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LOCKED OUT OF THE HOTEL

A Crossdressing Chastity Adventure

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA
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“Welcome! Checking in?” 

The young blonde woman at the front desk was too put together and too cheerful for an airport hotel in Akron, Ohio. 

“Yes,” I said, rolling my suitcase to a stop right in front of her. She kept her red-lipped smile going as she lowered her voice now that she didn’t have to talk over the rolling wheels of my largest suitcase. 

“Last name, please?”

“Fife,” I said, in my high-pitched voice that always made me self-conscious. 

“Brian?” she asked. 

“That’s me,” I said. 

“Welcome back, Mr. Fife, and thank you for being a valued Rewards member,” as she launched into her scripted bit after she no doubt saw how many points I had accumulated on my account. Hotel employees usually treated me a little differently once they saw how much revenue came from guys like me. 

“I’m not sure if I stayed at this hotel before,” I said, “or one with the same layout, but I was wondering if I could request a room as close to the back staircase as you can get me,” I said. “It makes it much easier when I leave in the morning, because I have a pretty early flight.”

“Of course, Mr. Fife. Let me see what I have here.” She typed away on the keyboard for a minute as I looked around the lobby. On the main road I could see chain restaurants. Everywhere you went was the same. Although sometimes this was an advantage; I already ordered my pizza from the parking lot using my app, and I’d just need to update the order with the room number once I checked in. 

“Mr. Fife, I can do room…327? If that works? It’s two rooms from the back staircase.” 

“I’m sure it’s fine,” I said, “as long as I can dash out without waking anyone up.”

She smiled and nodded, then hoped I wasn’t leaving so early that I couldn’t enjoy their free breakfast.

Truth was, I had no flight. I hadn’t traveled far. I lived in Columbus, about two hours away, and my only trip tomorrow was right back to Columbus. But I did often travel for work; that’s where all my rewards points came from. I sold software and software training for a Human Resources support company, and I got pretty good at it, as boring as it sounds. I started right out of college at 22, and here I am just 5 years later, already the top selling salesman for three years running. I might not look like the tall, confident fast talker that people think of when they imagine a salesman, but I’m damned good on the phone. I can talk my way into anything. 

Well, except my girlfriend’s pants. 

I said I was good on the phone. 

“Ok, Mr. Fife, here you are,” she beamed, handing me a little folder with my two key cards in it. “Room 327. Elevator’s to your left. Have a nice stay!” 

My God, the fake energy from an attractive young woman was something to behold. Some people are good at it. Hell, I’m good at it, when I want to be. 

Fake energy doesn’t keep you going for very long, though, and after spending a few months bouncing between overly formal sales meetings and sales calls, then going home to a girlfriend who was already pretending to love me, forcing me to pretend to love her back, I was in the mood for something a little more genuine. 

And that meant one thing: dressing like a girl. 

I can explain.

COVID really put a damper on my life the last couple years. I mean, it put a damper on all of our lives, but it really made things hard for those of us going through some difficult patches at work, or with a partner. In my case, I was suddenly stuck in the house all the time, forced to work in a home office I shared with Tanya, who was also stuck in a home office, and I was no longer traveling at all. 

We learned so much about each other then, not all of it good.

Tanya thought I was too fake. She didn’t like how I had to write down that a client’s daughter was named Julia and she played the flute, and Tanya would roll her eyes when I’d casually work it into conversation. 

“Are these even genuine relationships?” she’d ask. “Do you even care about these people?”

Of course I did, but what am I going to do, memorize personal facts about a hundred different clients? I can’t even remember all of my cousins’ birthdays. 

Meanwhile, I discovered that while Tanya had a better memory for personal details, she was impatient, snippy, even mean with the young women who reported to her. It was auto insurance, people would call for help and for direction, and Tanya taught her claims representatives to be so businesslike that it was almost robotic. 

I’d listen to her conduct performance reviews and she’d reprimand people for being too empathetic. She’d tell people they’d get faster and more efficient after they field enough calls where the personal nature of it wouldn’t bother them anymore.

While I turned off my exaggerated charm at 5 pm every day, her cold, distant, uncaring attitude stuck around. 

Like I said, it was hard to be in the house with her. 

Travel has been the last thing to come back, for both of us. When my company saw that we could still sell software and still deliver support purely online, all my work trips stopped, even after COVID was more under control. Since I used most of those trips to dress up in girly clothes, suddenly, I was in trouble. 

My alter ego was named Melody, and I created her when I was in college. Thanks to asthma, I always had a medical-approved single dorm room. Which meant that when people were out getting wasted on weekends, I could experiment. At first it was purely sexual; I’d dress up in a schoolgirl costume, do my makeup badly, get turned on by wearing barely-there panties, then I’d watch porn, masturbate, and that was that. 

After a while it became more than that. I’d still wear one of the handful of slutty costumes I owned, but I’d stay in it for hours. Or I’d still feel compelled to masturbate, but then I would stay dressed and I would sit around, satisfied, not horny, but still dressed as a girl. There was nothing sexual about those moments, and I looked forward to them. 

It got to where I’d study while dressed. Somehow I was calmer while dressed as Melody, and I’d be excited about my weekends for completely different reasons than everyone else on campus. My grades went up. 

That felt like a long time ago. My good grades led to a good job, which led to a nice salary for someone my age, which led to a nice townhouse, which led to me dating Tanya. She was the first girl who didn’t make fun of my size or my asthma. 

Then we moved in together, and she started making fun of my size and my asthma. 

At first I was optimistic about quarantine, as crazy as that sounds. I thought that since we were stuck inside all the time, we can work on our relationship, right? We only have each other right now, and she’ll have no choice but to think that’s pretty good. First we’ll communicate, then we’ll reconnect, then we’ll get kinky. 

But one night while watching some TV show with drag queens in it, as I sat there admiring a short dress and envisioning myself prancing around in it and what I’d look like from behind, Tanya made a comment about how square one of their jaws was and how she could never be attracted to someone in drag. I knew then that my desire to dress up was going to be private forever. 

Not a problem, right? I thought that meant the feminine side of me would get kept to myself, and I’d try and live out some different fantasies with Tanya. So maybe I can really lean into my confident salesman persona and have her give me a blowjob during a meeting, or while I’m on the phone (”you’re gross,” was her reply). 

OK, that didn’t work. What about if she gave a blowjob on our back deck, under the stars? (“what if someone sees?”)

I mentioned some roleplay, where we could pretend her car broke down and she needs to perform a sexual favor for me before I get her car towed (“why would I want to roleplay about my job?” was her reply).

We tried some lingerie (“I’m not wearing that”), a sex toy (“where is that going?”), a sexy skirt (“grow up!”), and even an attempt to play around while we walked downtown to windowshop (“we’re in public, Brian!”). 

And when I say “we tried,” I guess I really mean “I tried.” 

I made peace with Melody Time being private, but soon enough our sex lives were private too. 

By the time I got to Room 327, I could feel that nervous flutter of anticipation. It had been at least two years since I dressed, my sex life had sputtered out with Tanya, and I could probably climax by standing in front of the room’s air conditioner and letting the cold air blow against me. But I did not want to climax, as badly as my body wanted to. 

My suitcase was full of outfits, and it was full of new makeup to replace a lot of the makeup that had dried out since the pandemic. Between makeup, lingerie, new shoes, and a few slutty new outfits, it had been a long, drawn-out shopping spree. 

I was only here for one night, and I wanted to savor it. I needed to savor it. I had to keep my hands off of myself, as planning this little getaway took months, and I didn’t want to blow it so soon after I arrived. 

But I also knew myself: I was sure I’d end up playing with myself, and that’s why I also brought some insurance: a chastity cage. Just a little metal hood that locked into a ring and would keep me from touching myself. 

Don’t misunderstand: I knew I was getting off anyway. But it was going to happen in one of only two ways. I was either going to unlock myself after I was satisfied with my whole night, and I could do it like a guy, or else I could try and do it while locked up, unable to touch myself like normal, and I’d have to make the best of it with a lubed finger. 

So that’s it. Two ways. 

Whichever came first. 
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Part of me wished I sprung for a more elegant room in a more elegant city. I could have gotten a downtown room in Columbus, but I didn’t want to risk anyone knowing me. 

I could have traveled to a cute little town somewhere close by and stayed in a Bed & Breakfast, but would I have had enough privacy?

Probably not, as my goal for the trip wasn’t just to dress up again, but it was to dress up and go outside. 

And I knew the outfit I wanted to go out in. 

Tanya almost caught me after I bought it. I had bought a new corset for myself, a nice maroon velvety one with a lace garter belt attached, and she had opened the package first. At first she looked amused, but when she held it up to her she reported that it was way too big. “Looks like it would fit you, though,” she joked, and then I had to pretend I returned it. I blamed confusing Chinese sizing differences. She never brought it up again. 

That was the outfit I looked forward to wearing the most. I was thin, but not exactly shapely and feminine. Tanya was also thin, but she at least had hips. She at least had some breasts, small as they were. But me? I did keep myself pretty hairless, but there was no confusing me for a girl with my clothes off.

So I had thought a corset would be a good idea. It would squeeze what needed to be squeezed, accentuate what needed the help, and hopefully it would force me to not only feel more feminine, but look more feminine. 

I don’t know that I was ready for other people to see me yet, but I had been cooped up in my townhouse for what felt like decades, and I needed some kind of thrill that wasn’t private. So if private thrill was out, and public thrill was out, that left me with semi-private. 

Being outside dressed like a slut with no one around but someone might see me? Yes, please. 

This wasn’t the first time. In fact, there had only ever been one other time, and I had years to relive it, which made tonight even more exhilarating.

One night during college I was prancing around my dorm room on my own wearing lingerie, and I realized it was three in the morning, the hallways were quiet, and it was probably never going to be safer to go out and see what it felt like to be out of my dorm room. 

It took several minutes of standing at my dorm room door, listening intently to be absolutely certain no one else was around, before I worked up the courage to do it. Dressed in black lace lingerie, a garter belt, thigh-high stockings, and a blonde wig, I opened my door, looked both ways, then speed-walked to the lounge and back without being seen. 

What was it, forty feet? Twenty feet out, twenty feet back. 

Nothing else came close to that feeling. 

You know the feeling you had in your stomach when you went on a rollercoaster? That feeling in the pit of your stomach that you’re in the middle of some thrilling motion? That’s what it felt like, but occurring completely inside my erection. It was like a wave of orgasm without having an orgasm. 

That night, I returned to my dorm room, shut the door, and felt the most alive I had ever felt. I felt positive energy all over my body. I felt like I discovered the outside world for the first time. I was out of breath, but not in an “I have asthma” way, but rather an “I didn’t know being alive could feel this way” way. 

I hadn’t been seen, and once my heart rate returned to normal and my smile started to wane, I humped my pillow like a girl and made a massive, sticky mess in my lace panties. 

No orgasm ever came close to that, and I had chased those feelings for years. 

I hoped I’d feel it when Tanya and I were in the Bahamas and I saw her remove her towel to reveal a tiny bikini. 

Not so.

I thought I’d feel it when we woke up naked and I watched her walk off to the bathroom before we made love again. 

Not even a little. 

I thought I’d feel it when our cab dropped us off back home late at night, slightly buzzed after we dressed to the nines and went out. 

Nope. 

It was only the brief dorm walk that did it. 

Of course, I say I wasn’t seen during that short walk, but was I? Days later I had realized that I was close enough to the window that anyone out in the dorm quad could have seen inside and caught a quick glimpse of some slut on the third floor of Mayfield Hall. 

I stood in the middle of my hotel room, stripped down naked, and felt the chilly AC all over my body. This was probably a good thing, as my first step was to put the chastity cage on, and the smaller I was, the better.

It hadn’t taken me long to shave all of my pubic hair off, and I only did it in advance because I knew Tanya wouldn’t know anyway. 

The metal chastity cage I bought came with three different-sized rings. Which do you choose? Is it supposed to be comfortable? I picked the middle ring, and spent a few minutes trying to figure out how to get it on. 

Turned out it was pretty easy, as you needed to put one ball at a time through, then squeeze your cock through after it was on. Unfortunately, that was enough contact to get me semi-hard, and so I needed to wait a few minutes to let myself get soft again. I could do the rest of the outfit, starting with the stockings. 

I unrolled them onto my leg one at a time. I had forgotten how forbidden they felt. They were not like wearing larger socks; they were thin, felt airy, and also were in constant touch with your legs. They were unlike anything else, and I had been hooked on stockings since the first time I ever dressed. 

Next came the boots, which were black leather and had three-inch heels. After that was the corset, which was a little tricky to do on my own, but luckily it was strung in a way that all I needed to do was pull on the middle strings and everything tightened where it needed to: instant hourglass figure. 

By this time my semi-erection had gone back to a freezing little nub, and I got out the cage part of the chastity cage. It looked like all I needed to do was put it over myself like a little helmet, then slide two prongs into a pair of holes on the ring. After that it was just turning a little key, locking it into place, and that was that.

I definitely should have gotten the next size up, because the cage was immediately pretty constrictive. It was necessary, though, as I didn’t want to ruin things too early, nor did I want to have an erection show through the front of the skirt I was about to put on. 

It was a simple black, tight miniskirt, all lycra. First, though, I needed to get into a pair of panties. I chose a pair of black cotton panties with lace trim, mainly because I didn’t want the cage to poke a hole in something lacy or sexy. I mainly needed to be contained anyway, so as long as they kept me in place, that was fine. They had a little lace, so it felt like a good compromise. 

With my panties on, that meant I could attach my stockings to the garter belt, and shimmy into my tight, black skirt. 

Tanya was blonde, and when it came time for me to choose a new wig, I went with reddish-brown, which was closer to my natural hair color and made me feel more like myself. 

It was strange that this was necessary for me to feel more like myself, wasn’t it? That in my own house, with my own things, and with my own girlfriend, I felt…agitated. Stifled. Less than.

Yet here I was in a hotel room, wearing a sexy outfit meant more for my girlfriend than for me, and it was calming, centering, and immediately brought back all those feelings of being in my dorm room, alone.

Sure, I was horny, but the cage was doing its job. 

My phone buzzed, jarring me from my thoughts, letting me know my pizza had arrived. One good thing about the pandemic was how quickly contactless delivery became a common thing. 

I sat up on the bed and looked at myself in the mirror. I hadn’t done my makeup yet, so while I looked more like a girl, Melody wasn’t here yet. I was famished, though, so I stood up, smoothed my skirt, and made for the door. 

Here was the first step of the night: leaving the hotel room, even if only for a moment.

My heart pounded as I thought over again about what I was going to do. My memory of that one night in college came back, and I could remember how that one brief moment of being exposed in the hallway made me feel. 

As I passed the TV table in the hotel room, I reached for my sunglasses. 

I slid the little peephole cover aside to see if anyone was in the hallway. There was no one right outside the door. 

I sighed deeply and slowly pushed down on the door handle.

It’s hard to say how the quiet of the hallway filled my room, but that’s what it felt like happened. I could feel the stillness of the hallway as I opened the door, which made the sound of my own heartbeat even louder. 

As the light from the hallway reached farther into my room, I could see my dinner resting to the left of my door, and I poked my head out into the hallway. No one was there. 

My key was back on the dresser, so I wedged my booted foot into the crack of the door, which made it impossible for me to bend down in a ladylike way. 

No matter, as I squatted down anyway and felt the cool air of the hallway reach up my skirt and breathe against my bulging panties in a way I never felt when dressed in guy clothes. I stayed that way for a few seconds, frozen as I reached for my food, and snapped out of it when I heard the elevator ding down the hall. 

As Brian, I just went about my life. There was no risk to it. 

As Melody, even existing was hot, and forbidden. 

The door slammed shut behind me as I ducked back into my room, and walked heel-to-toe, heel-to-toe, all the way back to the desk, where I took off my sunglasses, sat down, crossed my legs like a lady, and devoured my pizza. 

Yes, it was a chain restaurant, but the meal was amazing, mostly because I was doing something natural in a most unnatural way. 

Did Tanya ever feel this amazing just by sitting and eating?  Doubt it. She didn’t seem to feel much at all. 

But sitting in a chair the way I was, dressed in a sexy outfit, everything else seemed to be more alive. Even normal things felt charged. I ran my hands through my hair, forming a ponytail that I knew wouldn’t stay. I shifted my hips in my chair, feeling my cage between my legs. I bounced my foot in time with some rhythm that wasn’t there. 

All of it felt welcome. 

I missed this. This was what made studying so amazing when I was in college. Even reading became a wondrous thing if I was dressed as Melody. 

I never, ever got close to feeling this way doing anything as Brian. Melody did more homework than Brian. Melody focused better when reading. Melody had better ideas when thinking what to write about for a term paper. 

And after an extended wait of several years, I could now experience as much of this as I wanted. 

Walking, standing: all of it had a sensual energy to it, and I wanted to keep going. 

I knew how I would get more. 

I just needed to get ready for it. 
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I did my makeup very simply when I was alone in my dorm room back then, mostly because I needed to be sure I could get it off without needing hot water or a shower. I stayed in, and no one could know about me. 

Even though the sun was starting to go down as I sat in my hotel room and I was getting closer to my public walk, I still wanted to take my time and do my makeup right. My face had a lot of feminine qualities anyway, which is what I think made things so easy the first time I did this; I could get away with clumsy makeup since my face did a lot of the work.

High cheekbones, shapely eyebrows, vibrant eyes. 

But tonight: why rush? 

It really didn’t take much to draw attention to my eyes, as I was naturally friendly and cheerful, but a little mascara, eye shadow, and eye liner started to make me feel even more at ease. 

I knew that lipstick would help, and my face was instantly transformed. 

If Tanya saw me like this, I’d bet she wouldn’t recognize me. She barely saw me as it is; if I were dressed like this and looked hotter than she did? She wouldn’t know that it was me, even if I were right in front of her. 

I stood in front of the mirror in my hotel room and my eyes moved from the floor up, taking in what I was wearing: calf-high black leather boots, fishnet thigh-high stockings attached to a garter belt, my maroon corset, and my new brown wig. 

And somewhere under that was a hairless cock, stuffed into a metal cage and locked up for the night.

I couldn’t get hard even if I wanted to.

And I wanted to. 

Looking myself over in the mirror, there was something about seeing yourself dressed as a sexy girl: was it the fact that it was a sexy girl I was seeing? Or was it that it was me? 

Did it matter? 

My eyes sparkled, and there was something so inviting about a girl whose eyes sparkled, who looked like she wanted you, or that she loved things in the world and was delighted by them. 

Tanya never looked like that. 

I stopped myself before I thought too much about Tanya. This wasn’t about Tanya; it was about Melody. 

It was darker outside when I was done with my makeup, and quieter inside the hotel, and that meant it was safer to go out. People had gone out and come back from dinner, or they were out at a bar. Or they had an early flight and were hanging around, being lazy, watching familiar shows on unfamiliar TV channels. 

I was not being lazy. I was being adventurous. All I needed was a short walk, something longer than what I had in my dorm, but not long enough where I risked being caught. I may have been ready to go outside and be a girl, but that was it. I was not ready to be a girl with other people. 

Truthfully, it took more courage to go out than I was anticipating: propping my door open and grabbing pizza was one thing, but going outside was another, even if I had built up the anticipation of it for years. 

Someone was likely to see me, and I knew that. As long as they didn’t talk to me, I was OK with it, and even slightly thrilled by it. After all, I knew what I looked like, knew I looked good, and wasn’t that the point of looking good? To be seen? 

And yet it was easy to grab a key card, easy to put on Tanya’s coat that I borrowed without asking, easy to put my small bottle of silicone lube into her coat pocket, and easy to walk to the hotel room door.

It was harder to open the door. 

It was easier to stare at the emergency exit plan. 

It was easier to stare out the peephole and be absolutely certain no one was right outside the door.

It was easier to strain against the silence, holding back since someone might be out there.

After a few minutes of indecision, I snapped. Yes, it was risky, but from the door to the staircase was no farther than my dorm walk, and I had done that before. That was all that was standing in my way: a quick walk that I had done before.

After re-checking my pockets, I took a deep breath, and cracked my door open again.

No one was there. 

Even after waiting a full minute, no one was there. The only sound I heard was someone’s TV from nearby, but that was it. 

I slowly stepped into the hallway, just as silent and just as still as it was earlier. I kept my hand on the door handle the whole time, slowly closing the door, not wanting it to make a sound to alert people someone was in the hallway. 

Eventually it closed, and I heard the door click. 

That was it.

I was out. I was doing it. 

I padded down the carpeted hallway towards the door to the stairwell, heart pounding. 

I felt sensuously charged while walking. My stockinged thighs rubbed gently against one another as I went down the stairwell to the first floor, and it was as if I were building a static charge and storing it inside me.

What would happen if I collected enough charge? I had no outlet. 

In the stairwell, things got echoey. It was not how I normally sounded walking down stairs. 

I sounded like a young woman walking.

I was a young woman walking. 

And that young woman checked the first floor hallway for other guests, then shouldered her way into the back parking lot when there weren’t any. 

The first weird sensation of the night was when the stillness of the third floor hallway somehow made it into my room. 

The second weird sensation was in the moment when the back door burst open and I was out. It was a warm night, and the hotel was overly air conditioned. And in that space between, it felt like there was no temperature at all. Just me, as Melody, in a strange transitional world. Like it was a different dimension. My head swam. 

It lasted two steps, and then I was into the parking lot. 

It was a warm night that I felt all over my legs, all over my chest, and all up my thighs. There was a slight breeze, and it felt charmed. 

No one was back there, and I could see just three cars: my BMW, a Chevy Traverse parked right next to it, and then a little white thing with gleaming rims all the way at the end of the row, by the wooden fence that separated the hotel parking lot from the bars and restaurants on the main road. 

I pointed myself in the direction of my car, parked along the back fence. Even though I could hear the sports bar on the other side, no one could see into the hotel parking lot from there. 

By the time I got halfway to my car, my cock wanted out. It was straining to get out of its cage, aching to be freed. With each step I could feel it wanting to flex and pulse. I knew without looking that I was starting to leak a little; I could feel each sad little helpless squirt as I stepped toward my car. 

When I was between my car and the Traverse, I took off my coat, hanging it off the passenger mirror. 

There I was, hidden between two cars, now even more exposed in a corset. 

I took a deep breath, and walked out from between the cars. I looked both ways again, and walked the length of the parking lot to the fence, then turned on my heels and walked back again. 

This time it was…what? A hundred feet? Much longer than my dormwalk from a few years ago, but just as enthralling. 

I knew when I couldn’t catch my breath because of asthma, and this was not that. This was being breathless because the experience was full-body, and required more of you, and your basic biology failed because a new one took over. 

I felt the night on my skin, all over. Even Akron, Ohio felt magical, like there should have been a castle just out of view.

It was everything I wanted after my dorm walk.  

Was I alone? There were people at the bar next door, but unless they could see through a wooden fence, they had no idea what was going on in the parking lot next door.

The hotel loomed over me, and only a handful of windows were lit. I saw no movement in any rooms, and imagined everyone laying on their beds, watching something on the hotel TV or their laptops. No one in the hotel thought to get up and look outside at the show. 

It was about to be a better show, because I pushed the waistband of my skirt down and stepped out of it, draping it on my coat. 

I stood there in my black panties, feeling the air on my legs. 

May as well keep going, right? I unhooked my garter belt from my stockings, and slipped out of my panties. 

I stood between the cars as the band at the bar next door started playing “Crazy Train,” and the crowd outside went wild. 

My cage dangled between my legs. I took a few steps and felt it sway, and felt my now-unhooked garter belt lightly slap against my thighs. 

I did the same walk, the same hundred feet, only now I was completely exposed to the world. I could feel the cage rattle around between my legs as I power walked in the parking lot, and as I turned to go back, I felt another little squirt of precum hit me on the inner thigh. The sexual charge I was building up only had one place to go, and that was right between my legs, where it couldn’t go any further. 

I was going to need it to go further. 

The whole walk back to the cars, I could feel myself accelerate. I knew that I was going to attempt something I had never attempted before, which was to try and get off without touching my manhood. There was nothing about it that was mannish right now anyway. 

It didn’t feel like I used to when I would get turned on dressed girly, but it felt familiar. What was different this time was that years of anticipation seemed to be making my arousal even more intense. Back then I would only go a few days between dressing up, at most. But it had been years since the last time, my girly battery had drained almost to nothing, and now was overflowing with excess charge. 

Since my key was up in my room, and since all I had was a small bottle of silicone lube, I was going to try an alternative. 

I squatted down between the cars and flipped the bottle open, feeling the night air on my bare asshole. 

I squeezed one drop of lube out onto my index finger, and slowly brought it to me, rubbing a circle around the entire outside. 

I watched a porn video once where it looked like a woman orgasmed from having her nipples played with. I always thought that was hot, that someone could climax without being touched where you think they’d need to be touched. She had her panties on the whole video, and a guy stood behind her, playing with her nipples the whole time. He rubbed the outside, he pinched them, he aggressively squeezed her breasts, and he got her off without ever reaching into her panties. 

By the time she cried out and shuddered, the front of her panties were soaked through, and you could tell she was spent.  

That’s what I thought about as I squatted in secrecy in the parking lot, slowly running a lubed-up finger over something I didn’t even know was an erogenous zone. 

My cage made it impossible to get relief the way I would normally when I was horny, and that was on purpose. I knew that would frustrate me, which was the point. What I did not count on, though, was just how good touching my own ass would feel. Something about the chastity cage was rerouting pleasure to a different part of my body.

Or was this always here? It’s not like I ever experimented like this before, so how would I know?

But I knew now. I kept working my finger around and around, and clenching as I did it, feeling even more precum squeeze out of me. 

I slipped the tip of a finger up inside, just testing things, and clamped down as hard as I could, keeping the finger locked in place. 

More fingers could fit. A bigger finger could fit. More and bigger fingers would fit.

It was divine, and as I worked my finger in and out of myself, I could feel my caged cock jangle back and forth, back and forth, unable to be a part of this, and yet somehow not necessary.

Because I could feel something swelling inside of me. Something that normally only happened when the whole length of my hard cock was stroked, or ridden. I could feel the deep, tingly sensation that was the beginning of every orgasm I had ever had, only this time I hadn’t touched myself at all, not the normal way.

I could feel it start to build, and build more, and I had to place my hand on my car to steady myself as I increased my pace. 

And just as I gasped my way to the first feelings of climax, a goddamn car came around the corner of the hotel and pulled into the back parking lot. 

I froze. 

My tingles slowly subsided, and the orgasm that I chased down was getting away. 

I had to let it go. Someone was close by. 

They had driven past me, and parked closer to the hotel door, somewhere between the Traverse and the white car. I heard a door slam, and I held as still as I could. If only one door shut, that meant one person. I didn’t even want to shift my weight. Did they see between the cars on their way in? 

Not long after I heard the door slam, I heard the hotel door open, and then it was silent. Not silence like the hallway, but silence that made me aware that the band next door had stopped playing and I hadn’t noticed. 

For several minutes after the hotel door closed, I didn’t move. I knew I was alone, but I was in a very compromised position. 

Slowly, I reached for my clothing, and shimmied into my panties, keeping my head down. I didn’t bother with the garter belt, but slipped back into my skirt, put my coat back on, and ran my hands through my hair for good measure. I was presentable again. 

I needed to get back inside. I needed the cage off, and I needed to finish what I started, because this was the horniest I had ever been in my entire life. I knew I would get myself turned on, and I knew I was going to need to show restraint, but I had no idea that things were going to turn out this way, with me needing to cum this badly. 

The walk back to 327 felt effortless. I floated up the stairs.

The stillness of the third floor hallway wasn’t menacing. It was just still. 

I felt giddy when I pulled the key card out and put it on the lock, ready to turn the door handle... 

Nothing happened. 

No beep, no green light indicating it was open. I tried the handle. Nothing. 

OK, no problem. Is it the right room? Yes, 327. We’ll just try it again. 

I waved the card by the lock again. Still nothing. 

My heart rate was already up because of my slut walk outside and my walk back up three flights of stairs, but now it stayed up for a different reason. 

A third time I waved the card by the lock. 

Shit. Shit shit shit. 

The only thing I needed to do was stay calm, as the last thing I needed was an asthma attack while dressed as Melody, wearing almost nothing below the waist. I closed my eyes and gathered my thoughts, trying one last time to unlock the door. 

I needed help. 
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It wasn’t the cheerful blonde girl at the front desk, but rather a purple-haired young woman in oversized, thick-rimmed glasses. 

“Excuse me,” I said. I was trying to sound feminine, and it was working, but I also sounded breathy and…sultry. I was trying not to draw the attention of about 7 or 8 burly men in flannel who looked like they were drinking beer and playing foosball in the back of the lounge. So far they hadn’t noticed me.

I slid the key card across the desk to her. “I’m in Room 327, and my key card doesn’t work. I was out and I can’t get back in.”

“Oh no,” she said, looking dejected. “I was hoping this wouldn’t happen.” 

“I think I just need a new card,” I said.

“We may have a problem there,” she said, and someone in the foosball game yelled after scoring a goal. “The card writer is offline, and I have the IT guy coming. He’ll be here soon, but until then, I can’t write new keys. Did you get two keys when you checked in?”

“I did,” I said. “But I went out and only took one.”

“Normally I can manually unlock each room, but that’s not even working,” she said. 

“Do you know how long it’ll be?” I asked, checking my wrist for the watch that wasn’t there. 

“He’s less than an hour away, and I called him twenty minutes ago,” she said. “I don’t think this will be long.”

“So no one can get back into their rooms?”

“No, the keycards still work. If you got into your room earlier, then I’d guess you have one good keycard and one dud. You just happened to take the dud with you when you left.” 

“Well, perfect,” I said. 

“You can always wait here,” and she pointed to a little lounge area with a few chairs and some magazines. 

“I’m not sure I want to take my chances,” I said, looking back at the foosball players, “speaking of duds.”

That got a good, sharp laugh out of her, but it also got the attention of the men. 

One of the guys stage whispered from the foosball game: “dude, check her out.” 

The sounds of the game stopped, and I made eye contact with the desk clerk. 

“Hey sweetie,” came a deep voice from the corner. “Hey!” 

This night went from enthralling, to disaster, and it could get worse. 

I slowly turned and faced the voice calling to me. “You out looking for some fun tonight? You want a date?”

“No,” I shook my head. “Just going back to my room.” I brought my arms together to make sure my coat didn’t open. 

“You cold?” he said, looking me up and down. “You can warm up with me.”

He cracked open a can of cheap beer and handed it to me.

“She doesn’t drink beer,” the clerk said, unamused.

I heard one of his buddies yell from the back: “you sure know how to talk to the ladies, Tim.”

That got a laugh from the crew, but it looked like it made Tim red in the face. 

“You think this is funny, Miss?”

“I’m sure you guys are fun, and I love foosball, but I was meeting someone and can’t get back–”

Did I want this guy knowing I couldn’t go anywhere? 

I mean, I couldn’t, but did I want him knowing that? 

I looked back at his friends. I was stuck. 

Just then, the front doors opened and in walked a man in a white shirt, blue dress pants, and polished brown shoes. He was very tan, had a square jaw, and he walked with purpose. His shoes made him sound powerful. 

He looked back at the foosball table, and all the men in flannel all got quiet. Tim sipped from his can, nodded at me, and walked back to his buddies.

The man in white made eye contact with me, then with the clerk, and then made his way over to us. 

“Were they inappropriate?” he asked. “It’s OK to tell me.” 

“No,” I said. “Not really.”  

“‘No’, or ‘not really’? Those aren’t the same,” he said.

They said “check her out.” 

Tim called me “Miss.” 

The clerk called me “she.” 

They were gross, and I was still worked up from my parking lot walk, but in a way, I owed them. They saw me and didn’t question a thing.

“Things didn’t get that far. You walked in before anything happened.”

“For real?” He looked at me like I was lying.

“For real. It’s OK. Nothing happened. I think they wanted me to play foosball.” 

“Those men are here to pour concrete,” he said. “They start on the pad tomorrow. Hopefully they get to the site on time. Which is—” he looked at his watch “—not long from now.” 

He looked one more time at the group of men and shook his head. 

“I’m Evan,” he said, holding out his hand.

“Melody,” I said, shaking it.

“You go out tonight, Melody? You don’t look dressed for Akron airport’s finest.”

“Kind of,” I said, and couldn’t help but crack a little smile at my parking lot adventure. He motioned for me to follow him.

We walked down the hall and got to the elevators, where there were some cushioned chairs next to the now-closed entrance to the pool.

“I’m happy to sit here with you until they get you a new key. I manage the company they’re getting the vehicles from, so they won’t come down here if I’m with you. They’ll leave you alone. Or, my room is on the fourth floor, and if you want to lay low for a bit, that’s fine too. I have a bottle of bourbon up there, and you’re welcome to join me for a nightcap.” 

I was either fooling this guy into thinking I was a real damsel in distress, or else he knew, didn’t care, and wasn’t letting on that he knew. 

“So you heard about the keys.” I said.

“Yeah,” he said. “I came down a little while ago, and there was a guy who couldn’t check in. He was pretty mad, but gone by the time I got back from the gas station. He was screaming about his rewards points.”

Despite the sudden embarrassment of having to interact with people as a girl, and despite the total lack of sexiness of the foosball guys, I could still feel the sexual charge in my panties. I wasn’t just locked out of my hotel room, but I was locked into this too-small cage, and both problems would get fixed together, or not at all. 

So was it a choice? I could sit downstairs and risk the foosball players. I could sit outside and hope they didn’t follow me. Or I could go with Evan, have a drink, and at least have him keep the foosball players at bay.

A drink sounded good, if only to try and get this sexual throb under control.
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He closed his door softly, and walked to the dresser to grab the bottle of bourbon. 

“Come on in,” he said behind him. 

As soon as he grabbed the bottle, he squeezed past me on the way to the bathroom. I don’t know what his cologne was, but it smelled good, like a cinnamon campfire. 

“We'll have to do paper cups,” he called from the bathroom. “I wasn’t expecting company.” 

He came out of the bathroom and handed me a tiny paper cup of bourbon. “But I’m happy to have it,” he said, and smiled. “Cheers.” 

We tapped our paper cups together. 

“So you know what I do, Melody, and I can’t even pretend it’s interesting. It’s just renting trucks and interacting with fine, upstanding people like you saw in the lobby. What do you do? What brings you here?” He motioned to the chair near the window. He sat on the bed, facing me. At least he’s respectful, unlike Mr. Cheap Beer downstairs. 

I smoothed my skirt and sat with my legs together, feeling my cage between my thighs. 

“I do something even less interesting than renting trucks, and that's Human Resources software, and I’m…not here for work.”

“You’re in Akron for fun? Wow. OK, hit me.” 

“It’s…complicated.” 

I was usually quick on my feet, especially on sales calls, but I was stumbling here, and I knew it. I think he picked up on that, as he didn’t press. 

“Listen, if it’s private, that’s cool,” he said. “You don’t have to talk about why you’re here if you don’t want to; it’s really none of my business. But we can back up a little. Where are you from? I’ll start. I’m from Indianapolis originally. Impressive, right?” 

“Hah. I’m from Columbus,” I said.

“Columbus,” he said. “I drove through there a few times. Thurmon’s?”

“I’m sorry?”

“Thurmon’s,” he said. “Burger place. They put ham on their burgers, plus everything else. It’s a mess. A beautiful mess.”

“Oh, right,” I lied. “Never been there.”

I was still horny from my parking lot adventure, and I felt like a beautiful mess.

“No, I’d guess not. It doesn’t look like your style.” 

“What does my style look like?” I asked, tipping the paper cup back and sipping more bourbon. 

“If I had to guess,” he said, squinting at me a little bit, “I would guess…well, knife and fork for sure.” 

“What makes you guess that?”

“Your nails are way too nice for hamburger duty. You’re also dressed nicely, you have good posture, and you don’t seem like someone who guzzles 2,000 calories in one sitting. You seem classier than that.” 

“Well, I hate to disappoint you, but I did eat a whole pizza earlier.”

“Shit. By yourself?”

“By myself.” 

“Well, then you should definitely go to Thurmon’s.” 

“I’m glad you thought I was classy, though.”

“You’re not?” 

“Well, I am sitting in a stranger’s hotel room drinking bourbon from a paper cup.” 

“True. So you got all dressed up to go out for pizza?”

“No, I ate that in my room.” 

“You got dressed up to…stay in and eat pizza? I’m sorry, I don’t mean to pry. I just can’t imagine why someone would get dressed up all nice and sexy and stay in a hotel in Akron to eat pizza, especially since I know they have pizza in Columbus, which isn’t that far away. Another shot?” He held the bottle up. 

“Sure, why not,” I said, though there was still a little left of the first bit he poured me. 

Evan was confident, I’ll give him that. It was like I was sparring with someone on a sales call, and that was actually fun to do in person like this. 

We clinked our paper cups again. 

“Anyway,” he said, “that’s the second time. I think this has gone to my head, so don’t answer that. I was just trying to wrap my head around why a beautiful girl from Columbus was here dressed up for an adventure that, no offense, sounds like it’s missing the whole adventure part.”

“No offense taken,” I said. 

What did I have left before I’d be let back in my room? 30 minutes? An hour? Either way, we could sit there and be fake the way we did on my sales calls, or I could just tell the truth for once and not have to worry about playing a part any more than I already was. Evan was trying. The least I could do was play along. 

“My adventure was just a walk.”

“A walk?” 

“A walk. That’s it.” 

“You can’t walk in Columbus?”

“Not like this, no.”

“I don’t understand. There are no ways for a beautiful girl to go walk?”

“Beautiful girls go for walks all the time. I’m just…” I breathed in and took a big drink of bourbon, cringing as it went down. “I’m just not a beautiful girl.” 

I avoided eye contact with him as I just let that hang there between us. 

“Are you getting over someone?” he said finally. “I mean, if you needed to get out because you don’t feel beautiful, I’m telling you, you look fantastic.”

“No, it’s not that,” I shook my head. “I know what I look like. I just mean the girl part. I’m not…a girl.” 

“That’s…not…possible,” he said. 

“Well, it is,” I said. 

“I’m stunned,” he said. “You look gorgeous. You had me fooled. You had the guys downstairs fooled too, I think.”

“Yeah. So I came here to eat. I mean, walk,” I said. The bourbon went to my head. 

“Just, by yourself?”

“I didn’t want to be recognized.”

“So you walked…where?”

“Just, in the parking lot. Back and forth.” 

“Dressed like this?” he said.

“Dressed like this,” I said, and suddenly I felt sad. A trip to Akron to walk by myself was not the magic escapism I wanted it to be when I told someone else about it.

Why did I tell someone else about it? 

He sat and stared at me for a second. I looked at the floor. This was a little embarrassing. 

“I should go,” I said, looking into my empty paper cup. 

“No, no,” he said, standing up. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to stare. That made you uncomfortable, but you really do look great. But don’t go. Anyway, where are you going to go? How’s this? I’m a little buzzed, but you really ought to have memories that involve other people. If you came here to walk, and you just walked along the parking lot, that’s not much of a walk. Why don’t we go outside, we’ll go to the main road out there, and you can be out. No one will bother you because I’ll be there. I think there’s a Wal-Mart up the road. We’ll go shopping. That sounds like a much better walk to me. What do you say? I’ll stop talking now. I told you I was buzzed.” 

What else was I going to do? 

We went. 
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“So what was it about the walk?” he asked when we got outside.

“Well,” I said, “don’t take this the wrong way, but I was looking for a thrill.” 

“A thrill?” 

“I wanted to walk around and feel…alive.” 

“Do you feel alive now?” 

“I feel scared now. This isn’t the thrill I was after.” 

“With me you feel scared?” He stopped walking and turned to face me.

“No,” I said. “I just mean, all of this. The last forty-five minutes, or whatever it’s been. It’s just…weird.” 

“Well,” he said, starting to walk again toward the main road, “hopefully it gets less weird. Just trying to make the best of it. If you want, we can go back to the purple haired girl and we can bitch about rewards points.” 

There wasn’t much traffic on the main road, but even that felt transformative. All the people driving past us in their cars, not knowing what we were doing, and not knowing what I was doing. Not knowing what I was. 

If they noticed us at all, they’d tell a little story about what they thought was happening, then they’d forget about us for the rest of their lives. 

About us.

Evan was nice, and he was helping me, and I was grateful. There was a little bit of a rescue vibe to what was happening, and I was oddly fine with it. I needed a little bit of rescuing here.

“Personally, I think you’re doing great,” Evan said, and I realized he was continuing his thought from a moment ago. 

“Yeah?” I said.

“Yeah,” he said. “This is so brave, and so wonderful.” 

“You’re drunk,” I said. 

“Only a little,” he said, and we stepped through a gas station parking lot. 

“Off two paper cups of bourbon?”

“I had a few at dinner,” he called back over the sound of a car driving by.

He was walking in front of me as we walked through the gas station parking lot. He was taller than me, even in my heels. From behind I could tell he worked out, or was at least in good shape. His pants were expensive, tailored, the kind of pants I used to have to wear when I’d travel for work before COVID.

Now look at me.

This is not what I used to wear before COVID. When would I wear this again? Or something like this? I had no idea what time it was, and it could very well be after midnight, meaning I’d be waking up later today and going home to Tanya. 

Why? Did I want that? Here I was, not just being Melody, but navigating a crisis as Melody. Here I was having an adventure that, in Evan’s phrase, actually contained an adventure.  

How do I go back to normal life after this? How do I go back to the way things were, knowing what I now know about my own body? 

“Huh,” I heard Evan say in front of me. He had stopped walking.

“What?” I said, walking up behind him.

“Uh, I could swear there was a Wal-Mart up here,” he said. We stared up the main road and there was nothing that looked even close to a Wal-Mart. 

“Well, it doesn’t look like there is,” I said. 

“Nice night, though,” he said. “Shall we go back to the hotel and see about the key card?” He offered me his arm, and I took it. 

It’s funny how the return trip never feels as long as the trip there. In my memory, it had taken us a long time to get to the gas station, enough time for me to have a lot of pretty important thoughts. But the walk back to the hotel seemed almost instant, and we realized we could cut even more time off the trip by squeezing through the fence between the hotel and the bar I heard the music at. 

Before I knew it, we were in the back parking lot, the very same parking lot where I walked and explored my own body earlier. 

“Why don’t you show me what you did?” he said.

“What I did? Like, my walk?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Was it back here? You said it was worth it. I’m just curious.”

“It was just a walk,” I said. “It looked like what we just did.”

“I bet it didn’t,” he said. 

“Oh, really?” I said. “Fine. It looked like this,” and I walked down to the fence, as ladylike as I could manage. 

“Bravo,” he said, applauding as I got back to where he stood. “And now which was better, yours, or ours?” 

“Ours was walking. It was longer. I mean, it was nice, but mine was…sexier.” 

“Sexier, huh? Just looked like a walk to me.” 

“Well, there were more walks. One of them looked more like this,” and I put my hands on my hips, walking the length of the parking lot again, swinging my hips as best as I could. 

I turned at the fence and started back, aware that he had probably stared at my ass the whole time, and was oddly OK with it. On the walk back, he was smiling, and holding his arms out. “Beautiful!” he said. “You are a natural walker. You should walk everywhere. It suits you.” 

And as I got within a few steps of him, I caught my heel on the pavement, and started to pitch forward.

“Whoops!” I heard him cry out, and he reached out just as I fell into his arms. 

More silence. No band, no cars, no traffic on the main road. Just me in his arms, having had too much bourbon, and him holding me up. 

“Clumsy,” I said. I was staring at his lips, which weren’t far from mine. 

“Let’s… let’s go see about that key card,” he said, getting me on my feet. 

More silence, this time to the front desk. The purple-haired girl was happy to see me. I was happy to see her and the lobby, mainly because the foosball guys were gone. 

“It’s fixed!” she cried out, and it only took a minute to make me a new card for 327. I didn’t ask about the guy and his rewards points. 

Evan walked me to my room, and I took a deep breath as I placed my new card over the lock. It beeped, turned green, and we laughed a little as I opened the door quickly, propping it open with my foot. 

“Well,” he said. 

“Thanks for the bourbon,” I said. “Thanks for everything. This could have been bad.” 

“Melody, it was a pleasure,” and he held out his hand. “I hope you had a great walk, and I hope you have a lot more.” 

All I could think to do was smile and tuck my hair behind my ear. 

I went into my room, and the door shut behind me. 

I didn’t move.

I don’t know why I didn’t move, but something didn’t feel right. Yes, I was back in my room. I could see it from where I stood: all of my stuff. Somewhere in there were the key card to my room, the keys to my car, and the keys to the chastity cage that was still between my legs. 

But for the second time that day, I stood right by the door and couldn’t move. Earlier it was because I didn’t want to go out. Now it was because I didn't want to go in. The emergency exit plan was still the same. My boiling, pent-up sexual charge still had no outlet, and still needed to be dealt with. 

But now what? Evan was gone, and he had been…charming. He had been great. He could have made a big deal over everything, but he didn’t. He was cool with it, with all of it. 

While the foosball guys thought I was a girl, they saw a girl to be hit on. Evan saw a girl to be…talked to. To be helped, and to be encouraged. To just be near. Maybe it was my head still swimming from bourbon a little, but that was not what I was expecting from him. 

Would he have kissed me if we stayed in the parking lot longer, him holding me in his arms on my way to the ground? Would I have let him? 

What did I want, exactly? Why was I still standing by my own door, rather than rushing to my chastity key and getting myself off?

Because I wasn’t done being Melody, and I knew it.

Because I had gotten turned on and only got partway to a climax.

Because I had multiple people believe I was a girl, and one of them was a gentleman about it. And he wanted to kiss me, and didn’t, and now I got to think about how somehow I wanted to kiss him, and couldn’t.

I felt the three soft knocks on the door because they felt like they were on the other side of my head. Through the peephole I could see Evan, standing there. Did he ever leave? Did he leave and come back? 

Did it matter?

I had spent a lot of time standing by this door, doing nothing. It was wasted time. 

I threw the door open, and grabbed him by the collar, pulling him into the room. 

The door shut behind us and he seemed stunned.

“Hey there,” he started. “I was just wondering if–” 

That was as far as he got, because I shoved my face up at his, catching my lips right on his lips and starting the deepest kiss I knew how to give. The kiss I never got from Tanya, the kiss I never got from anyone, but the kiss I wanted. I assumed he wanted it too. 

He did, because as soon as my lips parted, so did his. And his hands found their way down my back, and he cupped my backside. 

He held me like that, and were we even breathing? 

I slipped one arm out of the coat while we were kissing, then the other arm. 

He took my face in his hands, and the rush of stored-up sexual charge came back all at once, and I could feel him in his pants, wanting to get hard, and wanting to get out. 

Unlike me, though, he could get hard with a little help, and I reached down as we kissed and undid his pants. 

I guided him back into the room as we kissed, dragging him by the belt buckle, him never taking his hands away from my face. 

We got to the bed and I had nothing to guide me except my unfulfilled fantasies about Tanya. I dropped to my knees and pulled him out of his boxer briefs. 

He was large, much larger than me, even if I wasn’t stuffed into a chastity cage at the moment. He wasn’t fully hard, but I could help with that, and I took the head of him into my mouth.

He tasted the way the rest of his body smelled: like a cinnamon campfire. It was delicious, and alluring, and overpowering. I felt my own tiny cock try and throb in its cage as I worked my tongue over the swollen gland of Evan’s shaft. 

I licked its whole length, I stroked the base, and I kissed the underside of it. The whole time he had his hands behind his back, muttering “oh fuck yes” as I went to work doing what I had always wanted done. 

It was my turn. 

“This is going to end before it starts,” he breathed, lifting me by the shoulders to stand back up. He grabbed the sides of my skirt and started pulling down, and I didn’t stop him. 

I stood in front of him in just my panties, and he looked me right in the eyes as he stuck his thumbs inside the waistband, and slowly pulled down. Soon I was standing there in my little cage, looking up at him, feeling myself throb with nowhere to go. 

“I like a challenge,” he grinned as he saw my cage, and he gave it a playful little swat. It rattled like jewelry.

I felt another little drop of precum form at my tip, amazed that any was still left inside me after the evening I had. Evan spun me around and bent me over the bed, parting my ass cheeks with his hands and going to work with his tongue. 

It felt like my own finger did, only more heavenly. His tongue was soft, yet firm, and worked the outside of my ass with more force than I did. He knew how to tease me by getting close to going inside, but never quite making it. Then he’d start all over again. 

The orgasm I felt from earlier may have gotten away then, but I felt it come back now. 

“You’re already lubed up, aren’t you?” he said, taking a break from licking me. 

That was the great thing about silicone lube. It stayed slick as long as it was on you. 

I felt him prop himself up on the bed, and now I felt the head of his cock press against my lubed asshole. He dragged it slowly, still teasing me, now and then getting close enough where it started to go in. Then he’d withdraw it, wait a moment, and do it again. 

My whole day was a tease. My whole week leading up to the trip was a tease. The several months of planning it were a tease. And Evan was making it worse, so much worse, by not giving me what I wanted. 

With my booted foot, I reached the coat, dragged it closer to me, and fished out the bottle of lube. 

“Fuck me,” I breathed, handing it to him. “Just fuck me.”

“Oh yeah?” he asked, and I could tell he was applying it immediately. 

Then I felt the head of his cock against me again. 

Then I felt it pop in. 

I gasped, and grabbed handfuls of blankets as I felt his whole length slide inside me, so slippery that there was nothing to stop it. I certainly wasn’t offering any resistance, as suddenly painful as it was. But the pain quickly turned to bliss, as he started working himself in and out, and I felt him contacting something inside of me that brought me right back to the brink of climax as if I was never interrupted. 

He worked slowly, but aggressively, finishing each slow thirty with a mighty shove that rippled my whole body. I could feel that he had his hands on my hips, giving himself leverage. He was pushing me into the bed, and I could feel my trapped cock completely unable to move, held between my body and the bed as I got railed from behind and I had no feeling from what I thought was my primary source of sexual pleasure. 

I clenched around him, feeling him fill me completely, and he growled at how tight I suddenly was. 

“Not yet,” he said, and he flipped me onto my back. 

He grabbed my boots and placed them on his shoulders. He was naked from the waist down, still wearing his shirt, and my little cage bounced around as he plowed into me from above. 

He was not moving slowly any more. He was thrusting forcefully, and I was powerless.

All I could do was reach my arms out and try to hold on. 

Plunge after plunge, I felt my body unable to keep up with him, and I fell limp, feeling nothing but an overwhelming sensation building deep within me as he fucked me. 

What was happening to me?

I had no way to pleasure myself anymore, and was at his mercy. He kept my legs at his shoulders and started to lower himself, almost bending me in half. 

His thrusts were quick, and almost his whole length.

This became too much. I could feel the familiar tingling feelings start to build inside me until they couldn’t build any more, they had nowhere to go but spill out everywhere, and I could not hold back one long cry as I felt my useless organ start to pulse and spasm, despite being compressed in its cage. 

Spurt after spurt of cum came out of me, and I couldn’t stop it. Evan was relentless, fucking every last drop out of me that he could. As my own orgasm started to wane, he groaned and pulled out, stroking himself to completion and finishing all over my body, shooting thick ropes of cum onto my cage, my corset, and my belly. 

I lay with my arms still spread out as his motion slowed, and soon neither one of us moved, and neither spoke. 

Again with silence. Again with stillness.

“Wow,” was the first thing I could say. 

“You’re beautiful,” he said from above me, and he stroked my hair. 

“That was amazing,” I said at the same time he said “you are so great.” 

We laughed and pretended I wasn’t covered in cum. Some of it hit me on the cheek.

Was it mine or his?

“It’s really late,” I said, looking at the clock for the first time in what felt like forever.

“Oh my God,” he said. “I can’t believe how late we were out.” 

He started to pull himself off of me, but I grabbed him by the waist and pulled him back, smearing cum between us. 

“You should just stay here,” I said, and kissed him again. “The fourth floor is too far to walk. You’ll never make it.”

He never did. He stayed the night.


More From Ally

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out more from Ally, including her newest story Best Laid Plans, available here.
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And don’t miss her story Trying to Score, available here.
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Her story Caught By My Roommate’s Girlfriend is available here.
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