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Part One

[image: ]

Adam adjusted the sleeves of his warlock costume as he approached the entrance gate of the adult Renaissance fair. The dark purple robe felt good, and he got it cheap at a thrift store. He had spent an hour painting magical symbols on his arms and face to look like his favorite character from a fantasy game. He’d been looking forward to this day for months.

“Are you going to stand there all day?” Mia asked, bouncing on her toes beside him. Her elven princess costume looked great on her small frame, with pointed ears poking through her blonde braided hair. The black and red outfit showed more of Mia than he was used to seeing, but everyone was dressed up for the occasion.

“C’mon guys,” Jen said from his other side. “The line is moving!”

“Sorry, just taking it all in,” Adam said.

Jen was so pretty with her brown hair that bounced on her shoulders. Adam stepped forward, trying not to stare at Jen’s adventurer outfit. The short brown leather dress hugged every curve of her athletic body and showed off her long legs. Adam found it impossible to focus on anything else.

“ID please,” the ticket taker said.

The three friends handed over their identification and received wristbands that allowed them access to the adults-only fair. They walked through the entrance arch and into a wooded area filled with medieval tents, stages, and themed sections.

“Holy shit,” Mia said. “Look at all this.”

Adam tore his eyes away from Jen long enough to take in their surroundings. Colorful banners hung between trees, and people in various states of undress wandered from booth to booth. Some wore elaborate costumes like theirs, while others had opted for minimal leather outfits that left little to the imagination.

Adam watched a woman in a chainmail bikini walk past. The metal links clinked together musically with each step she took.

“Yeah, I wasn’t sure what to expect,” Adam said. “My friends told me it was like, an erotic renaissance fair, and it seems they were right.”

“I’ve been wanting to come here for years, but I didn’t want to go alone,” Jen said, before bending over to fix her boots. Adam couldn’t help but look.

Mia nudged Adam with her elbow. “I saw that,” she said.

“Saw what?” Adam asked.

“You checking out Jen’s ass when she bent over.”

Adam’s face flushed. “I wasn’t!”

“Please,” Mia said. “You’ve been stealing glances at her since we got dressed this morning. Not that I blame you. She looks hot.”

Adam glanced back at Jen, who had wandered ahead to collect a map from an information booth. After two years of friendship, he thought he’d hidden his crush on her better than that.

“Don’t worry,” Mia said. “She’s oblivious. As usual.”

Jen returned with a colorful map and unfolded it between them. The paper map, styled as aged parchment, showed the fair’s layout. There seemed to be dozens of attractions, and dozens more shops and booths.

“What should we hit first?” Jen asked.

Adam tried to focus on the map, but Jen leaned forward to point at different attractions, and her breasts pressed against his arm. He could smell just a hint of her perfume and wanted more.

“Maybe we should just wander around for a bit,” Adam said, trying to recover his composure. “There’s so much to see.”

“That’s a great idea,” Jen agreed. She tucked the map into a small pouch at her waist. “I want to see everything anyway. No point following a strict schedule.”

“I’m down for exploring,” Mia added with a shrug.

Jen turned and started walking down the path, the short dress riding up with each step. Adam followed, not even trying to keep his eyes from looking at her bouncing ass.

“You’re hopeless,” Mia whispered.

“I know,” Adam said.

They wandered through the fairgrounds, enjoying the sights and sounds around them. Men and women in scandalously revealing medieval outfits brushed past them at every turn. A muscular juggler in nothing but a loincloth tossed flaming batons in the air while a crowd cheered. In another area, women in boob-pushing corsets demonstrated rope-tying techniques on volunteers. They were walking down another aisle of shop booths when something caught Jen’s eye.

“This looks cool. What are these?” Jen said suddenly, grabbing Adam’s arm and pulling him toward a booth with metallic items.

The booth sat next to a small tavern with outdoor seating. Wooden tables were filled with fair-goers drinking from metal tankards and eating fried fair food. Behind a counter covered in metal devices stood a woman dressed as a sexy blacksmith. Her dark hair was pulled back in a practical ponytail, and decorative smudges of soot covered her cheeks.

“Welcome, fair travelers,” the woman said. “I’m Isobel, maker of the finest chastity devices in all the realm.”

“Like chastity belts? I thought they were just a myth.” Jen said, touching a smooth metal belt. The metal felt cool against her fingers despite the heat of the day.

“Oh, they’re very real, at least in modern times,” Isobel said. “Especially in modern bedrooms.”

Adam shifted his weight from one foot to the other. He knew exactly what these were. He’d spent more than a few late nights browsing websites about them, fascinated by the concept but too scared to ever purchase one.

“I get the belts, but what exactly are these for?” Mia asked, examining a small tube-shaped device in her hands, before passing it to Jen.

Adam felt a rush of arousal as he watched the cage pass from Mia’s hands to Jen’s. He felt his cock starting to get hard, pressing against his boxers at the sight of both women handling the device so casually. Luckily, his warlock robes were loose enough to hide any evidence.

“That,” Isobel said, “is a male chastity cage. Guys don’t always need a full belt. These can be secured behind the balls, which is still very effective. They prevent a man from getting an erection or receiving any pleasure. And of course, they lock in place.”

Jen raised her eyebrows. “And men actually agree to this?”

“Oh yes. Some beg for it,” Isobel said with a grin.

Adam tried to appear casual as he looked at the display, but he felt very self-conscious. He’d always wondered what it would feel like to be locked up like that, denied and at someone else’s mercy.

Mia leaned toward Adam with a mischievous smile. “Would you ever wear one of these things, Adam?”

Adam’s mouth opened and then closed. His cheeks were red. “I… uh…”

“He probably wouldn’t even fit in one of those tiny cages,” Jen said. She looked away when she realized she basically implied that Adam had a large dick.

“Oh?” Isobel raised an eyebrow, amused. “You’d be surprised. My cages fit almost any guy, regardless of what they or their admirers might think.” She gestured to a wooden sign hanging above the display. “That’s actually the fun of my Chastity Challenge.”

“What’s that?” Jen asked, eager to change the subject from her accidental comment about Adam’s size.

Isobel leaned forward over her display and picked up a gleaming metal device. The cage looked tiny in her hands.

“The Chastity Challenge is my specialty. It’s how I make a decent chunk of change from these Renaissance fairs,” she said with a knowing smile that suggested she’d had this conversation many times before.

“I challenge men to see if they’ll fit in one of my ‘small’ cages.” She held the polished steel device between her thumb and forefinger, turning it so they could see every angle of its intricate design. “I can fit just about any man into a cage this size or smaller within five minutes, guaranteed.”

She set it on the counter with a soft clink and crossed her arms confidently.

“Guys always think they’re way bigger than they actually are,” she added with a wink. “I always get a kick out of humbling them.”

Mia and Jen exchanged glances and burst into giggles.

“No way,” Mia said. “That looks tiny. How could that possibly fit most men?”

“Penises really aren’t impressive compared to my cages and belts,” Isobel said. “That’s why I rarely lose this challenge.”

“So how does it work?” Jen asked, leaning forward with interest.

“One hundred dollars to enter, which includes the cost of the cage if I succeed. If I fail to fit the cage on him, he gets his original hundred, plus two hundred in winnings. If I succeed, he wears the cage for the remainder of the day, and gets the key on his way out of the fair.”

Mia and Jen both turned to look at Adam, grinning.

“No,” Adam said before they could speak. “Absolutely not.”

“Oh come on,” Mia said. “You could make a couple hundred bucks here.”

“Or end up trapped in a cage all day,” Adam said.

Jen bit her lip, looking at the cage and then back at Adam. “I bet you wouldn’t fit in that. It’s tiny.”

Adam felt his face heat up. Sweat beaded on his forehead that had nothing to do with the summer heat. “I’m not taking that bet.”

“Are you scared you might actually fit?” Mia asked teasingly.

“No, I just…”

“I’ve seen you in swim trunks,” Jen said, her voice becoming flirtier. “And I’ve noticed when you get… excited in your jeans sometimes. That cage is like an inch long, at most. I know you’re a big guy down there, and there’s just no way it’ll fit on you.”

Adam stared at her, stunned that she’d noticed such things and was now talking about them so casually. His ears burned hot with embarrassment.

“You know, that when it’s soft it’s a lot smaller, right? Growers and showers? I’m a grower,” Adam said.

Mia reached into her purse and pulled out her wallet.

“I’ll cover the entry fee,” Mia said, counting out five twenties. “Consider it my investment in this little experiment. And when you win, I’ll split the winnings with you.”

Jen shot her friend a grateful look.

“Thanks, Mia!” she said excitedly, then turned back to Adam with renewed enthusiasm. “See? Now you have to try. You have almost nothing to lose.”

Adam knew it was a bad idea. There had to be a reason Isobel ran this challenge at Renaissance fairs year after year. The math didn’t add up otherwise. If she lost regularly, she’d be broke by now. But the way Jen looked at him, with so much excitement as she practically begged him to try the chastity cage, broke his resistance. Besides, it would be kind of hot if he ended up locked in chastity because of Jen. He couldn’t say no to her.

“Fine,” he said. “I don’t know why you’re so interested in this, but I’ll do it.”

Jen clapped her hands together and gave a little squeal of delight.

“Yay! This is so much fun” she said, touching his arm briefly. “And when you win, drinks are on Mia tonight.”

“Hey, I didn’t agree to that,” Mia protested, but she was laughing as she handed over the money to Isobel.

Isobel slid a clipboard across the counter. “Just need you to sign this consent form. It states that you understand the rules and that I have permission to lock the device on you. I have permission to touch your body, and you consent to me using cold packs to get everything nice and soft. I’ll have 5 minutes to snap the lock shut.

She continued, “The cage I showed you earlier is the largest possible size that you have to fit inside, but I can use smaller components if necessary. The ring or cage might be slightly smaller to fit your specific size.”

“Wait, so I might be locked in an even smaller cage?” Adam asked.

“Just marginally smaller, so that it sits on your body the right way. It’s important that it fits you right,” Isobel said.

“Okay, fine. Here goes nothing,” Adam said, letting out a sigh as he signed the form.

Jen and Mia were excited that he was actually going through with it. Jen wanted to give him some last-minute encouragement.

“If you feel yourself getting too soft and small in there,” she whispered, leaning in so only he could hear, “just think about me in this dress.” She ran her hands down the sides of her tight brown leather outfit and struck a little pose, as she gave him a flirty look.

Adam loved the little tease she gave him. Despite his nervousness, he felt a familiar sensation between his legs. He was starting to get hard, and he hoped maybe that would be enough to save him from being caged.

“Follow me,” Isobel said, lifting a section of counter to let him through. She led him toward a small tent behind the booth. The tent was a deep burgundy color with gold trim, looking appropriately medieval.

“Good luck,” Jen called.

Inside the tent, a small stool sat beside a table covered with various implements. A privacy screen blocked the view from the entrance. The tent muffled the sounds of the fair outside, creating an intimate bubble.

“Now, just relax Adam. This won’t take long,” Isobel said, snapping on a pair of latex gloves. “Go ahead and take off your robe and underwear, please.”

Adam complied, removing his robe, and then his boxers. The fabric rustled as it fell to his ankles. His penis was now nearly fully-hard from Jen’s teasing.

“Not too bad!” Isobel teased, noticing his erection.

“T-thank you.” Adam didn’t know what to say.

“Not gonna make this easy on me. Don’t worry, that’s what the cold packs are for,” she said. She reached for a cold pack from a small cooler on the floor. “These little guys will suck all the energy out of your erection.” She pressed the cold pack against Adam’s hard cock, making him inhale in shock.

“There are usually two kinds of guys who do this challenge,” she continued, working methodically. “Dumb alpha males who think their cocks are porn-sized monsters, and guys who secretly wish they could be locked up.” She looked up and grinned. “And you don’t seem like a dumb alpha male to me.”

Adam felt exposed in a way that went beyond his physical nakedness. She continued, “Of course, most guys don’t have two cute chicks cheering them on to lock their dicks inside a little cage.”

Despite his initial confidence, Adam watched as his penis shrunk under the cold packs and Isobel’s skilled manipulation. Isobel held up a soft measuring tape around his balls and then his soft penis. She grabbed a few components off the table behind her and started fitting him.

“There we go,” Isobel said, as she carefully worked the metal ring, slipping one ball at a time through the ring.

His penis had gone completely soft now, small and vulnerable against the cold. With quick fingers, Isobel slid the cage portion over his softened head. The metal tube enclosed him fully, the short length leaving no room for growth. Before he could fully process what was happening, she aligned the pieces and with a soft metallic click, locked the mechanism shut.

“Perfect fit, and with two minutes left on the clock,” she said with professional satisfaction, examining her handiwork. “It looks like you’ll be spending the day in my little device.”

Adam looked down at himself in disbelief. She had made it look so easy like she’d done it a thousand times before. Maybe she had.

It was surreal to see his penis imprisoned in the tiny device. He reached down and pulled on it. He tried to take it off. He tried to give himself any kind of sensation. The metal cage was perfectly designed to keep him chaste and soft.

“How does it feel?” Isobel asked.

“Fuck,” Adam said. “It feels so weird. I can’t feel anything. But it’s not uncomfortable either.”

“Good. That means I sized you correctly.” She handed him a ticket. “This is for your key retrieval at the end of the day. Don’t lose it.”

Adam pulled his clothes back on, the weight of the cage unfamiliar between his legs. The metal warmed quickly against his body.

“Ready to face your friends?” Isobel asked. “They’re probably dying of curiosity out there.”

Adam nodded, not trusting his voice. He followed Isobel out of the tent and back to the booth. The sudden brightness of the day made him squint.

“Sorry guys, but I’ve won the challenge again,” Isobel said to Mia and Jen. “Your friend is now properly secured.”

“No way,” Jen said, with a shocked expression. “She actually got you in that thing?”

Adam nodded, shifting his weight from one foot to the other as he tried to adjust to the foreign sensation between his legs. The metal cage pressed against him with every movement.

“So you’re actually caged right now? It’s locked around your… ?” Mia trailed off, looking down at his robe.”

Adam could only nod again.

“Fuck! Sorry dude! I guess we should’ve listened to you, haha,” Jen bit her lower lip in amusement. “Oh well.”

Adam’s embarrassing moment was interrupted, and then made much worse when Isobel reached up and rang a large bell hanging from the booth’s frame. The loud, clangy sound cut through the fair’s ambient noise. A group of women seated near the tavern raised their glasses and cheered at Adam.

“What’s that for?” Adam asked, mortified.

“Just announcing another successful challenge,” Isobel said with a wink. “The regulars all know what it means by now.”

Isobel could tell Adam was feeling overwhelmed with embarrassment at the moment, and gave him some genuine encouragement.

“Hey, don’t worry. Chastity is actually a ton of fun. So just embrace it! Enjoy the ride and experience something that not many people get to experience, right? Go see the rest of the fair and get your mind off of it.”

“Thanks, Isobel! We will!” Mia said while putting her hand on Adam’s shoulder for support. They collected their stuff, and the three of them quickly left the area.

“That cage seemed so small,” Jen said. “I still can’t believe you didn’t win. And that it’s actually just… there… underneath your robes.”

“Yeah, well, apparently I’m not as big as you thought,” Adam said, feeling very self-conscious now. He felt some humiliation being trapped in a tiny cage while his crush was standing right next to him. Humiliated, yet still a little bit excited.
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As they walked away from the booth, Adam took some careful steps as he grew accustomed to the device. He thought he would need to adjust how he walked, but he quickly learned that the cage was fitted perfectly to his body. It fit better than a glove, and that idea kind of turned him on.

He felt an erection starting to grow, but get immediately stopped against the metal bars of the cage. The pressure felt teasingly good. Of course, that restarted the erection attempt, and his cock was soon caught in a loop of trying to get hard, being denied an erection, and then getting hard at the thought of being denied.

Mia leaned close to Jen and whispered something in her ear. Jen’s eyes widened, and she giggled quietly, looking back at Adam.

“What did you tell her?” Adam asked Mia.

“Nothing important,” Mia said with an innocent smile.

“Just that you seem to be enjoying your predicament more than you’re letting on,” Jen added.

Adam felt his face flush again. Was he that transparent? His cock pushed against the confines of the cage, reigniting that teasing frustration again.

“Hey, I know what’ll distract you. Let’s go see the wenches gone wild show,” Mia said. “I’ve seen their videos online, it’s pretty cool, and it should be starting soon.”

Jen pulled out her map, and they planned their route towards the show venue. As they walked, Adam couldn’t help but notice how Jen kept glancing at him, as if seeing him in a new light. Her eyes kept lingering on his crotch before looking away.

The sights and sounds of the fair were overwhelming at times, and after a few minutes of walking, Adam almost forgot that he was locked in chastity.

As they passed yet another fried food booth, Mia spotted a familiar face coming toward them through the crowd. It was Sophia, one of her friends from college. She wore a glittering green costume with translucent wings strapped to her back.

“Hey Mia!” Sophia called, her face lighting up with recognition. “Great to see you!”

She hugged Mia, and waved to the others, her wings bobbing with the movement. Adam was grateful that she didn’t try to hug him, worried that she might feel the cage underneath his robes.

“Cool costumes! I love it when people get all dressed up and celebrate properly. I’m a fairy, obviously,” she said, doing a little twirl. “What are you all supposed to be?”

Adam couldn’t help but admire how her twirl made the short skirt of her costume flare out, revealing more of her toned legs. She was another beautiful girl whose costume left almost nothing to the imagination.

“I’m a naughty elven princess,” Mia said, gesturing to her low-cut blouse. “Jen’s an adventurer with her skimpy leather armor. And Adam here is our brave warlock”

“More like war-locked,” Jen said, giggling under her breath, but loud enough for them all to hear.

Adam felt his face grow hot at the joke, acutely aware of his situation as Sophia’s eyes briefly flicked in his direction. The cage seemed to grow more noticeable with each passing second.

Sophia tilted her head, not getting the reference.

“Oh, nothing,” Jen said with a smile. “Just a dumb joke from earlier.”

Sophia shrugged her shoulders and smiled, “Well, have a good time! The mead stand by the east entrance has some super tasty drinks.”

She twisted her body back and forth slightly to flutter her wings and then disappeared into the crowd. The three of them continued to the dance venue. They were a few minutes early, so they found some good seats and relaxed. Even though he was having a good time, part of Adam just wanted to leave the fair, get those keys back, go home, and jerk off.

“Maybe after this show, we should just go home,” Adam said nonchalantly.

“Yeah right! You just wanna get unlocked. We still have a ton of stuff to see today.” Jen said. Adam knew it was a long shot to get unlocked. Mia got a mischievous look on her face.

“You know Adam, I’ve been thinking. Is it even a big deal if you’re locked up in a little chastity cage?” Mia asked. “It’s not like you were planning to find a private place to jerk off at the fair, right?”

“Mia!” Adam exclaimed.

“What? I’m just sayin’. Unless he’s about to get some action, there’s no reason for a guy not to just stay locked, is there?” She grinned.

“Well, it still gets uncomfortable when I try to get hard,” Adam said.

Jen slipped her arm through Adam’s, pressing her breast against his bicep. The soft warmth of her body penetrated through the thin fabric of his robes.

“Well, whose fault is that? You shouldn’t be having such naughty thoughts about other girl’s bodies anyway.”

Adam swallowed hard, unable to form a coherent response. The feeling of Jen’s body against his arm sent his mind racing, which immediately caused a problem. He felt his penis trying to expand within the cage, resulting in an uncomfortable pressure.

“Hey, I was just teasing. Are you okay?” Jen asked, noticing his sudden tension.

“Yeah, yeah. I’m fine,” Adam said.

Mia studied his face for a moment before breaking into a wide smile. “Oh my god, you’re trying to get hard again, aren’t you?”

“Shut up,” Adam said.

“You’re right! He totally is,” Jen said, giggling. “What a naughty guy! Does it hurt?”

“Not hurt exactly,” Adam said. “Just… restrictive.”

“Maybe that little cage is exactly what you need!” Jen teased before scooting her body to sit even closer to him. “Oh! I think it’s starting.”

The show began with a burst of lively medieval music. Three women strutted onto the makeshift stage, dressed as tavern wenches, maybe. They showed more skin than costumes, but Adam didn’t really mind. As they moved, their bodies swayed with practiced precision to the beat of drums and flutes. He realized that the music was actually some medieval rendition of a pop song that was popular on the radio.

Adam wouldn’t normally seek out this kind of entertainment, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away as the dancers twirled and bent over, and one particularly flexible dancer did a slow split, showing off her panties. He felt his cock press futilely against the metal bars of the cage, yet again.

“Are you getting turned on by the dancers?” Jen asked, her voice lower and closer to his ear than necessary. Her breath was warm against his skin.

“No,” Adam lied.

“I’m kind of glad you can’t get hard for other girls,” Jen whispered, then focused on the performance again.

Adam subtly stared at Jen’s face as she watched the performance. Did she like him in the same way that he liked her? Was she glad he couldn’t get hard for other women because she wanted him for herself? Apparently, the show ended soon after, and the crowd erupted in applause, breaking his train of thought.

They moved outside of the venue again and found a little corner to talk. Adam felt his attempted erection finally subsiding.

“That was actually pretty good,” Mia said. “Those girls could really move.”

“I loved it,” Jen agreed, her arm still wrapped around Adam’s. “The costumes were amazing too.”

“Yeah, it was cool. I liked the music…” Adam added.

“The music, huh? So you didn’t like the dancing?” Jen bumped her hip against Adam’s. “I could dance like that for you if you wanted.”

Jen began her silly version of the sexy dances, and the sight of Jen bending over in her short tavern wench costume made Adam groan involuntarily as he was denied an erection again.

Both girls dissolved into fits of giggles.

“This is torture,” Adam said. “I can’t get five minutes of peace without something sexy making me try to get hard.”

“Just be good boy and it won’t hurt,” Mia teased. “Hey, think we can find more activities that might ‘distract’ Adam?”

“You guys are the worst,” Adam said.

“Actually, we are the best, and you love it!” Jen exclaimed, pulling out her map and leading them to a new area of the festival.

As they moved through the fair, Adam felt a strange sense of acceptance settling over him. The gentle pressure of the cage had become almost comforting, like a constant reminder of his erotic situation. Yes, it was hard to wear a chastity cage, but he decided just to enjoy the day without further complaints.

After all, wasn’t this exactly the kind of fantasy he’d secretly entertained? Being locked up, completely at Jen’s mercy, watching her eyes light up with mischief every time she referenced his predicament. If someone had offered him this scenario yesterday, he would have jumped at the chance. Now here he was, living it. His crush was actually enjoying his caged state, teasing him mercilessly, and somehow that made the whole embarrassing situation worth it.

He was following the girls’ lead, enjoying the view of Jen from behind, not paying much attention to where they were leading him. Eventually, a booth caught their attention.

“This one looks cool,” Mia said, pointing to a purple tent with stars painted on its fabric. There was a sign that read ‘Magical Pleasures’.

“Let’s check it out,” Jen said, leading them all inside.

A woman dressed in flowing robes with a crystal-studded headpiece greeted them. The tent wasn’t very large, with incense smoke hanging in the air and battery-operated candles creating dancing shadows across the merchandise. Adam realized it was sex toys and a lot of them.

“Welcome,” the woman said in a mystical voice, waving her arms over the table. “I am the Enchantress, purveyor of magical pleasure.”

She cleared her throat and her mysterious accent disappeared, leaving only a slightly southern American accent. “I like to have fun being all mystical sometimes. But yeah, I’m Ashley, and I sell some really cool and fun toys, so just let me know if y’all need any help with anything.”

Mia picked up a large pink dildo from the table and waved it at Jen. “Look at this one. What do you think?” She stuck her tongue out, clearly hoping to embarrass her friend.

But instead of blushing or getting flustered, Jen took the dildo from Mia’s hand and examined it with interest. She ran her fingers along its length and smiled. Adam’s mouth fell open in shock. Jen caught his expression and stepped closer to him, still holding the toy.

“What’s that look for?” she asked, her voice low and teasing. “After everything that’s happened today, why would you think that I couldn’t be a naughty girl sometimes?” She handed the dildo back to Mia and started looking at butt plugs.

Mia picked up a sleek black vibrator with a separate remote control. “What’s this?”

“Ah,” the Enchantress Ashley said, “That’s a remote-controlled vibrator. Different intensities controlled by the remote.” She pointed to the small black controller. “The main piece can be inserted, and there’s an external part that gets held against the clit. It’s really fun and can be intense.”

“Interesting,” Mia said, turning the remote over in her hand. The plastic was black with silver buttons that caught the light. She called over to Jen. “Hey, aren’t you a little jealous that Adam is the only one getting to have naughty fun today?”

Jen looked at the vibrator in Mia’s hand. “Yes… a little.”

Mia held up the remote-controlled vibrator. “I’d be happy to hold the remote if you wanted to wear this.”

Adam stared at Mia in disbelief. There was no way Jen would agree to something like that. His cock was throbbing against the cage as he imagined it.

Jen bit her lip, looking from the vibrator to Mia, then to Adam. Her cheeks turned pink, but she didn’t immediately refuse.

“Oh my god,” Adam said.

“Hah, are you alright?” Jen asked. “I mean, it would be so much fun…”

Mia grinned triumphantly and turned to the Enchantress. “We’ll take this one.”

“You know what?” Jen said, carrying a shiny silver butt plug from the display. “I think I want this too. If I’m going to have the vibrator in front, I might as well be filled in both holes.” Ashley threw in a little packet of lube and checked them out.

After paying for the vibrator, Mia and Jen headed toward the women’s restroom, leaving Adam waiting outside in a state of shock. He couldn’t believe how this day was turning out. First, he’d been locked in a chastity cage, and now Jen was about to be plugged in both holes, wearing a remote-controlled vibrator that Mia would control.

After what felt like an eternity, the girls emerged from the restroom looking almost completely normal. Jen met his eyes and gave him a small, secretive smile that made his heart race. Her cheeks were pinker than before, and she walked with small, careful steps.

“So, what should we do next?” Mia asked casually.

“I don’t know, maybe we should go to the-” Jen suddenly cut off mid-sentence, her eyes widening as she grabbed Adam’s arm for support. “Oh!”

“Are you alright?” Adam asked, though he knew exactly what had happened.

“Y-yes,” Jen said, her voice slightly higher than usual. She looked at Mia, who was smiling innocently with her hand in her pocket.

“She turned it up really high,” Jen continued, her fingers digging into his bicep. “Just for a moment, but I wasn’t expecting it. Now she left it on a soft teasing vibe…”

“Actually,” Mia said with a mischievous grin, “that spike was only thirty percent.” She tapped her pocket where the remote sat. “I’m just getting started.”

“Please be gentle, Mia,” Jen’s eyes were wide.

“Of course. I won’t give you any pleasure that you can’t handle,” Mia grinned at her friends with delight.

“You know what I think is cool?” Mia continued. “That both of my friends are hiding naughty little secrets underneath their costumes today.” She pointed at Jen, then at Adam. “Yours is going to give you tons of pleasure, and yours is going to keep you perfectly denied.”

Adam watched Jen’s face as she composed herself, mesmerized by the flush spread across her adorable cheeks. It felt very intimate, knowing that she was so aroused in this moment. The knowledge that she would be experiencing pleasure while he was denied made his cage feel suddenly tighter again.

“Anyway guys, the mead tasting is over that way,” Mia said, pointing across the fairgrounds. “Let’s go try some.”

Mia started walking, and Jen hesitated, still holding Adam’s arm. The crowd moved around them, oblivious to their private game.

Mia looked back at them. “Coming?”

When Jen didn’t immediately move, Mia reached into her pocket again. Jen yelped quietly and quickly caught up to Mia, giving Adam a helpless look over her shoulder.

They wandered through the fairgrounds for about fifteen minutes, following random paths between colorful tents and wooden stalls. They were still trying to find the mead tavern, but none of them seemed in a hurry to get there.

Every few minutes, Jen would suddenly stiffen or grab Adam’s arm, her fingernails digging into his skin as Mia triggered another spike in the vibrator’s intensity. The constant low-level stimulation had also left Jen in a state of constant arousal. Adam noticed how Jen looked increasingly hungry when she looked at him, making his cage feel impossibly tighter with each passing minute.

As they turned a corner, they came across a game booth. A short woman in chain mail stood beside it, calling out to passersby.

“Step right up for Whack-A-Knight!” the woman shouted. “Test your reflexes against my brave knights! Prizes for high scores!”

The game resembled a medieval version of whack-a-mole, with participants using a padded mace to hit pop-up characters dressed as knights that emerged from wooden stocks. The mace was foam-covered, with a short wooden handle wrapped in leather strips for grip.

It wasn’t really something that interested Adam and they were about to walk past when Mia suddenly grabbed both their arms.

“Wait,” Mia said, pulling Adam and Jen aside. “Let’s play.”

“Eh, I think I’ll just watch. I’ve never been too great at these kinds of games,” Adam said.

“No, listen to my idea,” Mia said, lowering her voice. “Adam, you’ll play, and I’ll control Jen’s vibrator based on your performance.”

“What?” Adam asked.

“If you do bad, then she gets nothing,” Mia explained. “But if you do well, then I’ll give her lots of pleasure,” She pulled out the remote and gave Jen another short burst of pleasure.

Jen’s eyes widened, but Adam noticed she didn’t protest the suggestion.

“What do you say, Adam?” Mia asked. “Don’t you want to make Jen feel good? If you hit enough to get the grand prize, I’ll even let Jen cum. Don’t you want to see that?”

“Please, Adam,” Jen bit her lip, looking sexy and adorable.

Adam looked at Jen’s horny face. He wanted nothing more than to give Jen that pleasure.

“Well fuck. When you put it like that, how could I refuse?” Adam said and stepped toward the game booth, suddenly determined to do well. His palms felt sweaty as he approached the operator.

“Three dollars please,” the operator said.

Adam handed over the money and took position in front of the game, padded mace in hand. The handle was worn smooth from countless players before him.

“Ready?” the operator asked. “Begin!”

The first knight popped up with a mechanical clack, and Adam swung, making contact with a satisfying thud. Almost immediately, he heard Jen gasp behind him as Mia activated the vibrator.

Another knight appeared, and Adam hit it easily. Jen let out a small moan that sent heat rushing through Adam’s body. Dozens of knights appeared, one at a time, and Adam whacked them all.

“Keep going!” Jen called out, her voice more enthusiastic than the game warranted. Luckily, the operator didn’t seem to notice that Jen’s reactions were out of the ordinary.

The second phase of the game began, and Adam redoubled his efforts, hitting each target as it appeared. It was much faster now, and the muscles in his arm burned with effort. Sweat beaded on his forehead despite the cool air. With each successful hit, Jen became more vocal in her encouragement.

“Yes! Hit it, Adam! Don’t stop!”

A few people walking past gave Jen a confused look, but neither Jen nor Adam cared about that right now. Both were desperately focused on the game.

“Final round!” the operator announced. She pulled a lever on the side of the machine, and gears clattered inside.

The knights began popping up rapidly, sometimes two at once. Adam managed to hit the first few but then missed one on the far left. The mace whooshed through empty air.

Jen made a frustrated sound behind him. “Fuck! Adam! Don’t miss!” Her voice was desperate.

He hit the next one, but then fumbled and missed two in a row. His concentration was broken by Jen’s increasingly desperate pleas. Once he got off rhythm he couldn’t get back in the groove. Miss after miss.

“Adam! Just hit them!” Her voice cracked on the last word.

The final knight popped up, and Adam swung but was too late. The buzzer sounded, ending the game.

“Not bad,” the operator said. “Seventy-eight points. Good enough for a small prize.” She motioned to the prizes he could select from.

Adam examined the selection of prizes and selected a set of bath bombs for Jen. Adam turned and offered them to her with a sheepish smile.

“You missed so many at the end,” she said, clearly disappointed but still accepting his gift.

“Sorry,” Adam said. “I got distracted.” He shifted his weight, uncomfortably aware of the metal cage still constricting him.

“By what?” Jen asked.

“By you! You were moaning and screaming my name…”

“What? You’re blaming me?” She was so horny and desperate, but she realized she was being a little unfair to Adam. “Guess I got a little carried away. Mia had that thing turned up so high.”

Jen stepped closer to Adam, her body pressing against his arm. He felt the softness of her breasts through the thin fabric of her shirt.

“Thanks to you, I’m horny as hell with no relief,” she said, her teasing voice returning. “Just because you’re all locked up and denied doesn’t mean I should be denied too. Maybe someone should hold onto your keys for a while as punishment.”

Mia laughed. “Good idea, Jen! He worked so hard to whack those knights, it’s only fair if we give him a nice long break from whacking altogether.

“Haha, very funny. You guys are just kidding, right?” he asked, trying to laugh it off.

“Yeah, sure! Totally kidding,” Jen said, looking at Mia.

Mia smiled. “Speaking of breaks, I’ll turn off the vibrations for now too.” Mia tapped a button on the remote and slid it back into her pocket.

Part of him secretly loved the idea of giving up his keys, despite how frustrating staying locked would be, and he had already decided to just go with the flow for the rest of the day. The girls might be saying it as a joke, but he could tell that they kind of liked the idea.


Part Three

[image: ]

Mia watched Jen relax from the break from vibrations as they wandered through the fairgrounds, her friend’s shoulders finally dropping from their tense position. For half an hour, Mia let Jen enjoy the fair without distraction. The three of them examined handcrafted body jewelry at one stall and sampled sweet pastries at another.

Once Jen had finally recovered from her horny state, Mia slipped her hand into her pocket and pressed the button once again. She kept the setting very low, just enough to make Jen moan. Jen shot her a look, but Mia only smiled innocently. She let the vibrations run for a minute before turning it off. Each time Mia activated the toy, Jen would tense, try to hide her reaction, and then gradually adjust until Mia gave her another short break.

After another half hour of exploring the fair, the trio found themselves growing tired.

“I need something to drink,” Jen said. “And somewhere to sit down. Getting edged like this is wearing me out.”

“We never actually went to the mead tavern,” Adam pointed to a wooden sign showing the tavern was nearby. They decided to grab some drinks.

They purchased cups of honey mead from a tavern wench behind a rough wooden counter, then looked around for somewhere to sit. Every table and bench in the seating area was occupied.

“Great,” Jen said. “Now where do we go? I wanted to sit just as much as drink.” She took a sip of her mead, the sweet liquid cool against her lips.

“Let’s look around,” Mia suggested. “There must be somewhere we can rest.”

Every table and booth, inside and outside, were occupied with people, so they wandered away from the main fair area, carrying their drinks. The packed dirt paths gave way to a grassy field as the noise of the crowd faded behind them.

“Look over there,” Adam said, pointing to a small garden tucked away from the main road. This area seemed completely hidden from view, and there were no other people around.

They stepped into a secluded space with pretty flowers in pots. Fairy lights hung between trees, giving the area a gentle glow even in the lowering sunlight. The air felt cooler here, carrying the scent of honeysuckle and lavender that mixed pleasantly with the sweet smell of their mead.

“Perfect,” Mia said, spotting a small wooden table with just two stone seats facing each other. She claimed one seat immediately, setting her drink down with a satisfied smile.

Adam looked at the single remaining seat. “It’s okay, Jen. You sit. I can stand, or even sit on the grass,” he offered, gesturing to the ground beside the table.

Mia’s eyes lit up with sudden inspiration. “I have a better idea. Jen should sit on Adam’s lap.”

“What? I mean, why would I do that?” Jen asked.

“Because someone failed miserably at whack-a-knight earlier,” Mia said with a grin. “And we never decided on a proper punishment for him yet.”

Adam’s heart raced as Jen hesitated, then shrugged. “Sure,” she said, waiting for Adam to sit. Once he was seated, she lowered herself carefully onto his lap. The weight of her body pressed directly against his caged cock, sending a jolt through his entire system.

“Comfortable?” Mia asked, her innocent tone not matching the knowing look in her eyes.

“Not exactly the word I’d use,” Adam said, his voice strained. Her actual weight wasn’t an issue, but each movement of her body slightly pushed and pulled on his cage, awakening his cock.

“Yes, actually this is quite comfy!” Jen said, sipping on her mead.

Jen took a sip of her mead, then shifted her position slightly, causing Adam to inhale sharply again. “Something wrong?”

“You know exactly what you’re doing,” Adam said. He could feel sweat forming on his brow despite the cool shade of the garden.

“Maybe,” Jen admitted. She turned her head to look at him over her shoulder, her face just inches from his. “Does it bother you?”

“No,” Adam said. “I’ll take my ‘punishment.’”

The three of them enjoyed their drinks and enjoyed the quiet surroundings. After a few minutes, Mia began feeling mischievous again.

“Adam,” Mia said, “do you feel bad for leaving Jen so horny all day? If you only whacked off a little bit better, she could have had an amazing orgasm.”

“I whacked just fine, thank you very much! It just got really hard at the end there,” Adam said. “Besides, would you really have wanted to cum in front of a crowd?”

“Mmm, maybe not in front of a big crowd like that… but I’m horny enough that I don’t really care anymore,” Jen said.

Mia turned to Jen. “Would you like to cum right now?” Mia pulled the vibrator remote out of her pocket and held it in her hands.

Jen bit her bottom lip and looked around at their secluded spot, then back to Adam. “Yes, please.”

Adam felt the outline of the toy inside Jen’s pussy pressing against his cage through her clothes. Each time she excitedly shifted on his lap, he felt his cock try harder and harder to get an erection.

“I’ll turn the vibrations on again,” Mia, said. The small black device looked innocent enough in her palm, but Adam knew its power. “But only if Adam hands over his claim ticket for his key to me.”

“Wait, what? Why should I hand over my ticket?” Adam asked.

“Consider it as part of your punishment for failing the whack-a-knight challenge,” Mia said with a smile that made it clear she was enjoying this power play. “No ticket, no vibrations.”

Jen turned on his lap, her eyes horny and pleading. The movement sent another wave of pleasure through his caged cock.

“Please, Adam,” she begged, her voice desperate. “Give her the ticket. I need this so bad.”

“I promise I won’t do anything with the key that you don’t want me to do,” Mia said, her expression softening slightly. “This is just for fun.”

Adam sighed, reaching into his pocket. “Fine,” he said, pulling out the paper slip and passing it to Mia.

The instant the ticket left his fingers, Mia pressed a button on the remote. The vibrations started immediately. Adam could feel them through Jen’s body as she began squirming on his lap, her plugged ass pressing down on his cage. She didn’t even try to hold back her moans.

Jen’s body responded instinctively to the vibrations. Her hips moved in small circles against Adam, her motions purely reflexive as pleasure took over her thinking.

“Oh god,” she said, her voice catching as the sensations built. She wasn’t even aware she was grinding so much against him, her body seeking more stimulation on its own. “It feels so much better like this.”

Adam felt every unconscious shift of her weight, each movement sending conflicting signals of pleasure and restraint through his caged cock.

Without warning, Jen reached behind her and grabbed Adam’s hands, and placed them on her tits. She pulled down the top of her dress, exposing herself completely. They were pale and perfect, with rosy nipples that were already hardened in the cool garden air.

“Touch me,” she said. “I’ve wanted your hands on me for so long.”

Adam needed no further encouragement. He cupped her breasts, feeling their weight and warmth in his palms. Her skin was incredibly soft, like nothing he’d felt before.

“Like this,” Jen said, guiding his movements with her hands over his. “Squeeze harder. Yes, like that.”

Adam followed her instructions, his frustration from the cage mixing with the exhilaration of finally touching Jen this way.

“Pinch my nipples,” she instructed. “Not too hard. Just enough to… yes, like that!” Jen moaned in pure pleasure.

Mia adjusted something on the remote, and Jen’s body jerked in response. A thin film of sweat appeared on her skin.

“Oh fuck,” Jen said, her movements becoming more urgent. Her breathing came in short, sharp gasps. “It’s so intense.”

Through the metal of his cage, Adam felt tiny vibrations from Jen’s toy transferring into his cock. It wasn’t nearly enough to bring him anywhere close to orgasm. It was just enough to drive him crazy with need. Each time her body shifted, the teasing sensation intensified.

His balls ached, tight and full, as Jen continued grinding against him, her ass providing equal parts torment and pleasure to his confined erection. Adam focused on grabbing her breasts and pinching her nipples. He quickly figured out just the right amount of pressure to make her moan.

“I’m getting close,” Jen whispered. Her thighs tensed against his. “Don’t stop.”

Mia turned the vibrator to its highest setting, and Jen cried out. Her hips bucked against him as she came, the force of her orgasm taking her by surprise.

“Adam! Oh god, Adam!” she called out, clutching his arms as waves of pleasure washed over her.

He was so fucking horny he couldn’t stop himself. Adam’s hips moved on their own, thrusting against Jen, bouncing her up and down against his caged cock. All of his pent-up desperation, pure passion, and lust, tried to find an outlet. But all he could do was show Jen the kind of feral and passionate fucking he could give her if only he weren’t locked in chastity. Being thrown up and down made her orgasm even better, and she kept screaming in pleasure.

Adam held her tightly, his own arousal denied, but completely overshadowed by watching Jen writhe in pleasure in his arms. Mia eventually tapped a button on the remote, and Jen finally collapsed back against his chest, breathing heavily. It took a full minute before she recovered.

“Holy shit,” she said when she could speak again. Her voice was hoarse from her cries. “That was incredible.”

Instead of moving off his lap, Jen snuggled closer, turning slightly so she could rest her head on his shoulder. Her body was warm and pliant against his, and despite how frustrated he was, he was very happy at that moment. Her hair tickled his neck, subtly smelling of perfume.

Adam held her close, savoring the way her body relaxed against his. That had somehow been one of the best sexual experiences of his life, even though he didn’t get to feel any pleasure for himself. Mia quietly sipped on her drink and watched them with a satisfied smile.

An awkward silence eventually settled over them as they sat there. As she recovered from her post-orgasm bliss, Jen eventually slid off his lap, and Adam stood up, finishing his drink.

“It’s getting late,” Mia said finally, breaking the quiet as she checked her phone.

Jen nodded, adjusting her top back into place. “Yeah, we should probably head out.”

They gathered their things, exchanging glances loaded with unspoken questions. They walked back through the fairgrounds, the setting sun casting long shadows across their path. Jen stayed close to Adam’s side, occasionally brushing against him as they navigated through the thinning crowd. Eventually, Jen broke the silence.

“We should probably get your key back,” Jen said. “Unless you want to keep that thing on all night.”

“I’m ready to take it off. It must’ve denied me a thousand erections today,” Adam said, his dick had finally calmed down after their encounter in the garden.

They returned to Isobel’s chastity booth, where she greeted them as she was packing away her display. “Welcome back! How was your day?”

“It was an amazing day,” Adam said, unable to keep a smile off his face despite his discomfort.

“I told you chastity was fun! Do you have the claim ticket?” Isobel asked.

Mia produced the key claim ticket from her bra and handed it to Isobel.

Isobel examined the ticket, then reached under her counter and pulled out a small key on a chain, handing it directly to Mia.

The three friends stepped aside for a moment of privacy. The crowds had thinned, leaving them relatively alone in their corner of the fair.

“So, can I have that key back now?” Adam asked.

“I could give it to you. That is certainly an option,” Mia tapped her chin thoughtfully. “I have a better idea. Why don’t I just hold onto these keys until your next date?”

“What? But I’m not seeing anyone right now…” Adam said.

“Yes, but it would be really easy to change that right now.” Mia tried her best to make the situation obvious. She kept motioning towards Jen with her eyes.

Adam shifted his weight, looking down at his feet while Jen toyed with a strand of her hair, neither making eye contact. Mia let out an exasperated sigh.

“Oh my god, you guys are killing me. She just had a screaming orgasm or ten grinding on your caged dick, and you two are acting like awkward teenagers. It’s painfully obvious you both like each other. Just go on a real date already!”

Adam glanced over to Jen. The way she was looking at him was hard to misinterpret. Adam took a deep breath. “Jen, would you like to go out for dinner with me tomorrow? A real date at a restaurant?”

“Yes, I’d love that.” Jen smiled.

“Finally!” Mia dangled the small key between her fingers, before putting it away in her pocket. “I’ll make sure Jen gets these tomorrow before her date. Although, from what I hear, Jen typically likes to go on a few dates before she gets intimate with a guy. Could be a while, Adam.”

Adam and Jen both rolled their eyes at Mia’s sarcasm, but the tension between them had broken.

“Is it really alright if you stay… you know, locked up, until tomorrow? If you wanted Mia to give you back the keys that would be fine too. But I do find it extremely hot.” Jen asked.

“If it makes you happy, then yes, I’ll gladly keep it on,” Adam said.

Adam took her hand, and they left the fairgrounds together. He thought about what he would say if anyone ever asked how they first got together. Finding love at the Renaissance fair sounded nice enough. There would be no need to mention chastity, remote vibrators, or Jen screaming from orgasms while grinding on his caged lap.
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