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Chapter 1

I STOOD ON THE EDGE of the room, rubbing the back of my neck. The adhesive on my name tag failed, and it fell away from my lapel, floating to the floor.

“M. L. Patterson.”

I shook my head as I picked it up, wadding it up in my hand.

No one wants to meet you.

I shot it like a small basketball at the nearest trash can. And missed. My eyes searched the room to see if anyone saw my blunder. They carried on unaware.

I’m invisible.

Conversations buzzed all around me - conversations that excluded me. The sound penetrated my skin with a thousand tiny darts carrying one poisonous message.

I don’t belong here.

I searched for comfort in the forty-nine shades of grey and brown in the fieldstone covering the walls and pillars. Or the honey oak floors glowing under the warm pendulum lighting. And I took a deep breath.

You can do this, M. L.

Getting invited to an Erotica Writer’s retreat – the chance to rub shoulders with authors I idolized – excited me. But the reality of dozens of strangers around me, most of them attractive, slapped the excitement right out of me. I jammed my hands into my pockets.

I hate crowds. Especially when they’re drinking. I used to work a room with the best of them. What happened to me?

My eyes surveyed the room, and I scowled.

And where the hell did Catherine go?

I ducked out of the dining hall, through a doorway, into an adjacent lounge.

Ahh, quieter.

The dark brown leather furniture scattered around the room invited me to come and collapse into their large cushions held up by aged, sturdy frames. Dim lighting added to the relaxed atmosphere. A few others found the lounge and were already settling in for intimate chats. Across the room, an empty bar spanned the wall. I walked over to a chair near it to sit down.

“Oh god, yesss.”

The breathy sound of a woman’s voice came from behind the bar.

My eyes widened, and I held my breath as I froze.

“Just like that. Eat that pussy.”

A burning in my ears ripped through my neck and down into my chest. I looked around the room. The others in the lounge remained engrossed in their conversations.

Perhaps they didn’t hear?

I lowered myself and crept closer. Slender, feminine fingertips crept up onto the inside edge of the bar and gripped the rounded oak railing. Trying to avoid making any sound, I steadied my breaths and begged my heart to quit pounding. Step by step, I moved towards the bar until my view crested it. Behind it, a full head of bright red hair bobbed up and down.

Is that?

My legs lifted me for a better view.

Oh my god, it is!

Tessa Fuller pushed her ass back into the hungry assault of a young man’s face. His dirty blonde hair bounced around his ears and grazed his shoulders as he lurched into her with what I could only assume must be his tongue.

That’s not D. T.

Tessa gasped.

“I need your cock!”

I slid as far as I could towards the wall to hide. The young man unbuckled the belt in his skinny jeans and pushed them over his hips, freeing his hard cock as he rose to stand behind her. She continued gripping the bar, looking back at him and then across the lounge towards the doorway that led back into the dining hall.

“Put it inside me.”

He gripped her hips and slid himself into her.

Well, someone doesn’t need lube. Or, apparently, a condom.

She turned her head in my direction, and I dropped like a rock to the floor.

Fuck! She saw me.

My heart pounded like a sledgehammer against the inside of my chest as I listened for any acknowledgement of my presence.

“Oh my god, Chester, your cock!”

I let a breath ease out between my pursed lips.

Maybe she didn’t see me. Or doesn’t care.

The sound of skin contacting skin started off light and slow. Tessa’s muffled moans teased my ears and stirred a tingling sensation in my crotch.

My mouth dropped open. Others in the lounge turned their heads towards the bar, trading whispers, but no one came to investigate.

Poor D. T. He probably has no idea where she is right now.

I leaned against the bar, sliding down until my ass hit the floor. My shoulders fell away from my neck, and my heart sank.

Just like I have no idea where Catherine is right now.

My cock twitched, pressing against my pants. The sound of Chester smacking into Tessa grew louder, and her moans broke into unbridled howling that vibrated through the bar and into my chest. My eyes closed, and images of Catherine invaded my mind.

She’s somewhere in this lodge. Doing the same thing. Stabbing me in the back.


Chapter 2
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D. T.’S VOICE BROKE through and woke me to the present moment. He sat at the bar - the same bar - next to Manus Dare.

“You ok, man?”

I picked up a cloth napkin off the bar and wiped the sweat from my brow.

“You don’t look so good.”

Chester stood by the register, drying off another glass.

“I’m ok. I just don’t know where Catherine is. She keeps running off.”

Dare spoke up.

“Join the club, man. God only knows what they’re up to.”

Sitting with D.T. felt like looking into a mirror at a taller version of myself. His blue eyes swirled with kindness and sadness, and his hands rested on the bar just inches from where Tessa’s grabbed the railing only an hour ago. I couldn’t find it in my heart to tell him.

I feel bad for you. And me.

Chester’s voice ruffled my melancholy.

“If you fellas don’t need anything else, I’m gonna go check on some other guests.”

My voice flattened, but I tried not to glare at him.

“No, Chester. I think you’ve done enough.”

Manus pat D. T. on the back.

“Well, I think it’s about time for me to shuffle off to bed. Nice chatting with you two.”

“It’s about that time for me, too,” D. T. said.

He looked at me.

“You gonna be alright, man?”

“Yeah, I’m good. See you tomorrow.”

They departed, leaving me at the bar alone. I sat for several minutes, pinching the skin over my throat with my fingers, pulling at it, and glaring at the spot Tessa cheated on D. T.

Catherine, what are you doing right now?


Chapter 3
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"WHAT ARE YOU DOING over here by yourself, M. L.?"

A woman’s voice came from behind me. I turned to see who it was. And my eyes widened.

How does she know my name?

Tina Moeder. The author who got in my head with her words like few authors have done. Words that reached through my Kindle screen and tugged an invisible leash around my neck, drawing me into a disturbing arousal. She painted images on the canvas of my mind, too taboo for me to describe even in my most private thoughts. At the mixer, I overheard someone addressing her by name. Knowing she was in the same room seized me by the throat. Both then and now.

And now she approached.

Summoning the strength of my upbringing, I stood to greet her as any Southern gentleman would.

The soft curls of her long, dirty blonde hair danced around her face in tandem with her steps, and the gravity of her greenish blue eyes pulled me into them. My legs quivered, as though I stood on the edge of a dock, looking down into crystal blue waters, watching fish swim across the bottom, and losing my balance.

"How are you enjoying the retreat so far?" she asked.

Her voice caressed my psyche, and my heartbeat quickened.

“You’re scary, you know that?”

She laughed.

“Why do you say that?”

I leaned away as I pressed my lips together in a slight grin.

“I’m not sure. Why do I feel totally disarmed in your presence, terrified I’m being lured into a lion’s den?”

She cocked an eyebrow and flashed a devilish grin.

“I have been known to bite.”

I can see how someone might let you.

“You didn’t answer, M. L. How’s the retreat going for you?”

Her question poked a hole in the blister on my soul, and my arms went limp.

“Honestly, I’m pretty disappointed.”

“Oh? Why’s that?”

“Well, I don’t know many of these folks. It’s intimidating coming to a retreat like this. I can’t find the two people I feel closest to - Alexa and Shay. I don’t know what they look like, and I feel like a creep looking at people’s name tags.”

“Why is that?”

“Well, I mean...”

She reached out and took my chin with her fingers, lifting my head so that my eyes met hers. The blue/green waves in her eyes washed over me, soothing the tension away in my jaw, my shoulders, my mind.

“Because they are right there over their breast.”

Her hand slid down from my chin to my chest and played with the top button of my shirt.

“And you like breasts, do you?”

I nodded, my eyes falling.

“I noticed your partner has glorious breasts. Catherine? Is that her name?”

“Yes. Catherine.”

“And you love her breasts, don’t you?”

“I do.”

She grinned.

“Worship them, do you?”

I felt my cheeks warm and my ears burn.

“Yes.”

“I see. Where is she?”

“Well, that’s another thing...”

I sighed, and the weight of my heart pulled towards my stomach.

“I don’t know. She does this at events with lots of people. She’ll disappear. Usually says she’s going to bum a cigarette off someone. Then she leaves me by myself for hours. Eventually, I worry and go look for her. Sometimes I find her. A lot of times I don’t.”

“How does that make you feel?”

“Like I don’t matter. One time, she ended up fucking somebody in a bathroom. Afterwards, she told me all about it. And his big dick.”

"Ahh. And you're worried she might be doing that now."

"Well, I don't know."

"Are you worried your dick isn't good enough for her?"

"Oh no, definitely not. She loves my dick."

"That's what she tells you?"

I stepped back from her, my arms recovering some tension as I placed a hand on the bar.

"Well, yes."

"But you're not sure it's that great. Like you said, she fucked somebody with a bigger dick. Behind your back. At a party you both attended together? That had to sting."

"It did."

"Well, there's only one way to fix this, M. L."

"What's that?"

"Show me your dick."

I raised my eyebrows.

"Yes, whip it out. You'll never know if it's something to be proud of unless you show it."

"Well, I..."

"Besides..."

Tina leaned in, lowering her voice.

"It's what you want to do. Isn't it?"

I swallowed hard, and my hand clenched the bar rail.

How does she know that?

"You want to expose yourself to me and perhaps some of these other ladies passing through from the dining hall. Hoping they catch a glimpse, too. Hmm?"

The skin on my neck prickled, and the hair stood on end.

"I mean, I don't know."

"Yes, you do, M. L.. Now, pull it out."

I looked down at my belt, and my hands trembled.

"I'd like to see it," she said.

Her voice slithered through the sinews of my mind, paralyzing my defenses.

My fingers twitched as I reached for my pants and unzipped them. My cock fell out and swelled under her gaze.

"Well, M. L. Not bad."

She reached out and traced the underside of my shaft with a single finger as she moved in closer.

"Not bad at all."

The small point of contact between the pad of her fingertip and the underside of my shaft passed jolts of electricity into it, and my cock jerked to attention in repeated lurches as my heart pumped blood into it.

"It grows nicely."

I gulped, and my voice cracked.

"Thank you."

"You know what I think when I see a nice cock like yours?"

My lips quivered, and my paralyzed vocal chords struggled to find any volume.

"What's that?"

"I want to claim it."

"Claim?"

"Yes. Take it for my own."

"What do you mean?"

"Well, I don't want it getting passed around for other ladies to get their mouths on. Or pussies. I want to save it for my pleasure."

"Uh huh."

My mouth fell open as my lungs grappled for more air. She continued stroking the pulsing vein under my cock, teasing me into a painful hardness.

"Would you like to give yourself to me this weekend, M. L.?"

My entire body shook, and a pang shot through my chest.

That would be betrayal. Catherine would be so angry at me.

Tina extended a few more fingers to cup the burning flesh of my head in her palm.

"You said yourself that Catherine is probably running around, giving her pussy away to someone as we speak. And that makes you feel small. I bet you want revenge, don’t you?”

I swallowed twice and bit my lip.

It’s true. Catherine always has the power. Does whatever she wants. Uses me and tosses me aside. Betrays my trust. I never win. Never get her back.

“It would be rebellious of you to give your cock to another woman without asking her.”

A way to score a point for the underdogs. Guys like me, DT, and Manus who always lose to our dominant, cheating women.

“Just imagine when she emerges from wherever she is right now. Freshly fucked by someone else. Thinking she got the best of you. Again. And finds you have surrendered yourself to another woman."

My voice shook, and my lips quivered as I spoke.

"Like turning the tables."

"Yesss."

Her thumb began grazing the top of my shaft while her fingers stroked the underside.

"You'd like to turn the tables, wouldn't you? Get her back. Give your cock to someone else without asking. Like she does to you. Like she might be doing right now?"

I coughed, choking on my words.

"So...”

My thigh muscles and glutes clenched, pushing my hips forward, as though they were begging for more of her touch.

“...how does this work? How can I give my cock to you?"

Tina grinned as she released my cock. She looked down at the small purse that hung from a thin strap over her shoulder. Her fingers slid inside and pulled something out. She rested it in her palm and held it in front of my face. Shiny silver coils reflected the light, and a gold clasp that resembled a tiny padlock rested on the top.

“What is it?” I asked.

She tilted her head to the side and looked into my eyes.

“It’s a chastity cage.”

My eyes moved from the silver coils to meet hers. In that moment, the M. L. that stood on that dock lost his balance and fell headlong into those crystal blue waters. Perhaps sharks lurked in the shadows and would devour me. Perhaps I would drown. I didn’t care. My will evaporated and abandoned me to the power of the waters below.

"Am I supposed to wear it?"

"Yes, M. L. You wear it on your cock."

With the last bit of resistance in my spine, I winced.

"It'll keep all these horny witches off my prize. Including your Catherine. Very rebellious of you if you did it. Are you sure you want to?"

An impish grin surfaced on my face, and I closed my eyes, letting them roll back in my head. My hips pushed into the air where her hand had been.

“Mmm hmm. You do, don’t you?”

I opened my eyes again, letting them become hooked into her gaze like a helpless fish on a line. I nodded.

"It’ll be locked to help you avoid the mistake of giving it to others. You’ll just wear it for a few days. If you want to be a good boy for me. And a bad boy to Catherine."

She lowered her hand and touched the cool metal of the cage on the warm skin at the tip of my cock. I jumped. A current shot from the tip up into my abdomen and splintered out to random points on my body.

"My pussy is throbbing, M. L., just thinking about you giving me your pretty cock as a prize.”

I gasped and lowered my head, shaking it as I choked out my words.

"Why am I considering letting you do this to me?"

"Oh, M. L., I wouldn't be doing anything to you. You would be choosing freely to betray Catherine and offer yourself as a gift to me."

She ran the edge of the cool coil down the top of my shaft.

"A gift that I very much want."

Her gaze pinned me against an imaginary wall.

"You're considering it because it's what you want to do. Isn't it?"

Her silky voice. Her seductive energy. They bound and stripped me so that all I had left was surrender to her. I nodded.

"There is something else you want, M. L."

I trembled as I asked.

"What is that?"

"You want others at this retreat to know - to see your rebellion. And I have the perfect idea to make sure they do. We're going to do a little demonstration."

"A demonstration?"

"Yesss. You're going to be my demo bunny, M. L. And I'm going to show them how to put this device on you."

"Ok. Um. How do you put this device on me?"

"Follow me, M. L. And you’ll see.”


Chapter 4
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HER FINGERS SLIPPED off my cock as she stepped away.

"If you are ready to give yourself to me, that is."

Her hips swayed, gripped by the skirt that hugged them, as she crossed the lounge and took the doorway back into the dining hall. I forced my cock back into my pants and hastened after her. The heads in the room turned as she entered. Something about her commanded attention. She projected her voice so that everyone could hear her.

"Attention, all you dirty minded people. I have a little show for you. Anyone want to see a live demonstration of a man’s cock being caged?"

A few ladies gave a loud "woohoo".

She moved to the center of the floor and swiveled on her heels, looking around with a hand raised, beckoning them.

“C’mon, let's hear it.”

The cheers escalated and others clapped as a few more entered the room, drawn by the sudden commotion.

Tina turned and looked at me, her eyebrow cocked as she grinned. She motioned to me with her hand to come over. As I did, she pulled a chair from a table and put it front and center, pointing to it.

“Take off all your clothes, M. L. Put them in a pile next to this chair and stand on it.”

My hands grew clammy as I unbuckled my belt, and the veins in my neck pulsed.

Oh god, I can’t believe I’m doing this.

Once naked, I got on the chair and faced the room, my erection on display. My eyes searched for Catherine but couldn’t find her. Many other eyes, however, looked up at me. And down my body. I almost felt them like feathers on my skin, teasing my nipples. My stomach. And the purple, bloated head of my cock.

“Chris, you’re tall. Can you help me?”

Chris, aka Draconis, stepped forward, smiling. Tina produced a pair of handcuffs and a rope. She handed the rope to Chris and pointed to another chair.

“If you could stand on that and pass this over that beam.”

Chris fed the rope under an acoustical tile and over the thick wooden beam over my head, bringing it down the other side.

Must be nice to be tall.

While I watched him, Tina took my wrists and placed the handcuffs on them.

“Lift your hands, M. L.”

My body stretched out as I lifted my cuffed hands over my head.

“Chris, could you tie those cuffs with the rope so they hold him up? Thanks!”

She turned to address the growing crowd.

A lot of night owls at this retreat.

“M. L. has graciously agreed to be my demo bunny. And he’s decided he wants to surrender his cock to me while at the retreat.”

My cock jumped in response. She showed the steel cage to everyone while Chris stepped down and returned to the crowd.

“Now, M. L. is highly aroused, and I can’t get this onto him that way, so we need to take care of his erection first.”

She reached into her purse and pulled out a small vial of lube. Her hand slipped into a latex glove, and she squirted some lube into her gloved hand.

Where did all this stuff come from? It’s almost like she prepared for this.

She gripped my cock and spread the lube up and down my shaft. The collective gaze of her audience felt like a dozen spotlights zeroed in on my exposed, swelling head. She stepped over to the chair, got up on it, and stood next to me. With her free hand, she placed a palm on my chest as she tugged on my aching member with the other.

"So, in this aroused state, M. L. is open to me. It's important for me to take this window to help him transition deeper into his choice to give himself up. We don't want to rush this, so I am going to keep him on the edge for a minute."

I whimpered at her words.

The skin of my shaft and head burned from the internal heat of my erection, and the skin stretched to the point it felt like it might tear open.

"It's ok. He wants all of you to see him like this. Desperate and erect. This is his true self. Isn't it M. L.?"

My body shook, and I panted as I nodded, pressing my eyes closed in a wince.

"Tell them you're desperately depraved and want them to see."

My voice cracked.

"I do."

She took her hand off my cock for a second and hovered her open palm just above it. It jerked from the pummeling of my heartbeat, under her spell.

"You do what?"

"I want them to see how desperately depraved I really am."

"Good!"

She returned her hand to my cock, squeezing it hard, and resuming her stroke.

"Very good, M. L."

She turned her head towards her audience. To my audience.

"Exciting, isn't it? Seeing his will melt away and his submission emerge?"

Her voice lowered to a growl as she directed her mouth at my ear.

"You would love for one of these hungry ladies to taste your cum, wouldn't you?"

I looked out at their eyes, all mesmerized, trained on my hard cock in her hand.

"But then you would be giving yourself to them. And that would make for a poor offering. So, M. L., I'm going to let your seed fall to the ground. Let your little swimmers grovel, just like you will do. You and your sperm in perfect service."

Her words sent me over the edge, and my cum shot out onto the floor in front of everyone. Squirt after squirt pumped out, falling on the honey oak below where so many feet had trod before.

“Yesss,” she said.

As it drained, my cock fell until it retreated into a flaccid state. She let it fall off her fingertips and droop towards the floor, pointed at the puddle of my fallen seed.

“Just look at it, M. L. Like an offering on the altar.”

She stepped down from the chair and reached for the device. She took a ring from it and placed it around my entire genital area, looping underneath my balls. The cool steel against the heat of my skin almost stung. She clasped it over the top so it hugged the base of my shaft. Then she slid the cage over my limp penis, fastening it and the ring together with the small gold padlock.

"Now, the insides of this device have edges that, if he got aroused again, would be uncomfortable for him."

I looked at her like a whipped puppy as she dangled the key up at me with one hand and gestured to Chris with the other.

"But that won’t be an issue for him. He's going to be a good little sub and keep his thoughts trained on me and free from temptation. Won't you, M. L.?"

"Yes, Mistress."

Chris hopped back up on the chair next to me and untied the ropes. My cuffed hands fell and landed in front of me, covering my caged cock.

"Good boy, M. L. Now, put your clothes back on."

My weakened legs struggled to steady me as I stepped down.

"That's the show. Thanks everyone."

She waved them off and turned to me.

“How are you feeling?”

Her eyes softened and almost caught me as I fell into her with my words.

“Stripped. Raw.”

She grinned as she lifted the key and made a private display for me of placing it on her necklace, letting it slide down to dangle between her breasts.

“Taken,” I said.

She lifted a hand to my cheek and stroked it.

“Good, M. L. Very good. I’m quite pleased with your gift. And you are taken. For these few days, your cock is mine.”

I leaned my head into her stroke. She let me out of the handcuffs.

“Now, head back to your room. Who knows? Catherine might be the one waiting up for you for once.”


Chapter 5
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I WRAPPED MY FINGERS around the doorknob, stilled my movement, and turned it. Easing it open and holding my breath, I peered through the crack into an unexpected light. Catherine lay on the bed wearing a thin, white cotton tank top and red thong panties. Her finger swiped across her Kindle, and her eyes remained on it as a grin crept across her face.

“Hey, my love,” I said.

She rested her arm on the rise of her hip and looked up at me.

“What have you been up to?” she asked.

“Oh, just talking to the other authors.”

“Mmm hmm. I’ve been reading one author that’s here. Maybe you’ve heard of her.”

“Who’s that?”

“Tina Moeder.”

My feet shuffled, and a tightness spread across my chest.

“Oh?”

She cocked an eyebrow and pursed her lips.

“Yes. You’re familiar with her?”

“I think I’ve heard her name. Yes. What do you think of her?”

Catherine pushed the Kindle aside and rose like a cobra from the bed. Her voluptuous breasts moved inside the thin shirt, and the outline of her nipples and nipple ring showed through.

“I think...”

She turned so that her legs hung off the bed and her back turned to me. It curved into an arch as she pushed her breasts out and stretched her arms over her head. The hem of the tiny shirt crept up, revealing a colorful tattoo across the small of her back. Below it, the tiny lace string of her thong traced the top of her curvy ass cheeks and slipped down between them.

“...she sounds like a very persuasive woman...”

She rose and slinked around the bed towards me. My heartbeat pulsed in my temples, and sweat broke out on my forehead. Under my pants, my cock swelled and pressed against the cage.

“...especially for a weak man.”

My voice sputtered, and I stepped back towards the door.

“Well, where were you today, Catherine?”

“Exploring, but we’re not done talking about Tina.”

My eyes blinked like shutters on an old projector.

“What about her?”

Catherine eyed my crotch as she drew closer to me. She chuckled as her grin widened and her eyebrows slanted in. Her hands rose to cup her breasts, pushing them together inside the shirt.

“I think I’d like to see your cock, my love.”

I put up a hand. My chest stung as my fingers trembled.

“I’m not in the mood for that.”

“Not in the mood?”

She stepped up to me and put a hand on my crotch. Her fingers enclosed on the cage, but her eyes showed no surprise.

“Or not able to get it up?”

With one hand on my chest, she pushed me fully into the door as she dropped to her knees. Her hand slid down my abdomen. She unbuckled my belt and yanked my pants and underwear down. Pretend surprise filled her voice and mocked me.

“Oh, look what we have here!”

She broke out in a maniacal, menacing laugh. I tried to cup my hands over my crotch, but she grabbed my wrists, stood up, and pinned them against the door behind me. Pressing her breasts into my chest, she put her lips close to my ear.

“It looks like you’re taken.”

I swallowed hard. The vice grip of the cage gave no ground to my pulsing cock begging for release. Catherine breathed on my neck as she rubbed her breasts to the left and right across my chest.

“It’s too bad. I was in the mood to take you tonight. Wanna tell me how you got this cage on your cock?”

“I... um...”

“Mmm hmm. You said you had heard of Tina? Just heard of her?”

My heart thrashed the inside of my sternum.

She knows. How does she know?

“You didn’t think you’d be able to do that in front of witnesses without me finding out, did you?”

She grabbed a fistful of my shirt, pulled me from the doorway and pushed me back onto the bed. Her eyes bored into me, and the wicked grin on her face widened.

“What made you want to give yourself to her, hmm?”

She climbed up on the bed, straddled me, and pulled her shirt off, letting her bountiful breasts fall out. The mound of her crotch hovered just over the cage, and she lowered herself so that the thin layer of silk covering her pussy touched the coils. My cock ached inside the cage, pressing hard up against its confines but unable to break free.

“Did you suspect this pussy of sneaking around on you? Did you want to get your lying, cheating whore of a partner back?”

She let loose a maniacal laugh. The sweat on my forehead rolled into my eye sockets and burned my eyes, and my muscles tensed. My body betrayed me, yearning to be naked and melded with hers.

No, she deserves this.

I stiffened my chin and pursed my lips, glaring at her.

“What if I did?”

Smack!

She slapped me across the face.

“You don’t know what I was doing tonight. I might have just been wandering around the grounds. You know how much I love the cold weather.”

“In four feet of snow?”

Smack!

She hissed through gritted teeth.

“Don’t talk back to me.”

My neck pulled my head back into the bed, recoiling. She laughed again. Her hips lifted off me, and she backed towards my feet, lowering her breasts into my chest so they glided down my frame. Each ring of the steel coils dug into my pulsing member, holding it in check, even as her soft breasts melted around it and caressed my thighs.

“Mmm, imagine these lips wrapped around this cock. But you’ll only imagine. You belong to Tina this week, traitor.”

She lifted herself, planting her hands on my thighs and digging her fingers into them. Her fingers found the most tender points in my muscle and sent a sharp sting deep into the tissue. I wailed out.

“Ouch!”

She chuckled as she got up. Her eyes remained on me as her body turned in slow motion towards the door. She held her shoulders back to show me the profile of her bare breast. Her mouth melted to a smirk as she stepped towards the light switch, and her voice lowered to a feigned affection.

“Good night, my love.”

The lights went out. I lay there, my heart pounding, and my skin tingling from the release of perspiration. The pulsing of my cock, pressing hard against the cage, upstaged all other sensation. Its tight grip reminded me of my gift. My betrayal. My rebellion.

This week, Tina, I’m yours.

Catherine slid into the bed next to me. Her hand rested on my chest, and her voice mellowed to a whisper.

“My poor love is caged this week.”

She draped a leg over my thighs and nuzzled her head into my shoulder. Her energy washed over me, lulling me into a sense of peace.

She’s not mad. I don’t get it.

My eyes closed, and my body sunk into the mattress. The flow of adrenaline subsided and gave way to fatigue. Catherine whispered my last memory of the night.

“I love you, my love.”

I love you, too.


Chapter 6

[image: ]

“HOW AM I GOING TO GET through the metal detectors?”

Catherine snickered.

“You’re not.”

I stared ahead - my knees locking as I walked - and followed the herd of humanity up the ramp into the concourse. My mind swirled with memories of the last few days spent snowed-in with scads of erotica authors.

“So, you never saw your precious Alexa?”

“No. And I only briefly ran into Shay.”

Catherine put a hand on my shoulder and patted it as we continued to walk. Seeing Shay had been, perhaps, the most bittersweet for me. We stood in a hallway of the lodge, a palpable magnetism bouncing back and forth between our bodies. It took a rare connection to draw out the dom and put aside the sub in my switchy soul. A connection like I felt with her. The sadness as I unzipped my pants and showed her the cage, the softness of her voice as she said “that’s too bad”, the sight of her walking away with her glorious long hair cascading down her back around her runner’s body. A tear formed in the corner of my eye, and I took a deep breath to restrain my grief from spilling out in front of an airport full of strangers.

“Sorry, my love,” Catherine said.

Going through security, the metal detector went off, detecting the cage.

“Step aside, sir.”

Catherine stepped up to the security office and whispered in her ear. As she did, the officer’s eyes widened, and she lifted a fist to cover her smirk. As Catherine stepped back, the officer looked at me, smiling, and shook her head.

“You can go on, Mr. Patterson. Next, please.”

We continued walking to the gate.

“What did you say to her?”

“I told her a female erotica author talked you into a chastity cage, and you have no idea how to get out of it.”

My mouth dropped open, and my face flushed with heat.

“Oh my god, you told her that?!”

“It got us through, didn’t it?”

My head shifted back on my shoulders, and I closed my mouth.

I guess it did, but dang.

Once on the plane, Catherine walked all the way to the back, and I followed. She stopped to speak to a stewardess.

“Sure, ma’am. Once I get everyone seated, I’ll bring you some.”

We settled into our seats. The cage pressed up against the insides of my thighs. The metal wrapped around my member still felt foreign. Unlike my soft testicles and penis, it had no give, so I always felt its presence, reminding me of my sacrifice to the sultry seductress who wooed me that first night. I only saw Tina a few other times during the retreat. Once, I asked when I could get out of the cage.

“I’ll make sure you get out when the time is right, M. L. I promise. And I always honor my word. You’ll see.”

I still had the cage clamped around my genitals, so my faith in Tina’s paralyzing, blue gaze and the conviction in her voice faltered. The other time, we barely spoke. I sat quietly on the floor against a wall, feeling the pressure of my cock against the cage, as I watched her punish a new author, Jamie Jones. For a moment, Jamie looked me in the eye and winked, her mouth open as she took her licks from Tina. That little wink snaked through my psyche, leaving a familiar feeling. One I couldn’t place. Had I known Jamie in perhaps another life. Certainly, not in this one.

“Here are the blankets you requested, ma’am.”

The stewardess smiled as she handed two thick blankets to Catherine who gushed with gratitude.

“Thank you so much.”

“What are those for?” I asked.

“You’ll see.”

She held them in her lap through the pre-flight rituals, the takeoff, and the accent into flying altitude. I watched through the small window as the snow-covered earth faded away and puffy white clouds hid it from view. Catherine tossed the blankets in my lap.

“Cover yourself up.”

“Why? I don’t want these.”

“Yes, you do. Trust me.”

I turned my head towards her. She put her fingers up to her neck and let them slip down under her collar. A grin surfaced on her face as she tugged on a chain and lifted it out. A small gold key dangled from the end.

Wait, I’ve seen that key before.

My eyes lit up.

“How did you get that?”

“I’ll tell you in a minute. Now, cover yourself up, and get it out.”

“Wait, you want me to do this here? Now?”

“Oh, so you want to keep wearing that thing? Starting to like it?”

“Well, no, but...”

“Then quit whining and cover up.”

My lips vibrated like a tiny motor as my breath exited between them.

“Ok, fine.”

Catherine straightened up in her seat and looked around the cabin.

“And relax. No one is anywhere near us. It still scares people to fly. Nobody wants the ‘rona’.”

While I spread the blanket over my lap and legs and wiggled my pants and underwear down to my ankles, Catherine bent over and pulled her phone out of her purse.

“Are you ready for the procedure?”

“Hilarious. Just get me out of this thing.”

“Hold on. Take this.”

She handed me her phone.

“What do I need this for?”

“We’re going to take a little video.”

“Oh no, we’re not.”

“Yes, I promised Tina that we would.”

“Tina? Wait, you talked to her?”

Catherine laughed and then narrowed her eyes as she smirked at me.

“Babe, Tina and I are tight. Now start recording.”

I pressed my lips together in a flat expression.

What did they talk about?

I put the camera on selfie mode and started the video.

Catherine lit up as she spoke to the camera.

“Hey, girl! Here we are about to let the tiger out of his cage.”

She giggled.

“Say hi to Tina, babe.”

I muttered and glared at the camera.

“Hi, Tina.”

“Aww, the little rebel sounds irritated at his self-imposed incarceration. Well, let’s get him out, shall we?”

“You’re having entirely too much fun with this.”

Catherine chuckled as she took the key off her necklace and reached under the blanket. I felt a snap as the lock popped open. She maneuvered the cage off my cock and removed the ring from around the base of my genitals. Pulling it out from under the blanket, she dangled the opened cage in front of the camera.

“Here it is, girl!”

I growled under my breath.

“Put that away!”

She cackled again, set the cage down, and reached back under the blanket to take hold of my cock.

“Can I turn this off now?”

“Oh, no, the show has just started. Tina will want to see all of this.”

“The show?”

Catherine wiggled my cock around in her hand. The feeling of human touch - any human touch - on my skin, after days of restriction, rushed over me like water down the throat of a man rescued from a desert. I grew in her hand.

“He’s waking up from his nap, Tina.”

I rolled my eyes as she beamed.

“So, my love, let’s talk about our week, shall we?”

Despite my frustration with this charade, my legs spread wider to ease her hand’s access to my genitals.

“You thought I might sneak behind your back at the retreat, giving this naughty pussy to other men.”

My cock twitched. I continued to hold up the phone but turned to look at Catherine. Her smiling lips parted as she looked down at the rising tent in the blanket. In her purse, she found a tiny tube of lotion. She pulled out her hand, put a dab of lotion on it, rubbed her palms together to warm it, and returned her hand under the blanket. Her fingers encircled my shaft, and she looked into my eyes, her gaze turning steely.

“And you were right. I did sneak.”

Her words ignited a hot liquid thread that bubbled up under the skin of my forehead and trickled out across it to my temples. The dark spark in her eyes shocked circuits behind mine and sent a surge of electric heat down my spine. My cock inflated to full hardness.

“I’ve been an unfaithful whore behind your back all week. Doing whatever I wanted with this pussy. Several of your author friends know just what it tastes like now. What it feels like.”

My mouth fell open as I gasped. She painted images in my mind that poured gasoline on the fire spreading in my body. Blood pushed more and more pressure into the tip of my cock. The pain of her confession and the return of my erection wracked me with an almost unbearable intensity of sensation.

“I’ve tasted their cum. Gushed all over their cocks.”

A panting whisper escaped my lips.

“Oh, god.”

“Yess. Let that information seep into your skull.”

My shoulder burned from holding up the phone, but I persisted. I knew I deserved the pain. And Tina wanted to see my punishment.

“Your friend gave me this key right after she locked you up.”

The words poked a new, sharp wound in my heart, and I winced.

“That’s right. She talked to me before she approached you. I knew you would be in a cage even before you did, and I’ve had the key all week. Letting you live in the consequences of your rebellion, unable to have any sexual pleasure, while I spread this pussy around like hot butter on a plate of dinner rolls.”

My cock jerked. Catherine released it for a second.

“You want to cum, don’t you? You’ve been waiting all week. Getting teased by dozens of flirtatious women.”

Wait. How does she know about that?

“I knew about that, too. Tina and I sent women your way all week to torment you. We’ve all been in on it. Making you pay for your crime.”

Her words kept stabbing me with jolt after jolt of searing pain. All of them shot directly into my cock and electrified my lungs, making it difficult to breathe. Her fingers wrapped back around my shaft.

“But there’s one woman that stayed away. One you desperately wanted to meet.”

She hissed as she unveiled her final blow.

“You never got to meet her, but I did. Your precious Alexa.”

The volcano in my chest exploded, and the lava ran out across my chest and down my arms.

“And she wanted me to tell you something.”

Catherine quickened her stroke, rushing me to the edge.

“She said to tell you I eat pussy like a well-trained lesbian.”

My legs and ass cheeks contracted into a painful flex as my cum ripped up through my shaft and burned the tip of my cock, exploding out with the force of a firehose. My clavicles pressed against my skin as my body stiffened. Catherine held her grip on me, milking the life out of me like a vampire draining blood from its victim. Hot tears began streaming from the corner of my eyes as the onslaught of revelations sunk deeper into my mind, searing it with a permanent brand. My body melted into the seat as my heart sunk in my chest. Catherine leaned in and whispered in my ear.

“This is what happens to bad little boys who end up on the naughty list.”

She released my cock and let it fall, pulling her hand out and holding it up to my mouth. Like a sinner in repentance, I licked it clean. As I finished, her hot breath brushed my ear lobe.

“Merry Fucking Christmas, M. L. Patterson.”
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THANK YOU FOR READING my account of the 12 Days of Lustmas. If this is your first taste of my work, you can get a free book when you sign up for my newsletter here. And if you like reading about devious, dominant women who humiliate their husbands, then you’ll love my Jessica’s Game series. And last but not least, you can find the accounts of 11 other authors who attended the writers retreat here.
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