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A long time ago in the depths of a dark, wild woods there lived a young witch. The locals from the nearby village feared her and her magic. She might cast ill fortune on their season's harvest or set a curse upon the health of a newborn, just as easily as she could bewitch the mind of any unfortunate individual who happened to stumble across her lair.

For these reasons, the locals stayed as far away from her as possible and cautioned any travellers who intended to stray towards her domain.

And to the young witch, or Gwen, as she preferred to be known, this was a perfect situation for her. Because the truth was that she was no witch. She had no magic powers, she had no cauldron to create potions (only one with which to cook her favourite stews), and she had no maleficent feelings towards the villagers.

Gwen enjoyed her simple lifestyle. Her cosy cabin was her home, her woods provided almost all the food she could desire, and being left to her own was the greatest gift she could ask for.

The rumours of her witching powers were only that - rumours. She had no idea where they originated, but she was hardly surprised to find out that a single woman living alone in the woods could cause such imaginative stories from the superstitious locals.

Gwen also knew that her encounters with a certain handful of men from the village hadn't helped her cause either. As much as she liked to keep to herself, it was sometimes impossible to avoid bumping into a local as they foraged or hunted or collected wood.

See, there was something that anyone who saw Gwen might call bewitching - her looks. Through no fault of her own, the few locals who looked upon her would be utterly enchanted and quickly any fears of her turning them into a frog would dissipate and they would eagerly do anything to help out this beautiful young woman living alone in the woods.

And Gwen, who occasionally found herself longing for human companionship in a more physical capacity, would gladly lead them back to the warmth of her cabin.

But once these men returned to the village late in the day with no food or wood or any indication of labour, their wives could all too easily work out what they had spent their time doing. And rather than admitting to their infidelity, they could more than easily embellish their stories and claim to have been enchanted by the succubi of a witch, with their minds wiped blank and no memory of the details.

So, every time Gwen dained to choose a sexual partner, she also contributed to the perpetuation of the myth that she was a witch. And if it meant being left alone a little bit longer, she couldn't care one bit.

*****

It was on a chill autumn morning that Gwen had an encounter that she knew would be different to the rest. She was traipsing through the woods looking for ingredients for a wild mushroom soup, her thigh-high boots glistening wet with the early dew, when she saw a man she had never seen before.

He was out hunting. A bow with a nocked arrow was held at the ready and a full quiver on his back showed he had not yet had any success, and despite his keen eyes searching through the undergrowth as he stepped slowly through the bushes, he did not immediately spot Gwen.

So she watched him silently, planning her next move. His arms were strong and his body muscular and as he turned to face her she gave a friendly smile.

"Oh, hello, miss," the hunter greeted as his bow arm relaxed.

"Good morning, sir."

As Gwen continued smiling at him, she felt him being enchanted by her looks just as other men had been before. Her red hair glowed in the morning sun, and she knew her corset-enhanced cleavage was attracting his gaze.

"What are you doing out here all by yourself, miss?"

"I was just foraging for mushrooms, sir, but I...I seem to have lost my way. Would you help me?"

The hunter seemed to grow in confidence at the prospect of helping the young woman. "Of course, anything for someone as charming as yourself. Which way did you come from?"

"I think...hmm...this way?"

Gwen, already a little distance from the hunter, headed immediately off into the undergrowth. In reality, she knew exactly where she was and where she was going. The woods were her home. And so she hurried away, almost running, and knew that the hunter would struggle to keep up.

"Hold on, miss!" he bellowed behind her. "Don't go too fast!"

"It's just up this hill, I'm sure of it," Gwen called back as she stumbled along a trail she herself had made the previous spring. "Please keep up, sir!"

The man followed her for at least half a mile as she headed deeper and deeper into the woods. Sharp tree branches clawed at him and the snaking stems and roots underfoot seemed to grip at his ankles and make every step more and more strenuous. But just as he started to fatigue, he glimpsed the red hair of his quarry and followed it out of the trees and into a clearing. At the centre of this luscious green meadow was a cabin.

Gwen giggled audibly as she entered, while the hunter, out of breath, was unable to shout out to stop her. He followed her, observing the smoke already rising from the chimney and the neat rows of vegetables and herbs planted in the allotment outside. Reaching the dark wood door, he pushed it open and stepped inside.

*****

A pair of boots lay beside the doormat. The smooth bare legs of the strange woman ran out of view behind a magnificent tapestry that draped from the timber ceiling struts and divided the cosy cabin interior.

"Is this your place, miss?" the hunter asked, tentatively stepping further inside.

"Yes it is, good sir," the woman giggled in response.

"I'm glad you weren't too lost after all."

"But I'm so grateful that you were there to help me. I was sooo scared out there by myself." Gwen had to hold back a laugh as she put on a teasingly innocent voice.

"You live alone, do you?" The hunter moved towards the woman, still hidden behind the curtain.

"I do, sir, and sometimes I struggle not having a man around. In fact, could you come here and help me with something?"

The hunter took another step and pushed back the curtain. He gasped and stood transfixed at the sight of the beautiful redhead sprawled on her back over her bed and completely, mesmerisingly, naked.

"I—oh." The hunter averted his gaze momentarily but couldn't stop himself from peering up again as the woman got off the bed and approached him.

"Like I said," Gwen spoke softly and seductively, her beautiful tits free and her pink pussy exposed. "I need your help. I need..."

She put her hands on the waistband of his breeches, which were noticeably tight.

"...I need your cock."

The man stood as still as a statue, unsure of what to do as he was overcome by arousal and trepidation.

"The villagers spoke of a woman who lived out here," he spoke with a trembling voice. "Are you...are you a witch?"

Gwen smiled as she pulled his pants down with no resistance. "And what if I am?"

"Then I shouldn't—"

The first hint of hesitation was visible in the hunter as he almost stepped away, but that all vanished within a moment as soon as Gwen pulled out his raging hard cock and began to stroke him.

"Hmm? What's that?" She stroked firmly with her soft delicate hands, silencing the man whose eyelids closed and head leaned back.

Gwen kissed his neck then whispered in his ear: "I need you to fuck me."

The hunter heard what she said and, completely forgetting his previous reluctance, nodded his head.

He let her guide him on top of her as she lay back down on the bed and parted her legs.

"Fuck me," she whispered again, and on command the man pushed his cock into her wet pussy.

His thick cock filled her and gave so much pleasure as it slid in and out. Gwen, despite being beneath him, guided the man every step of the way. Her hands gripped at his butt cheeks, dictating the tempo at which he fucked her. When he tried to fondle her breasts, she held his wrists firmly against the bed. And when he tried to lean closer to kiss her lips, she turned and pushed him away.

He was here to fuck her and give an orgasm, nothing more.

As his grunts became louder and his cock pulsed harder, Gwen felt the warmth of her orgasm grow deep within and soon she was so overwhelmed by the tremendous pleasure that her body could not take it anymore and she felt herself trembling with anticipation as she reached her point of climax and groaned in ecstasy as every drop of pleasure rushed through her.

It was so much that she didn't notice the man cum inside her until he too collapsed on the bed, drained and exhausted and immensely satisfied.

After some time, Gwen got up to clean herself up. The man, almost asleep after the exhaustion of both the chase through the woods and the events in the cabin, failed to notice her return, or even her fiddling with his cock.

Only once the click of a shut lock pierced his ears did he sit up, still in a daze.

"What's that?!" he said with a fright, looking at the metal cage encasing his limp cock.

"A little gift for you," Gwen said, fully clothed again and returning to the bed after focusing on rekindling the fire that had been keeping the cabin warm..

"You witch, what have you done?"

Gwen rolled her eyes. "I'm not a witch, idiot. It's called a chastity cage. I got it specially made from a blacksmith further down the valley. A favour just for me. Not that I gave him much choice in the matter..."

"But why?"

"Because all you men think I'm a witch and keep spreading these annoying lies about me, you get to come and fuck me because I allow it, but then you cum inside me without asking! I think you rightly deserve to be locked up, until you learn your lesson. Or if you serve me until I'm satisfied."

"Please unlock me, miss."

"You're not anywhere close to being unlocked." Gwen toyed with the key then put it away in her drawstring pouch. "To start with, I think we could do with some lunch. As you're a hunter, why don't you go hunt something? You can run away if you like, but good luck getting that cage off without this key. Go on. Farewell."

The hunter rushed to pull his pants back on and grab his bow and arrows that he had left by the door. He felt himself get shoved outside by the woman, then he rushed off in search of some food.

*****

Within an hour, the hunter was back with freshly-caught game hanging over his shoulder. He tapped on the door and came in when called.

"I thought you'd be back in more of a hurry," Gwen laughed, beckoning him to approach.

"Will you unlock me now?" the hunter asked timidly.

Gwen stood up and stepped towards him. She grasped his cage through his trousers and moaned sensually into his ear, instantly causing his cock to stir with arousal. For the first time, the hunter experienced the discomfort of a partial erection, compressed by the confines of chastity.

"I have some more things for you to do before I even consider unlocking you," Gwen said, standing back and returning to lounge on her bed.

From there, she ordered him to prepare a lunch with the produce of his hunt and he complied. When it was all done, they ate together. Gwen continued teasing him. She leaned over to accentuate the cleavage in her corset, she licked her lips encouragingly as she toyed with her spoon, and she ran a foot up his leg and along his thigh to play with his cage.

"I want to go for a walk," she said when they had finished. "Come with me."

*****

The hunter trailed behind Gwen as she hiked through the woods, taking one of her favourite trails. She never paused to wait for him to catch up. Nor did she bother to turn around to check on him. He was loud enough for her to hear as he stomped through the undergrowth behind her.

Eventually they followed a path that led down a long forested slope. Through the trees, the outlines of houses could be seen, and in the distance a group of villagers were visible going about their day.

"You've taken me back to the village?"

"Well aren't you clever," Gwen mocked. "That's right. And we're going to have some fun."

"What do you mean?"

"Take your clothes off," Gwen commanded firmly.

The hunter stared at her in shock, then turned to look towards the village. "Here? What, now?"

"Here and now. Or don't expect to see this key again." She patted the pouch that held the little silver key.

The hunter gulped and reluctantly began to undress. He shivered as the cold air greeted his bare skin. His nipples grew small and erect after he took off his shirt, and after a pause to check no villager had strayed closer to them he pulled down his trousers. Exposed, his cock hung limp and small in its metal cage.

"It suits you well." Gwen grasped his balls and held them tightly then ran her hands over the chastity device. "It's like a piece of armour for your most treasured possession. Now, kneel."

The hunter kneeled and Gwen pulled down her skirt, revealing the lack of underwear underneath. The hunter stared at her gorgeous pink pussy and was pushed closer as the dominant woman guided his head into her. Knowing what to do to please her, he kissed and licked, focusing on drawing every bit of pleasure out of her.

Gwen purred and groaned as he ate her out. She leaned back against a tree and allowed herself to be enveloped by the ecstasy of it all. Every noise that she produced trembled through her body. And even as she became louder and louder, she did not care a bit. The hunter, though, began to work at a furious pace to bring her to climactic silence, so afraid he was of someone from the village hearing them and coming to see the cause of the mysterious wailing.

Fortunately for him, Gwen was quick to reach that point. She gasped and tried to catch her breath. She had no more energy to spend on moaning. All the power she held was concentrated on her wet pussy. And as she came, her thighs squeezed tightly around the hunter's head and held him right there.

She released only when she had been completely satisfied, and she pushed the hunter away.

He fell onto his back, exhausted by his own efforts and grimacing at the discomfort of his cage. His cock had grown hard and strained against the metal, his own arousal triggered by Gwen's orgasm.

"Please, miss," he panted. "Please unlock me. I can't take it."

"You can't take it?" Gwen smirked, pulling her skirt back up. "Well, you'll have to. Stand up and bend over."

The hunter did as he was told, bending over and steadying himself by grasping a sturdy branch.

Gwen slapped his bare ass, causing him to clench and gasp in response. As a result, his cock swelled and squeezed against the cage. The hunter grimaced and braced himself for another spank. More came. Each one sent a shudder through him and left a sharp sting. Gwen's delicate hands felt surprisingly hard and firm when they had to be. And when she wanted to use them to punish, they were cruelly harsh instruments.

But as the man gripped tighter onto the branch, preparing for more pain, he instead felt a different sensation.

"Hold still," Gwen whispered as she traced a circle around his asshole with her index finger. "This'll be a little bit of fun."

She licked her finger then slowly pushed it inside the man, whose knees trembled at the pressure. He could feel her penetrating him. His ass clenched, tightening around the finger inside. Gwen began to fuck him gently with it. And, before too long, the hunter was moaning

Knowing exactly what to do, Gwen gently massaged his prostate. She smirked as she watched the cock bulging between the bars of its cage.

"Is this how you like to be fucked?" she asked, continuing to pleasure the man with her finger. "It certainly looks like it. You're almost enjoying it too much."

The man almost was. He groaned louder in response to the prostate massage. The pressure around his caged hard cock only fed into the pleasure slowly building within him. And as it grew, his aching member began to leak a drip of precum that dribbled out and down onto the leave-covered forest floor.

Seeing this, Gwen pulled her finger out, genuinely worried that she might make him cum in his cage.

"Enough of that," she said, wiping her finger on him. "I don't want anything other than precum coming out of you. For the time being, at least."

She let the man recover and stand up straight again before giving him his next instructions.

"If you really want me to unlock you, there's one more thing I need to ask you to do. You're going to go walk into that village and tell those people there that I am not a bloody witch. I'm bored of the rumours. I'm sick of those men using me to have affairs. Go tell their wives the truth. Then come back to me."

The hunter nodded, willing to take her deal. Then he looked at the pile of his clothes and asked hesitantly, "Can I put these back on."

"What do you think?" Gwen looked at him sternly and paused a moment before laughing. "Of course you can put them on. I don't want people thinking you're crazy. Come on then. Hurry up."

The hunter dressed himself, his erection slowly dying down, and he was pushed away by Gwen to set off down the hill and towards the village.

*****

He returned only half an hour later. Gwen had been watching from the woods as he talked to the villagers. With the men away with their daily labours, it was mostly the women who were there to listen to the hunter try to explain the truth behind the local witch.

"Did they believe you?" Gwen asked as he traipsed back up the hill towards her.

"It seems like it," he said.

"Good. There'll be some interesting conversations in the village tonight. Maybe I should go pay them a visit tomorrow, see if they really believed you."

The hunter looked dejected, thinking that he might not be unlocked. "Please. Please take this cage off me."

Gwen pondered for a while, but she ultimately knew what she wanted. "Take your clothes off again. I think you deserve a reward for obeying me so well."

This time, the hunter was keen to strip, and within a minute he was completely naked once again apart from the metal chastity cage. His cock was trying to grow in anticipation of what lay in store for it.

"Come here," Gwen ordered. "I'm sure this is eager to be released."

She wrapped her fingers around the short metal shaft and played with it teasingly, stroking the cage and fondling the hunter's balls hanging beneath.

"Do you want to be released?" Gwen asked.

"Yes," the hunter moaned.

"How much do you want it?"

"So much."

"And if I let you out to fuck me, can you promise not to cum?"

"Yes. Of course. Anything for you."

"Good."

Gwen took out her key and, holding the cage firmly, she placed it in the lock and rotated to let it open with a click. The metal cage popped open instantly as the hunter's cock swelled out large and erect, the power of the erection sending the cage onto the ground.

"Time to prove yourself," Gwen said, giving the hard cock only a quick stroke to bring it out to its full length before taking her hand off. "Fuck me. And do not cum."

Gwen turned around and leaned over, matching the hunter's previous position when he had had his ass punished and pleasured. She parted her legs and rubbed her pussy and with one hand she grasped the hunter's thigh to guide him in.

His cock, already pulsing, pushed into her pussy. Gwen let him fuck her at the speed he wanted, confident that he would keep his promise not to cum. She steadied herself with one hand on a tree trunk while the other rubbed her clit. She felt the cock ramming in and out as she pleasured herself. The events of the day, from commanding the hunter to controlling his caged shaft, had driven her arousal to the limit and she felt the need to orgasm once more.

"Do not cum," she repeated in between deep breaths. "My pleasure is more important than yours."

The hunter braced himself and tried not to focus too strongly on the wild sensation of her tight pussy around his cock. Fortunately, he could control the angle of his fucking and he directed it to minimise the pressure around the sensitive cock head while maximising the attention on the woman's clit.

Gwen kept masturbating herself, and within a couple of minutes the dual pleasure of her finger and his cock was building to an intense climax.

"Keep going," she panted. "Just like that. But do not cum. Unless. Unless you want to be locked up again."

The hunter was just about holding out, and found himself struggling all the more as Gwen's pussy clenched tighter around his cock and her orgasmic groans became intense and more frequent. She rubbed her clit more furiously while her other hand clawed at the tree bark. She shuddered with the release of orgasm. Her eyes were screwed shut. The intensity of the sensation almost threw her off her feet, and it was only when she pushed the hunter back that he relented and pulled his cock, dripping and throbbing, out of her.

"You did well," Gwen said, turning around and pushing him onto the ground. "I think it's only fair you have a little reward."

Lying on a soft bed of moss and leaves, the hunter let himself relax as Gwen came down to straddle his chest. She faced away from him and towards his cock, so his gaze was focused only on her amazingly round ass in front of his eyes. Meanwhile, the woman clenched her legs down either side of him, pinning his arms to his torso. He was helpless to her now, but as she took his cock in her hands he could not care one bit.

She stroked him smoothly and sensually, using her own pussy juices still lingering on the shaft as a natural lubricant to slide both her hands up and down. She could feel the blood rushing through it as she held on tighter. Each time her hands squeezed over the head of the cock the hunter clenched in response to the pleasure, but each time Gwen refused to speed up and cater to his whims.

And even with the lack of acceleration, the hunter was soon close to the edge. Gwen could feel the proximity of the orgasm in every moan and throb and movement in the body beneath her.

And as the pulse of climax began to push out in a rush of hot white cum, Gwen stopped stroking and gripped the base of the cock in a tight ring, increasing the pressure inside and holding it upright. Despite the protestations of the hunter, he could do nothing to stop her from ruining his orgasm. Gwen's legs squeezed tighter and prevented his arms from pushing her off.

The intensely hard and red cock erupted like a volcano. The cum, forced through the tight grip of Gwen's fingers around the shaft, shot out straight up into the air before landing straight back down in sticky splatters over the shaft. And she never relaxed her grip until every wave of ruined pleasure had seeped out of the bulging cock head in flowing white disappointment.

The hunter eventually fell into silence as the confusing feelings of post-orgasmic euphoria met with absolute frustration. Gwen wiped her hands on his thighs then stood up, laughing at the mess covering his cock and crotch.

"There you go," she said, sorting out her skirt. "I'm done with you."

The hunter laid back, too exhausted to reply.

"I'll take this back, thank you very much." Gwen grabbed the chastity cage from where it had fallen on the floor. "But...if you ever want to have fun with me again, you know where to find me. And now you know how to pay for your pleasure with chastity. This cage will be waiting for you."

The hunter remained on the floor in a daze, slowly watching the mysterious woman walk away. He didn't even know her name, yet he felt compelled to search for her cabin in the woods once again, even if it did mean more time in chastity. And as he got up and dusted himself off, worried about the cum covering him, he realised too that she had taken his trousers.

The End
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