”

She chuckled, a low throaty sound that went straight down into his dick, and stepped back from him, taking his hand in hers.  She guided him towards the doorway, turning back as they reached it.

"Being half-naked is what it's all about, James.”

Her flirty smirk quelled the rancorous chorus of objections competing to cross his tongue, and he followed as she led him back into their day.

To say it felt weird cooking pancakes as his boys flopped around would be an understatement. She eased the tension by cracking a joke about how at least he wasn't dodging grease pops from the frying pan.

When he served her a plate of the two of the best he'd managed to not burn while trying to ignore the imaginary breeze in the room, she cupped his balls and held him there. When he finally met her gaze she smiled, all flirtatiousness gone.  The warmth in her eyes could've melted butter. Her lips pulled playfully up at the corners but in a kind way.

"Thank you, James."

She breathed a sigh of relief when he turned away with his chest puffed out, absolutely pleased with himself, and not at all thinking about that which she didn’t want him to.  Maddy wasn't a mind reader but knew it was likely a very busy place in that head of his today.  She'd given him a lot to think about yesterday, yet she couldn't resist the erotically charged smirk at his bare ass jiggling while he scrubbed the frying pan. Stripping him naked wasn’t likely helping him keep a clear head today, but it was forcing him to get past himself.  If together, they could navigate his male ego through the choppy sea of the unknown they were heading into together, it was going to be a spectacular experience.  She just knew it.  He would too… someday.

He’d made breakfast and done the dishes while she casually sipped the hot tea he’d made for her.  He’d done it because it felt good.  That was becoming a recurring theme for him, and he didn’t mind it one bit.  But her thank you had made it a next-level experience.  Once the cleanup was finished, and the distractions were gone, the scene began to clarify in James’ mind.  The thoughts James had woken up with were not going away, and his state of attire wasn’t helping.

Why does she want me locked up? What are we doing here? Will she ever want to fuck me?

Facing away from her, he folded the hand towel three ways, and was about to try a fourth, when Maddy came up behind him.  She grasped his shoulder and spun him slowly, steadily around until his back was to the counter.  Taking the towel from his hand she pressed her hips into him, and his cage.  She leaned forward, forcing his upper body back, pinning him in place with nothing but the intent in her eyes.

“You”—She shook out the towel off to the side but still somewhat between them—“need”—she folded it lengthwise—“to get”—she leaned in further as she folded it again—“over yourself.”

Her breath, warm and thick with conviction washed over his senses like warm honey melted in the afternoon sun, and he felt embarrassed.  Not at being in chastity, he had been a mere second before, but not now.  Not with her making him feel like… this.  Now, he was embarrassed at being ashamed around her.  She was right, and while he hadn't thought it possible, she was making him feel OK about it.  If they were going to do this, he momentarily questioned the if, since she held the key and hadn’t mentioned unlocking him today, he needed to accept it.  Truly accept it.  

Her lips, so close to his but not giving anything more than the words they’d already exchanged, were right there.  He wanted more of this, this heat, this energy with her.  Okay.  He’d try harder to get ‘over himself’ but he had to say it. 

“Maddy, this is some fucked up…”

She reached up, cupping his cheeks with her small hands, and shook her head slowly, a gentle smile curving her lips. “I know, James. But, you’ll try right?”

It wasn’t a question, but he answered anyway, because… he needed to hear it as much as she did.

“Yes.”

And he did. Making her bed wasn’t something she had insisted on, neither of them knew they’d get there soon enough, but he jumped at the chance.  If only to imagine being under the sheets with her.  The walk around the neighborhood afterward, to take some of the pressure off him was a nice dose of normalcy he’d very much needed.  The fleeting sense of freedom from the pull of her will, one he wasn’t entirely consciously aware of, had been appreciated. However, no sooner had they entered the apartment than she snapped her fingers and looked pointedly at his pants.

He stared at her, his face burning red at her assumption she could tell him to strip whenever she liked. He wasn’t sure if his embarrassment was from her dominance or the way he felt himself responding—submitting.  It felt… good, like so many things with her did now. “Really? Like, right now? We’re barely in the door…”

The look in her eye, resolute, demanding, unwavering, was all the answer he received, and in the silence, under her watchful gaze, he stripped. For her.

The week passed, and by the following weekend, he could honestly say he hadn't known it was possible to become somewhat comfortable wearing a chastity cage and not much else.  All while the fully clothed woman of his dreams went about her day as if it were perfectly normal, while peeling away his modesty and reshaping his ego.  One smile, one touch at a time.

The only odd moment had been when Mark had called on Wednesday night.  He'd filed it away for post-processing later.  They'd been on the sofa, watching TV, when her phone rang.  She was snuggled up to him, the show playing in the background, but the conversation quickly took over.  At first, she'd been guarded, reserved, after all, Mark had left them, left her.  James listened to the muted baritone voice of his friend as he worked his charms like he always did.  She'd perked up, her voice taking on a playful sensual tone that James had recently been the grateful recipient of many times that week.

Laughing at something else, her hand absentmindedly drifted over his hip, then down to his cage.  Her fingernail prodded the flesh peeking eagerly out at her from within the bars.  She poked, pushed, rubbed, her finger gliding over the steel as she laughed again.  It was like she didn’t see him.  Like he was nothing more than a… doodle pad for her fingers, playing with his submission while responding to another man on the phone. Her lover.  Her ex. His friend, and hers.

Later, he’d held his cage, wondering why he couldn't be her lover now.  Why couldn't he be more than an idle plaything while another man excited her?  Her words, as she'd coaxed him into it the first time, were seared in his memory:

‘I want to know you truly appreciate me’

‘I want to know that I’m all you need.’

With Mark gone, and Maddy therefore available, there was no chance of him wanting to look at other women.  Maddy was his world, and he could show her that she was all he needed, all he ever wanted, if she would only let him.

So, with his first week living with Maddy behind him, he decided Saturday would be a great time to change things up.  Maybe she wants me caged, it’s not like I don’t know she’s more than a little kinky—he thought about her insistence on him swallowing cum—but that doesn’t mean we can’t fuck too. Right?

He hadn’t imagined himself cooking and cleaning for Maddy, but that’s how it had worked out since she’d moved in.   It had turned out he’d enjoyed every second of it, and she had too.  So when he noticed her laundry piling up on the floor of her bedroom, he saw an opportunity to earn some bonus points, and hopefully help make his case for more than wearing a cage for her.

He leaned as casually as a half-naked man wearing a cage could against the doorframe to her room, smiling in at her.

She was lounging on her bed, scrolling on her phone.  Smiling back, she set it down and looked at him curiously. “What’s up?”

He looked pointedly over at her pile of laundry, then back at her.  Her eyes were already lit with mischievous understanding like she'd read his intent, read him, and was now waiting for him to voice it.  His casual air evaporated in the face of her instinct, and the knowing look in her eyes.  They both knew he'd wordlessly agreed last week to be the one to put away her laundry and… now his error in thinking he could manipulate anything with Maddy came into laser focus.

He’d only meant to make a gesture this one time, to get what he wanted out of it, but that look told him she was already thinking otherwise.  She already wanted more.  She expected more.  He was a mouse in a cat’s claw.  Bonus points?  There were none to be had, only expectations, newly formed but now his to meet.  And, he hadn’t yet spoken a word.

He cleared his throat, but his best effort faded quickly under her silent gaze. “I… uh… was thinking…”

He squeezed his eyes shut as if that could recreate the casual moment he'd aimed for. When he opened them, a slight smirk teased the corner of her mouth.  He sighed and moved to the pile of haphazardly discarded clothing and… delicates.  Gathering it into his arms, he was almost out the door when she finally spoke, freezing him in his tracks. 

“Panties get hand-washed, James, along with anything else that’s delicate.”  When he started to move she stopped him again, turning his ears red. “And hang them up to air dry.”

He didn’t see the wicked smile on her face as she pictured him at the sink, doing what for most of her things she would have used a washing machine for.

The day passed easily enough.  Once the laundry was done, James eagerly made dinner, his excitement building as he prepared to present his reasoning for more than a hand job in the shower.  Bonus points be damned, he had damn good arguments lined up and felt confident.  There was a sexual undertone constantly ebbing and flowing between them, and he couldn’t imagine her not wanting a good fuck.  With the dishes done, he joined her on the sofa.

All that week, he had tried to find the most flattering position possible for sitting on the sofa with her.  It had been pointless because that position was a myth.  There was simply no way to retain the minutest amount of self-respect with his boys either squished between his legs or pushed out in front, with the steel dome of her control over them shining like a beacon on top. He decided, as he had of late, to just let ‘things’ fall where they may.

She sat at the end of the sofa, her legs tucked up behind her, her back against the armrest.  James sat next to her, facing her, one leg folded beneath him, the other draped over the side.  His balls and cage at a surprisingly ‘flattering’ mid-point between the two extremes of possible presentation.  

Maddy read him from a mile away, the knowing smirk forming before he’d failed at his attempt to look casual—arm draped over the back of the sofa, a wolfish grin plastered on his face.  His grin faltered as he realized he was already off to a similar start as with the laundry earlier today.  To his credit, he rallied, because the stakes were too high not to, and gave her his signature grin once more.

“So… you seemed to enjoy your conversation with Mark the other night…”  He did his best to stay calm as the spark of understanding flared in her eyes.

“I did…” Her tone dripped with a sultry mix of satisfaction and playfulness.

“It was nice that he called…” James would have picked at an imaginary speck of dust on his pants to continue his ‘casual’ act, but he wasn't wearing any. He brushed his leg, quickly realizing that might draw her gaze to his cage, something he never wanted, especially not now.  His attention snapped back to Maddy.  Her eyes met his, but they’d been moving, unintended attention received.

“It was…”  The corner of her mouth teased up, just a hair, but he noticed.

Why does she always make me feel like she’s ten steps ahead? Damn it!

He cleared his throat, tilting his head, pretending he'd had something caught in it and wasn't being put off balance by her. "I uh, couldn't help but notice you playing, uh… with me while you were chatting and giggling.”

He hadn’t meant to sound pouty at the end, but it came out anyway, fueled by the memory of her fingers idly treating his caged dick like a DoodlePad.

A giggle slipped past her lips, echoing the conversation he’d just mentioned.  Unbidden and honest, set free by the impish tease in her.  Whether she was teasing his body, his mind, or his other mind it was all the same to her. He drank it up, sometimes like cod liver oil telling himself it was good for him, when in reality it was irrelevant. It was good for her.

“What’s your point, James?”  She tilted her head, raising a quizzical eyebrow at him, looking positively delicious as she did.

Fuck! His bravado laced with the conviction of his case he’d still yet to put forth, was rapidly fading.  He needed to say what needed saying.  Now.  Before she mind-fucked him out of saying anything at all.

“Well”—all attempts at being casual evaporated in his haste to avert an outcome he could already sense wasn’t at all what he’d hoped for—“I thought, uh… now that Mark isn’t here…”

He paused, drew a deep breath, and pushed on.  It was now, or never.

“I thought I could make you, uh… happy… the way he did.”

He’d glanced away as he’d offered himself to her, then got past himself and looked back.  He wished he hadn’t.

Maddy had so appreciated James this past week.  The first couple of days without Mark had left her feeling incomplete, and James had been just what she'd needed.  By the time Mark had called the other night though, she had already been well on her way to moving on. She'd known she would be right at this point sooner than later with James after she'd jerked him off, and especially after kissing him.  Because he'd been so great this week, she hadn't been sure how to broach this very thing, but he'd just handed the scene to her on a silver platter.

By the time his eyes had dared to find their way back to hers, she'd pursed her lips into a playful smirk.  She loved the man in him for being brave enough to put forth his lifelong fantasy to her.  She loved, more so, the man in him who was about to be reminded of his place.

“Oh, James."

Maddy sat up straight, closing the minuscule distance between them.  He'd sat casually close, she'd just made it intimate, as she adjusted her position to mirror his.  One leg folded beneath her, the other draped over the side of the sofa.  Her knee lay atop the side of his shin and calf, while her other foot teased the top of his out of sight alongside the sofa.

“I know we shared a pretty hot… moment… last weekend in the shower—“

“Yeah!” He couldn’t help but interrupt her, eager to agree with that fact.

She cupped his cheek, gently sliding her thumb over his lips.

“We even kissed, huh?”

James suddenly lost his voice.  He swallowed and nodded dumbly, overcome with the memory of her lips on his, her tongue dancing with his, her breath becoming his.

“Yeah.” She agreed, her soft tone reverberating down his memory lane and right into his dick.  Her thumb left his lips and lightly rubbed his cheek. “Thing is, James, that was just a special moment in a special place and time between us.”  Her thumb hovered, its absence as intense as its touch. “We were both”—she glanced at his cage—“going through something, and it was lovely we were there for each other.”

James stared.  He didn’t want to believe what he was hearing. No, this is crazy, what is she saying?

He frowned in confusion. “But Maddy, Mark is gone and I’m here!” A feverish desperation edged into his voice. “I know what I used to do for you…” He blushed, dancing around being her cum dump. “Look, if you’d just take this damn cage off my dick”—he glanced down, blushing harder as his eyes returned to hers—“I could give you pleasure the way Mark did.”

He felt his confidence evaporating under the weight of the look in her eyes.  He rallied, giving his best shot, because this was it.  Nothing had made any sense since Mark had left, and if he didn't set things straight now when it all seemed so clear, he felt like he never would.  As much as he thought with his dick, he still had a sixth sense that now and then roared at him to pay attention.  He raised his eyebrows and croaked out his final argument. “I can be the kind of man Mark was to you, do the things he could do”—he momentarily closed his eyes as his awareness of the cage on display between them rose in his mind—“instead of the things I’ve done…”

“I understand how you could think that”—her hand slipped away from his cheek and trailed down over his chest—“I do.”  As she moved lower, her palm fell away and a solitary finger amplified her touch. “But that’s not the essence”—her finger followed an imaginary path of wanton desire down to his dick—“of what you”—she found his cage without breaking eye contact—“and I are”—her fingernail probed in between the bars, making him gasp—“together.”

“Maddy—“

She pressed her forehead to his, her lips so close to his, her breath now delivering a message of warm moist surety as her fingernail worked its magic. “No James, this is what you need… this is what I need from you.”

His voice shook under the tension of her fingernail and the confused disappointment churning his brain to mush. “But, Maddy… why?”

“Shhhh.”

Her free hand cupped the back of his neck as her finger between his legs worked to help him see things her way, her hot breath on his lips sweetening the deal.  When she felt him take a breath she answered him.

“Because, James. Just because.”

“But—” His voice cracked in desperation as the picture he'd dared paint of them together in bed was swept away by her dismissive answer.

She ran her fingers up and down the back of his neck, soothing him, but giving him no quarter. Not now. Maybe never again.  She didn’t know if they’d ever share another shower, and wasn’t going to make false promises.  She loved him, but would never love him the way he wanted.  They’d figure this out together, but they’d do it her way.

She breathed what comfort she could into him while letting him know this was how it had to be.

“Shhhh.”

No words. No answers. Just this. Just because.


Chapter 15 – Look At It Her Way

James was understandably pouty the next day.  Being told that your perfectly good dick is not wanted by the woman of your dreams is a tough pill.  Being told she wants it locked up and denied any pleasure on top of all that is a horse pill she could never imagine swallowing herself.  But Maddy wasn’t James, and James would swallow that pill because she was going to make sure of it.

So, she allowed him his pout, to a degree.  Now and then throughout the day, she would walk up to him and just hug him.  She'd take his hands and guide them around her waist, ensuring he was holding her before she'd wrap herself around him.  She'd pull them tightly together and press the side of her face into his chest.

No words, just her presence telling him how much she cared about him, even if she wouldn’t give him what he wanted.  When he tried to ask her more ‘why?’ questions she’d reach up and gently shush him with her finger.  When he quieted she’d reach down between them, cup his balls, and tease his cage with her thumb.  Her other hand would slowly run up and down his back, tracing imaginary lines of understanding and comfort.  She’d give him that for several minutes until he was good and caught up in her touch, and then she’d turn and walk away.  Leaving him with the echo of the promise of her touch, and what could be, if he’d just see things her way.

She wasn’t born an expert in psychological manipulation, but she’d been cutting her teeth with James of late.  Her instinct told her that if she stayed on point with the messaging, he would come around.  Their little ‘dalliance’ had been fun last weekend, exactly what she’d needed, but she was ready to get back to normal.  Her kinda normal.  Talking to Mark had brought thoughts of getting fucked good and hard to the forefront of her mind.  Getting fucked now meant, for her, that James would clean her afterward.  Sure, she could get fucked anytime, any day of the week she wanted, but that wasn’t the point.

They were team-two, and one of those team members was not yet fully onboard with their role.  That meant she had to get him there, slow and steady, and relentlessly.  Back to where he was when Mark was fucking her, and James was licking his friend’s cum out of her pussy afterward.  Because she very much wanted to get fucked.  The sooner, the better.

For his part, James just couldn’t understand. Why doesn’t she want to fuck me? Why does she want to lock my dick in a cage?

He didn’t understand why he was living a reality that made the first question necessary in the first place.  But women liked what they liked, and every man had been faced with acknowledging and respecting that from an early age.  Her choice hurt, as much as it disappointed him.  Regardless, it was her choice.

It was having to ask the second question that gutted him.  Because that one didn’t speak to something all men understood and accepted.  It spoke only to him, and where he stood in her world.  Locking him into chastity meant she didn’t see his cock as something that would naturally swing free.  Like a man’s cock should swing free.  Like a cock she’d want to swing free, because wasn’t that what a woman should want?  Instead, she wanted it caged, denying him the pleasure of his own hand.

Why?

Every time he tried to talk to her about it, she’d do that ‘thing’ of hers, and he hated/loved it.  He knew what she was doing, using all that was her to silence his questions and simultaneously show him how hot things already were between them.  And how incredibly hot they could be.  He hated it because he was helpless to her effect on him.

He was a lone warrior on a personal mission only he could know, because it was his whether he wanted it or not.  Standing alone on the plains of his need, he faced a horizon of desperate want, and a future that seemed so very far from fulfillment.  Alone, and outgunned, he braced himself to withstand the coming tumultuous storm, yet was swept away by its intensity, its ‘Maddy’, every time.

Knowing her persuasive powers didn’t equal immunity, and after just one day, he already felt her witchy ways working their magic on him.  He couldn’t get the ‘why’ out of his head, and every time she came up to him and wrapped him in her embrace, he uttered it.  But on the second day, it seemed marginally easier to accept her answer.  And, her unspoken promise of what could be, delivered with her touch.  Her smell.  Her smile.

Maddy… Damn her! Damn me! Damn it!

He was finishing the lunch dishes when Maddy came up from behind, her body melding into his back.  She pressed her face between his shoulder blades, her hands roaming.  Up his sides, over his chest—his breath hitched as they trailed down his stomach to his cage.   Her words playfully murmured into his back were almost drowned out by the hammering of his heart, desperately trying to pump blood into a caged dick with nowhere to go.

“Let's go for a walk and take your mind"—she gave his balls a light squeeze—"off of things."

He turned because, with her grip on his balls, he didn't have a choice.  He couldn't help but grin sheepishly when he saw the mischievous look in her eyes.  He wanted to wallow, and he would later for sure, but her hand felt so good, and that smile…  He wasn't overenthusiastic about it but tried his best to not sound so much like a mopey brat.  Honestly, he just didn't want to give her that power.  He could at least try to pretend he wasn't crushed by her words, and her desire to fit him into a role any man would run screaming from.

He drew a breath and gave his best go at his reply. "Sure."

Maddy wasn't happy with his response.  Now that they were living together, there was no escaping each other, or what she was asking of him.  He needed to get out of his head, if only for a while.  For that to happen they needed to step out that front door with his best foot forward.  She grabbed his hand and pulled him toward her bedroom.

"Come."

James felt his pulse go into overdrive as she pulled him alongside the bed.  He frowned in confusion as she kept going, stopping them both at her closet.  She pointed at the rack of clothes.

“Pick.”

He looked at the dresses, skirts, tops, and multiple pairs of yoga pants.  A wall of clothing, and every single item looked amazing, simply because she wore it.  He looked at her, not understanding.

“What?”

She placed her hands on his chest and looked up at him, her hazel eyes blowing apart his attempt to remain aloof and unaffected by anything about her.  “I know we’re… off, James. I get it, but I don’t have to like it.”

She slipped her hands down and around his waist. “I miss us James, and the things we used to share…"  She left the specifics unsaid because she was working to build him up, not (entirely) put his ego under her boot.

She brought a finger to his chest and traced small circles over his heart. "And… I know you have questions. I would too. But… I don't have any answers. I don’t know what I'm doing with you."

She frowned at him in her sincerity, and then her face lit up with impish delight.  "I only know how I feel. And how I feel right now is that I'd like you to pick me out something, anything at all, that you'd like to see me in while we enjoy today… together."

She pulled him closer to the closet and slowly ran her hand over the clothes, keeping her eyes locked on his.  She saw them widen ever so slightly, and her hand paused.  Turning to see what he’d inadvertently told her would make his day, she found her hand on a yellow summer dress dotted with tiny white flowers.

She pulled it from the hanger and turned toward him, holding it over the T-shirt and shorts she’d thrown on that morning. Her lips pulled up into a delightful playful smile.

“Oh, very nice James, I like this dress too.”

James felt his heart double-thump, and then stop altogether, as he took her in.  The dress looked incredible on her, and it wasn’t even on her!  How did she know?

He tried to stay cool, in the moment completely forgetting what he’d been pouting about.  His cool-cat reply came out a choked whisper. “That one is, uh… sure Maddy, go with that one.”

She cocked her head at him, wearing the most innocent look she could muster. “Would you like to help me put it on?”

Is she serious?

He didn’t give himself time to answer and replied with unabashed honesty. “Yes!”

Maddy giggled and stepped into him, raising her arms over her head expectantly. "Well, this T-shirt isn't going to remove itself."

Walking down the street a short time later, he struggled with savoring the immediate past and losing his mind in the present.  The past was a vision of her pert breasts, naked and jiggling lockstep in time with her throaty laugh.  She’d teased him about dawdling over the sight of them instead of putting the dress on her.  She’d kept her black wispy thong on (and what the fuck was with wearing that little number around the house anyway?) but had scoffed at needing a bra on such a lovely day.

The present was playful gusts of warm air, teasing the hem of her dress up, around her firm, taut thighs, circling the magical allure of all that was between her legs.  He strove to maintain eye contact with her and tried to respond engagingly to all that she wanted to talk about as they strolled from shop to shop, busker to busker.  But… her legs, long, lean, and so goddamn smooth...  If one were to be blessed with the opportunity to slide one's tongue up and down them, it would be like licking honey from a spoon.  Slippery, his tongue would be unable to gain purchase but would willingly drown in its sweet perfection.  He did his best to be casual, but… 

My god, she makes it so damn hard!

The wind teased her hair, as much as the hem of her dress.  When she abruptly stopped and turned to him in the middle of the street market, he drew a breath.  The sun angled over her face, her lips, and her tongue casually swiping across their soft, inviting warmth, teasing his eyes. She took his hands in hers and swayed her hips, playfully tilting her head with a knowing smile.

“It’s OK to look, James. I want you to look.”

He blinked.  He heard her just fine, but his brain couldn’t process.  One, because it was still hung up on savoring every minute detail of her face that it was desperately trying to record—why wouldn’t it?  Two, because since when did a woman tell you it was OK to look the way he’d been unable to stop doing despite his best efforts?

He gave his head a quick shake. “What?” He cleared his throat. ‘I mean, uh… really?”

“Yes!”

She giggled and pulled herself into him, bringing her lips to his ear, and her bra-free tits against his chest. “That’s the original reason I locked up your dick, James.”

She angled her head back to lock eyes with him, hers on fire with playful energy. “Focus, James. I want your complete and total focus.”

She pivoted to his side and looped her arm in his, half-dragging him down the sidewalk as his mind reeled, and his senses rebooted after being overloaded by… her.

She pretended to ignore the dumbfounded look on his face and waited for it as they strolled on.  Pressing into his arm as they walked, she made sure he knew he was her man while he gathered his thoughts.  She loved to fuck him up but was getting a sense now of where the fine line was.  Sure enough, the follow-up question she'd been waiting for came.

James turned his head to her but kept walking, doing his sad best to sound casual. "You mentioned an original reason for uh… locking me in this thing"—he couldn't give voice to the word cage, it made it too real—“but, I already agreed not to see other women.”

He wanted to add that he'd agreed to that a long time ago in his books, and thanks to that, to her, to the fucking cage she'd put on him, it had been a very long time since he’d been laid.  But, he wasn’t an idiot.  He was just desperate.

“And now I know you expect uh, complete… focus.”

That last bit sounded a little submissive to his ears, but he was far beyond caring.  He wanted the cage off his dick, his dick in her pants, and every primal sense he possessed was screaming at him that the ship was already pulling away.

And then, as if she’d tapped her conductor’s baton, he delivered.

“So uh, why keep it on me?”

Maddy smiled, still facing ahead, not immediately acknowledging his question.

Ah. There it is.

Without answering, she stopped at a vendor’s stall—cheap aluminum framing draped in cotton sheets, all splashed with reds, oranges, and every shade of something loud, bright, airy, and free.  Trinkets lay displayed on the plastic tables, and a flimsy rack was adorned with various wicker hats.  Maddy lifted a large, floppy sunhat—woven straw forming a haphazard carefree wave around her, echoing the random, whimsical essence of her.  Waiting one deliciously fun moment longer, she locked eyes with him in the mirror.

“Do you remember what I said when we first started being… intimate?”

James didn't read or watch romances, so intimate wasn't a word with which he often crossed paths.  Hearing it slip over Maddy's lips, drift into his ear like a sensuous purr, and settle into his already too-small cage was crippling.

A subtle grunt escaped him, and Maddy giggled. “It’s OK, James. I’ll remind you of what I said after you cleaned Mark’s cum out of me the first time.”

She paused, ensuring his cheeks were good and red before continuing, enjoying his panicked look around to see if the vendor had heard. “I said, ‘Sex ruins friendships, and you’re my friend. I’ll never risk our friendship by having sex with you. Ever.’”

James felt a swell of pride in himself as he pulled himself off the ropes and came back with what he was damn sure was a great retort. “But, so much has happened since then!”

Maddy removed the hat, turning to look up at him.  A breeze whispered over her skin, brushing a strand of her lush brunette hair from her face.  The sun caught the hair in its golden embrace, and together they faced James.  "What's happened has no bearing. Do you remember what I asked you then?"

She gave him a millisecond and not a moment longer because the kicker was coming, and she wouldn't have him interrupting. "I'll tell you, James. I asked you, 'Do you think you could be my secret little pussy licker, and still just be friends?'"

When his mouth started to open, she delivered the kicker. “And tell me, James, what was your answer?”

He stared at her in disbelief, then found his words, but there was something about the direction of this conversation that reinforced his growing unease.  He tried some clever misdirection.

“That answer had nothing to do with being celibate or being locked in chastity!”

She raised an eyebrow, and the corner of her mouth pulled up into a playful smirk.

“Answer the question, James.”

He let out a breath, knowing that trying to redirect her when she’d already set her course was like a hen trying to outwit the fox.  He muttered, “I said, ‘Yes’”

She pounced.

“What’s that, James? I couldn’t hear you.”

He looked at her, and though her smirk had grown, the look in her eyes said she was serious.  He sighed and answered louder, like he meant it, like he knew she wanted him to. “Yes! OK?”

His voice dropped slightly, as though he’d heard all he could take of himself. “I said, ‘Yes.’”

“Mhm, and those two other items you just mentioned, when asked to agree to them, what was your answer?”

He felt her grip on his will to resist, on seeing things her way as she'd put it, fading.  He knew in his bones that he had every right to question why he should be locked when he could be every bit the man in the way her pussy craved having a man.  Yet, as he answered her, he felt at a loss for words on how to express it in the face of her unyielding Maddy-logic.

Hi sighed.

“Yes.”

Feeling the lock closing on the door to his sexual freedom, and on the hope of sleeping with Maddy, he couldn’t help but give a last gasp.

“But—“

“No, James."

She had him where she wanted him, and there was no way her foot was coming off his neck now.

"You said yes to everything, every step of the way to where we are today."

She looked down at his crotch, then tilted her head and smiled up at him. "You agreed to only be my pussy licker, and then you agreed to not see other women.”

Her finger trailed up his stomach and over his chest. "You agreed to be in chastity, and when you had a chance to be free, you asked me to lock you back up."

Her finger found his mouth and traced his lips. "You did that, James. So the next time you ask me why and I say because"—she tapped his nose playfully—"now you can tell yourself the full answer."

She turned and tugged on his arm, smiling at all the silent protests he couldn't put into words against the fucked-up logic she'd just spewed at him. "Now enough of this silly cage talk. Just enjoy the day, James."

She bumped her hip sideways into him, letting him see the smile he’d put on her face.

“And, we’ll both enjoy this dress I’m wearing.”


Chapter 16 – Submission

Throughout the week, James couldn't help but replay the conversation from their walk last weekend.  The only salve for the conviction of her words was doing things for her, and so he'd kept busy.  He'd done her laundry today, hoping the rush of touching her things would help.  It hadn't.  He'd shamelessly sniffed her dirty panties before hand-washing each pair, but the fragrant, lingering scent of her womanhood only reminded him of what she wouldn't allow him to have.  The nylons, the bras, the skirts, all gave him a thrill, to experience the echo of her essence upon them, but that conversation… it couldn't be silenced.

It looped endlessly in his mind and the why only grew louder, more urgent.  The problem was that he knew he couldn’t ask Maddy anything beyond what he already had.  She’d twisted the very words she’d coerced out of him from the moment she’d first sat on his face, to paint a stark picture of how she viewed his role in her life.  In that life, neither his dick nor his desires had a part to play.  Chastity.  Celibacy. Denial of his fundamental rights as a man—to jerk off, to even have an erection, unless she allowed it. Cleaning cum from her pussy after another man had fucked her.  But never James. Always another man. This was his place, and if he wanted more of the electric charge that now coursed through their friendship, he had to accept it.  Embrace his role.  And that was going to be very hard to do.

The thing was, while he knew how he felt about Maddy, he was still a man—with needs. Of course, he’d read up on chastity, the very next day after she’d locked his dick into a cage. But he wasn’t one of those guys.  He didn’t crave denial, and he sure as hell didn’t crave not being able to snap one off when the mood struck him (mostly in the early morning hours thinking about Maddy, or before bed… or whenever).  Yet, he’d caved to her will, to her, every step of the way, and damned if he knew why.  Because his current existence was about as messed up as he could imagine.

Nobody did this.  Nobody agreed to this.  Nobody said 'Hey, I've loved you my entire life, and I'd really like you to deny me the most basic of sexual pleasure, to satisfy your kink. To… please you. All while you fuck, and please everybody but me.’

That she was mischievous and playful had never been a secret, but he’d had no idea she was so kinky.  He smiled ruefully to himself.  And what does that make me?  I asked to be locked back into chastity, and let's not talk about how much cum I've lapped out of her freshly fucked pussy.

He couldn’t not love aspects of this side of Maddy.  It had given him so many intensely erotic moments with her.  Ones he'd never dared allow himself to believe could be possible.  Life, however, was invariably a bitch and it hadn't hesitated to remind him nothing's free.  Everything he loved about their new relationship was equally weighted with everything he wished it wasn't.

The natural progression of discovering a shared intimacy, the likes of which neither of them had ever felt before, should have led to her legs wrapped around him as he thrust his cock deep inside her.  Instead, she'd locked up his dick and doubled down on only wanting him as a cum-lapping pussy licker.  There was nothing natural about that, and no amount of her sensual mind-fuckery would change that.

Does it matter?

He thought about her pressing her mouth to his.  How good it felt to cum from the touch of her lithe fingers teasing it out of him.  If he was a betting man, he’d wager that despite everything in his head telling him otherwise, he wasn’t sure it did.  Shame flared hot and seared his ego from that brief acknowledgment, even as his mind wandered back to how her tongue had danced with his.  It hadn’t happened since, but it had happened once, and that meant it could happen again.  That was no small incitement, both his big and little brains could agree on that.

He could march up to her at any time and demand the key, unlock himself, and fly out the door.  Free, and ready to fuck the first woman he could charm the pants off of.  But that woman wouldn’t be Maddy.  And that was the crux of it.

He emptied the dryer into the laundry basket and carried it to Maddy’s room, pausing in the open doorway.

“Hey… mind if I put away some laundry?”

Maddy was lounging on her bed, cotton sheets pulled up over her thighs.  She wore a black tank top with thin straps that drew his eyes over the delicate line of her collarbone and down to her breasts.  She wasn’t wearing a bra.  Setting her phone aside, her mouth pulled into a playful smirk as her eyes lingered on his crotch before meeting his gaze.

“I’d love to watch you put away my laundry, James.”

He felt the blush rising, even as he fought it.  She still wasn’t allowing him to wear anything below the waist, determined to rid him of his embarrassment.  She’d initially said it was about him facing his chastity—her putting him in it, him owning his acceptance of it.  He'd been doing not too badly with that, but after all the 'whys' from him the past while, his partial nudity had now become about him accepting his place.  That place was very much about her will, and his surrender to it.  He did things for her, he spent time and mental energy thinking about how to please her, how to make her day-to-day better, and in return, he basked in her appreciation for all that he did.  He knew how it looked, how he must look to her.  Or, he thought he did.  But he didn't think he could objectively judge how she saw him.  He couldn't help how it made him feel to do things for her, and she seemed to sincerely enjoy his efforts, so he did his best to accept himself.  She, however, wasn't satisfied that he was where he needed to be.  She'd let slip the word 'submission' a few times, and he wasn't sure how he felt about that.  And so, he still blushed, and she still smirked, and he was still without pants in his own home.

“Someone’s been a busy boy.”

As always, her voice sent a tremor of pitch-perfect satisfaction down his spine and into his dick, regardless of her tone.  He placed the basket on the floor in front of the closet.  It meant more bending to retrieve the various articles of clothing, but that was fine by him.  Placing it on her bed where it would have made everything easier meant giving her a show every time he turned.  And while he thought he was doing as well as a guy could about her taking control of his manhood, he still wasn't ready to flaunt it.

He cleared his throat.  She giggled as he tried to downplay his actions. “I uh… aim to please.”

The plastic hangers clicked against one another as he carefully put her things away, saving the best for last. He’d like to say he hadn’t planned it, but he wouldn’t be fooling anyone.  He wanted the swan song of laundry time to be about putting her panties away, smoothing them down into position, and picturing each pair on her.

With one eye on the white satin camisole still in the basket, he placed the matching wispy-thin sheer blouse onto the last hanger.  His arm was halfway outstretched toward the closest when her question swept away any allusion that his role in their ‘roommate’ relationship was normal.

“Did you get the red panties clean, James? That romance we watched the other night had me looking for… more when I went to bed.”

His hand shook as he hung the blouse on the rod.  The endless loop of their conversation from last weekend—the subtle but relentless force of her sexual dominance, his chastity—he’d had enough.  She might think all the whys had been answered, but dammit, he didn’t!

He turned to face her, not bothering to fight the blush rapidly blooming from his neck to his cheeks. "Maddy, I know you think everything is great the way things are, but I just don't see how I can—"

“James!" She saw the look on his face, slipped from under the covers, and came toward him.

He might have been silenced by the way she said his name, but it was the sight of her that truly held the power.  The tank top twisted askew across her tight midriff, nipples straining against the thin cotton.  And the icing on the sweet cake held within was the white satin French bikini panties glistening in the late evening rays.  Shifting and sliding over her soft pussy lips as she moved, catching the light and teasing it back toward him, they became a conductor in a silent symphony of satin perfection.

Maddy came up to him and took him by the hand, leading him to her bed.  She lifted the sheet and slipped beneath it, pulling him in beside her.  He was barely horizontal before she laid herself on top, every inch of her pressed to him.

Her lush brunette curls fell around him, a cascade of feminine seduction as the heat from her body melted his mind.

“You can, James. You’re stronger than you think, you just don’t know it yet. But I do.”

She shifted her hips and he felt her hot mound mashing into his cage.  The satin moved a microsecond before the rest of her, that slip 'n slide of the silky material over bare flesh undeniable.

He felt himself falling into those deep hazel pools, as he did every time she held his gaze for longer than a heartbeat, held him, and didn’t let go.  She was overwhelming him, and if he didn’t say what he had to now…

“Maddy, you don’t unders—”

She gyrated the length of herself up and down him, keeping her mound centered on his cage. An impressive feat, but one he couldn’t appreciate as his brain short-circuited.

“You think it’s unfair?”

She slithered her torso over him, not giving him time to answer. “You think now that Mark is gone, and we’re sharing all this”—her breasts scraped across his chest, nipples rock-hard—“intimacy, that we should be fucking? Hmm?”

“Yesss!”

He bucked his hips toward the pussy she wouldn’t let him into, hissing the words in desperation.

“Like this?"

She gyrated down, mashing hard into his cage, up and down with rapid thrusts that led to exactly nowhere for him.

“No! I mean… Yes! I mean…”

She moved again and he swore in frustration drenched in tortured pleasure. “Fuuck!”

“Yes, James. I know that’s what you want.”

She stilled, waiting for him to crawl back from the frenzy and meet the wildfire in her eyes, flames ready to consume him.

“But, that’s not what I want. Do you know why? Maybe the biggest answer to all those whys you’ve implored me with?”

She moved her hips ever so slightly, and he groaned a frustrated response. “Why, Maddy? For Christ’s sake, tell me, because I’m not seeing it!”

She didn't hesitate.

"Because, James, ever since I locked you in chastity, I realized I like the control. I like how desperate it makes you to please me, to earn a good boy.”

She pressed her finger to his lower lip, tracing it.  Her nail pushed inside scraped over his tongue on the way by, and his tongue eagerly chased it.

“Most of all, I like how it's helped you put my pleasure before your own.”

Her finger ran out of runway and lifted way, leaving his tongue wanting from within the confines of his mouth.

“Even as everything between your legs is screaming that it should be a two-way street now that I'm"—she shifted, grinding down—"single."

A low moan slipped over her tongue and into the nether regions of his mind, causing his cage to pulse against her.  She paused, eyes closed, savoring it. Now it was his time to wait for her to come back to him.  When she did, her breath was the heat, and her conviction was the fire as she leaned closer, her lips hovering over his.

“I like the power this”—she reached into her tank top and withdrew the key, hanging from what appeared to be a new necklace—“key gives me.”

She pushed up and leaned forward, draping the key over his lips, his nose, his eyes, and then settled back onto him. Her eyes locked on his—the huntress pinning her helpless prey.

“I like the control”—she brushed her lips over his and breathed into his eager mouth—“and I like your submission.”

As his cock pulsed the cage upward into her satin-covered mound, Maddy traced his jawline with her nose, feasting on the pheromones of his desperate confusion.  She found his ear and her breath rushed in, borne on the thrill of breaking the chains of discretion.  There would be no more dancing around his fragile male ego about what this was—her utter and complete sexual, mental, and emotional domination of him!

“I know you’ve done all I’ve asked James.”  She paused, allowing her breath to seep into him, all the way down into his balls. “I know you stopped so much as looking at other women because I asked you to, and your reward was for me to lock you in chastity.”

Her tongue traced the outline of his ear, marking him in a slick, possessive trail of promise.

“I locked you then because I had no intention of fucking you, regardless of how much you focused on me. I already had a man for that.”

His breath caught and her lips moved back to resume their barrage of crushing words, delivered upon heated breath.  The gloves were off, and this was the knockout round. 

“Yet, here you are still locked now. Considering I’m so available, and all that we share, I have to admit it’s”—she ground into him—“unfair.”

She lifted her head to look him in the eyes, licking her lips as though their moistened surface would help ease the dagger of her words eviscerating what was left of his ego.

“I don’t even allow you to have an erection. Something every man around you takes for granted, and something you’ve allowed me to take away from you.”

Maddy drew a breath to steady herself as her own words cajoled the heat between her legs.

“You could say that everything about our relationship is”—her nose glided over his, her breath searing his lips on their way past—“cruel.”

She leaned down and drew his ear lobe into her mouth, suckling it, licking it, making love to it like it was his cock, all while rubbing herself on the cage that kept him locked away.  Her tongue teased it and let him imagine himself as the kind of man she would fuck.  The very kind of man she had no intention of ever allowing him to be.  He trembled, chasing her on the fantasy she was painting with her mouth.  She pulled away and looked him in the eye.

She waited for him to regain his focus, then bared her soul with the only why that really mattered.

“I’ve realized I like that, James… being a little cruel.”

“Ugh," was all he could muster under her relentless onslaught.  In his mind though, he was screaming Nooo!.  He didn’t want cruel.  And he sure as hell didn’t want to be caged.  He wanted to fuck!

The signs were clear that this was it. This was the all-or-nothing, no holds barred fight for his right to be like other men, to get hard, to cum, like a man Maddy would fuck.  But, he knew he was losing this fight, and there was no cavalry coming.  Her brutal honesty told him she knew it too.  Her moan, the way she ground on his cage, taunted that the cavalry had never even left the fort.

“I like all of this, James—the way things are, the way we are." She worked some dark, female magic with her torso and her legs, melding with him, covering as much of him as she could, ensuring he was all… ears.

She found his hands, moved them over his head, and pressed them into the sheets to make her point.

Stay.

The intensity of her will pinned his hands in place and in his mind his pitiful pleas fell on deaf ears. Let me be the man you need. I can be everything that you want! If… you allow it.

Satisfied he was right where she wanted him, and heedless of his inner struggle, she gripped his shoulders for leverage and moved all of her attention downward.  Her hair fell over his face, hints of lavender shampoo an oasis as her mouth wreaked havoc upon him.  Her tongue teased his neck, and his nipples were shown no mercy.  He bucked as she paved a slick highway toward his prized possession, but stilled as she got close.

He tensed with anticipation, holding his breath as her warm breath preceded her mouth, and then drew him, and his cage, inside.  His breath escaped in a long moan, soulful in its anguished satisfaction.  She sucked.  Hard.  His hips rose, and she used a solitary finger to push them back down.  This would be on her terms, everything was on her terms.  He needed to accept that.

“Holy—“

Her tongue played with a tiny bit of flesh squeezed through the bars at the end, delighting in its desperation.  She tickled his balls, then gently gathered them before slowly, relentlessly pulling them down.

He gasped, unsure of where this was going and—her mouth interrupted further thought.  She continued, her tongue dancing while he throbbed uselessly behind the walls of the prison she’d defined his version of manhood within.

She released him and looked past his heaving chest and into his crazed eyes.

“Do you like this, James? Do you like suffering for me?”

“Yes!”

Maybe he should’ve said more.  No, fuck that.  He knew he should’ve.  But all he wanted was for her to keep going.

And she did.  Her head moved, lips weaving a spell of imagined engorged length.  Length unrestrained was not his to have.  She was making that crystal clear, but every wet slurpy stroke of her mouth on the cage was urging him to question if it was so bad to… see things her way.

Her grip on his balls locked his eyes on hers when she pulled her mouth away once again. “Is it so bad, James? To”—she gently kneaded his balls—“submit to me?”

He threw his head back and moaned as her fingers promised a life of pleasure his pussy-starved brain couldn’t fully fathom, struggling to reconcile the price.  She blew a warm breath of encouragement over them, and his answer came unbidden. “Nooo.”

“No, it's not so bad, James?" Her hand stilled but kept him in her grip. "Or… No, you want me to unlock you, and go back to just being vanilla friends?”

Her fingers moved a hair. “Hmm?”

She froze and let the question hang.  Her nipples pushed proudly against the tank top, their twin peaks outlined perfectly, as clear as the choice she was asking him to make.  His chest rose and fell slower than their beating hearts, though not by much.  Silence filled the room, broken only by his ragged breaths as the biggest battle of his life raged between his cock and his brain.

She was giving him this momentary reprieve from her wicked manipulations, and his initially rushed answer, not out of mercy but out of cold-female-borne logic.  If he said what she hoped with every fiber of her being he would say, there would be no off-ramp from this point forward.

James wanted to shout, “No! Hell no! I’m not going to submit to a fucked up life of chastity, denial, and… cleanup. And not while you fuck any man you want and cum all you like!” Yet, his entire body was quivering, waiting for her hand to move, for her mouth to give him what pleasure it was willing to, and the price be damned.  Her swollen red pussy lips lowering toward his mouth as another man’s cum dripped from them flashed through his mind. Her juices gushing from deep within her as his tongue did what she demanded, her orgasm splashing into his mouth and over his face, filled his mind’s eye.  He licked his lips reflexively… and the answer was clear.

Because after all was said and done, everything, like this moment he was sharing with Maddy right now, was everything.  ‘Vanilla’ could never exist, not after touching the sun, and feeling the joyous pain of it searing his flesh, even as it burned his heart and incinerated his ego.

He looked the madman, eyes blazing with his conviction, his earlier resolve to ensure the exact opposite fate for himself completely forgotten. “No, it’s not so bad Maddy!”

She didn’t move, and the silence threatened to drown him.  He stared at her in confusion, his hips moving up and down in micro thrusts wishing for more of her. “What?”

“You didn’t say it, James… All of it.”

He stared. What is she talking—

Then it hit him like a ton of bricks.  She wanted to hear it. She wanted him to say it, and if he ever dared ask why again, she’d only have to remind him of his choice.  Despite the fog, he saw it, her plan, and groaned inwardly.  He’d never stood a chance against Maddy.

“It’s not so bad, Maddy…”

He tensed as the last vestige of his old self, the one that could never see things Maddy’s way, fought for a different outcome.  Her eyes held his, hazel orbs of understanding… and so much more, if he but made the right choice.  The inner shouts of No! began to fade as his ears roared with the blood pumping into his cock—small confines be damned, until he could hear his inner protests no more.

He drew a breath, then let it out slowly.  His cage pulsed, and he gave her everything she wanted — his surrender to something neither of them could fully grasp, something terrifying (for him) and thus best not dwelled on.  The words left his mouth in a hushed whisper to complete the sentence she was demanding to hear.

“...to submit.”

He didn't know if he'd ever get a full-on blow job from Maddy, let alone fuck her. That uncertainty was now very clear.  But hope lingered, undeniable.

It didn't matter how unfair it was that Mark had felt the back of her throat more times than he could count.  Her first kiss on the tip of James’ dick had been through a cage. The one she’d locked on him because she had no intention of allowing him to be like the men she fucked.  It was shameful.

It didn’t matter how unfair it was that Mark had spewed bucket loads of cum deep inside her, usually too drunk to appreciate it.  James, being used as her cumdump afterward, was shameful.  

Playing by her cruel rules in the desperate hope he would one day get to fuck her, was shameful.

The fact that this was his reality, hoping for more even as he found himself in the throes of sexual intimacy with Maddy, was shameful.

This sure as fuck wasn’t how he wanted things to be, but it didn’t matter.  Shame be damned.  He would submit because no other option existed.  Not in his universe.

A smile teased her lips as she hummed in approval.  She pursed them in satisfaction as her hand resumed its slow, torturous teasing.

“Oh, gooood boy, James.”

He’d barely closed his eyes to enjoy his reward when she pulled away, sliding her body up over his.  As their eyes met, she paused, her breath moist and ready teased his mouth as she claimed her prize.  James’ lips were parted half-open and full of hope as the heat of her lips seared his with all that they could offer, if they would but press to his.  So damn close… but she’d already decided those lips were not for him—today.

“Now, show me you mean it.”

She climbed onto his shoulders, her moistened thighs locking around his head.  White satin shimmered over his mouth, already soaked but not nearly as much as it soon would be.  She yanked them aside and plunged her hungry cunt onto his mouth.  “Show me, James. And when you’re done, you can help me finish the dating profile I was working on before you walked in.”

Her lips crushed his, silencing any dissent.  His choice to submit rang in his ears as he lapped at her sweet juices.

She tastes so good. It’s been so long… Ah, fuck it!

If this was how she wanted him, if this was all he could get—so be it.  He’d take it for now, and hope for more… A guy could always hope.  Couldn’t he?


Chapter 17 – Date Night

The days became weeks, time blurred by Maddy’s well-fucked cunt mashed onto James’ face night after more often than not, night.  Every visit to his bedroom after her latest conquest brought new flavors of cum.  Some spicier than others.  Some tart.  But the reward was always there at the end.  Waiting for him.  Waiting for her good boy.  Sweet nectar, hot and gushing over him, his pillow, and his bed.  He’d (almost) forgotten how hard she came when he licked another man’s cum out of her.  He was quickly brought up to speed after her very first date night.

She’d asked him to help her dress.  At her insistence he’d picked out the panties, approaching her with them in hand, turned on by the thought of her wearing them yet off balance that they weren’t for his eyes, or hands to enjoy.  She’d instead pointed to the ground at her feet with nothing more than a mischievous smirk, and he’d knelt on pure instinct.

His dick had shamelessly surged as his knees felt the cold indifference of the floor mocking his position as she stood over him.  His queen, with her smooth bare pussy in his face. Her brushing a dainty foot over his exposed cage made it throb, and pulling the panties up her taut thighs, and adjusting them into position drove him mad with desire.  As the satin rippled over her mound before him she told him she wanted him to feel like he was a part of this, that they were in this together.  He could picture them on her, and she would think of him as another man tore them off her.

Through it all she let him know that she saw him, and hadn’t forgotten him.  A light caress of his balls on her way past, and sometimes a full-on grip as she’d pause and stare into his eyes without saying a word. Or sometimes she’d wrap herself around him and hug him—really hug him—her stillness quieting the raging chaos between his legs. It had been so many weeks though, since she’d allowed him to cum in the shower that he was beginning to struggle with conscious thought.  She’d read him, and pivoted effortlessly, controlling his roll like a pro. The hugs became more intimate.  Brushing her lips over his, their fleeting touch a promise of a kiss, and her warm breath whispered in his ear promising more.

“Soon, James… soon.”

All he had to do was stay strong for her and be the man she wanted him to be.  And so he was, but he'd never say it was easy.

He hadn’t met any of her lovers, he wasn’t interested.  They had a part of her she was (as yet) unwilling to share with him, and he was as okay with that as he could be.  It wasn’t jealousy per se, well OK it sure as hell was, but whatever.  He preferred envious.  It sounded nicer and made him feel a little less desperate.  He'd found his happy place regardless, and no longer sought to answer the why.  Interacting with the men filling her pussy with the cum that he’d be licking out of her later wouldn’t shed any more light on a subject Maddy had made sure to put to bed.  Figuratively and symbolically.

That all changed the night she met Marcus.  Maddy had confessed with a whispered giggle that she’d always wondered if all the hype about Black men was true.  A short Calvin Klein black evening dress had been her visual elixir of choice.  Shimmering satin with wide shoulder straps hugged her curves, its straight cut across her breasts proclaiming their feminine allure.  She was determined to make him as curious about her as she was about him.  James had said she could wear a burlap sack and achieve the same effect. She’d laughed, leaned in to kiss him on the cheek, and then flew out the door in a whirlwind of clicking heels, and a dash of perfume.  And to James’ well-tuned olfactory receptors, a slight musky hint of sexual excitement at exploring uncharted territory.

Later James lay in bed listening to her get fucked.  Their adjoining wall shook as her headboard slammed into it repeatedly, and for an impossibly long time.  Maddy’s moans got louder the longer it went on, but when the headboard grew silent, he briefly thought that the show was over.  Then the wall shook as she was pushed against it, her moans renewed louder as she rode his cock up and down, James on the other side.  He grinned ruefully at one point, thinking that even Mark might be jealous listening to this because Mark had never made her moan this loud!

Eventually, things quieted down, and what sounded like a very large man's footsteps leaving the apartment signaled it was show time for James.  Seconds later, Maddy appeared, hair in disarray, naked but for the sweat glistening in proclamation of the fucking she'd had, and the key dangling between her breasts.  Maddy mounted his face and began to ride him hard with every intention of putting him away wet.  Just as wet as she was now.

She sealed his mouth with her swollen, angry-red lips, pushing hard before his tongue had begun to explore.  Cum flooded his mouth and pooled in the back of his throat before he could begin to swallow.  There was so much his body momentarily bucked, to no avail, under her in fight or flight panic as the hot spunk overwhelmed him.  She wasn’t allowing him to go anywhere, and he stilled in submission and tried to focus on doing what was expected of him.  To please her.

He was ashamed to admit that he'd become pretty damn good at swallowing cum, but the sheer volume and thickness of it was next level and pushing him to his limit.  He'd never experienced so much cum. Not even when Maddy had allowed him to cum in the shower after being locked for so very long.  He momentarily considered the man she'd been with.

Who is this guy?

He made himself gulp, fighting the urge to gag as it poured down his throat like a hot milkshake that tasted like anything but.  He wasn’t done the first swallow when enough had already pooled for a second, and again he found himself considering the man who’d been able to do this.  It wasn’t just the amount of cum, it was the sexual frenzy he’d elicited from Maddy that had left her still running hot after he’d come and gone.

She gripped his hair and pulled his mouth savagely into her.

“Yes!”

She ground down onto his tongue, balling the other hand into a fist and pushing downward on her abdomen.

“Oh God, Yes! Taste him, James, he was”—she moaned as he gagged with the third swallow—“incredible!”

Her words were a kick right in the balls as he struggled to swallow, but he was too busy to protest.  As the man’s taste faded, and Maddy flowed freely over his tongue, he found himself hoping her new friend wouldn’t be a regular.  It was delusional, he knew, based on what he’d heard through the bedroom wall, and how she was riding his face.  He tried not to dwell on how he was likely going to have to get used to, and better at, swallowing loads like she’d just fed him.  Yet part of him couldn’t imagine how.  This new man, a faceless stranger to James, had left his mark on Maddy, and now by extension, on him.

He focused on how sweet Maddy tasted, and how it was worth it.  But… everything about this new guy was ‘next-level’, from how he’d fucked her, to the aftermath now playing out on his face.  He closed his eyes and lapped harder, throbbing in his cage as he buckled up for what he suspected would be a wild ride.  How he felt about it, or what he truly wished for in all of this was irrelevant.

He’d made his bed.

~~~

The scene repeated itself a few nights later, and then again on Friday, except that time the man didn’t leave.  James did what he did best.  Then Maddy left him, and he fell asleep with his hand on his cage and dreams of her behind his eyes.  The shadow of Marcus, the first man she’d allowed to sleep over since Mark had left was ever present too.  Even in sleep, James suspected he was going to have to get used to that.

In the morning, despite her not having explicitly given him permission—she was using words like that now, and his dripping cock told her that was OK—he pulled on a pair of pants. There was no way he was walking around in his cage when she had company over!

Figuring they’d be ‘busy’ when they woke, because what guy wouldn’t make it a lazy Saturday morning in bed with Maddy, James went about his business.  He had barely begun prepping to cook up some bacon and eggs when he was proven wrong.  He heard her door open and chose to stay ‘focused’ on his task.  He wasn’t ready to meet the new guy!

Was that guy truly asleep when Maddy left him last night to visit me? If not, did he hear her moaning? Did he hear the 'Yes, James, get it all, oh fuck he's so incredible!' over and over as she'd shamelessly used my face?

There hadn’t been a party, and no one had gone to bed drunk like Mark would have.

What do you think?

His fragmented concentration culminated in smashing an egg too hard against the pan, breaking the yolk as Maddy slipped into his orbit from behind.  Wrapping her arms around him, she pressed her face into his back, and ignited every nerve in his body with her presence.

Her warm breath teased the flesh of his back through the thin T-shirt he’d thrown on this morning. “G-morning, you.”

Her actions were more than just friendly, more than what a roommate would do, and so damn casual. As though all of them could pretend—though likely he was the only one trying because he was the only one of the three who had so much to be ashamed of—that the man whose cum she’d fed him hours before wasn’t standing there in the kitchen with them.

James cleared his throat, deciding to believe Marcus had no idea of what had happened between him and Maddy.  She curled around his waist to peer up at him with an innocent expression that could fool angels.  Except for her eyes.  They said she knew exactly what she was doing.  She glanced meaningfully down at his cage currently hidden beneath the pants she hadn’t said he could wear.  The look was enough to push him against the ropes, what she said next put him right over them.

“Have you met Marcus?”

His eyes widened for a moment, a silent fearful plea in them—What are you up to?

But he strove to appear casual as he turned and looked into the eyes of the man who had Maddy running so hot.

The guy stood several inches taller than James.  His broad shoulders pushed at the seams of a rumpled button-down shirt he'd worn the night before.  The hint of a loose fit did nothing to hide the hard muscle beneath.  His dark, full lips pulled into a wide smile, perfect teeth flashing, his eyes warm as he stepped forward with a hand extended.  When he gripped James' it wasn't a bullshit grip-as-hard-as-you-can-to-swing-your-dick move.  It was firm but polite and spoke of a confident man who had nothing to prove.  His baritone voice rolled, unhurried, echoing that same confidence, out past his smile.

“Hi, I’m Marcus.”

James found his smile wasn’t as forced as he’d expected, and realized he didn’t actually dislike the guy. Hmph.

They were still shaking hands when Maddy swung around him, arm around his waist, and looked up with puppy-dog eyes. Her other hand ran over his stomach in a lazy circle, pressing just enough for his eyes to tell her his cage had just gotten impossibly tight.

"James, since you're already cooking"—she batted her eyes playfully—"would you be a dear and put on a little something for us?"

He almost choked and felt Marcus’ eyes on him as he recovered with a nod, and forced a smile. “Uh, of course.”

“You’re the best, James.” Maddy purred, giving him a wink Marcus couldn’t see before turning to show their new guest a seat.

The bacon popped and spat and James stewed.

What the hell? I never cooked her and Mark breakfast the morning after, not once. Now this guy shows up and she’s got me serving the two of them.

He didn’t like how that sounded, but he couldn’t help how he felt.

What else do I call it when she has me cooking and filling the belly of the stranger who gets to fuck her instead of me, and the only thing in my belly is his cum?

When he placed their plates on the table Maddy looked up to thank him, her smirk and her eyes telling him she was well aware of his empty stomach, and the chaos she was causing in his mind.  Marcus was genuine in his thanks, seemingly oblivious to the silent exchange between the roommates, and for that, James was grateful.

~~~

A week later James’ jaw dropped, his brain reeling from the question Marcus had so casually asked, it felt surreal…

Sitting on the sofa, Marcus and Maddy took the beers James offered them. Marcus thanked him, and Maddy puckered her lips to blow him a little kiss.  Marcus settled back into the sofa, draping an arm over her shoulders.  He took a pull on his beer and then tipped his bottle towards James.

“Cheers, man.”

James leaned forward in his seat so they could all clink bottles and then he took a drink.  Marcus smiled at Maddy, the corners of his mouth pulling up a touch higher as he eyed the key dangling between her breasts.  Then he looked to James.

“So, how long have you two been a cuckold couple?”

That single word wrapped within his question defined a concept James had never, in a thousand years, imagined would have anything to do with him.  Yet the truth of it rang in his ears as he looked over at the man with his arm around Maddy. His sun, his moon, his stars. His Maddy, who’d proven she could ask anything of him, and he’d readily oblige.

Maddy looked surprised too, as though she hadn’t considered the word any more than James had.  After a brief moment, she gave James that mischievous smile of hers that stopped his heart in a flurry of emotion, every time.  Then she answered, keeping her eyes locked on his.

“Cuckolding…”

The word rolled over her lips as though she were testing it.  She chose that moment to moisten them with her delectable tongue.

“I suppose we’ve only been… cuckolding”—her lips pursed into a smirk as she got comfortable with the word—“since earlier this year. But… I’d say it’s been a lifetime in the making.”

She raised an expectant eyebrow as James looked on in shock.  Her words shone like a spotlight on something he had never considered another man knowing about.

“Wouldn’t you agree, James?”

James hesitated, took a swig of his beer to stall, and then did what was to him the unavoidable.  What he had always done, and would always do.  Because he loved her.  Even if she didn’t love him in the way he wished with everything in his heart she would.

He agreed.

Because that was what would make her happy, and if he was to be honest, it was also the truth.

The End
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