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Author's Note

Or fair warning before you buy this book

These stories feature male chastity and female domination. They are for entertainment purposes only. If you find any of the subjects listed below offensive, then please do not buy this book.




Otherwise, enjoy!

Vx




These stories contain the following subjects:

Excplicit sex

Male chastity

Female domination

Inappropriate and cruel use of chastity devices

CBT (cock and balls torture)

SPH (small penis humiliation)

Blackmail

Sexual addiction

Various minor fetishes
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Described by her readers as ‘the mistress of fear fetish erotica,’ Violet Reigns enjoys writing stories that explore the darker side of erotic literature. But she describes herself as a woman of simple tastes and pleasures. She lives on a small rural property with her husband of many years, where they enjoy the beauty of nature and a peaceful lifestyle. Occasionally, however, she is required to do practical research for her books.

Thank you for purchasing this book. You can find more of Violet’s books at her Amazon author page.

Ratings, reviews and follows are always greatly appreciated.


The Choice

Declan had been dating Bella for many weeks, and they had now become intimate. As a shy man in his mid-twenties, he couldn’t be happier, especially at the prospect of finally losing his virginity. What he had done to deserve her was still a complete mystery. She was beautiful, smart and bubbly, and could have any man she wanted, but somehow she had chosen him.

She was sitting on his lap with her pert, round breasts pressed against his chest as she kissed him. He had learned fast how to kiss a girl to savour her cherry lips. Having left it so late, the thought of having sex for the first time made him nervous, but he was ready to take the step.

She pulled away to look at him with her large sea-green eyes as if trying to read his mind. If she could, she would know he adored everything about her.

Declan found love as mysterious as women themselves. He had searched for love for years, and just as he had stopped looking for it, she had entered his life. They had met at a training course, and she had approached him during the lunch break. Although he had felt like a fool in her company, stumbling over his words and unable to look her in the eye for more than a moment, the rest was history.

She swept a lock of golden wheat coloured hair from her face. “What are you thinking, Declan?”

His heart raced. He wanted to express the wild emotions she stirred in him, but was afraid to tell her so soon. If he told her how he felt, he could scare her off. The L word came with commitment, and most people didn’t want to feel locked into a relationship while it was still new. But the feeling was potent, and he had an urgent desire to express it, in case he left it too late.

She pressed his nose like a button and smiled. “C’mon, you can tell me anything.”

The words spilled from his mouth as if he had no control over them. “I… I… love you.”

She peered at him for a long moment, and he felt afraid of the consequences of his confession. When she finally responded, her voice was barely louder than a whisper. “You… love me?”

He couldn’t read her expression, but she hadn’t moved off his lap, so he guessed it couldn’t be bad. But he couldn’t take back those words either. “Yes,” he said.

Before he knew what was happening, she kissed him again, more passionately than before. He felt her soft tongue push past his lips, tasting every part of his mouth. The relief was overwhelming, and he drowned in the joy of her kisses. It was the most erotic moment of his life and gave him a raging erection.

She seemed to know he had one and reached for it, touching him through his pants. It was the first time a girl had touched him this way, and he felt dangerously close to a premature orgasm. Much to his relief, she stopped before he could make a mess in his pants, and ended the kiss by taking his lower lip in her teeth for a playful bite.

Then she climbed off him and knelt between his legs. For a moment, he thought she would unzip his fly and give him a blow job, but she simply stared at the tent pitched in his pants. After the kiss, his poor aching cock really needed to cum.

“Look at how hard it gets for me,” she said, marvelling at it twitching with desire. “It wants me to own it. I should measure it right now.”

Declan erupted with nerves and self-consciously covered his erection with both hands. “Measure it?”

She looked at him like measuring cocks was a completely normal activity. “Yes. Some girls say that size doesn’t matter, but it really does.”

She got up and fetched a measuring tape from the living room cabinet. Then she returned to kneel between his legs and urged him to move to the edge of the couch. Declan closed his eyes and prayed he wouldn’t embarrass himself and cum while getting measured, as he was on the brink of an orgasm. She had a naughty twinkle in her eyes as she unzipped his pants to free his cock without stimulating it further.

“I see you were listening when I said I like men who shave themselves,” she said, admiring his clean-shaven crotch.

He nodded, having hung on her every word since they had first spoken. He had kept himself perfectly smooth in anticipation of this moment, and now it had arrived, he couldn’t wait to lose his virginity. But there was still the issue of size. Was it big enough for her? And why did girls care so much about size anyway?

Her hand was cool and slippery as she gripped his shaft. He opened his eyes and saw she was applying a generous amount of gel to his cock. But instead of exciting him toward an orgasm, it had a numbing effect. In seconds, his cock softened and shrunk.

“I… thought you wanted to measure it,” he said.

She was breathless with excitement. “Yes, while it’s little and limp.”

Now completely numb, he couldn’t feel the tape as she measured his length and girth. “Why is size so important for girls?” he said.

She looked up at him with delight. “If a girl doesn’t know the size of her boyfriend’s cock, how can she give him a cage that fits it best?

“A cage?” he said, watching her return to the cabinet.

He heard the clink of metal objects as she sorted through a drawer. Finding what she wanted, she returned to kneel between his legs.

“Yes, a chastity cage,” she said, showing him the device. It had a thick metal ring, a basket tube shaped like a cock and a solid lock.

He vaguely recalled hearing about the existence of these devices, but never thought he would come face to face with one. “I… don’t want to wear it,” he said.

It was bad enough that she had numbed his cock and ruined his orgasm, but the idea of wearing a chastity cage was terrifying. How would he masturbate? He loved jerking himself off. Until now, it had been his only means to get the sweet release of an orgasm.

Her lip quivered and she looked like she would burst into tears. “But… you said you loved me.”

“I do,” he said quickly. “I just don’t want to wear a cage on my cock.”

Her expression got dangerously sad, like he was on the brink of losing her. “If you truly love me, you’d wear it to prove how much you love me. It would show you’re totally committed to me, because you couldn’t have sex with other girls.”

Bella didn’t know he was a virgin and that there had been and were no other girls. Every time he had come close to making that confession, he had chickened out in case she found it off-putting. She was as close as he had come to having any meaningful sexual relationship.

He quickly weighed up the situation. If he refused, he would surely lose her, and that was unthinkable. Wearing the cage would be unpleasant, but not as bad as breaking up. Perhaps it would be okay for a few days, especially if he finally got to have sex. And even though it looked solid, he felt certain he could get it off whenever he wanted to masturbate. He professed his love and told her to go ahead.

Her mood changed in an instant, becoming bright and bubbly again. She fitted his balls through the tight ring and eased his cock into the cage. Then she fitted the key and turned the lock, which made a very audible click.

Sighing with delight, she climbed onto his lap again and hugged him. “I love you too,” she said, looking deep into his eyes. “And that’s why I want you in chastity.”

Even though the cage felt cold and heavy, her words warmed his heart. She kissed him again with such longing, he thought he would burst into tears.

“Chastity is just like love. It’s a serious commitment,” she said, breaking the kiss. “It has good times and bad times. You’ll have more bad times than good ones at first. You won’t like the cage and will want me to take it off. But know this. If you ask for the key, I’ll ask if you’re sure. If you insist, I’ll offer it to you. And if you take the key, then it’s over between us, because I’ll know you don’t really love me as much as your cock. When you feel true love for someone, you’ll give up anything for them.”

Declan nodded, even though it made no sense to him at all. Why was it necessary to give up his cock to prove he loved her? Her expression softened and she returned to kissing him. As the effect of the numbing gel wore off, he felt the painful grip of the cage against his swelling cock, and her kisses no longer gave him any pleasure.

* * *

Declan soon discovered it wasn’t easy to remove the cage. He tried everything from sitting in a cold bath to trying to pick the lock. Even with shrinkage, with the barrel locked to the retaining ring, there wasn’t enough space to squeeze his balls through. After a few pulls, they hurt so much it felt like getting kicked in the nuts. He felt certain if he continued, he would do himself a serious injury and still remain stuck in the cage.

The lock was equally frustrating. After researching his device on the internet, he discovered it was a Lock-It Restrictor. They were expensive, precision manufactured chastity devices. Every key for every device was unique and magnetised, so even if he could find the tumblers to pick the lock, it still wouldn’t open. The only way to remove it was with brute force using a diamond drill or saw, and he would lose his manhood trying.

At least it didn’t hurt unless he started to get an erection. So, he resigned himself to the idea of escape, hoping Bella wouldn’t keep him locked up for too long. The waiting was the challenging part, as Bella wanted to see him every night now he had confessed his love.

She got him onto the couch as soon as she could, unzipped his pants to expose his cage and kissed him while she toyed with it. Having her warm body close, smelling her perfume and tasting her lips made it hurt. As her naughty fingers teased his cock, she seemed to enjoy feeling him swell in the cage, as her kisses became more eager and passionate. He knew she was testing him, to make him understand the choice she had given him.

After a week of torment and no relief from the cage, he hated it and wanted to get it off as soon as he could. Bella squeezed his balls as she kissed him. They felt as sensitive as eyeballs with the buildup of cum.

“I want the key,” he said, breaking the kiss.

She fixed him with her emerald eyes. “Are you sure, Declan?”

He swallowed hard as he considered the consequences. From the look in her eyes, he could tell she was absolutely serious about ending their relationship if he couldn’t commit to chastity. He looked away and shook his head.

She lifted his chin on her fingers to make him look at her again. “I know you’re frustrated, but it’s important you feel this way.”

“Why?” he said.

“It’s a test of true love,” she said, gently tugging his cage. “This isn’t your cock anymore. It’s my cock. I own your pleasure and decide when you cum. And by wearing this cage, you’ve made the biggest sacrifice possible to prove you love me. So, I’ll ask you again. Do you want the key, Declan?”

“No,” he said, hearing his voice crack.

She kissed him again, lingering on his lips as she lavished him with her tongue. He wished she would kiss him like this without the cage, as the lack of pleasure he took from it continued to build his frustration. There was nowhere to go and nothing he could do to escape the feeling of entrapment. The only way out was to end it with Bella, and he knew he would regret that decision for the rest of his life.

“It’s time for a reward,” she said, stroking his cheek.

He gasped, hoping she meant she would remove his cage. It would only take a few moments with her soft hand on his cock to make him cum.

She smiled and held his face between her hands. “I want us to spend more time together, for you to be with me for every waking moment you’re not at work. I want you beside me in bed at night. It’s time for you to move in with me, so we can take our relationship to the next level.”

* * *

Declan gave his landlord notice and moved in with Bella. It felt strange to live in a committed relationship with a woman while she kept him in chastity. He wondered if he should confess his virginity, so she understood how much it would mean to him the first time she let him cum. And after two full weeks in a cage, he really needed the release. His orgasms before the cage already felt like a distant memory.

He didn’t have many possessions. They put his bed and furniture in the spare room, and she helped him organise his clothes and essentials in the master bedroom. Even though the decor was very feminine, Bella had a big comfortable bed and he looked forward to sharing it with her.

He felt sure she was only testing him to find out if his feelings were genuine. Men lied to women all the time to get them into bed. Despite feeling endlessly frustrated, he resolved himself to pass the test. Then, she would unlock him and he would feel the joy of losing his virginity. Trying to be optimistic about it, all the buildup of cum through his denial would give him one hell of a huge orgasm.

Once they had finished the arrangements, Bella took a shower. He wandered around the house familiarising himself better with the layout. He knew at the back of his mind he was looking for the place she had hidden the key. Now it was his home too, once he found it, he could let himself out of the cage whenever she wasn’t around. It would be safe to sneak into the toilet, unlock the cage and quickly jerk off to relieve his tension.

But as he searched, there was no sign of where it could be. He looked behind pictures to see if she had a hidden safe, under her bed for a lockbox, and even through her lingerie drawers. That proved to be a mistake, as Bella owned lots of sexy lingerie, and the thought of seeing her in it made his cock swell. Despite the pain, it wouldn’t stop trying to get hard, as if it wanted to fight the cage until he had an orgasm, even if it hurt.

He heard Bella finishing up in the bathroom and quickly closed her drawer. She looked radiant as she emerged in a short satin robe. Her honey blonde hair hung loose around her shoulders and her bright green eyes sparkled with delight. His mouth went dry as he realised she wore nothing under the robe, as he could see the points of her nipples making small peaks in the shiny fabric.

“It’s time to celebrate living together,” she said, approaching him and taking him by the arms.

He pressed his lips together, hoping this was the moment he had waited for, the reward for two weeks of torment in a cage. But he didn’t dare to say anything, as any hope for release only fuelled his frustration.

Her voice purred with sexual desire. “And what better way to celebrate than going to bed together for the first time?”

Declan nodded eagerly. Now his chest filled with hope. Surely this was the moment. She took his hand, led him to the bed and made him lie flat on his back. He watched her unzip his pants to expose his caged cock, but she didn’t produce the key to unlock it. Instead, she climbed onto him, straddling him at the shoulders to sit on his chest.

“This will hurt at first, Declan, but it’s for your own good,” she said. “Love is complex and sometimes it hurts too. Sometimes it makes you want to cry. And that’s okay. I’ll be here for you if you need to cry and let out all the hurt.”

She shifted position, bringing her pussy closer to his face. Her silk robe tickled his chin and his cock throbbed painfully in its cage.

“People can feel love and sexual desire for more than one person, so you need to learn to put my pleasure before anyone else, including yourself,” she said. “You need to dedicate yourself to pleasuring me, so I know I’m the only girl you’ll ever want… the only girl you’ll ever love.”

Declan felt scared, excited and desperately horny all at the same time. This was his first meaningful sexual encounter with a girl ever, but having his cock locked in a cage meant he wouldn’t enjoy it.

“Why do I have to wear the cage?” he said.

“It will give you focus,” she replied, adjusting her robe. “If you enjoy this, you won’t learn to put my pleasure first. Are you ready for your new addiction?”

“My addiction?”

“Yes, I want you addicted to my pussy as soon as possible. And once you’re addicted, you’ll think about it all the time, dream about it, and long for it so much you’ll do anything to have it. Let’s begin. I’m already wet. Close your eyes and smell me.”

He did as she asked and felt the satin brushing over his face as she positioned her pussy above him. Declan had heard many accounts about the scent of a girl’s sex, both cruel and kind, but nothing could prepare him for experiencing it for himself. It was incredible.

At first, he thought she smelled like orange blossoms, but as he drew another breath, he realised she had a richer and more nuanced perfume. He detected notes of vanilla, fresh cream and honey. As she became more aroused, she developed a divine musk like red roses. It made his balls tighten and his cock ache with desire, despite the pain of the cage strangling his erection.

“Do you want to taste me?” she said, her voice ragged with lust.

“Yes,” he said, becoming more desperate with every breath.

“Good boy… soon, just keep smelling me. It will make your addiction stronger.”

Her sensual perfume overwhelmed his senses, and he felt himself sink deeper into the quicksand of desire for her pussy. The more he struggled to resist it becoming an all-consuming addiction, the faster his resolve withered. With every breath, her scent enslaved him, while the cage punished him for daring to desire any pleasure for himself.

“Yes! Surrender to my pussy,” she moaned. “Beg me to taste it!”

He did, feeling as if he had no control of his will anymore. The only thing in the world that mattered was tasting her sweet juices. She lowered herself onto his mouth and he tasted a girl’s sex for the first time. Her pussy was perfectly smooth, and her entrance was hot and wet. Her sweet flavour was amazing, and like her perfume, it was rich and complex. Probing her tight hole with his tongue, he tasted her delicious love juices, like honey and cream, with a hint of salt. It was intoxicating and heady in all the right ways, and with every lick, he wanted more. In minutes, he knew he had become a slave to her sex and the hypnotic sound of her moaning in pleasure.

“Yes! I can feel you submitting to me, submitting to my pussy!” she whimpered. “That’s a good boy, giving me pleasure and making me cum!”

She tensed up, then bucked her hips, as thick, creamy cum flowed into Declan’s mouth. He drank it eagerly, chasing every drop with his tongue in his desire for more. The sounds she made as she orgasmed were like sweet music and filled him with joy. But as her orgasm subsided and she lay down beside him to snuggle, all the joy dissipated into a feeling of emptiness. For him, there was only the dissatisfaction of his throbbing, caged cock.

“I know it hurts,” she said, running her hands across his chest. “I know you think it’s cruel, but in time, you’ll understand. And when you do, you’ll thank me for your cage, because you’ll feel perfect love, just as I’m feeling for you now.”

She kissed him and licked his face, enjoying the traces of her sweet juices. Then her naughty fingers crept down his torso and over his stomach to find his cage and squeeze his balls. He winced as she handled him, even though she was gentle.

“They’re getting so full,” she whispered. “You must be feeling desperate.”

In that moment, he felt a powerful desire to ask her for the key, even if it meant ending it all. Then a stronger desire set in, overwhelming the first and casting it aside. He wanted to taste her pussy again and listen to her moan. The thought of never tasting it again was worse than the cage. He vowed to become the best pussy licker ever, so she needed him as much as he needed her. His own orgasms would have to wait.

* * *

Aside from his prolonged chastity, life settled into a comfortable routine. During the week, he worked, came home and cooked dinner for Bella. Then they held hands and watched television together before going to bed, where she would sit on his face until he made her cum.

He learned quickly and soon knew where to find her most sensitive zones with his tongue. By adding sucking and gentle biting to his technique, he became adept at giving her several orgasms each night. Still, she showed no sign of letting him out of his cage. Even though he craved her sweet juices like a drug, he went to sleep each night with a growing sense of despair.

Her pussy haunted his dreams. He knew it more intimately than any other man ever could. It was perfectly smooth after laser hair removal, and always a delight to lick with no stubble or razor rash. He longed to worship it, to kiss and lick it all over, to build her pleasure until her honeyed hole was a well of aching desire. Then he could lap up her sweet juices until she rewarded him with thick droplets of creamy cum.

But in his dreams, he didn’t wear the cage. His cock was hot and hard, and she spread her legs wide to make her pussy available to him. But he never reached the moment where he penetrated her and always woke to the painful grip of the cage.

On the weekends, they went out like other couples for dinner, on trips to the cinema and to catch up with friends. They told him how lucky he was to have found Bella, often with a sense of jealousy and a look of desire in their eyes. It felt like salt in his growing wound of hopelessness. All he could cling to was the belief he could prove his perfect love.

After almost a month in the cage, he broke. He got home from work one night and burst into tears. She held him as he cried and fought with the urgent need to ask her for the key.

“I told you love hurts sometimes,” she said, leading him to the couch.

She sat down, guided him onto her lap and pulled up her sweater to expose her breasts. He hadn’t seen them yet, only her pussy, and he marvelled at their firmness and pert, round shape. It distracted him from crying, but did nothing to relieve his frustration with the cage.

“Suck my nipple for comfort,” she said, taking his head like a child.

Still sniffling, he took her nipple into his mouth and sucked. Her perfume was floral and comforting, and her nipple was hot and hard, and tasted faintly of milk.

“Let it all out,” she cooed, while stroking his hair.

He sucked and sobbed. Each time he lost her nipple, she guided it back into his mouth to calm him down. After a few minutes, he realised she was moaning, and he smelled the all too familiar scent of her sex in heat.

“Keep sucking,” she gasped. “And keep crying. Yes! Yes! Let it all out!”

While he cried his frustration out of his system, she panted and moaned, until he felt her shudder with a strong orgasm. She held him tight to her breast until it subsided.

“Whenever you need to cry, I’ll be here for you,” she said, looking radiant. “And if you can make it to the end of the month, I’ll give you some much needed release.”

Her words gave him hope and he immediately felt better. His month anniversary was only a few days away. After making it this far, he could make it to the end, and finally pass this awful trial of proving his love.

He focused harder on pleasing her around the home and in bed. He lavished her pussy each night and made her cum many times. When they woke in the morning, he gave her another orgasm to get her in the right mood for the day. She seemed pleased with the extra attention and was more generous with her kisses and praise.

Finally, the moment arrived, and she led him to the bedroom. He shook with nervous excitement. She held him by the arms and looked deep into his eyes.

“I should restrain you for your first time,” she said. “It’s for your own good. You wouldn’t want to do anything rash.”

He nodded. She could do anything she wanted to him as long as she removed the cage and let him cum. All thoughts of being a virgin were inconsequential to having his cock locked in a cage for a full month. He knew he would cum quickly regardless.

He climbed onto the bed, and she positioned him where she wanted him, on all fours, with his hands together and his legs apart. She took coils of soft bondage rope from her bedside drawer, tied his hands together and knotted the ends to the headboard. Next, she tied his ankles to each bedpost. The knots were tight, and he couldn’t shift from his position.

He flinched as she applied cold gel to his crotch, balls and up the cleft of his butt. It was soothing at first, then made him go numb. He asked her what she was doing.

“Numbing you up before I give you some injections. Your milking shouldn’t hurt, but it’s important that you don’t enjoy it either. Otherwise, it’ll remind you how much you loved to cum before I locked your cock away. Then you’ll feel the frustration of starting over again in your cage. And you’ll lose focus and forget the importance of putting my pleasure first.”

He felt despair return like a void in his chest and watched as she gave him an anaesthetic injection in the crotch and another below his balls. Then he heard the sweet sound of the key turning in the lock and the blessed relief of her removing the cage before he went completely numb.

She held up a small black dildo with an oddly shaped shaft for him to see. It had a rounded dimple two thirds of the way up. “This will feel a little strange, but you should be numb enough not to tense up when I put it in your butt. It’s a prostate massager. The stimulation will milk the cum from your balls without the need for an orgasm. Each month, we need to do this for continued good health.”

By now, he knew it was pointless to ask her if there was another way. He felt the pressure as she worked the dildo into his butt, and the vibrations as she turned it on, but nothing else. She placed a bowl under his limp cock and sat at the edge of the bed to watch.

After a few minutes, he saw cum dripping from his cock like white tears. There was no joy in the milking. It felt like it wasn’t even happening to him, like he was watching another man getting his balls drained. Bella sighed in satisfaction as the puddle of cum spread across the bowl. It continued to weep from his cock for many minutes until he had nothing left to give.

She repeated the process in reverse, removing the dildo from his butt and locking up his cock in his cage. After she had flushed his cum down the toilet, she untied his bonds.

“Giving me pleasure is your pleasure. Understood?” she said, lying on the bed before him and spreading her legs. “Now, be a good boy and make me cum hard. My pussy is feeling very needy after milking you.”

He lowered himself to the object of his desire and pleasured her senseless, grateful he was numb and no longer feeling any tension between his legs.

* * *

Time passed, he became used to his milking sessions, and Bella no longer restrained him. He worked hard to progress his career and make more money, which pleased Bella. Anything he did to please her gave him pleasure. Soon, putting her pleasure first became more important to him than ever, because it was the only way he could feel pleasure.

He cried occasionally. She always comforted him with her nipple, and it made him feel better when he heard her squeal with delight as she orgasmed. He learned new ways to make her cum, using his fingers, mouth and various toys to drive her into ecstatic states of joy. He dedicated himself to becoming an expert at making her cum. Soon, he no longer felt the grip of the cage during their sessions, only deep satisfaction when she couldn’t take another orgasm.

He finally felt like he was edging closer to the moment when she would accept his love was genuine and would last forever. And when she did, he felt as if his heart would burst with joy.

When he got home from work, Bella was waiting for him in the kitchen. She always smiled and kissed him whenever he got home, but tonight she had an icy look in her eyes. He reached for her, but she stepped aside.

“Sit, Declan. I have news.”

His heart thumped so hard, he felt like it would burst from his chest.

“You’re doing so well, and I’m very proud of your progress, but it’s time for the greatest test of your love for me. This will feel like the cruellest thing I’ve ever done to you, but you’ll realise it’s the kindest.”

Declan felt stunned. He stammered a response, but she shushed him.

“It’s time you learned about missing your one true love, how absence makes the heart grow fonder. Don’t worry, I’m not leaving you, but I am taking away your pussy privileges. You won’t see it, taste it or get to give me pleasure anymore. And you’ll sleep in the spare room until I feel you’ve truly learned to love me as you should.”

“But—”

“I mean it, Declan. I won’t even allow you to sniff my dirty panties in the washing basket.”

“But I don’t—”

“Don’t bother lying. I know you sniff them whenever you can. You’re addicted to my pussy, a slave to it. It’s everything to you. And that’s why you need to feel how much you’ll miss it when it’s gone.”

Declan processed this information, knowing he would be miserable if he couldn’t worship her between the legs. He lived for that moment. It was the only time he felt happy.

“But what about your pleasure?” he said, feeling at a complete loss.

“I’ll have sex with other men,” she said, as if the answer were obvious.

Declan took this news like a punch in the guts. “With other men? But what about love?”

“It’s only sex, Declan. Purely for pleasure. I don’t love any of them, only you. And if you love me, you’ll put my pleasure first and accept it. I’m meeting a man tonight at a hotel.”

“What man?” he said, feeling his temper swell. How could she do this to him after the devotion he had shown her since he had first confessed his love?

“Does it matter?”

He considered her response. Once again, she was right. It didn’t matter. He wouldn’t feel any differently if the man was a gentleman or a deadbeat. His temper morphed into despair, and he felt like he had a block of ice in his stomach.

“So you’re cooking for one tonight, Declan. He’s taking me out to dinner, then we’re going to the hotel. I’ll be home late. Use the time to move your things out of my room.”

She left him sitting at the table. The cage weighed heavily on his cock and balls as if anchored to his heart. She dressed and left without saying goodbye. He didn’t move for hours or bother to cook himself a meal. Once he felt like he could face it, he moved his possessions to the spare room and made up the bed. Then he went to the lounge and sat on the couch to wait.

It was almost midnight before she returned. Her cheeks were rosy and she had a wild look in her emerald eyes. She looked at him as she hung up her coat. He saw what she had worn, a tiny black dress that clung to her slender frame like a second skin. It put a lump in his throat to see her looking so lovely. She approached him and sat on his lap, as if nothing had happened. She kissed him and put her head on his chest. He wanted to hold her, but his arms hung uselessly at his sides.

“What a night!” she said. “It was quite an adventure. He was very rough. He threw me onto the bed and forced my legs open to pound my poor pussy raw. But that wasn’t enough for him, so he turned me over and pulled my hair as he used my pussy all over again. I’m exhausted!” She looked at him. “Does hearing about it make you jealous?”

He was beyond jealous. The only thing stopping him from wanting to kill this man was it would upset Bella. He didn’t reply. They sat in silence for a while, then she got off, took his hand and led him upstairs. She went to her bedroom and held the door like a shield between them as she said goodnight.

“Don’t wait up for me tomorrow. I’ll be home late again,” she said, and closed it.

* * *

Bella went out for sex at least five times a week. He didn’t know if she saw the same man each time, or if she slept with many men. She let him watch her dress for each occasion and sometimes asked him to pick out her dress for the evening. But she never let him see her in anything less than her panties. Her pussy was strictly off limits to him.

The withdrawal was agony, making each day torrid from start to finish. He had to endure it for as long as it lasted, until she felt completely assured nothing could come between them or break the bond of their love, not even her having sex with other men. He wanted to ask her if the men gave her as much pleasure as he could, but knew it would be an admission that he wanted her pussy back.

So he carried on, worshipping her with everything he had to give, letting her know there was no sacrifice he wouldn’t make to prove his love. But in his heart, he knew there was only one way to end the torment of the test. And it required making a choice.

He waited until she stayed home for the evening to make his move. Sitting her on the couch, he got down on one knee like he was about to propose. She looked at him with wide-eyed anticipation, waiting for him to ask the question. He did.

“Can I have the key?” he said.

She looked at him for a long moment. “Are you sure, Declan?”

He nodded resolutely. “Yes.”

She took a deep breath and pulled a chain from her neck. Hanging on it was the key to his cage. She dangled the key above his hand as if giving him a second chance to refuse it. He took it, stood up and went to the bathroom. She followed him, watching silently as he dropped it into the toilet and flushed it away forever.

Then he was in her arms, getting smothered in kisses. “That was all you ever needed to do,” she said. “And now I know you truly love me as much as I love you… my perfect virgin boy.”

He drew a sharp breath, his only secret from her revealed at last.

She smiled. “Yes, Declan, I knew all along. You thought I gave you a choice about your cage, but the choice was always mine. I chose to own you. And now you know there is no part of you that doesn’t belong to me. You’re all mine.”


Pink or Blue?

Nick wasn’t excited about having to attend his tenth training seminar about workplace safety, but his manager insisted he go every year. It was a three-day event, but Nick didn’t know how it would help. He had done everything in his power to warn his colleagues about potential hazards in the office.

Even after he had labelled the hot water zip in the kitchen with ‘Caution: Contains Hot Water,’ at least one idiot burned himself every week. He couldn’t help people without common sense, no matter what he did. Just last week, Roger from accounts had tried to photocopy his butt. With his pants around his ankles, he had tripped and fallen getting off the photocopier and twisted an ankle.

At least the venue was nice. It was a convention centre beside the sea with a decent bar and good food, and he could enjoy three nights at a hotel on company expenses. The first session was with a keynote speaker about inspiring your colleagues to be more safety conscious. Nick thought Roger from accounts should be the one attending. He searched for his seat in the auditorium, looking at the uninspired faces of the other attendees who clearly didn’t want to be there either.

As he took his seat, the three-day seminar suddenly looked like it would be much better than expected. Sitting beside him was an absolute knockout. She had the figure of a barbie doll, with black hair, large caramel eyes and golden skin. They made eye contact, and she flashed him a pearly smile. He could have melted into a puddle of joy. Her name was Sophie according to the badge pinned to her magnificent round breasts. Without hesitation, he introduced himself. She accepted his handshake warmly, holding on longer than people normally did when first meeting a stranger. It was an intimate gesture, and if he wasn’t mistaken, the sexual attraction went both ways.

They chatted while they waited for the session to begin. Sophie was also the safety officer at her workplace. Nick wondered how many injuries they had every week. He could imagine men tripping over themselves every time she passed them in the hallway, or having heart attacks to go with their hard-ons. In the same spirit, he threw caution to the wind.

“Do you want to skip this and go grab a drink?” he said.

“I’d love to,” she replied.

Nick blew out a slow breath as he followed her out of the auditorium, taking care not to trip over himself as he stared at her lovely heart-shaped bottom. Her tight pencil skirt showed the wonderful cleft and curves, making his pulse race and his blood pressure rise. He didn’t get lucky with girls very often, and for the first time in his life, he was grateful his manager had made him attend the seminar.

They went to the convention centre’s bar, which had few patrons while the seminar was in session. It had a grand, uninterrupted view over the ocean, and they chose a seat at the window. Nick didn’t care for the view, as Sophie was a much better one. After a few drinks and more chatting, Nick was absolutely certain she was into him too, as she toyed with the stem of her glass as if stroking a cock.

Soon enough, they were outside, hidden away in the botanic gardens beside the conference centre to kiss. Sophie tasted as good as she looked and was a wonderful kisser. As well as her juicy, full lips, she was very active with her tongue, and seemed eager to push it into his mouth. She held him with her fingers laced at the nape of his neck, and he held her by the waist. Daring to push his luck, he slid one hand up to feel her breast. It was full and firm, and he realised she wasn’t wearing a bra.

“My God! What beautiful tits!” he said breathlessly.

She giggled softly. “I’m glad you like them. They’re not all mine though.”

“If they make you happy, does it matter?”

Nick neglected to mention how happy they made him too. And the way things were going between them, he was feeling optimistic about his chances of seeing them out of her blouse.

“I’m a girl who isn’t averse to getting all the help available these days. With all the eye candy out there, I needed a few adjustments to compete for a man.”

Nick couldn’t believe his ears. Didn’t she know she was a knockout? She sounded like she thought she was an ugly duckling. Now she had pointed it out, he could see the tweaks and adjustments. The plastic surgery was first rate. Her tiny button nose was absolutely perfect, her lips probably had fillers to make them so plump and kissable, and her breasts were a work of art. But aside from the enhancements, she was still very pretty, and he would still feel lucky about getting the chance to be intimate with her. Perhaps she was a perfectionist if she believed men found her unattractive. Any man who said she wasn’t drop-dead gorgeous needed to see an optometrist immediately.

“Well, I think you’re stunning, with or without adjustments,” he said.

She fixed him with the large brown pools of her eyes. “Oh, that’s so sweet of you. Carry on giving a girl compliments like that and she’ll take you back to her room to carry on kissing.”

Nick lavished her with compliments until he was out of breath, and five minutes later, they were lying on her bed in her hotel room, kissing madly. He unbuttoned her blouse while they locked lips to get to her incredible breasts. They were amazingly firm, but very soft, and he longed for the chance to slide his cock between them, knowing it would feel heavenly. She pulled his hands away, and he worried he had been too forward.

“Slow down, Tiger,” she said. “I’d love to have sex with you, but I’m out of action downstairs.”

“Oh!” he said, sitting up. “I hope it’s nothing serious.”

Women’s issues down there were a daunting and incomprehensible subject for a man.

“I’m fine. I’m just recovering from a recent vaginoplasty and labiaplasty procedure.”

He shrugged. It now sounded like she was speaking another language.

“Labiaplasty is cosmetic,” she continued, seeing he needed an explanation. “They remove the labia, making a girl’s pussy look tight. Lots of glamour models get it done. But the vaginoplasty makes it tighter. I’ve actually had that done three times. My pussy is now so tight, even a guy with a small cock will feel like he’s pounding a sixteen-year-old virgin. It’s all healed, but I can’t have sex for another six weeks.”

This new information proved their whirlwind romance had been too good to be true. Nick felt his hopes fall through the floor.

“I’d like to show you how tiny, tight and pretty it looks. Do you want to see it?”

She pouted to show him how sad she would be if he declined the offer. But only a fool would turn down the opportunity to see a hot girl’s pussy. Hope returned in a torrent of joy. He nodded enthusiastically.

“Oh, goodie! I’ve been dying to show it off to a guy. And so far, I’ve had no takers.”

Nick couldn’t believe his ears. This was the best thing to ever happen to him. What the hell was wrong with the other men in her life? This was like getting a free pass to a top strip club without having to tip any of the girls to see the goods.

“There is one condition though.” She reached under the pillow and withdrew a small metal device. “I’ll have to put your cock in a cage.”

Nick recoiled. Now he knew the reason there were no takers. A cock cage? Why did she want to lock him up?

“We’re both safety officers, Nick. When you see my pussy, you’ll go crazy for it. So, for safety, we need to lock up your cock so you don’t feel tempted to ram it inside me.”

He blew out a slow breath, unable to argue with her logic, and he still really wanted to see her pussy. He told her to go ahead. It was a small price to pay.

Her gorgeous pout morphed into a mischievous smile as she unzipped his pants and pulled down his briefs. The very idea of a cage was enough to make him go limp, so she had no trouble fitting it. She pushed his balls through the ring and connected the cage. The words ‘Lock-It Protector’ were embossed into the steel tube, and now it was on, he felt worse than being in a prison cell. As he felt the grip of the ring under his balls, he knew he couldn’t get it off without the key. Sophie locked the cage and sighed with joy.

“Good boy. Now you get your reward.”

She unzipped her skirt and slid it free. She wasn’t wearing panties, treating him to the sight of her bare mound. Nick broke out in a light sweat.

“I’ve had laser hair removal too,” she said, spreading her legs. “A girl with a pretty pussy shouldn’t hide it behind a wall of hair. Exposed and available is so much sexier.”

Nick swallowed hard as he got the most intimate view of her pussy. It was exactly as she had described it, tucked in and tight. With her labia removed, she had a pretty entrance like a coin slot, which parted as she spread wider, showing him her watermelon pink love hole. She was right about it looking sexier exposed, but it most certainly wasn’t available. He felt the grip of the cage on his cock, which was desperate to swell.

“It’s a masterpiece!” he said with a ragged voice.

“It’s such a pity we met now. If only the seminar had been in six weeks time. Then you’d get to feel it clenching your cock.”

He groaned in despair, feeling like he had won the lottery, then lost the ticket before he could cash it in. She ran her fingertips over her bare mound, circling her tiny entrance.

“But that doesn’t mean you can’t lick it. Gentle activity is fine, and I’m somewhat of an aficionado of oral pleasure, in both the giving and receiving.” Her dark eyes twinkled. “That means I give incredible blow jobs.”

Nick immediately imagined sliding his cock into her pretty mouth and feeling her full lips pleasuring him. She sat up and leaned closer to whisper in his ear. Her hot breath on his neck excited him again, reminding him unpleasantly of the cage.

“I’m totally hands free, because hands are cheating,” she purred. “If a girl can’t make a guy cum with only her mouth, she hasn’t learned to suck a cock right. I actually insist that a guy ties my hands behind my back and then ties them to my ankles. That way, I have no choice but to kneel between his legs and make him cum with only my mouth. I bet you’d enjoy that, wouldn’t you?”

He nodded, hoping they could salvage any sexual activity from this disaster.

“Then let’s play a game,” she said, climbing off the bed to go to her suitcase.

She opened it and held up two ping-pong balls. One was pink, the other blue. Then she held up a small cloth bag.

“We’re here for three nights, so we’ll let chance decide who gets pleasured each night. There are three pink balls and three blue balls in this bag. You’ll draw one each night. Pink for girls, obviously, and blue for boys. If you draw a pink ball, you pleasure me. And if you draw a blue ball, I’ll give you a blow job that’ll blow your mind and your balls. But I’ll need to wear my chastity belt to keep my pussy safe. That way, you won’t get tempted to give me a rough pounding while I’m tied up and helpless.”

Nick considered the proposition for a moment. While giving her oral pleasure was also a great consolation prize, it would be rather unpleasant while wearing a chastity cage. The odds were pretty good he would draw at least one blue ball, but it was also possible to draw all three and get his cock sucked for three nights in a row. And that would bring his lifetime tally of blow jobs to three, which sounded wonderful.

“Let’s play!” he said, fiddling with his caged cock. “But can you take this off? I promise I’ll wear it if I draw a pink ball tonight.”

She shook her head. “It’s not safe, Nick. Now you’ve seen my pussy, you’ll want to ravish me whenever you can, and I can’t have any vigorous activity down there. It has to stay on until I’m safely locked up in my chastity belt.”

He could tell she wouldn’t budge on the point. It was only for three days. He was sure he could survive in the cage for that long, and it would be worth it each time he drew a blue ball. They dressed again and returned to the seminar.

He enjoyed the seminar much more now he could hang out with Sophie. Although she seemed determined to torment him about wearing a cage. She groped his butt and fondled his cage whenever she could, and always with a naughty smile or a breathy giggle. Then his cock swelled and the cage reminded him of its purpose.

They had dinner and drinks together and finally ended up back at her room for the first round of the game. She held the bag above his head to prevent any peeking as he drew the first ball. He wondered if the coloured balls felt subtly different, but couldn’t tell as he fished around to make his selection. He finally picked one and held it up.

“Pink! Ladies first,” she said, putting the bag aside to clap her hands with glee.

She undressed him like she couldn’t wait to get started. Then she lay on the bed, unbuttoned her blouse to bare her heavenly breasts and hiked up her skirt.

“There… all woman up top… underage virgin down below… get busy, Tiger!”

Nick tried not to look at her breasts heaving in excitement as it immediately fattened his cock, which became sore as it strained against the cage.

“Be gentle,” she said. “Lick me like an ice cream cone.”

He climbed onto the bed and hurriedly got to work, hoping to make her cum quickly, so his cock would calm down. She pulled him away by the hair.

“And slowly,” she said. “Make me ache for my orgasm.”

The only thing aching was his cock, so he drew a breath and tried to think about something else. It was too difficult as the perfume of her sex filled his nose. She smelled like delicious, ripe apricots. He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to shut out the sight of her perfectly trimmed lips and tiny entrance. But his mouth betrayed his cock as he kissed her mound and circled her slit to tease the soft flesh surrounding it.

“Look at me as you lick me,” she said, grabbing him by the hair again. “I want to see how much you enjoy it, because I know it’s sweet and delicious.”

He forced himself to look up as he tasted her, swiping his tongue through the small cleft. She tasted like butterscotch and cream, and he eagerly went back for more. Now he could penetrate her with his tongue, he realised she hadn’t exaggerated when she had described how tight it was now. The tiny hole resisted him pushing his tongue into her. He wondered if he could even fit his cock inside her, not that he would get the chance.

As he kissed and licked and lost himself in the bliss of pleasuring her pussy, he surrendered his resistance to the cage. Licking and tasting her sweet love juices was more pleasurable than the pain of his swollen cock. And when she started to sigh, whimper and moan, it delighted his ears, adding to the feast of sensations.

Finally, after an eternity of licking her juicy honey hole, she panted and squealed with the onset of her orgasm. He increased his speed, licking her as fast and deep as he could. She bucked her hips and shook as sweet creamy cum wept from her pussy. He devoured it like a starving man, relishing every drop.

“Oh, wow!” she sighed, as her orgasm subsided. “Not bad. Not bad at all!”

Nick sighed with relief. It had taken a lot of work to get her over the edge, and he now had a sore tongue to go with his punished cock. But the odds were now better than half-half that he would get his turn the following night.

Sophie had a dreamy look in her eyes. “Lie down. I want to taste myself on you.”

Once he was on the bed, she pushed him flat on his back and climbed on top to lick and kiss his face. She moaned again as she cleaned up her cum, as if it gave her as much pleasure as the act of producing it.

“Mm… oh, you lucky man, getting to taste all this delicious pussy cream.”

Then she snuggled in beside him, pressing her bare breasts against his chest. Nick tried to think about anything else, as it was making his cock hurt again. She saw it twitching in its cage and fondled him like she was trying to make him hard for a hand job. He tried to wriggle out of her grasp, but it only spurred her on, and she gripped his bulging balls.

“These feel full. I bet you’re looking forward to tomorrow’s draw already.”

“I’d better get back to my room,” he said.

She held him tight. “Stay. I like lots of cuddles after an orgasm. And we only have three nights together.”

Nick gritted his teeth. He had hoped to have a hot bath to soothe his aching cock, but he didn’t want to ruin his chances of an ongoing romance either. He rolled over, and she snuggled against him with her naughty fingers still toying his cage.

* * *

The next day, Nick found the seminar as disappointing as his first sexual encounter with Sophie, but he enjoyed spending the day with her. She was bubbly and fun, and he felt like a stud whenever he got a jealous look from another guy. It was a pity they lived in different cities. He wanted to continue this romance without wearing a cage and past the six week stand-down period for sex.

During the keynote speaker’s address, Sophie put her hand on his cock to give it a squeeze. “At least we’ve learned one new thing about safety,” she said, with a wink. “How’s the little guy doing? Still nice and safe in his cage?”

He nodded.

“I adore a man locked in a cage, knowing his cock is all mine to enjoy and that no other girl can have him.”

While he loved the idea that she wanted him that much, the cage made her compliment bittersweet. He prayed for deliverance from the torment of his constant lust for Sophie and the painful grip of the cage when he got an erection. Without the cage, he would relish every opportunity to kiss and touch her. But while it kept him safe from forcing himself upon her, she was the only one enjoying it.

When they got back to her room in the evening, he saw she had a coil of soft, silky bondage rope laid out on the bed. He remembered her description of how she liked to give a man a blow job and quivered in anticipation of the draw.

Sophie held up the bag again and wished him luck. Gritting his teeth, he drew a ball. It was pink.

“Oh, heavens! What luck!” she said. “Me again!”

Nick’s shoulders slumped. At least his odds were now three to one, and drawing a blue ball would make their last night together worthwhile. She stripped him naked again with the same enthusiasm as the night before. He didn’t reciprocate, knowing the sight of her body would make his cock hurt.

“We can’t let the rope go to waste,” she said. “I’ll tie you up and you can lick me the same way I like to suck cocks.”

She made him kneel beside the bed, tied his hands behind his back, and then secured them to his ankles. He couldn’t move an inch in the position and understood how exciting it would be to have free rein with her mouth. He could let her do all the work, or take control himself, grabbing her hair and forcing his cock down her throat. Only, this wasn’t the case, as she was in control and seemed hell bent on enjoying her power.

She removed her skirt, sat on the bed before him and grabbed him by the hair, arching his neck as she guided his mouth to her pussy. She was rough about it and used his mouth as if she had a cock and wanted to punish his throat. While he enjoyed the sweet scent and delicious flavour of her sex again, the position was uncomfortable. Soon, she added new torment to his already sore cock and tongue.

He did his best to please her, licking and kissing her honeyed hole in his desperation to make her cum as soon as he could. But like the previous night, she had a craving for as much as she could get, enjoying one orgasm after another until she reached an explosive release. He tasted her rich cream with relief and cleaned her thoroughly. After, she untied him so she could enjoy a postcoital snuggle while she toyed with his caged cock.

“Only one day to go,” she whispered in his ear. “Don’t you wish we could play this game forever?”

At the rate they were going, Nick wasn’t so sure. He fell asleep to his new mantra… seventy-five percent, odds of three to one.

* * *

The last day of the seminar was all hands-on training. Nick and Sophie attended different courses, so he didn’t see her all day, but she was always in his thoughts. She would have to wear a chastity belt when he drew his blue ball in the evening, as she had been right about his lack of self-control. After two full days in chastity, he was so damned horny, he couldn’t resist pounding his cock into her perfectly enhanced pussy. He imagined he would need half a tube of lube just to get it inside. And being so tight, the heat and the grip would feel maddeningly pleasurable. He winced as he felt the opposite grip on his cock from the cage and pushed his lustful thoughts aside. It wasn’t even safe to daydream.

He finally caught up with her again in the evening. She already had the bondage rope laid out on the bed and the bag of balls ready to make the last draw. With shaking hands, he reached inside, hoping a blue ball would stick to his fingers.

Seventy-five percent, odds of three to one.

He couldn’t look as he made his selection. Sophie drew a sharp breath. He opened one eye and saw his hopes dashed to pieces.

“Three in a row! What are the odds?!” she said.

“Five percent,” he said, having worked it out earlier in the day.

“Well, I should buy a lottery ticket. But I want to tie you up and enjoy getting my pussy pleasured first.”

She didn’t hesitate to get to work, tying his hands behind his back. Nick didn’t resist. He had agreed to the terms and had to go through with it.

“Sophie, my neck, tongue and cock are sore. I don’t think I can kneel again.”

“Oh, you poor dear,” she said, knotting the rope tight and pushing him onto the bed flat on his back. “Don’t worry, I’ll sit on your face instead.”

She removed her skirt and climbed onto the bed, straddling him at the shoulders to clamp her pussy to his mouth. As soon as he extended his tongue to lap up her irresistible sweet juices, she pressed down hard to force it deep inside her. Then she rode him like a bucking bronco, pumping her hips to grind her pussy onto his mouth. With his hands tied, and his cock trapped in its cage, he took no pleasure from it. He felt like her sex toy, an object she used to get herself off. Worse still, there were no opportunities for redemption before they parted ways.

“Suck harder!” she demanded, pinching his nostrils to prevent him from drawing breath.

He panicked and fought for air, but with her pussy clamped to his face, his desperate sucking only increased her pleasure. She whimpered and moaned, enjoying the increased intensity, and held his nostrils until he was close to passing out. Then she let him catch his breath for a moment, before pinching them shut again.

Nick lost track of time as she took him to the edge of unconsciousness again and again to maintain the intensity of his sucking. Finally, she reached her peak and lifted her pussy from his mouth, allowing him to breathe again.

“Yes, that’s it!” she said, rubbing her clitoris to trigger her release.

Exhausted from the torment, he could do nothing as she wept creamy cum over his face, everywhere but his mouth. One more taste of her angelic love juices would give him some consolation, but she denied him that as well. Then she bent down, and he felt the soft rasp of her tongue on his cheeks as she licked him clean, while she moaned with continued pleasure.

“Mm… so yummy,” she said, licking her lips. “You sure know how to please a girl.”

She untied him, and he rolled over for the last night of torture as she fiddled with his caged cock. At least he would be free of the damned thing in the morning.

* * *

Sophie insisted they take a romantic walk along the beach to the pier to say their farewells. Once they reached the end, where the ocean surrounded them on three sides, she kissed him as if she wanted to make his cock strain in his cage one last time.

Nick felt bothered about the vigorous activity of the previous evening. There had been nothing gentle about the way she had used his mouth. If anything, it had been harder and rougher than if she had ridden his cock. He broke free from her lips and looked her square in the eyes.

“You aren’t recovering from surgery, are you?” he said.

She pinched her lips into a guilty smile. “No. I had it done years ago.”

Nick realised how well she had played him. He knew the answer to his next question, but asked it anyway. “Were there any blue balls in the bag?”

She shook her head, still looking very pleased with herself. “The only blue balls are the ones dangling between your legs.”

“Do you even have a chastity belt in your suitcase?”

“I don’t even own one. I just adore locking up guys like you and getting my pussy licked. A man locked in a cage develops a powerful motivation to make a girl cum when he gives her oral sex. The longer it takes, the longer it hurts. That’s why desperate, frustrated and unlucky guys, just like you, always lick me the best.” She pulled the key from her pocket. “It’s a shame we couldn’t play my little game for a few more days, but I want you to have something to remember me by.”

She kissed him again, raised the key, and with a deft flick, sent it spinning through the air and into the ocean. Nick saw it glint in the morning sunlight before it disappeared forever. Staring dumbstruck at the rolling waves, he wondered how he would ever get the cage off his cock. As he turned back to look down the pier, he saw Sophie was well on her way. She turned back and blew him a kiss.

Nick let out a long sigh. At least he had learned one new thing from the seminar. With a sore tongue and neck, a locked up cock, and a pair of blue balls, Sophie was a serious safety hazard.


Stealing Candy

Logan’s first serious date with Candy was going exactly to plan. They had been on several casual dates leading up to dinner and drinks, mostly meeting for coffee at the university campus. This one would seal the deal. Logan was studying computer programming, and Candy was studying human anatomy and psychology. Logan knew if he could win her as his girlfriend, he would be the coolest nerd around.

Candy was smart and sexy, a strawberry blonde with the palest blue eyes and a penchant for pink. He had never seen her wear a different colour, and even now, on their dinner date, she had slipped her nubile figure into a form-fitting pink dress. To a casual observer, she looked like an innocent girly-girl, but Logan knew her secret, which was the key to winning her over.

After dinner, Logan ordered a cab to take her home. She lived in a tidy villa in the suburbs. After paying for dinner, it came as a surprise to find out she owned it. Perhaps she had wealthy parents and they had set her up. Perhaps it had something to do with her secret. Either way, smart, sexy and rich made her even more of a catch.

She let him kiss her on the doorstep. Her full lips even tasted like candy, and he enjoyed her desire to push her tongue into his mouth. The embrace was also exciting, making his cock swell. Taking her by the waist, he couldn’t wait to get her out of her dress to see her naked. If her pert breasts were as firm as they looked, he would enjoy feeling her hard nipples grazing his chest as he plundered her pussy.

She broke the kiss and looked at him with fluttering eyelashes. “Well, goodnight, Logan. I had a lovely time.”

“I’d like to come inside,” he said.

She looked into his eyes, searching deep beyond his irises. “You’d like to come inside? Are you sure?”

He nodded. “Yes… Mistress. I want you to lock me up in a cage.”

* * *

One week earlier

Logan sat with his new best friend, Tom, by the fountain at the centre of the atrium while they ate lunch. Logan had come to university from out of town, so Tom had taken him under his wing to show him around. Lunchtime at the atrium was the best place to watch people come and go from one class to another. Specifically, it was the best way to ogle girls as they went from one class to another. Life at university was a non-stop eye candy fest. There were so many pretty girls flaunting their young, tight bodies, it was impossible not to look.

When he saw a strawberry blonde cross through the atrium, he nearly choked on his sandwich. She was stunning from head to toe and dressed all in pink. Her tight cashmere sweater clung to her body like a second skin, and wearing a matching miniskirt, he could see the full length of her long slender legs. The sight of her gave him a tightness through his crotch as if he were about to cum. His mouth went dry, making it difficult to swallow his bite.

“Pink bombshell! Eleven o’clock,” he said, nudging Tom with his elbow. “Wow! What an absolute living doll!”

“That’s Candy,” said Tom, sounding unimpressed.

“You know her?” said Logan. “Dude, why haven’t you told me about her before?” He sucked a slow breath through his teeth. “I think I’m in love.”

“Then fall out of love,” said Tom. “She’s a no-go zone.”

Logan looked at him like he was stupid, blind and high. “A no-go zone?! Dude, do you need glasses?”

“No, I’ve been here longer than you. Candy is a self-styled mistress. You know, a domme. You see a pretty girl in a short pink skirt, but the guys around here know better. We call her the Pink Princess. She’s a heartbreaker.”

Tom went back to eating his sandwich, his mood becoming sullen. Logan admired the parting view of Candy’s bare legs and her heart-shaped bottom. He could only wonder about the tight treasure between her legs. Was she a natural strawberry blonde? Or did she shave it bare? If he could score a girl that sexy, it would be heaven to drive his cock into her tiny, hot honey hole.

“Stop staring,” said Tom. “You’re only making it worse for yourself.”

Logan couldn’t take his eyes away. He wanted to look at her forever. “What could possibly be wrong with that incredible ass and the girl that’s attached to it?”

Tom leaned over and shielded his mouth in a conspiratorial whisper. “She has a male chastity fetish.”

Logan frowned. “Are you serious?”

Tom nodded. “Deadly. She likes locking up cocks.”

Logan blinked, unsure if he had heard Tom right.

“She likes to dominate her boyfriends by keeping them in chastity. You’ve heard of chastity, right?”

Logan nodded. The internet exposed people to the delights of sex, dark and delicious or otherwise, but he had never given male chastity much thought. He knew the guy wore a cage, which prevented him from getting an erection, and when the girl wanted sex, she let him out. It was essentially an exercise in zero masturbation.

For a girl as hot as Candy, he could give up his right hand if he got to have sex with her. If anything, it would make sex better, as he would save up a big load for an even bigger orgasm. And if he really needed to jack off, he was quietly confident a cage wasn’t difficult to remove without the key.

He looked at Tom, feeling his confidence rise to the challenge. “Dude, she’s no domme. She’s all attitude. She just needs a guy who can tame her. And you’re about to see how easily I can steal Candy away from you all.”

* * *

The present

Candy peered at him for a long moment. “You… want… me to lock you up?”

He nodded. “I’ve wanted it for a long time, but not just with any girl. I want a girl who’s serious about chastity to lock me up, to make a commitment to life in a cage.”

After his conversation with Tom, Logan had researched chastity. He had also rehearsed this speech until he felt he could sound genuine as he delivered it. He had also researched how to get in and out of a chastity cage without the key. As she developed a new sparkle of appreciation in her ice-blue eyes, he knew he had her on the hook, not the other way around, as she no doubt thought.

“Then you’d better come in,” she said, unlocking her door.

Logan didn’t know what to expect inside the house of a young girl who aspired to be a mistress. It was tastefully decorated in pale pink and cream, and she didn’t lack for furnishings. He had to assume she had rich parents, as no girl her age could be so well off. If there was cold beer in the fridge, she was the perfect girlfriend aside from her chastity fetish, but that wouldn’t be a problem.

“Come through to the fitting room,” she said, like she was about to measure him for a suit.

He followed her into a room off the lounge. It looked like a home hair salon, with a reclining chair beside a vanity, and various cupboards along the walls. The only difference was the chair had belts for the wrists and ankles.

Candy had a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Strip off your clothes.”

Now it was happening, Logan had a pang of doubt. There was something about the way she looked at him that made him suspect she wasn’t such a girly-girl after all. But she didn’t have the typical characteristics of a mistress either, the hard edge and steely determination to subjugate her pets.

He undressed as ordered and nervously removed his briefs. During his research, he had read that mistresses of chastity liked their pets well-groomed, so he had taken care to trim his crotch.

She nodded in approval as she looked at his cock, which remained limp from nerves. “Sit. I appreciate your grooming, but I like my boyfriend clean-shaven and caged.”

He sat on the cold vinyl and shivered. She calmly strapped his wrists to the armrests with the belts, pulling them tight so he couldn’t move an inch. Then she secured his feet, completely immobilising him. His pulse raced with a mixture of fear and excitement. On the other side of this experience, he could brag his head off to his friends about how he was having sex with the hottest girl on campus.

Candy filled the sink with hot water, gathered her shaving gear and started by lathering him up. His heart skipped a beat when he saw she planned to use a cutthroat razor to shave him. He realised he was wide-eyed with fear as she readied it above his cock.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I won’t turn you into a eunuch. I can’t lock you up without your cock, and I love locking boys up. You won’t get a single nick.”

He thanked her and watched her work. She shaved him with effortless skill, scraping away all his hair and leaving him bare and smooth. But his fear of the razor removed all the excitement from the act, keeping him limp. In any other circumstances, a sensual shave from a hot girl in a tight dress would give him a terrific boner.

She cleaned him with a hot, wet towel and admired her work. He was grateful she was true to her word, as there wasn’t a single nick or cut on his bare skin. It felt very sensitive after the shave, and he expected that was its purpose as Candy opened a drawer full of chastity cages. She wanted him to feel the intensity of getting his cock locked up.

She selected one and held it up for him to see. Aside from having a pink enamel paint job, it differed from the others he had seen in his research. The barrel was solid with an overlapping coil of steel which tapered at the end to a small hole for him to pee. It also had a solid, built-in lock and a slot for a hex key.

“This is your cage,” she said. “But what’s going into it is now mine.”

She squeezed his balls through the ring, making him wince, as it was tight. Then she fed his cock into the barrel and clipped it to the ring. It was cold and hard, making him feel trapped, but he assured himself he could get it off. She fitted the key to the lock, then looked up at him, wanting him to see how much she enjoyed caging him. Her smile seemed cruel as she turned it.

Click.

The sound resounded in Logan’s ears as if it were a hundred times louder. The idea of chastity and the reality were entirely different, and he suddenly thought he had made a terrible decision. He calmed his breath, holding onto his confidence and reminding himself the cage was merely a toy to make her feel powerful.

“I love that sound,” she said. “There’s nothing sweeter than hearing the lock click into place. It makes me wet! But the special feature of your cage always puts me in the mood to cum!”

She took a hex key from the drawer and fitted it into the slot. As she turned it, the barrel tightened around his cock. She tightened it until it was a close fit, making him feel the steel on all sides.

“Does it need to be so tight?” he said.

She turned the key another half rotation. “If you ask me again, I’ll tighten it again.”

“Sorry,” he said.

She glowered at him and returned the hex key to the slot.

“Sorry, Mistress,” he said quickly, before she turned it.

“That’s better.” Her frown softened and once again she looked like an innocent girl in a pink dress. “You asked for this, Logan. I’ve fulfilled your wish.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Now… I’ll have a little shave too.”

He watched with a dry mouth as she removed her dress. Underneath, she wore a lacy pink bra and panty set. It pushed her pert breasts together in the most inviting way. He wished he could get his hands on them, but the belts were too tight. It wasn’t his only sense of restraint. As he looked longingly at her body, his cock tried to swell and it hurt.

She pulled up a chair and placed it opposite him. Then she removed her panties, sat down and spread her legs, supporting them on the armrests. Logan’s cock throbbed in its cage as he looked at her juicy slit. He couldn’t understand why she said she needed a shave. There wasn’t a hair on it, and it looked so damned inviting. She lathered herself with cream and scraped the cutthroat razor across her pussy.

She looked at him, enjoying his wide-eyed attention on her sex. “I had it all removed by laser,” she said. “I wanted it always perfectly smooth, totally exposed and completely available, except to boys with cocks locked in cages. But I still shave now and then, because I love the feeling of the blade against my skin.”

She shaved herself as expertly as she had shaved him, leaving the tight entrance to her butt until last. She scraped the blade across it several times as if daring herself to nick the skin. He realised he was straining against his bonds, trying to get free from the chair in his desperate desire to get to her pussy and ass. The cage became more painful by the second as she treated him to the most intimate display of grooming he had ever seen.

She cleaned herself off with a moist towel and folded the razor into the handle. Then she spread her pussy with one hand and inserted the razor with the other, pushing it deep inside herself. He swallowed hard as he watched her push it in and out, flirting with danger to increase her pleasure. Even though he had expected to get his cock locked in a cage, the evening’s events were taking a very different turn.

Her breathing became rapid as she whimpered and moaned with the onset of her orgasm. She worked the razor in and out of her pussy faster, and he saw her creamy love juices puddling on the chair. With each passing second, her pleasure grew more intense, mirroring the torment caused by the cage. It was a relief when she finally reached her peak.

She looked at him with a small smile at the corners of her lips. “Did you enjoy our first date?”

He clenched his teeth, knowing he was on dangerous ground. The hex key still sat on the bench beside his chair where she could tighten his cage if she didn’t approve of his response. He wished he had seen what she had done with the key, but getting it fitted had been more overwhelming than he had expected.

“It was incredible, Mistress.”

He tried to sound convincing, but couldn’t hear it in his voice. He hoped it was enough. She peered at him for a moment, then unbuckled the belts at his ankles and wrists.

“Good boy. Get dressed and go home. I’ll see you on campus tomorrow for a special surprise at the library. I’ll allow you to call me Candy in public, but never when we’re alone. Understood?”

He nodded and hurriedly pulled on his clothes. She kissed him in the doorway as if she were an ordinary girlfriend farewelling her boyfriend. The strawberry candy flavour of her lips lingered in his mouth as he walked home to his dorm, and the cage felt tight and heavy around his cock.

Once inside, he stripped off his pants and briefs and went to the bathroom, where he had prepared what he needed to remove the cage. The cage was tight, but iced water would make his cock and balls shrink. He sat on the edge of the toilet with the bowl of iced water and carefully dipped his caged cock into it. He winced at the sudden change in temperature, but kept it there for as long as he could tolerate the bitter cold.

The cage steamed up as soon as he withdrew the bowl, looking like some terrible device from a dark fantasy. He gave it a gentle tug, hoping it would pop free. His research had said the technique was ‘turtling,’ but the cage wouldn’t budge. And now it was ice cold, it felt frozen to his cock. He tried squirting lube into the pee hole and more at the base, but knew he couldn’t get any past the sleeve.

He remembered he had a set of hex keys in his computer repair toolkit. Sorting through the keys, he found one the right size and sighed with relief. Even if he couldn’t remove the cage, loosening it would come as welcome relief. Carefully fitting the key into the mechanism, he turned it anticlockwise. It didn’t budge. He applied more pressure without success. The mechanism went one way only: tighter.

Swearing under his breath, he gave up for the night and went to bed. As soon as he closed his eyes, the vision of Candy teasing herself to an orgasm with the cutthroat razor made his cock swell, renewing the torment. It was deep into the night before he finally fell asleep.

* * *

Logan met Candy at the main gate the following morning. She looked dangerously sexy in a pale pink summer dress dotted with yellow daisies. Before they could exchange more than a few words, she took his hand and led him toward the atrium. It was busy as students gathered for a morning coffee and to socialise. With no apparent purpose, she paraded him like a new pet, as if she wanted as many people as possible to see they were together. Logan felt the weight of so many pairs of eyes on him as she led him to an alcove beside the entrance to the library.

Once there, she pushed him up against the wall and started kissing him enthusiastically. Logan was dumbstruck from the overt public display of affection, but he didn’t resist now that she owned his cock. She pushed her tongue inside him, penetrating his mouth to own it too as she kissed him. It was very sensual, but did nothing but remind him how sore his cock was getting inside the cruel cage.

Glancing over her shoulder, he saw Tom watching them from across the atrium. As their eyes met, Tom turned away. From a distance, Logan couldn’t tell why. Perhaps Tom was jealous, or perhaps he was taking pity on him, knowing the price of Candy’s affections.

“People are watching us,” he said, when he could get a moment to draw breath.

“I know! Isn’t it wonderful!”

She took him by the neck and dominated his mouth like she wanted to drain his willpower to resist her. He got lightheaded from the lack of air, but she gave him no respite. After a few minutes of her determined attention, he wanted to roll into a ball and hide.

Candy had other ideas about what she wanted to do next. She took his hand again, led him into the library and up the stairs to the second floor study area. It was empty so early in the morning, and Candy led him to the corner, where there were large tinted windows overlooking the atrium.

She sat him on the edge of a desk and unzipped his pants. Logan opened his mouth to object, as they were visible to the students below, even if partially concealed by the tinted glass. But everyone knew about the girl in pink, and now they knew she had a new boyfriend. He closed his mouth, worried she had her hex key in her tiny purse.

He gritted his teeth as she freed his caged cock from his briefs and sank to her knees. As she leaned forward to take it into her mouth, he wished he was somewhere else. He felt the heat of her mouth through the metal, but nothing else. She put on a hell of a good show for the people watching below, making it look like she was giving him a hot, deep throating.

While she giggled and enjoyed herself, his cock developed a deeper, duller ache that didn’t feel like it would go away anytime soon. His dream of screwing the hottest girl on campus was becoming a nightmare. And somewhere below, watching Candy torment his cock, was Tom, who had warned him and told him to leave her alone. It was a brutal lesson in the danger of overconfidence.

Finally, Candy stopped, much to his relief. She looked up at him with her powder blue eyes with such a sense of longing, he wished his cock was out of its cage and inside her mouth.

“How’s your cage, Logan? Is it too tight?”

He swallowed and shook his head.

She opened the tiny purse on her arm and withdrew the hex key. “Not tight enough then.”

He couldn’t win no matter what he did, and could only watch as she inserted the key to give the mechanism another half turn. The cage squeezed his cock harder, making him regret every second it had been in her mouth. She returned the cage to his briefs, zipped up his pants and stood up.

“I’m off to class,” she said. “My place. Eight o’clock. Don’t be late.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

He glanced down at the atrium, where there seemed to be many more people than before. Although he couldn’t see their faces, he felt sure they had seen everything. He couldn’t go to class himself. His top priority was to get the accursed cage off his cock before she could tighten it again. The unrelenting grip of the steel felt like Chinese water torture, a constant reminder of its presence and his inability to escape it.

His only course of action was to seek expert help to escape the cage. And once he was free, he wouldn’t go anywhere near Candy ever again, even if it meant transferring to another university. Even though she was the most alluring girl he had ever met, she was equally dangerous.

There was an adult shop a few blocks from the campus. He had passed it many times, but had never gone inside. He hurried off with an aching cock to spur him on.

Entering the adult shop felt almost as dangerous as having Candy’s warm mouth sucking his cage. All the lingerie, toys and magazines promised longer, stronger and better orgasms. Everywhere he looked, he felt the grip of the cage growing more painful as his cock tried to swell.

There was an attractive, mature woman behind the counter. Her name badge identified her as Faye. She had raven hair, ruby lips and a full, heavy bust. In any other situation, he could imagine pressing her fabulous tits together to make a tight passage for his cock. Right now, he needed to pick her brain instead.

Faye flashed him a pearly smile. “How can I help, sweetie?”

“I… er… was wondering if you knew anything about removing chastity cages… without the key,” he said, pulling a sheepish smile. “Um… asking for a friend?”

She shook her head. “We charge fifty dollars to get them off.”

Logan winced. He had little money with his student allowance. Fifty bucks would hurt, but not as much as getting out of the cage. He opened his wallet and gave her the money. She folded it neatly and tucked it into her cleavage.

“Come out the back,” she said, locking the door and flipping the ‘back soon’ sign over.

He followed her out the back to a storeroom filled with shelves stacked with surplus stock. There was also a chair that wasn’t too dissimilar to Candy’s fitting chair, but without the restraints.

“Take your pants off and get comfortable,” she said, gathering some tools.

Logan did as she asked. She returned to the chair with a magnifying glass and leaned close to inspect his cock. Having her mouth so close to it reminded him painfully of the recent incident with Candy. She studied it for a few moments, put down the magnifying glass, reached into her bust and returned his fifty dollars.

“You’ve got your gherkin in quite a pickle,” she said. “That’s not coming off. It’s a custom-built Lock-It. I’ve never seen one quite like it. The pink enamel paint job is a nice touch.”

Logan shrugged.

“You’ve never heard of a Lock-It? You know, ‘For keeping precious memories safe’.”

Logan shook his head. “Should I have heard of them?”

“Sweetie, you’re wearing one, so yes. They’re the Rolex of chastity cages, precision engineered from tungsten steel. The keys get cut with a laser and magnetically coded, which makes the lock impossible to pick. Without the actual key, the only way you could get it off is with a diamond saw.”

“Then go ahead,” he said, offering her the money back.

She shook her head again. “I don’t own one. And even if I did, it would be a miracle if I didn’t turn you into a eunuch while trying. Either way, the heat from cutting through the steel would cook your noodle. The only way it comes off is with the key.”

He slid off the chair and pulled up his pants, feeling dejected. “What the hell am I going to do?”

Faye looked at him. “I don’t know. But here’s what you won’t do. Don’t ask her to take it off, no matter how desperate and frustrated you get. Never beg. Hold out until she’s ready to take it off.”

“And what do I do then?

“Run!”

* * *

Logan arrived at Candy’s house at the dot of eight o’clock. She had him ass over a barrel. He couldn’t ditch her and move on because only she could remove the cage. And while he remained in it, he had to obey her to the letter. She could torment him for days, weeks, months… perhaps years. And who knew what damage the cruel cage was doing while it slowly compressed his cock? He rued not listening to Tom. How could he have been so stupid?

As Candy answered the door, he knew why. She wore a pink babydoll nightdress which struck him dumb with lust, the same as the first day he had seen her walking through the atrium. She grabbed his arm, pulled him inside and pushed him up against the door to kiss him forcefully. As she pushed her tongue into his mouth, his cock felt like the cage was turning it into jelly.

“Well, hello, lover boy,” she said, pausing for breath. “Are you ready for some fun?”

He tried to look enthusiastic as he nodded. Candy didn’t seem bothered by his response, seeming to enjoy how miserable she had made him.

“Time to visit my bedroom,” she said, taking his hand and leading him upstairs.

Her bedroom was like the rest of the house, decorated in pale pink, with cute dolls and soft toys everywhere. He felt like he was in a young girl’s bedroom, except for the four-poster king-size bed with a lace canopy.

Candy didn’t waste any time getting him out of his clothes. Then she kissed him again while she toyed with his cage. He desperately wanted to reciprocate, but touching her body would drive him over the brink to madness. She giggled softly between kisses, clearly enjoying how quickly and completely she had frustrated him with the cage.

Then she handcuffed him to a bedpost, lay on the bed and spread her legs. He could have turned his head, but her perfect bare pussy was irresistible. He watched in misery as she pushed the handle of her hairbrush into her tight entrance. It seemed to resist, as if the handle was too big to fit inside her.

“So tight in there,” she moaned, forcing it all the way in. “Watch carefully, Logan. I’ll show you how I want you to do me when I remove your cage.”

Logan’s misery evaporated and his chest swelled with hope. When? The answer to that question was all he needed to hear, as it meant she planned to let him out of the cage sometime. Then he remembered what Faye had told him earlier in the day. Don’t ask. Never beg. Those instructions had felt impossible, but now he felt like he could break through the torment if there was hope for redemption.

He studied her as she pleasured herself with her hairbrush, working it in and out of her pussy, building momentum as her orgasm mounted. She twisted it as she penetrated herself, adding more friction to each thrust. Logan’s cock throbbed like an old wound, but he made himself watch every moment. As she neared her orgasm, she turned over and raised her gorgeous round butt in the air. She jammed the handle into her sex as hard as she could while she whimpered and moaned. Finally, on the brink of her orgasm, she pulled it free and spanked herself with the flat of the hairbrush to make herself cum.

“Yes! This is what I want! I want you to pound me and spank me like the bad girl that I am!”

Logan’s eyes went as dry as his mouth as he watched her redden her butt while creamy love juices wept from her pussy. Once she had removed the cage, how could he run if he could hammer her with his cock, then spank her perfect peaches red? The thought of it made his mind wander to a daydream of desire.

As he returned to the moment, he saw Candy fitting the hex key into his cage.

“How’s your cage, Logan? Too tight?”

He gritted his teeth. “No, Mistress.”

She twisted the key and the cage gripped his cock so hard, he could feel his pulse through his crotch. His desire to beg her to take it off caught in his throat. He had to hold on to ‘when’ and the hope he could last long enough not to lose his mind along with his manhood.

* * *

The teasing and tormenting became a nightly ritual. Candy didn’t appear to own a single sex toy, but she made good use of anything she had lying around the house. She had a particular liking for objects a girl should never push into her pussy. And it was her extreme kinkiness that drove him wild with lust, while he couldn’t do anything about it.

Every night, she did something different in various rooms of the house. Each time, she restrained Logan where she could force him to watch. In her hobby room, she used her sewing scissors as a dildo, wincing each time she pushed the point of the blades into her cervix. She craved pain to give her pleasure, as if testing Logan to find out if he could find joy from his torment. It was a miracle her creamy cum didn’t ooze from her pussy with a pink taint.

Another night, she tied him to a kitchen chair and sat on the table before him, teasing herself with the handle of a wooden spoon. As her orgasm approached, she paddled her clitoris with the back of the spoon until it was pink and matched her nightdress.

In the lounge, she took two white candles, lit one and used the other to pleasure herself, while she caked her pussy with hot wax. She made a perfect shell over her smooth mound, whimpering each time the wax singed her skin.

Logan’s agony became more intense with each night that passed, and he found it harder not to beg her to remove the cage. And every night she asked him if it was too tight. There was no right answer. If he said it was, she tightened it more. If he said it wasn’t, she did the same. But she always tormented him with the promise she would take it off so they could have sex.

As Logan arrived at Candy’s house, he had resigned himself to the idea she would keep him locked up forever. After so much tightening, his cock was completely numb. The only way he knew it was still there was because he had to strain to pee. His stream now came out like shots from a water pistol.

Candy took him up to the bedroom and stripped him naked. He wondered what she had planned for them tonight, and if he could save himself from begging. She tied his hands behind his back and his ankles together, then pushed him flat on his back on the bed. As he regained his senses, he saw a tiny metal object flash in her hand.

“Congratulations, Logan. Tonight, the cage comes off for sex.”

He gasped, struggling to believe he had heard her right. He babbled words of thanks as she fitted the key to the lock.

Click.

As daunting as the sound had been when she had first locked him up, it was now music to his ears. She loosened the barrel, detached it from the ring and pulled it free. His cock looked like a limp noodle with two overfilled balls dangling beneath, but life had never felt so good.

Candy climbed on top of him and lifted her nightdress. His eyes fell on the object of his desire, her smooth, tight pussy hungry for attention. But now his cock was free to develop an erection, it remained limp. He willed it to get hard, but it only twitched uselessly. Candy plucked it between her thumb and forefinger and gave him a gentle stroke. He felt the pressure of her touch, but nothing else, and certainly no pleasure.

She met his eyes and gave him a cruel smile. “Oh dear, it looks like I’ve broken it. What a naughty girl!”

It didn’t stop her from lowering her pussy onto his cock and grinding on him. The fact he couldn’t get hard didn’t bother her. If anything, it seemed to increase her arousal.

“My god, your balls are hard!” she said, already moaning. “So desperate to cum, but you can’t because I’ve broken your cock.”

She enjoyed introducing him to a new kind of torment, the intense need to cum with an impotent cock. It was numb, but he felt her heat and the wetness of her sex as she rubbed herself on his crotch.

“The boy who told you I was a heartbreaker was too afraid to admit I’m actually a cock breaker. He probably warned you to stay away from me and why, but that always makes a boy want me more. And on the first date, you all come inside and tell me you’ll wear a cage for me. It’s like stealing candy from a baby.”

Logan remembered what Faye had told him to do when Candy finally removed the cage. But even if he could get her off him, he wasn’t going anywhere in bondage. He had no choice but to endure this new level of humiliation.

“That’s right, Logan, I’ve got them all locked up so tight they can’t get erections anymore. Just like you. And now I’ve broken your cock, we can break up. It’s time for me to find a new boyfriend and lock him up… just like you.”

But it wasn’t over between them yet. Candy still wanted her orgasm and rubbed herself harder on his useless cock to tease her clitoris. She looked beautiful and terrible, a strawberry blond she-devil dressed in pink. And when she hit her peak and painted him with her cream, it hurt to know he would never be with her again in such an intimate way. As much as he wanted to run, she had enslaved him to her wickedness.

She climbed off him, collected his cage and fitted it to his cock. After locking him up again, she flushed the key down the toilet.

She giggled, but there was nothing cute about it. “Let’s tighten it up all the way.”

It was pointless trying to resist, even if he had the will to do so. He looked at her with longing as she turned the hex key until it wouldn’t turn anymore.

Her icy blue eyes flashed with mischief. “The longer your cock stays in there, the longer it’ll remain useless. And if you leave it too long, the effect becomes permanent. But, I’m not a cruel girl. Send me one hundred thousand dollars as tribute, and I’ll give you the only spare key.”

Logan begged to differ about her cruelty, but at least she had given him hope with the news there was another key. It was a lot of money, especially for a student who was already piling up debts. And it explained why Candy was so wealthy at such a young age. She had men locked up everywhere, sending her money to buy their freedom.

She untied him and let him get dressed. Then she gave him an envelope with instructions about how to make his payments.

“Don’t try anything foolish, Logan,” she said. “I keep the only spare key in a safe deposit box at the bank. If anything happens to me, that cage stays locked to your cock forever.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

“And I know one hundred thousand dollars is a lot of money for a student to find, so I’ll deduct one thousand for every boy you refer to me. You know, tell them I’m a heartbreaker and about my fetish for chastity. That’ll get them on the hook.”

His breath caught in his throat as he realised what had happened. Candy had left nothing to chance. She had orchestrated everything. From the blow job in the library to make more boys wild with lust to date her, to the way she used her slaves to help her recruit more, it was all for her benefit.

Her eyes sparkled with glee as she saw him understand. “That’s right. Tom just reduced his tribute by a grand,” she said.

In any other circumstances, Logan would feel tempted to break Tom’s nose, but right now, he needed all the friends he could get. He especially needed new friends, the type of guys who didn’t have cages, who felt overconfident about their chances of getting a date with the Pink Princess.


Code of Conduct

Ben crossed the marble tiled foyer of the Central City Business Centre and sucked in a deep breath to calm himself. He couldn’t wipe the grin from his face. It was a great day to be alive, as he was starting a new job with higher pay. But even better, his new position was at Glitz, a PR and media company that produced glamour content with some of the country’s hottest models. While he was only an accounts clerk, he would get to see superstars like Amanda Bell, Gigi Fox and Princess Peggy. His cock throbbed in anticipation of getting some of the best action with his right hand in ages.

Ellie, the HR manager who had interviewed him for the position, was also a knockout. She had raven black hair, catlike amber eyes and a pair of amazing tits that couldn’t be God-given. But he didn’t care how she had got them, just as long as he could see them every day, along with all the other sexy girls. And there were plenty of them at Glitz.

As a regular consumer of glamour material, he knew it had one purpose: to make men cum. And now he would be in the thick of the action every day, surrounded by stunning women who oozed sex appeal. It was a dream come true.

He reached the elevators with a swagger in his step and thumbed the button to take him to false eyelashes, big boobs and lingerie heaven. His heart raced with excitement as the doors closed and the elevator surged into life.

Seconds later, it deposited him onto the thirteenth floor. He took a moment to draw a deep breath. No regular office smelled as good as Glitz. It was like standing in a field of flowers with a subtle hint of feminine musk, the scent of women ready for sex.

The most striking feature of the office space was the walls, which were all floor to ceiling glass. He felt like he was in an aquarium filled with beautiful women instead of fish. The studio was the only room with wooden walls, hiding it away from prying eyes.

Ellie waited at reception to meet him. Ben didn’t know where to look. She wore a pinstripe navy skirt suit with a cream camisole under the jacket, which gave him a delightful view of her deep cleavage. If that wasn’t enough, the blonde receptionist, Amy, wore a blouse that looked two sizes too small for her impressive bust. He felt like he had walked in on the beginning to a perfect all girl sex scene. His cock throbbed in anticipation of a quick trip to the men’s room to knock out the happiest load of his life.

Ellie made the introductions and suggested they begin with a tour. She led him around to meet the team. Ben felt like he was passing a parade of gorgeous girls with long legs, rounded rumps and breathtaking breasts. And every girl was flaunting her looks for everything she had to give. They each gave him a knowing smile as they made eye contact. Ben didn’t know how to interpret their expressions, but he hoped it was the beginning of many very enjoyable workplace relations.

In contrast, the few men in the office were a sad looking bunch. They greeted him with limp handshakes and piteous expressions. Ben wondered what was wrong with them. Even chained to a desk and removed from the action, he was looking forward to spending eight hours a day with a chubby in his pants.

Ellie concluded the tour by showing Ben to his office, which had a clear view of the studio entrance. He gave thanks to the god of unlucky men as he pictured the stream of famous models coming and going from the studio each week. Ellie sat at his desk and showed him around the computer system. Ben tried to pay attention, but it was difficult when he could see down her top. The induction alone was making him desperate to get to the men’s room to relieve the tension between his legs.

Finally, she took him to her office at the far corner of the floor. He noticed another room with panelled walls leading from it, like the studio, and wondered why Human Resources needed a private room.

“How was your induction?” she said. “Any questions?”

Ben had dozens, but felt certain she wouldn’t answer them. They concerned bra sizes, asking for phone numbers and if he could get some tips about scoring a date as soon as possible. He shook his head instead.

She led him to the entrance to the private room. “Right then, let’s get you fitted into your chastity cage.”

Ben recoiled. “My what?”

He measured her expression. There was no mirth in her gaze. “Your chastity cage. You read your contract before you signed it, didn’t you?”

“Um… yes.”

Ben hadn’t read the fine print. As far as he knew, it was the same as any other employment contract. And after getting the news he had landed the job at Glitz, he had needed to jerk off as soon as he could.

“I thought it was optional,” he said, trying to sound like he was familiar with this new and unpleasant turn of events. A chastity cage! The thought of getting his cock locked up definitely took the shine off his dream job.

Ellie scowled, which made her look even prettier. “We have a strict code of conduct about employee relations. Clause 13 of your contract says that all male employees must wear a chastity cage during their hours of work.”

“Can’t you make an exception?” he said, feeling his need to jerk off becoming urgent.

“We sell the promise of sex with glamorous women to millions of men, Ben. One sexual harassment suit would cost us much more than the payout. It would damage our reputation, which is currently flawless. That’s how we can attract models like Amanda Bell to work with us. All our girls, both clients and staff, need the absolute assurance they won’t get any unwanted sexual advances. So, all male employees must wear chastity cages as a deterrent.”

Ben thought it over for a moment. Perhaps it wouldn’t be as bad as he thought. If he only had to wear the cage at work, he could still knock out a few loads when he got home. And each day, he would get plenty of inspiration for his nocturnal relief. At least it explained why the other men looked so glum. It would feel rough wearing a cage while surrounded by endless temptation, but he had little choice if he wanted to keep his job. He made a note to read clause 13 of his contract when he got home. After he had jacked out a big load, of course.

He took a deep breath. “Okay, let’s do it.”

She shook her head in a matronly manner as she opened the door to what was evidently the fitting room. “Good behaviour is essential,” she said. “Speak to our girls with respect, so they don’t consider anything you say to be sexual innuendo. I’ll forgive you for ‘let’s do it’ just this once.”

He winced, realising he had already put his foot in it and followed her inside. The small room had a dentist’s chair and rows of chastity devices sorted on racks across the wall. Ben frowned as he looked at them, as the labels at either end of the racks read ‘average’ and ‘small.’ He wasn’t sure about the prowess of his cock compared to other men, but it was strange there wasn’t a ‘large’ option.

“Remove your pants and lie down,” she said, collecting a measuring tape.

He did so. His nerves proved beneficial, as he didn’t get an erection as she approached to measure his cock. He watched her closely as she placed the measuring tape along the length. She had a blank expression, seeming indifferent about the task. He supposed she did this for every male employee and it was just another chore in her busy day. But he couldn’t help but feel the need for some approval or admiration. She was very beautiful, and a compliment from her would make him feel like a stud. She maintained the same indifference as she collected a cage from the ‘small’ end of the rack.

“This is a Lock-It Confiner,” she said, holding it up for him to see. “They’re the best chastity devices available. We take our code of conduct seriously. Don’t try to remove the cage. You’ll do yourself a very unpleasant injury if you try.”

He swallowed hard and nodded. With practised ease, she fitted the ring and attached the cage. The cold metal sleeve wasn’t roomy, but he didn’t feel any pressure or discomfort. Then she fitted the key to the lock and the reality of the situation hit him hard. Although no louder than a pin dropping, the click of the lock resounded in his ears.

“You can put on your pants and return to work,” she said. “See me at the end of the day to get the cage removed.”

As he stood up, he felt the weight of the cage pulling at his cock and balls. It was an intimidating sensation, and he wondered if he would ever become accustomed to it. He certainly didn’t know how a man could survive in one for more than eight hours a day. In only a few moments, he already felt the torment of knowing he couldn’t get hard or jerk himself off.

He pulled on his pants and tried to look at the bright side. At least he couldn’t embarrass himself if he got an unwanted erection at the wrong time in the wrong company.

Resigning himself to do a good job on his first day to impress Ellie, he returned to his office and got stuck into his work. There was a big pile of invoices to process, so he put his head down and tried to ignore the grip of the cage.

Time sped by as he familiarised himself with the systems and processes. Feeling pleased with himself for overcoming the discomfort of the cage, he decided to take a break. As he stood up, he immediately sat down hard again. Outside his office, preparing to enter the studio, was Amanda Bell with her makeup artist, who was busy checking her over.

Ben blinked rapidly, unable to believe his eyes. Amanda Bell was one of the most famous glamour models in the world, and definitely among the hottest. She looked stunning in all her glamour shoots and commercials, but they didn’t do justice to seeing her in the flesh. And given she currently wore little more than a short, white satin robe, Ben could see a generous amount of that flesh.

Her hair was like spun onyx and her large jade-green eyes flashed like jewels. His mouth went dry as he looked at the curves that gave millions of men wet dreams. He realised it was hanging open, so he closed it and swallowed. And then, as soon as she had appeared, she vanished into the studio. In the wake of his dumbstruck joy, he felt the painful grip of the cage. His poor cock was trying to swell and feel happy.

He looked longingly at the studio door, wishing he could go inside without the cage to watch her perform. If the rumours were true, seeing her smile up close and in person could make a man cum in his pants. It would be worth it to find out.

There was a light knock at his door, and he snapped out of his daydream. It was Amy from reception looking like the buttons on her blouse would fly off if she took too deep a breath.

“I need some files from the cabinet,” she said, stepping into his office.

He tried to look indifferent, but all the excitement over seeing Amanda Bell had his pulse racing and his cock desperate to escape the cage. Amy’s presence didn’t help. She wasn’t in Amanda Bell’s league, but she was still way out of his league.

He told her to help herself and tried to focus on his work. Amy went to the bank of filing cabinets opposite his desk and bent over to reach the bottom drawer. Where most people would squat, she simply folded at the waist. As she wore a miniskirt, the pose gave Ben a full view of her long legs, the two perfect peaches of her butt, and the slip of white silk at the cleft. It had a small crease in the middle as it clung to her pussy. As his cock strained to get hard, he let out a small squeak from the pain.

She stood up and spun about. “Are you okay?”

He pressed his lips together and nodded. The cage was as bad as getting a knee to the balls, only the sustained pressure made the pain last longer. She shook her head and returned to searching through the drawer, renewing the torment of the cage gripping his cock. Clenching his fists, he tried to ride it out, but he couldn’t take his eyes from her lovely round cheeks or the tantalising slip of her panties. As the pain got worse, he let out a louder squeal.

She spun about again and glared at him. “Were you looking at my butt?”

He blinked away his tears and shook his head, knowing the gesture was just as bad as a lie.

She planted her hands on her curvy hips. “Why not? Are you saying I haven’t got what it takes to be a glamour girl?”

He carefully thought through his answer and tried to compose himself. “I’m not the right person to ask,” he said. It seemed sufficiently non-sexual to him.

“Men!” she said, snatching a file and marching from his office.

Ben blew out a slow breath and hoped the pain between his legs would ease soon. He made a mental note to knock out a couple of loads each morning to lower his libido so he could get through the day. And he hoped the pressure of the cage wouldn’t make his cock too sore to get some relief when he finally got home. He got back to work and tried to forget about the feminine eye candy surrounding him on all sides.

The rest of the day passed without incident, as Ben refused to look anywhere other than his computer screen. Feeling pleased with himself for making it through the first gruelling day, he packed up his things and went to Ellie’s office.

She beckoned him in and invited him to sit. “So, Ben, how was your first day?” she said.

He couldn’t read her tone or mood. It was friendly enough, but held a hint of disapproval.

“Um… it was great!” he said, thinking he should sound thrilled. He certainly felt thrilled about the idea of getting out of the cage.

“You’ve done a good job processing the accounts,” she said, with a pregnant pause that could only lead to a ‘but.’

He winced inside, waiting for her to continue.

“But… I’ve had two complaints of sexual harassment,” said Ellie, with a pout that was dangerously appealing to his already smarting cock.

“Complaints? Two of them? But I didn’t do anything!” he said.

Ellie looked down her button nose at him. “Amanda Bell said she felt you ‘looking at her.’ She didn’t like it.”

She had ‘felt’ him looking at her? He threw his hands in the air. They hadn’t even made eye contact. “What am I supposed to do? The office walls are glass. I looked up and there she was, right outside my office!”

Ellie shook her head. “It was the way you looked at her, Ben. This is a sensitive matter for the company, especially as Amanda Bell doesn’t agree with our policy about men wearing chastity devices.”

Ben wanted to applaud, but restrained himself. “Finally, someone who sees sense!”

“She thinks they’re way too lenient. She said she would have your balls for looking at her that way.”

Ben’s brief moment of elation evaporated. He laughed nervously. Surely Amanda Bell didn’t mean it literally. But ‘lenient’ and ‘chastity devices’ used in consecutive sentences suggested otherwise.

Ellie drew a deep breath, making her marvellous melons strain against her blouse. It had the unfortunate effect of making Ben’s cock strain inside his cage. “And there’s also the matter of your conversation with Amy from reception. She said you made a comment about her being unattractive, immediately after ‘looking at’ Amanda Bell.”

“I said nothing of the sort!” he said, now feeling like he was on trial.

“She asked if you thought she could be a model, and you rebuffed the question.”

“But—but I was only thinking about the company’s harassment policy.”

Ellie sighed. “Obviously, you aren’t aware of a woman’s needs or how to deal with them. She wanted a compliment, Ben. She invited you to give her one and you refused. That’s as good as an insult.” She fixed him with a stern gaze. “So, I’m leaving you in your cage overnight as a disciplinary measure. And before you complain, go home and read all the subsections of Clause 13 in your employment contract. I can leave you in your cage all week if necessary.”

He nodded, feeling dejected as she ended his chances of having a long, happy jerking off session when he got home.

“Other than that, keep up the good work,” she said.

* * *

Ben went to work with none of the enthusiasm he had felt the previous day. After a restless night haunted by visions of Amanda Bell and Amy’s bare butt, his cock had a dull, throbbing ache. He resolved himself to work hard, keep his mind off the girls, and get himself out of the cage as soon as he could.

He passed Amy at reception, and their eyes met. He wondered if he should pay her a compliment, as she looked lovely enough to be a glamour girl with her tight blouse and bedroom eyes.

“Morning, Amy,” he said, trying to sound jovial. “You look lovely today.”

She gave him a disapproving grunt in reply, so he moved on before he made matters worse.

The day passed without incident until he took his morning break. Two girls from administration were chatting beside the water cooler, blocking access to it. One was a stunning brunette and the other a fiery redhead. Both took their office attire right to the edge in showing off their mouth-watering curves.

“Excuse me,” he said, cautiously approaching the water cooler.

They rolled their eyes at him, stepped aside and resumed their busy chattering. As he bent over and filled his glass, he felt a hand between his legs, quickly groping his cage. He flinched and stood up straight, spilling water down his front, making it look like he had wet his pants.

Glancing over his shoulder, the two girls were still chattering as if nothing had happened. There was nobody else in the staff room, and he immediately doubted himself that it had happened at all. He certainly didn’t want to say anything about it. If he challenged them, he would no doubt get another harassment complaint.

He bent over again to refill his glass, taking care to grip it tight. Again, he felt a hand between his legs, having a quick squeeze of his caged cock and balls. He didn’t react, stood up and walked from the room as if nothing had happened. As he passed through the door, he heard stifled giggles.

“It’s tiny!” said one girl.

At least it confirmed his suspicion that all the girls working at Glitz knew the men wore chastity cages. He stood tall, pushed aside the humiliation and returned to his office, determined not to become a sullen wreck like the other men. But he understood why they kept to themselves with the least amount of contact with anyone else.

Finally, he reached the end of the working day and went to Ellie’s office, hoping to get the cage removed for the night. She urged him to enter and asked him to take a seat, pursing her lips in disapproval.

“Your behaviour makes me think you enjoy wearing a cage,” she said.

“Is this about Amy? You told me to pay her a compliment, so I did.”

Ellie cocked her head. “I haven’t heard about this incident. Did she invite you to pay her one?”

Ben swallowed hard. “No.”

“Then that makes two more complaints of sexual harassment to add to your tally.”

Ben buried his face in his hands and wished he hadn’t opened his mouth. “What else have I done?”

“I’ve had a complaint from Gigi Fox.”

Ben stiffened from tension, and his cock stiffened as he heard her name. He adored Gigi Fox’s work and regularly jerked off to her content. She produced the most kinky lactation videos. They often had other girls tying her up or holding her down to milk her breasts and force her to have multiple orgasms. Ben usually lasted about two minutes, so each twenty-minute video was good value for money.

He wondered how he could have upset her though. She hadn’t been in the building since he had started and probably didn’t know he existed. And yet Ellie had said it was a harassment complaint.

Ellie drummed her long fingernails on her desk, making clicking sounds like the rasp of handcuffs closing around his wrists. “She took offence to the invoice you sent her yesterday. She said the line, ‘for services rendered,’ made her feel violated.”

Ben blinked, wondering if he had heard her right. “But they all say that,” he said. “It’s the default description.”

“I know,” said Ellie. “But it was the tone you used. Much too suggestive. Just because she works in the glamour business, you don’t have the right to treat her as a sex object. I don’t blame her for feeling this way.”

“Um… sorry?” he said, wondering what else to say.

“And if you continue to breach the code of conduct, you’ll force me to move you into a spiked cage. Then I’ll be sure you don’t enjoy having your cock locked up.”

He winced at the thought. Spiked cages were probably the cruellest thing a woman could do to a man short of removing his balls. His poor cock would feel the dull points with even the smallest swelling. He considered telling her he wasn’t enjoying his time in a cage, but it seemed pointless. From the ominous look in her amber eyes, he knew he was stuck in it for at least one more night.

* * *

As Ben’s third working day at Glitz began, he tried to remain optimistic about his new job. Regardless of the cage, he still worked in an exciting business and earned a good wage. He simply had to avoid all contact with the women in the office as much as he could, get back into Ellie’s good books and get out of the cage. But he realised in only two days, he had become like the other men, no matter how much he resisted it.

As he entered the office, he thought about how good he would feel when he received his first paycheck. It put a spring in his step. He didn’t want a single woman to know the cage was slowly breaking him. As he passed reception, he gave Amy a polite wave, but kept his mouth firmly shut.

Making himself comfortable at his desk, he screened out the rest of the world, determined not to put a single foot wrong. It worked well, and he soon lost himself in a sea of numbers that wouldn’t excite any man’s cock to swell at all. Women passed by his office, but he made himself ignore the seductive flesh on display. Every passing hour put him a step closer to freedom.

Eventually, he needed to take a bathroom break, so he scuttled out of the office without giving anyone the merest glance. It was a relief to escape the glass walls, where everyone could see everyone else.

As he stepped into the men’s room, a woman followed him inside. Her name was Nicole. She was a cute brunette with the bluest eyes and perky tits.

“What are you doing?” he said, unable to ignore her.

She pushed him against the door and pinned him in place with her hand pressed to his shoulder. “Don’t move or say a word, or I’ll scream and tell everyone you dragged me in here to molest me,” she said.

He swallowed and nodded. She unzipped his pants and pulled down his briefs to expose his caged cock.

“Lucky Ellie has plenty of tiny cages,” she said with a smirk. “Your pee-pee is so small, you could get an erection in a normal sized cage.”

With practised ease, she undid the top three buttons of her blouse, giving him a generous view of her cleavage. He could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra, as her hardened nipples made tiny peaks in the sheer fabric.

“Please let me go,” he said, feeling the dull ache spread through his crotch as his cock tried to stiffen.

“I thought you’d enjoy a nice hand job while you look at my tits,” she said, grabbing his cage and giving it a tug. “Every guy that works here thinks he’s got his dream job, and that’s why we give every guy who works here a broken cock. How’s it feeling? Nice and sore?”

His eyes watered from the pain and he nodded.

Nicole gave him a devilish smile. “I can’t wait until Ellie puts you in a spiked cage. Once she does, you’ll get treated to a hand job every day by a different girl, until the little guy is so sore you can’t get it up anymore.”

It felt that way already, but Ben knew he had no choice but to let Nicole torment him with her perfect boobs and mischievous hand.

She giggled as she jerked his cage. “She will put you one, Ben. Every guy gets locked in a spiked cage, even if they behave themselves. It’s only a matter of time.”

She let him go, pushed him aside and slipped out the door. He took a moment to catch his breath. Nicole had gone too far, and he couldn’t let her get away with it. The way these women were treating him made the Hollywood sex scandals look like a tea party at grandma’s house. Plucking up his courage, he went to find Ellie. It didn’t take him long, as she was in his office, perched on his desk with her lovely long legs crossed.

“Just the man I wanted to see,” she said.

“Ellie, I need to report an incident.”

She shook her head. “No time for that, Ben. Princess Peggy is waiting in the studio to shoot a new video. Her co-star missed his flight, so we’ll need you to fill in.”

He swallowed hard. Princess Peggy, despite being a gorgeous platinum blonde, made humiliation content. Her stage name referred to her favourite activity with men. He had watched a few and always felt sorry for the poor guy as he doled out money for the privilege of getting a sore butt. And Princess Peggy didn’t even remove any of her clothes.

“What’s it about?” he said.

“It’s called ‘Tiny Caged Pee-Pee’ and you’re perfect for the part. No acting ability required. Just let her do her thing. I’ve taken the liberty of getting your first fortnight’s pay in cash so you can pay her tribute.”

“My pay?”

“Yes, she likes to create authentic experiences. You lucky boy! Three days into your job and you’re already rubbing shoulders with the stars.”

Men paid Princess Peggy real money to get humiliated? And the guy was even flying in for it?

“I’ll pass,” he said. His cock was sore, he had a bruised ego and now Ellie wanted him to give up his pay? It wasn’t happening.

“You can’t,” said Ellie. “That’s what the, ‘And any other duties as required’ clause in your contract covers.” She held up a shiny new cage, the cruel model with interior spikes. “And if you still refuse, you’ll leave me no choice but to move you into The Punisher.”

Ben finally understood what it was like to be in a Catch-22 situation. Only he couldn’t just leap out the window and run away. It was thirteen floors to the street below. But he had to take action. His dream job had quickly become a lip gloss nightmare.

“Then I quit,” he said.

Ellie didn’t look nearly as disappointed as he would have liked.

“Well, you’d better gather your things,” she said. “I’ll see you to the door.”

He grabbed his bag and marched out. As he walked out the door for the last time, he remembered he had forgotten one important detail.

“As I no longer work for Glitz, you can remove my cage,” he said, trying to sound assertive.

Ellie smiled sweetly. “We never ask our former male employees to return their cages. They’re… used. You can keep it.”

He planted his hand on his hips. “But I don’t want it.”

She sighed. “No man does. That’s why it’s so enjoyable to lock a man up.”

“Then how about giving me the key?” he said, feeling increasingly frustrated.

Ellie shook her head. “No can do, Ben. It’s company property and that would be theft. Thank you for all your work.”

She wiggled her fingers in a cute wave and closed the door in his face. Ben watched her go, admiring her long legs and rounded bottom swaying as she walked. Thankfully, his cock was too sore to get excited, as masturbation was off the menu for a very long time if he couldn’t find a way to remove the cage. As he considered his career prospects following his brief stint at Glitz, the idea of becoming a Buddhist monk and sitting alone on a mountain was looking pretty good.


Cherished

Daisy was catching up with Belinda, an old friend from high school. They hadn’t seen each other since Belinda had moved to another town, and Daisy was eager to finally meet Belinda’s new fiancé. In her messages, Belinda had said he was ‘the one.’ After a work trip away, Daisy was passing through their hometown and had made time to stop by and catch up on old times.

Belinda was doing well in her career and had bought a small, tidy villa in the suburbs. Daisy skipped up the steps to the front door feeling like a schoolgirl again. As Belinda opened the door, Daisy saw her old friend was anything but a schoolgirl now. The sultry brunette had blossomed into a curvaceous woman. But she also now had a powerful sexual magnetism. Daisy supposed it was the joy of being in love.

They hugged and dotted kisses on each other’s cheeks, and Belinda led her inside. Her fiancé, Sam, waited patiently in the lobby. He was a good-looking guy with a square jaw and gentle brown eyes, and shook her hand as if she were a princess. They went into the lounge where Belinda had prepared afternoon tea and caught up on life.

Sam was very attentive with Belinda, hanging on her every word and never speaking out of turn. While she casually stroked his inner thigh as if she wanted to unzip his fly, he sat with his hands at his sides. Her affectionate touching drew Daisy’s attention to Sam’s crotch, where she noticed a prominent, rounded bulge. As he got up to make more tea, she could tell he didn’t have an erection, which could only mean he was very well-endowed. She couldn’t pass up the subject and asked Belinda if he had a huge cock.

Belinda giggled. “No, not at all. It’s about average. The reason for the bulge is I’ve got him locked in a chastity cage.”

Daisy blinked, wondering if she had heard Belinda right. She had heard of chastity cages and knew some women liked their men locked up, but she had never given it much thought herself. Seeing a man in the flesh and knowing he was wearing a cage stirred her imagination. It excited her with forbidden desires, which until now, she didn’t know she possessed.

“You’ve locked up his cock?” she said.

Belinda gave her a satisfied smile. “After I discovered the joy of locking up cocks, whenever I got a new boyfriend, I measured his cock so I could get him fitted on our next date. You soon find out if they’re committed to you or not. I’ve kept Sam in chastity since our second date, and he loves it!”

Daisy hung on her every word. As she processed the idea, she felt her senses tingle with excitement. The thrill settled between her legs, giving her a longing ache deep in her love canal. But she wanted to know more. Men loved getting erections and having orgasms. How could Sam love chastity if Belinda had taken his freedom to cum away from him?

“Honey, I think men secretly love getting locked up. They complain about it because it’s a lifestyle change, but they soon discover the benefits. Every time I lock Sam up, he feels cherished and loved. He knows how jealous I am about not sharing his cock with anyone, including his right hand.” She giggled. “No more jerkin’ the gherkin for him anymore.”

Daisy swallowed hard, feeling her desire swell by the second. “Wow!”

Belinda nodded. “That’s right. I only let him out when I want sex. The best motto is: leave him caged longer if you want it stronger. I give him a few weeks in his cage and he becomes so horny he can go again and again. The last time I let him out, he had three orgasms without a break. He screws me so damned well, putting him in chastity was the best thing that ever happened to our sex life. I tell you, honey, my pussy is in heaven!”

They quickly changed the subject as Sam returned with a fresh pot of tea. Daisy’s cheeks grew hot as she glimpsed his crotch when his attention was elsewhere. She wanted to see it, the metal cage clamped to his manhood, preventing him from getting an erection. The thrill coursing through her body had put a familiar feminine musk in the air, so she adjusted her position so she didn’t leave a wet patch on their couch.

The rest of the conversation passed in a blur. She couldn’t stop thinking about Sam’s cage and how much she wanted to get one for her own boyfriend, Joe. Soon, it came time for her to go, and they said their fond farewells.

“My God, you’re lucky to have him!” she whispered in Belinda’s ear as they hugged.

With a brief wave, she skipped down the steps and into her car. She found the nearest adult store and drove there as fast as she could without breaking the speed limit. She was breathless with excitement as she went inside and headed straight for the shelves with the chastity devices on display.

The heat swelled between her legs as she looked at the huge range available. They came in all shapes and sizes, depending on the level of chastity a couple desired. The silicone sleeves were for casual restraint, giving a man a sense of restriction, but would still allow him to get hard without pain. She didn’t want that at all. As she imagined fitting a cage to Joe’s cock, she wanted him to feel its tight grip keeping him limp and completely preventing an erection.

Her eyes fell on a cage with a solid metal sleeve and a thick metal ring to hold it in place. It was a Lock-It Suppressor. Although it was very expensive, she knew it was perfect for his cock. The tagline on the box read: Kiss his erections goodbye.

She saw the burning lust in her emerald eyes reflected in the polished shaft of the cage. The thought of locking up Joe in this cage intensified the nagging ache deep in her pussy. They came in various sizes to accommodate a man’s length and girth. Joe was pure male eye candy, but his only unfortunate feature was his cock. It was much smaller than her previous boyfriends, but he made up for it with a magnificent body. She picked out a cage the next size down to make sure it was a snug fit.

A glamorous older woman with black hair and ruby lips approached and asked if she needed help.

“I’ll take this one,” said Daisy, hearing the husky desire in her own voice.

“A good choice,” said the woman, leading her to the counter. “Lock-It cages are worth the expense. They’re impossible to remove without the key. We recommend them for couples who take chastity seriously.” She eyed Daisy, clearly able to see the flush in her cheeks. “Is this a new experience for you?”

Daisy nodded, feeling too excited to speak.

“Are you sure you’ve got the right size? You should get him measured and fitted if he’s never worn a cage before. He shouldn’t feel any discomfort unless he tries to get an erection.”

Daisy nodded again. “Yes, it’s the correct size.” She couldn’t wait to show it to Joe, to see his reaction, and to lock up his cock like Sam.

“Well, it’s no wonder you want to put him in a cage,” said the woman. She wiggled her pinky at Daisy. “Sounds like he deserves to get locked up. I almost feel sorry for him. You’re a gorgeous girl, and he’s going to find out fast what it means to wear a cage if you tease him.”

After the woman’s comment about Joe’s size, Daisy had a brief pang of doubt. She had relied on guesswork to pick the size of the cage, because she knew Joe would never agree to come to a store for a fitting. The only way she could convince him to wear it was with the promise of sex. And that required using her feminine wiles to seduce him while they were alone. She pushed her doubt aside. The cage would be fine, and it was better if it was a little tight to guarantee it suppressed his cock.

The woman arched an immaculately groomed eyebrow. “A word of advice. If he has never worn one, he’ll ask you to remove it. He might last a few days, but you can expect him to ask you every day after that. Then he’ll beg. You need to keep your resolve, even if you want to have sex. It’s important to say no, so he learns he doesn’t get to choose when it comes off. That’s your decision. A chastity cage isn’t a toy. It’s a commitment.”

Daisy nodded and thanked her for the advice. She wanted the same mind blowing sex as Belinda and promised herself she would keep him locked up for at least a week, so he got used to the idea. Feeling more excited about their sex life than ever before, she got back into her car and set out on the long drive home.

* * *

Daisy was beside herself with forbidden desire before their next date. She had invited Joe over to her place and had dropped some unsubtle hints about how he would get lucky after being apart for the past week.

Her personal presentation was key to making sure he was in the right mood when she presented him with his new cage. She brushed her long black hair until it shone like polished onyx and applied mascara and eyeliner to make her green eyes sparkle like jewels. Then she put on more coats of pink lip gloss than any girl should before planning to kiss a guy.

Her wardrobe was equally important. She chose a figure-hugging green cashmere sweater and a matching tartan miniskirt. It was the right balance of cute and sexy. Then she slid on a pair of white satin panties with spaghetti hip straps. If he caught sight of the way they clung to her pussy, he would see the delicious cleft of her entrance in the fabric. The shopkeeper was right. She wanted to tease him and excite his cock, so he immediately felt the grip of the cage.

Finally, she put the gift-wrapped cage, a box of tissues and two glasses of iced water on the coffee table beside the couch. As the time for their date neared, she had doubts about whether she could convince him to wear it. She had convinced him to do other things she liked, such as getting his cock and balls waxed. But that had been easier, as she had told him it would make his cock look bigger. Plus, it meant they could go on waxing dates together, so they were both perfectly smooth for sex that night.

As she thought about their sex life, convincing him to wear the cage was a necessity. If he screwed her as well as Sam screwed Belinda after a week in his cage, his size wouldn’t be an issue anymore. Big cocks only compensated for guys who didn’t know how to screw the living daylights out of a girl. Joe needed to learn that skill, and once she had him in a cage, she felt certain he would learn fast.

Joe was otherwise perfect. He was a blonde hunk with an incredible body, he treated her well and was always fun to be around. He gave her delightful, warm tingles when he looked at her with his big hazel eyes. She could see how much he adored her. How hard could it be to convince him to wear the cage once he realised the benefits for their sex life?

The doorbell brought her back from her daydream. Her heart raced as she opened it. Joe swept her up in his arms and she planted a huge smooch on his lips. Then she wanted more. She pushed her tongue through his teeth to taste him deeply, enjoying the dark chocolate flavour of his mouth.

“I guess you missed me,” he said, escaping to draw breath.

She took his hand, led him to the couch, made him sit and climbed on top of him to continue kissing. She could feel their sex life changing already. Her entire body tingled with enthusiasm at the idea of dominating him. She pushed her tongue into his mouth again and kissed him until he was faint from the lack of air. Taking a tissue to wipe the lip gloss from his face, she giggled with joy at his stunned expression and the small tent pitched in his pants.

“I bought you a present,” she said, reapplying her lip gloss so her makeup was perfect.

He grinned. “What did I do to deserve a present?”

“You deserve it for being you,” she said, handing him the small box.

He pulled the bow, the ribbon fell away, and he opened it. He blinked several times as he looked at the cage, and his smile morphed into a frown.

“Is… this a chastity cage?”

Daisy clapped her hands with glee. “No, it’s your chastity cage. C’mon, take off your pants so I can put it on you.”

He put the box on the coffee table. Frown lines creased his gorgeous face. “Why did you buy one for me? I don’t want to wear it.”

She told him about Belinda and Sam, and how their sex life was amazing because he wore a chastity cage, making a big deal about how Sam could go again and again. Joe was a ten-minute man at best, and he knew it. She carefully avoided saying ‘locked up’ so it sounded more like a piece of jewellery than a cage. Joe still didn’t seem convinced.

“He likes wearing it?” he said.

Daisy snuggled in closer and stroked his inner thigh. “He loves wearing it. Belinda said he feels cherished whenever she puts it on him again after sex, because he understands how much she wants his cock all for herself.”

Joe pulled a face like he had wind. “I love you, Daisy, but I don’t want to wear it.”

Daisy had prepared for this moment and played her trump card. She knew he had been thinking about proposing, as he paid close attention whenever she tried on rings at jewellery stores.

She gave him a sad face and pouted. “One day you might want to give me some jewellery to wear… like an engagement ring. If I put it on my finger, it shows I’m committed to you. Guys would see it and know I’m yours. How would you feel if I took it off whenever we went out?”

“Like you weren’t sure about us being together,” he said.

“The cage is exactly the same as an engagement ring. It shows you’re committed to me.”

She knew the comparison had backed him into a corner. He wrung his hands, clearly searching for some other excuse to get out of wearing it. But she knew he would feel differently about it once she got it on him. Before he could gather his wits, she knelt on the carpet before him and presented the cage again as if she were proposing.

“Joe, will you wear your cage to show your commitment to me?”

He swallowed hard and didn’t sound even slightly enthusiastic as he relented. She swooned as if he had just told her she was the most special girl in the world. Before he could change his mind, she undid his pants and pulled them down his legs to expose his cock. All the talk about the cage had made him go limp, which was perfect for the fitting.

It took careful handling to get the solid ring on, and he winced several times as she pushed his balls through one by one. Taking the barrel, she pushed it onto his cock, but couldn’t get his shaft inside.

“It’s too small,” he said, brightening with hope.

“Sit at the edge of the couch,” she said, getting a glass of iced water. “We just need to shrink it a bit.”

He reluctantly moved to the edge and spread his legs so she could dip his cock into a glass of iced water. The cold did the trick and made his cock shrink. Working quickly, she forced it inside the tube and clipped it to the ring. If it had been an effort to fit the ring over his cock and balls, now the barrel was in place, there was no room for escape.

Joe screwed up his face, clearly not wanting to watch the next part. She thought it was for the best as she took the key from the chain around her neck. Fitting it to the lock, she sighed with delight as he heard the snick of the tumblers.

Now she had locked him away, she realised the enormity of the change to their sex life. She had taken his cock from him and now controlled his orgasms. It made her feel powerful. She shook with excitement as wet heat surged through her love canal. The cage was perfect.

“It’s really tight,” he said, wincing as he tried to adjust it.

“It’s supposed to be tight,” she replied. “You’re meant to feel it gripping your cock throughout the day, and that will remind you how much I love you. You see… cherished.”

She swallowed as her desire overwhelmed her senses. She needed to see it in action, to understand the control she had over him. Lowering her mouth to the cage, she sucked it into her mouth.

“What are you doing?” he said, trying to pull away.

She held him tight and sucked until her cheeks cratered. While he couldn’t feel the soft rasp of her tongue, the ridges along the roof of her mouth, or the tight passage at the back of her throat, he would feel the heat. And Joe loved getting his cock sucked. She could take the full length in her mouth without gagging because of his size. She gently bit the cage, feeling the unrelenting hardness of the steel tube. Joe’s cock would hurt every time he tried to get an erection, and this was the perfect induction to his new life in chastity.

“Rewarding you for being a good boy,” she said, pausing for breath.

She moaned with pleasure as she returned to slurping on his caged cock. Their eyes met as she looked up. He was wincing.

“Daisy, please stop! It hurts!”

“Just give me one lovely salty treat,” she said, “and then I’ll stop.”

He closed his eyes and looked like he was saying a silent prayer for it to end. She forced the point of her tongue into the hole at the tip of the cage, exciting him further. She could feel the resistance as his cock tried to harden inside the cage. Joe panted, sucking breaths through clenched teeth.

“Daisy, this is torture!” he said.

“One drop,” she said, and sucked him harder.

Finally, she tasted the sweet, salty flavour of his pre-cum. She sat back and smiled as he slumped back onto the couch in relief.

“I’ll do that without the cage if you’re a good boy and don’t try to remove it,” she said. “Right before we have sex all night long.”

Joe nodded, still wincing from the pressure of the cage. She felt proud of him. They had taken a big step forward in their new and better sex life together.

* * *

Locking up Joe’s cock had an unexpected effect on Daisy. As well as making her horny every time she thought about his cock squeezed into the tight metal cage, she also felt sexually liberated. Owning his cock gave her a potent desire to express her femininity. She now understood why Belinda had developed such strong sexual confidence. As much as she loved her satin, lace and sheer panties, she vowed to never wear them again. She wanted her pussy exposed and available at all times, the opposite of Joe’s cock. And when she was seeing Joe, she also wore short skirts to give him tantalising peeks at her pussy whenever she crossed her legs.

Soon, knowing he was in chastity wasn’t enough for her on their dates. Whenever they got together at either of their homes, she got him out of his pants as fast as she could to see it. Then she got him on the couch or the bed, so she could straddle him and kiss him. He put his hands up her blouse, pretending he wanted to fondle her breasts, but she knew he was searching for the key. And since the day she had locked him up, that was safely hidden away where he would never find it.

Joe wasn’t enthusiastic about all the kissing, but she didn’t mind. Dominating him with her mouth was much more fun, and she didn’t need him to kiss her back. She wanted his face coated with lip gloss, her tongue pushed deep in his mouth, and her naughty fingers all over his cage. She kissed him until he ran out of breath, which made him squirm even more.

And best of all, she loved seeing him frustrated. She knew he used to jerk off a lot when she wasn’t around, and now she had taken that privilege away from him. As each day passed, he looked more desperate to cum. She felt like a very wicked girl for locking him up and teasing him mercilessly, and she liked it.

“C’mon, Daisy,” he said, escaping her mouth. “All this teasing isn’t fair. It makes my cock hurt. Can’t we take it off?”

“The lady at the store said it’s important to keep it on. You’ll get used to it. And I want you to feel as cherished as Sam, if not more so.”

Joe scrunched up his face. “Can I at least have a key? You know, in case of an emergency?”

Daisy peered at him. The only emergency would be his aching need to drain his balls. They were hard as rocks with the buildup of cum. She couldn’t relent.

“Your cock is well protected inside your cage. Nothing will happen to it. Now, if you stop asking me to remove it and be a good boy for the rest of the week, I’ll give you a reward.” His face brightened. “That’s right, I’ll take it off on Saturday night for sex. But if you don’t screw me the way I want and send my pussy to heaven, I’ll lock you up for even longer.”

They also spent the night together more often too, because Daisy couldn’t bear to let him out of her sight. It also gave her the chance to snuggle up beside him in bed so she could fiddle with his cage.

Tonight, he had his back to her, so she spooned against his body and wrapped her arm over his hips to play with his cage. The heat and tension in her pussy was nearing breaking point, and there were still three days to go before sex on Saturday night. She recalled the lady’s advice about being resolute. As she wondered how she could soothe the molten well of desire between her thighs, she had an idea.

“Roll over,” she said, turning Joe onto his back.

“Daisy, I’m trying to sleep.”

“You’ve never complained about having sex before,” she said, climbing on top of him.

Suddenly, he was enthusiastic about it. “You’re taking it off early?” he said, wide-eyed with hope.

“No,” she whispered, “I need your locked up cock inside me.”

The cage wasn’t big enough to stretch her pussy open or fill her up, but the hard lump felt good as she ground her pussy onto it. Joe winced, not enjoying the extra pressure as she circled her hips to create fiery friction. It was decadently naughty to take pleasure from his cage, while he had none, and her orgasm soon mounted deep in her love canal. Grinding herself on the cage was even better than having Joe’s cock plugged into her pussy. She loved the thrill of dominating him in such a wicked way, stealing all the pleasure while he developed an aching cock.

Soon she was moaning and whimpering as her orgasm swelled to bursting point. Joe seemed to tolerate her riding him so hard, but she could tell he was desperate for her to finish and get off. Denying him any pleasure spurred her on, and she held him down by the wrists as she bucked her hips, working the cage as deep as she could inside her. Her clitoris rubbed against the thick metal ring, amplifying her pleasure and bringing on her sweet release.

As much as she wanted to sustain their coupling for as long as she could and enjoy Joe’s denial, her orgasm swelled with inevitability. She gave in to the pleasure and let it rip through her body, drenching his cage with her cum. Her joy ride calmed as her orgasm morphed into the blissful afterglow of a powerful release. She circled herself on him slowly, enjoying the final sparks of pleasure coursing through her hips.

Joe stared at her wide-eyed, unable to speak. She climbed off him and wrapped her arm over his magnificent chest to snuggle.

“Wow, that was one hell of a wild ride. I haven’t cum that hard in ages,” she sighed. She waited a few moments, then giggled. “So, how was it for you?”

* * *

Saturday night finally arrived, and Daisy was in raptures of excitement. She had bought a new babydoll nightdress to mark the special occasion. It was sheer black with a very short skirt that barely covered her pussy. Joe was also looking eager to head up to the bedroom. And since Daisy’s grinding session, he hadn’t asked her to remove his cage.

She stripped him naked in the lounge, tossing his clothes away with careless abandon and ran her hands over his body. Sexual desire welled deep in her pussy like molten lust. She felt powerful from the control she had over him and was ready to dominate him in bed.

Joe’s body was superb. His sharply defined muscles looked as if a sculptor had chiselled them. He panted with anticipation as she gave him a long, lustful inspection with her hands and eyes, finishing with a firm slap on his butt. Then she took him upstairs to her bedroom, where she had prepared a surprise to celebrate their wonderful new sex life together.

“Those adult stores have so many fun toys,” she said. “Lie down so I can cuff you to the bed.”

Joe looked like he was about to complain, but he still had his cage clamped to his cock, so he did as she asked. She had bought four sets of handcuffs, one for each corner of the bed to cuff him spread eagle. She fastened a set to his ankles and wrists, then to the bed, making them so tight his biceps bulged from the tension. Looking at a powerful man in such a helpless position got her juices flowing.

“From now on, you’re my sex slave,” she said, relishing the control. “And as I like it on top, this is how we’re having sex from now on.”

She preferred being on top as she could push down harder on Joe’s barely adequate cock, which allowed her to feel as much of it as she could. Plus, he didn’t know what to do with it when he was on top, he always came first and went limp before she got to her orgasm.

She toyed with his cage for a moment, enjoying feeling his hard, heavy balls. They were very full. It was the moment of truth. Would all that extra cum help him stay harder for longer like Sam, or did he need more time in his cage?

She retrieved her key from the chain around her neck, unlocked him, pulled the barrel free and removed the ring. His cock slid from the tube with a soft plop. She had seen him limp many times before, but if her mind wasn’t playing tricks on her, he looked smaller than normal. She decided it was probably from the compression in the cage and that he would come right once he got an erection.

“Need some inspiration, Joe?” she said, lifting her dress to show him her smooth, bare pussy.

His cock twitched a little and swelled to become plump, but not fully erect. She climbed onto him, straddling him at the hips and guided his cock to her sex. He winced as she handled him.

“What’s wrong?” she said, eager to scratch the itch deep in her womb.

“It’s sore,” he said.

“Sore?”

As she spoke, she heard the ragged desire in her voice. The cage had changed them both. It wasn’t enough for her to lock him away anymore. She liked the idea that his chastity was more than an abstinence from sex. It was also punishment, and he deserved it for failing to please her in bed.

She jacked him gently to see if he could get hard, and he drew a sharp breath. His cock was much too sore. The development came as no surprise. Daisy had hoped the cage would have the same effect on him as Sam and that he would transform into a wonderful lover, but she had also prepared for the opposite to happen. As she handled his inadequate cock, she realised she actually preferred the alternative. For her, the cage had unleashed her inner goddess, and she deserved unconditional worship and pleasure.

“Oh, my poor baby, with his sore pee-pee. Looks like you’re not getting any pussy tonight. I’ll get you something to soothe it.”

She went to the en suite, leaving the door wide open so he could see everything she did. She fetched a face cloth, rinsed it in cold water and returned to make a cold compress for his cock.

“Is that better?”

He nodded. “Much better. I’m sure it’ll come right in a few days… if I don’t have to wear the cage.”

“Don’t worry, Joe, I won’t lock you up in this cage ever again,” she said, putting his cage on the bedside table.

He sighed with relief and thanked her profusely. She opened the drawer and fetched the other toys she had purchased at the adult store.

“Because… I’ve bought you a new cage,” she said, removing the cold compress. His cock had shrivelled to a noodle again.

The new cage was a different model of The Suppressor and had a lip at the base. Now he begged. He pleaded with her not to lock him up again. He told her how much he loved her and that he would do anything not to wear the cage.

She got a handful of her panties and stuffed them into his mouth to silence him. It was good to know they still had some use, and as they were clean, he couldn’t enjoy the perfume of her pussy. From now on, Joe would learn just how far she could deny him pleasure.

She fitted the ring and squeezed his cock into the barrel. With a quick turn of the key, she had his cock locked up again.

“Get used to it, Joe. Your cock and your right to orgasm belong to me. And as your cock is no good to me anymore, you aren’t getting any pussy tonight… or ever again.”

She returned to the en suite, dropped the key into the toilet and flushed it. The look on his face stoked the fire between her legs. He was wide-eyed and speechless as the realisation hit him. She had locked him up for good.

“I also bought this,” she said, retrieving a hard silicone dildo from her drawer.

The lower half of the dildo was hollow, allowing her to fit it over his cage. She secured it with a metal clip which fitted into the lip of his cage. And now, Joe had a brand new six-inch cock for her to enjoy. She rolled a condom over it to make it feel like a real cock and smothered it with lube.

“It looks so real!” she gasped, feeling her pussy growing needy to have it inside her. “Belinda was right. This is the best thing to happen to our sex life. Keeping you locked up so your cock is too sore to get hard is perfect, because it never satisfied me anyway. And with this new one, I can screw you all night and have as many orgasms as I want without worrying about you disappointing me. Now you have the perfect body and the perfect cock.”

She climbed on board, feeling the tip against her pussy lips. Even though she was dripping wet, she had to push hard to get it inside her. It was wonderful to feel her pussy filled and stretched better than Joe’s cock ever could. As she rolled her hips to pound the tip into her cervix, she watched Joe’s face scrunch up. All the pulling and pushing would give him a really sore cock. And she planned to ride him until she couldn’t handle another orgasm.

“Please, Daisy, it hurts!” he said.

She drew a deep breath as the burning pleasure swelled in her sex. “Yes… it does! In all the right ways!”


First Class

Preflight for the eight-hour journey from London to New York was a busy time for a first class air hostess. Although dated, Gemma preferred the term ‘air hostess’ to the now gender-neutral title of ‘flight attendant.’ She felt it was important to acknowledge her gender as a woman. She nurtured every passenger flying with her airline, and women had the genetic advantage of having done this for millennia. As a first class air hostess, she developed intimate relationships with her passengers, and she wanted to make each flight a memorable experience.

As she crossed through the first class lounge, she felt the weight of a man’s attention on her. This wasn’t uncommon, as she knew she turned heads, especially male heads. And with her perfect grooming, as if she had just emerged from a beauty salon, she could give any man a rise in his pants.

There was a special glamour about being an air hostess, and she loved the attention. It wasn’t chance that her form-fitting uniform showed off her figure. An air hostess was an ambassador for an airline. They wanted her to look sexy and show all the curves of her athletic figure and pert, round breasts. But her platinum blonde hair, baby blue eyes and full pink lips did more than turn male heads. They made a man wish he could put his cock in her mouth until she had drained every drop of cum from his balls.

With a casual glance, she found her admirer. His name was Clinton Vice, a wealthy and successful businessman. Gemma made a point of memorising the names and occupations of her passengers before each flight. It allowed her to address them by name and ask after their affairs, creating immediate familiarity and putting them at ease.

Clinton Vice had a primal hunger in his dark eyes as he looked her over. He either didn’t appear to notice that Gemma was aware of his inappropriate ogling or didn’t care. It was the look of a man who got what he wanted, no matter the cost or what obstacles stood in his way.

He was handsome despite his lack of manners, with dark features, swarthy skin and a roguish scar across his left cheek. His made-to-measure, three-piece Tom Ford suit suggested he was fit and strong too. Most men of his ilk were as competitive with themselves as they were in business and pushed themselves to look their very best from head to foot.

Gemma noted he was sipping neat bourbon as she headed for the jet bridge to board the plane. She put a swing in her hips so he could admire her heart-shaped bottom, which he was no doubt staring at judging by the hairs prickling on the back of her neck.

Once aboard, she stowed her suitcase and checked her makeup. Clinton Vice’s lustful leering meant she was likely in for an interesting flight, so she decided her makeup needed to be more provocative. She added a fresh coat of mascara to her long eyelashes to make her baby blues look dazzling, and a thick coat of watermelon pink lip gloss.

As liftoff neared, she went through her preflight duties. She inspected the first class cabins, checked the first aid and safety equipment, and made sure the chef had the meals onboard.

The first class passengers boarded the aircraft before anyone else, and Gemma waited at the airlock to greet them all by name. As she welcomed Clinton Vice aboard, he gave her a devilish smile and a nod, but said nothing. Again she felt the weight of his attention on her, and now they were close, the intensity of his lust was intimidating. She felt certain if they were alone, he would shamelessly grope her bottom or breasts rather than give her a silent, ravenous look.

This wasn’t her first encounter with an arrogant man. She kept her composure and remained professional as she flashed him her devastating smile. Men like Clinton Vice enjoyed intimidating women. They knew how to make a woman feel vulnerable, and if she submitted to his power, he could use her in any way he wanted.

Once Gemma had seated the passengers, made them comfortable and stowed their carry-on luggage, she began the champagne service. She visited each of the cabins to chat with the passengers as she poured the champagne. It was a relaxed way to go through the safety instructions and point out the amenities before takeoff. When she got to Clinton Vice’s cabin, he fixed her with his dark eyes as he listened to her briefing. She poured his champagne and set it on his side table.

“I’ll need more than fizzy wine to enjoy the flight,” he said.

His voice was a growl, not angry or menacing, but filled with animal hunger. If not for her experience and training, she felt as if he could subdue her with his voice alone.

“Come back when you’ve finished your duties,” he said, his eyes wandering shamelessly down her face to her bust. It wasn’t a request.

“Certainly, Mr Vice.”

As the economy passengers boarded, Gemma checked her guests had secured their belts and collected empty champagne flutes. Clinton Vice had closed his cabin door, so she decided not to bother him. Then she took her own seat as the plane shuttled into position for takeoff.

No matter how many times she flew, takeoff was Gemma’s favourite part, the sudden acceleration, coming away from the ground and soaring into the sky. Even when the conditions weren’t ideal, she never found it disappointing.

Once they had climbed to flight level at 38,000 feet, Gemma prepared a drinks service ahead of the inflight meal, so her passengers could peruse the menu. Clinton Vice remained shut in his cabin, so she left him until last. She made polite chit-chat as she served drinks and talked the passengers through their meal choices. Finally, she got to Clinton Vice’s cabin, where she knocked lightly and waited for him to respond.

“Come,” he barked.

She peeked through the door and gave him a sweet smile. “What can I do to make your flight more comfortable, Mr Vice? A drink perhaps? Something strong like bourbon?”

He dismissed the offer with a wave of his hand. “Put the trolley away, then come back and close the door.”

He clearly enjoyed ordering her about, but she imagined he treated everyone this way. Men like him got what they wanted without anyone answering back. She stowed the drinks trolley, returned to his cabin and closed the door behind her as instructed.

“So, how can I make you more comfortable?” she said, feeling very alone with him despite being on a full plane. The first class cabins afforded their occupants a great deal of privacy.

“You can take off your panties and sit on my knee.” His dark eyes held no mirth. Again, it was an order. “I want you to take care of this,” he said, unzipping his pants.

She looked down and saw he had a raging erection. It wasn’t a bad size for a man who acted like he was compensating for having a small dick. She didn’t remove her panties, as it was much too hard in her tight pencil skirt, but she sat on his lap as ordered and fixed him with her dazzling gaze.

“Are you asking me for sexual favours, Mr Vice?” she said, meeting him as an equal for the first time.

His expression didn’t change. “I’m not asking.”

It was a veiled threat, and not a subtle one. Men like Clinton Vice enjoyed having power and using it to subvert others, even if it meant resorting to blackmail. If she refused, no doubt he would make a call to the right people and get her fired, never to work aboard an aircraft again.

She traced her fingertip along the scar on his cheek. “I can’t mess up my uniform, Mr Vice, but customer satisfaction is paramount. If I give you a blow job, I’ll only mess up my lipstick, and that’s easily fixed. How does that sound?”

He grunted an approval, but sounded unimpressed.

“You are flying first class, Mr Vice, so I’m not talking about a standard blow job. Do you mind if I call you Clinton, seeing as we’re about to get to know one another much better?”

“I don’t care what you call me as long as your pretty mouth is sucking my cock,” he said.

“Well… Clinton…” She paused for a moment. It felt more unusual to use his first name than his request for sexual favours. “Have you ever had a prostate blow job?”

“Can’t say I have,” he said, making his first concession since their meeting.

“Well, I couldn’t give you anything less than a first class blow job,” she said, pressing his nose like a button. “And a prostate blow job definitely qualifies, but I have two conditions.”

She gave him a moment to consider his response. He shrugged, waiting for her to name her terms. He was a direct negotiator. She imagined he closed business deals with the same clinical efficiency.

“I’ll have to put you in the restraints we use for passengers with air rage. I’m very skilled at giving men prostate blow jobs, and you’ll want to grab my head to force your cock down my throat. My hair must remain perfect for the rest of the flight.”

“Fine,” he said. “And what else?”

“We fill out your customer satisfaction survey in advance.”

He didn’t object, so she took the card and a pen from the compact desk at the side of the seat.

“Let’s see… blah, blah ground staff… I’ll fill that out for you later. How was the service from the flight attendant?”

She wanted to cross the title out and replace it with air hostess, but put the matter aside for now. He looked at her, giving nothing away. She licked her lips, drawing his eye to her high-gloss pink pout, and ticked the ‘excellent’ answer. He nodded.

“The rest of it is about the food, bathrooms and other menial matters. A man like you doesn’t need to waste any more time when his cock is ready for my mouth. So print your name and sign the card, so we can take care of the problem between your legs.”

He took the pen and did as she asked. As she was the only first class flight attendant, getting glowing feedback from a high profile man with a reputation like Clinton Vice always made her employers happy.

She put it on the desk and retrieved a pair of velcro cuffs from her jacket pocket. Most airlines used plastic handcuffs to restrain passengers with air rage, but in first class they used velcro, as it was more comfortable.

She positioned his hands flat on the armrests, threaded both through each handcuff and pulled them tight, securing his hands in place. Then she pulled his pants down to his ankles and made him spread his legs so she could kneel between them. As her knees touched the carpet, she felt the vibration of the engines, a sensation she rarely noticed anymore.

Preparing a man for a prostate blow job was a skill in itself. Many men had never had a woman massage them inside before, or felt a finger in their ass, but it was the key to the experience. While she pleasured his cock with her mouth, the massage pumped more cum into his balls, preparing him for a huge release. She had once made a man ejaculate so hard from a prostate blow job, his cum hit the ceiling.

She breathed on his cock and ran her hands along his inner thighs, gently scraping his skin with her nails. He balled his fists as she built the tension between his legs. The cuffs were tight and held his hands in place. Pulling his cock to one side, she sucked one ball into her warm, wet mouth and massaged it with her tongue. He grunted in approval.

She switched to the other side and raked her nails along his inner thighs again, getting him accustomed to the sensation of her fingers. They would play a significant role in the act, particularly her long, slender middle finger.

She pleasured his balls until his cock strained for attention. It was time to prepare him for the pleasure of her mouth. First, she nibbled his shaft, mimicking the scrape of her fingernails. Then she teased him with kisses and kitten licks, carefully avoiding the crown.

His breathing quickened and he wrung his hands. He was ready. As she took his cock into her mouth, she probed his butt to loosen the knot and gain entrance. His cock was hot and already leaking the salty-sweet fluid of his pleasure. She suckled it gently and slid her middle finger two knuckles deep into his ass.

In seconds, she found the soft, round dome of his prostate. Teasing it with her fingertip in circling and squeezing motions, she felt it release its first burst of precious fluid. The massage sped up the natural process for a man, easing more cum into his balls. If he already had a full load, they would soon feel hard and heavy, and he would develop an urgent need to cum.

He swore under his breath from the pleasure of her mouth. It was a satisfying response. She took customer service seriously and enjoyed knowing she excelled at her job. He tensed up as she sucked, licked and massaged him inside. It never took long for a man to feel the tightness spreading through his stomach, crotch and thighs. He would now have an aching need to push and feel his need for an orgasm become desperate.

Soon, the tension in his balls would become unbearable. The art of a prostate blow job was to measure the pleasure she gave him, ensuring he didn’t cum too soon. The longer she massaged him inside, the fuller his balls would become, until they felt like a pair of boulders between his legs. And she wanted his balls full to bursting. She continued to use her fingernails to scrape his inner thighs, making his stomach tighten into a knot of pent-up tension.

In only minutes, with her naughty finger lodged deep in his ass, she had juiced his balls so full, they were hard as bullets. He was ready to cum, but she wouldn’t let him. She suckled him, slowly circling the crown of his cock with her tongue, driving him mad with the need for release but never sending him over the edge.

She felt him driving his hips, trying to force his cock deep into her mouth to the tight passage at the back of her throat. His need to ejaculate was becoming desperate. It was the best part of doing this to a man, slowly torturing him with pleasure as she overfilled his balls. His aching groans spurred her on to milk his prostate for every drop it had to give, while she tormented his cock with her mouth and denied him any release.

He swore again, this time in frustration, as he failed to reach his peak. It wasn’t his fault. Gemma had mastered the art of controlling a man’s orgasm. He would get his release if she allowed it and no sooner. She gripped his balls, feeling how hard they had become with all the extra cum she had forced into them. They tightened as he inched closer to an explosive orgasm. It was the perfect time to take a break to prevent him from reaching it.

“Christ! Finish me off!” he growled.

She took a condom from her jacket pocket and a tube of gel. “Not until I put this on you,” she said. “I can’t have you making a mess. This is a first class cabin, Clinton!”

She doused his cock in gel, added more inside the condom for good measure, and rolled it onto his cock. Then she went back to sucking him and massaging his prostate to ensure his balls were so full, they would ache.

Soon his cock softened in her mouth, but she had expected as much, given the amount of numbing gel she had applied to his cock inside the condom. The look of shock on his face was delightful. He couldn’t understand why he had failed to achieve an orgasm, especially with overfilled balls.

“Oh dear, Clinton. It appears you’ve lost your momentum. It must be humiliating for a man like you to choke at the finish line.”

“Bitch!” he hissed.

She snatched the linen napkin from the side table and stuffed it into his mouth, silencing him. Then she took one last item from her pocket, the device she reserved for men like Clinton Vice. He was a man of power, but she was a woman who enjoyed stripping men of that power. She expected she wasn’t the first air hostess he had forced to give him sexual favours, but she would be the last.

He winced as she placed the thick metal ring over his cock and pushed one ball through. From his reaction, it was tender as an eyeball after she had mercilessly overfilled it with cum. Forcing his second ball through the ring made him tremble and strain against his bonds. His knuckles whitened from the pain, as if she had just kicked his balls into the back of his throat.

Finally, she pushed his cock into a tight steel tube and fitted it to the ring. He watched her with wide eyes as she took the key and locked his cock away. It was always a delight to lock up a man, the look of shock, then the realisation that his cock no longer belonged to him anymore. And worse, that he couldn’t get an erection with it on, or savour the sweet bliss of an orgasm.

It was an eight-hour flight to New York, and he would feel every second of having his cock caged like an eternity. And as he was a first class passenger, she had fitted him with a first class cage, a Lock-It Isolator, considered impossible to remove without the key. To date, no man had ever escaped one. She had no doubt he would find a way to remove it eventually, but it wouldn’t be easy and would cost him dearly.

She took her phone from her pocket and snapped a few pictures of him from various angles, caged and helpless, this man of power shaking like a newborn lamb. It gave her a nagging ache deep in her sex. The thrill of locking up the cock of a man like Clinton Vice never got old. She enjoyed it much more than locking up a submissive fool, which was too easy. All she had to do was flutter her eyelashes and his cock was gone for good. When she locked up a powerful man, she knew the cage hurt him more than denying him an orgasm. It belittled him and left an enduring wound in his ego.

“It must be frustrating to be a public figure,” she said, admiring her photos. “If anyone leaked these onto the internet, your life could get very complicated.”

She didn’t need to explain further. He understood what she meant. She zipped up his pants, fastened his belt and let him enjoy the grip of the cage and his tender, bloated balls. When the numbing gel wore off and his cock swelled with a renewed need for release, he would experience the true cruelty of the cage.

“Sometimes, you can’t have everything you want, Mr Vice. And as you’ve called me a bitch, I’ll tell the chef to skip your meal service too. I hope you enjoy the rest of the flight. And thank you for choosing to fly with us.”

She got up, opened the door and turned back for a parting comment. “I’ll arrange for airport security to escort you from the plane after we land. Oh, by the way, Mr Vice, the cage is stainless steel. It’ll set off the metal detector when they take you through customs. I imagine it’ll be very humiliating when the officers give you a strip search and see you’re all locked up. And you can expect to get another hand up your butt when they do, which won’t be nearly as pleasant as my slender finger.”

Gemma closed his cabin door and went to the bathroom to wash her hands and reapply her lipstick. Then she dropped the cage key in the toilet and flushed it away forever. Looking at her watch, she was delighted to see that she was right on time to begin the meal service.


Bonus Story: Ejaculation Management

Bea arrived home from college with her friend, Katy. They had been study buddies for a month now. Katy was cute and fun to be around too. As Bea opened the front door, she quickly closed it again before Katy could see inside.

“Hang on a moment, babe,” said Bea.

She opened the door again wide enough to slip inside and pressed it closed behind her. Her daddy was standing in the lounge. He wasn’t wearing any pants. He wasn’t wearing any boxers or briefs either.

“Daddy! What are you doing?!” hissed Bea.

Her daddy was a handsome man with dark hair and distinguished white temples. He would have been a heartthrob in his youth, as he was still in fine shape now. But he had a problem with wearing pants… and underwear of any kind around the house.

It was like he turned into a different person when he got home from work. He was a corporate responsibility manager for a large firm. That meant he protected their public image within the community. But as soon as he walked through the door, it was pants off and cock out.

She imagined he enjoyed being half-naked because he was proud of his solid cock and manly balls. They were a splendid size, much bigger than any of the boys at college, of the few she had seen so far.

He was stroking himself as he watched television and immediately stopped once he realised she was there.

“Hey, baby girl,” he said, as if it were the most innocent activity in the world.

“Daddy, you can’t go wandering around the house with your thing hanging out,” said Bea. “I’m eighteen now and it isn’t right for me to see you… naked from the waist down.” She wanted to add ‘and playing with yourself,’ but spared him his dignity given Katy was waiting outside. The last thing she wanted was a scene.

“Is everything okay?” came Katy’s muffled voice.

“Just a minute, babe!” Bea called over her shoulder. She turned back to her daddy. “I’ve got Katy waiting outside. We’re studying. I can’t bring her inside if you’re… like that.”

Her daddy shrugged. “I’ll go put on some pants.”

Bea waited for him to go upstairs to his room. Once the coast was clear, she ushered Katy inside and whisked her up to her bedroom. She got Katy comfortable on the bed with her laptop, then snuck out to get them some sparkling water and snacks. There was no sign of her daddy, but she didn’t wait around to find out if he had actually put on some pants.

She returned to her room and chatted with Katy while they studied. Katy lay face down at the end of the bed, and she sat tucked up against her pillows.

After a few minutes, Bea heard wet slapping sounds coming from beyond her bedroom door. It didn’t take her long to figure out what was happening. As Katy was lying on the bed with her short skirt ridden up, the round cheeks of her cute bottom would be visible from the keyhole in the bedroom door.

Bea swallowed. She was wearing a short skirt too, so from that angle, anyone could see her panties too. She stood up, picked up her handbag and hung it over the door handle to block the view for their peeping tom. Katy watched her with her big blue eyes.

They made quite a pair. Katy was blond and developing lovely curves. She was a brunette with a lithe, nubile figure. As they were both wearing tight tops and short skirts, they would get any man’s libido worked up. But her daddy? It wasn’t right for him to lust over young girls, let alone jerk off outside her room while he tried to catch glimpses up their skirts to see their panties.

“What’s that weird noise?” said Katy.

Bea heard the wet slapping sounds stop as soon as she covered the keyhole. “Oh, we have an old house. It’s probably an issue with the plumbing. I’ll talk to my daddy about getting it fixed.”

She was definitely going to have serious words with her daddy about getting his plumbing fixed. Why couldn’t he find a nice woman like other men? And more importantly, a nice woman his own age. Since she had become a woman, it seemed like he was becoming more of a dirty old pervert with each day that passed. As the woman of the house, she supposed it would fall to her to take action if the situation didn’t improve. But what could she do about it?

When she had finished studying with Katy, she checked the corridor and lounge before she let Katy out of her room. To her relief, her daddy had disappeared. She got Katy out the front door feeling like she was smuggling a refugee out of a war zone. She supposed it was a war of sorts, a war with his overactive, uninhibited libido.

Then she went looking for her daddy. She found him in the laundry. He was still without his pants, but he was handling a different item of clothing. It was a pair of her panties, a dirty pair from the washing basket. He had them pressed to his nose while he jerked himself off.

She knew her dirty panties smelled lovely. She liked to sniff them too, especially if she had become aroused and given herself a damp pair. They had a sweet, orange-blossom scent that was very sexy. But it wasn’t right for her daddy to sniff them. He was her daddy! He should be out finding himself a girlfriend so he could sniff her dirty panties instead.

She waited for him to finish, which thankfully didn’t take very long. Then she made a lot of noise in the corridor to give him a chance to tidy up before she entered.

“Daddy! Put on some pants! I can’t have you wandering around half-naked when I have my girlfriends over,” she said. “Hurry! I need to get the washing done.”

To her relief, he had put the incriminating panties in the machine. She set the wash cycle to heavy duty and let out a long sigh. What on earth was she going to do with him? It was like living with a teenage boy who had discovered his penis felt good if he rubbed it the right way.

She finished her chores and made dinner. After eating, she unwound on the couch and watched television before going to bed. The day had been exhausting, especially since her daddy’s libido was spiralling out of control.

Without realising how tired she was, she dozed off on the couch. She woke up in the middle of the night, right in the middle of a delightful dream about getting her pussy licked. As her eyes adjusted to the darkness, she realised the hot breath on her inner thighs wasn’t part of the dream. She had gone to sleep on her back with her legs spread. A man had his head poised between them.

Without making a noise, she shifted her head to see what was happening. It was her daddy. He was kneeling on the floor with his head as close to her panties as he dared, so he could smell her pussy, which was no doubt sweet and musky from her arousal. Although he was being very quiet about it, he was also playing with himself again.

While she knew he would never lay a finger on her, this had to stop. She couldn’t have her daddy behaving like a dirty pervert for a minute longer. He was an important man with responsibilities. If his employer ever found out what he did in his private time, there would be serious trouble. Thinking about that scenario gave her an idea.

She yawned and rubbed her eyes, giving him time to make himself respectable before she sat up. She heard him quickly get into an armchair. As she switched on the lights, she saw he was pretending to be asleep. She gave him a nudge.

“Go to bed, Daddy. You’ve got work tomorrow,” she said.

They both went to their respective bedrooms. As she climbed into bed, a plan formed in her mind. She had to skip classes to get what she needed to make it work, but it would be worthwhile if she could get the problem with her daddy’s libido fixed for good.

* * *

Bea awoke feeling much better about life. She put on her dressing gown and went downstairs to make breakfast. Her daddy appeared soon after. He looked very dashing in his black suit. He was wearing a white shirt with a bright-blue silk tie. Her heart fluttered to see him this way, looking like an upstanding and very eligible bachelor. How on earth did he change from this vision of masculinity into a dirty pervert who sniffed her panties while he jerked off?

“Morning, Daddy. You look very handsome today,” she said, serving him toast and coffee.

“Thanks, baby girl. I slept like a log.”

She was sure he did, after he had indulged his olfactory senses between her thighs the previous night. She packed him off to work so she could get busy putting her plan into action.

The first step was to give herself a very naughty fingering, so she went back to her room and retrieved her white satin panties from her lingerie drawer. They weren’t much more than two waistbands connected to a tiny triangle of silky fabric. There was nothing quite like the touch of satin on sensitive skin. They felt wonderful against the bare mound of her clean-shaven pussy and were her favourite panties to wear when she wanted to masturbate.

She slipped them on, lay on her bed and parted her legs. Normally, she caressed herself for a while, enjoying the sensual touch of the fabric as she rubbed her tiny pussy lips. Then she would pull them aside to get busy with her fingertip, rubbing the hard nubbin at the entrance to her sex. Ten minutes of rubbing her pleasure button was usually enough to make her cum several times.

This time, she rubbed herself through the panties. She took a shuddering breath as she found her clitoris through the fabric. It felt good, adding more friction, sending jolts of pleasure through her pussy and making her clench inside. She used her other hand to push the fabric as far as she could inside herself. She wanted them soaked through with her sweet cum.

In minutes, she was panting and bucking her hips. What she had planned for her panties was very exciting. She could feel her juices dripping through the fabric, but she needed more. She slipped them off and rolled them into a tight ball. If she wanted them drenched through with her juices, she would have to play out the favourite fantasy she called ‘where has Bea hidden her panties’?

Pushing her panties into her tight pussy felt like the naughtiest thing she had ever done. Once they were inside her, waistbands and all, she rubbed her clitoris to turn up the heat. In seconds, she was shuddering and moaning as the hot wave of her orgasm surged through her body.

“Oh, Daddy,” she moaned. “I hope you enjoy this lovely gift I’m making for you.”

In the afterglow of her orgasm, she pulled her panties from her pussy. They were, as intended, soaked through with her cum. She put them to her nose. They were sweet and delicious, the perfect bait to ensure he emptied his balls before she got home in the evening. She went downstairs and put them on the side of the laundry counter where he couldn’t miss seeing them.

She didn’t like skipping classes at college, but it would be worthwhile if she could get her daddy back on track. Buying the equipment she needed to set him straight turned out to be an overwhelming experience. It took her to shops she had never dreamed of visiting before.

It opened her eyes to the possibilities that existed with human sexuality, both naughty and nice. She discovered there was much more to it than playing ‘hide the sausage’ with a lover. And while it shocked her, it was also exciting, making her pussy tingle with desire for these new, forbidden possibilities.

She got home later in the evening and saw his car parked in the driveway. She put her hand on the bonnet. It was cold, which meant he had been home long enough to relieve his balls with her panties pressed to his nose.

The laundry was her first stop as she went inside. As expected, her panties weren’t on the counter anymore. While it made her cringe to imagine what he had done with them, it also pleased her too. He wouldn’t enjoy the change once she had put her plan into place.

She met him on the stairs as she was on her way up.

“Hey, Daddy,” she said, giving him a kiss on the cheek.

He had the radiant glow of a person who has had a satisfying orgasm, so she felt sure he had done his business. Who would have thought she would grow up to find out her handsome, sweet daddy was such a dirty pervert?

After she had freshened up, she went back downstairs to make dinner. She also whipped up a batch of fresh homemade lemonade using plenty of juicy, ripe lemons for extra flavour. She made his favourite meal, a roasted chicken with sides and plenty of gravy. In some ways, it felt like she was cooking his last meal, like a final farewell before sending him on a long journey.

He ate his meal with gusto and lavished her with praise for the special attention. She wondered if some of that praise was for leaving him a pair of cum-soaked panties.

“Make sure you finish your lemonade, Daddy. I made it specially.”

He raised his glass in a toast. “Here’s to my baby girl, the prettiest in all the world.”

She felt her cheeks grow hot. “Oh, Daddy. Now you’re just being silly.”

They cleaned up together and went to the lounge to watch television. When her daddy yawned much earlier than usual, she felt happy about how much lemonade she had managed to get him to drink. It was hard to feed people sleeping pills without their knowledge, as they tasted bitter when crushed into powder. The lemonade disguised the flavour well.

“I think I’m going to head to bed,” he said, with eyelids already drooping.

“Let me help you upstairs, Daddy,” she said, bracing him on her shoulder.

The last thing she needed was for him to have a fall and wind up in hospital. She helped him into bed, made sure he was comfortable and turned off the light. Then she went back downstairs to check the dosage of sleeping pills. He had taken just the right amount to keep him asleep all night, but she waited for an hour to make sure he was in a deep sleep.

Once she felt confident he wouldn’t wake up when she went into his room, she gathered what she needed and got ready for bed. She slipped into his room, found her way to the bedside table and turned on the light. He stirred and let out a soft moan, but remained asleep. She lowered the light so there was just enough for her to see, but not enough to wake him.

Then she carefully peeled back the sheets from his naked body. His offending cock was thankfully limp, the main reason she had wanted him to drain his balls before she got home. If he had a raging boner in his sleep, putting her plan into action would be impossible.

She prepared the device that had been unexpectedly exciting to buy. She had never visited a sex shop before, let alone a shop that sold bondage gear and chastity devices. Thankfully, the attendants at such premises didn’t ask questions about why she wanted to buy a Lock-It Cock Blocker. Or perhaps her motivation was self-evident.

Fitting the metal cage to his cock and balls was easier than she had expected. It was only a matter of feeding his cock and balls through the metal retaining ring and fitting the cage. Once she had clipped it into place and turned the key, he was all locked away.

Seeing him in a chastity cage gave her an unexpected thrill. As the keeper of the key, she was now in charge of his manhood. She hadn’t considered it until now, but owning a man’s ability to cum felt incredibly arousing as a woman. She wondered if that was what people meant about a woman keeping a man’s balls in her purse. Women wouldn’t actually do that… would they?

Regardless, she had the only key. If he ever wanted to cum again, he would have to convince her to let him out. That wouldn’t happen until she was happy he could behave himself better.

In that moment, she felt torn between the little girl who loved her daddy without question and the woman blossoming into maturity. She was discovering her power to tame a man’s sex drive. And she adored the way it gave her pussy a nagging ache with her own need to cum.

She crawled into bed beside him and snuggled in with her arm over his chest. He was muscular and warm. The girl inside her enjoyed snuggling against her daddy, feeling safe and protected while she was in his care. The woman inside her liked the feeling of his manly body and the way it excited her sexually.

But he was still her daddy, and all his urges were dirty and wrong. He had to wear the cage until he could get his libido under control. But she decided there was nothing wrong with enjoying the moment of being his baby girl and the owner of his manhood for one night. With those happy thoughts, she fell asleep, spooned against his body.

* * *

Bea slept like a baby and woke up feeling like a new woman. Her daddy was still asleep beside her, snoring softly. She had a quick peek under the sheets and saw the pretty metal cage clamped to his cock and balls. The thrill of locking him in chastity hadn’t worn off. Seeing it now, in the crisp morning light, made it look more exciting than ever. Who knew women could have such control over men?

She felt her daddy stir. He opened his eyes as she snuggled close to his warm body.

He tensed up. “Bea? What are you doing in my bed?” he said.

“Having a lovely cuddle with my daddy,” she said. “Honestly, Daddy, isn’t it obvious?”

He relaxed, wrapped his arm around her shoulders and pulled her close to plant a kiss on the top of the head. “You haven’t climbed into my bed since you were a little girl,” he said. “But I’m not complain—”

He stopped mid-sentence and reached between his legs with his free hand. His eyes widened and he ripped the sheets from the bed. His eyes widened even further when he saw the cage. They looked like they would pop out of his head.

“Bea? What the fu—”

“Don’t swear in front of me, Daddy,” she said. “You know I don’t like it.”

He let out a slow breath to keep his temper in check. “Bea? What’s that thing doing on my cock?”

She gave him a big smooch on the cheek. “It’s your brand new chastity cage, Daddy. Do you like it? I think it’s very pretty. It looks great on you too.”

“No. I do not like it. Take it off. Immediately.”

She gave it a quick pull to make sure she had clamped it to his cock and balls with no chance of it coming off without the key. He winced. She took that as a good sign. It was nice and tight.

“No, Daddy. I’m keeping you locked up until you can prove you’re not a dirty old pervert. There will be no more jerking off or having fantasies about your daughter or her girlfriends. I know you do, so don’t lie to me about it.”

His eyes looked this way and that like a cornered animal. “B—b—but I keep finding your panties lying about. I was curious. And it has been a long time since your mother was around. What’s a man to do?”

“Put them in the washing machine, not under your nose. You shouldn’t be doing that, Daddy. I’m your daughter. It’s not right. Plus, I know you perv through the keyhole when Katy comes over to study. I know you’ve been trying to look up our skirts to see our panties.”

He sighed like he was carrying a great burden. “Once you’ve seen something that excites you, you can’t unsee it. I may be your father, but I’m still a man. It’s torture seeing beautiful young girls flaunting their bodies without a thought about what it does to a man.” He sat up and pulled at the cage. “I know it’s wrong, but you can’t keep me in chastity. I have needs!”

“Don’t try to take it off, Daddy. If you do, I’ll go back to the shop and buy the one with spikes inside the cage. And I’ll also tell your boss what you get up to in your free time, when you’re not being a corporate responsibility manager.”

He swallowed like he was forcing down tears, seeming to accept his fate at last. “How long do I have to wear it?”

“Until I’m satisfied you’re properly reformed. Let’s start with a month. If you can behave, I’ll let you go without it for a day.”

“A month?!” He pulled himself out of bed, swearing under his breath. “I’d better get ready for work.”

Bea lay back on his bed while he had a shower. She could see him washing in the reflection of the en suite mirror. He looked very sexy with his chastity cage on. Given it was so tight, he would get a very sore cock if he got an erection, but that was the purpose of the device.

It was thrilling to lock a man away. After a few days, if his cock wasn’t sore, it would be aching to cum. And the longer she left him locked up, the worse it would get. Thinking about how desperate he would get to relieve his swelling balls made her pussy clench. But it wasn’t the time or place to masturbate with him only a few feet away.

She got up and went downstairs to fix them both breakfast. She didn’t bother to put on her dressing gown. What did it matter if he saw her in her skimpy nightdress? If anything, it was a splendid opportunity to help him understand the consequences of his taboo fetish.

He appeared a few minutes later, looking very handsome in his navy pinstripe suit. As he sat down, there was a clack as his chastity cage knocked against the side of the table. He growled at the back of his throat.

She served him coffee and toast, and they ate together in silence. She couldn’t stop smiling as she thought about the cage clamped to his cock. It gave her a warm tingle in her pussy that would keep her smiling all day.

After she had packed him off to work, she got dressed and went to college. Throughout the day, she daydreamed about locking up cocks. There were so many handsome young college boys strutting about the campus. And they loved their cocks so much. They loved to make them cum. It would be so naughty to lock up all their cocks and make them frustrated. Her pussy grew hotter and wetter the more she thought about it. She wanted to lock up as many cocks as she could, leaving men desperate to cum and totally unable to do so.

By the time she got home, it was all she could think about. She was so aroused, she couldn’t hold back her need to masturbate. She went straight to her room and lay on the bed, pulling her panties aside so she could give herself a good fingering.

If locking up her daddy was this exciting, she fully intended to lock up her husband if she ever got married. It would be her wedding gift to him. They could have sex and then she would lock up his cock in a tight metal cage. Then he wouldn’t be able to cheat on her. And he wouldn’t be able to jerk himself off either. The only sex he would ever have would be on her terms, if she let him out of his cage.

Her pussy was dripping wet with the daydream, but she realised she found the reality much more exciting. Her daddy was probably desperate to get out of his cage. His big cock was probably already sore. She wanted to see him in it as soon as she could.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned as she orgasmed.

Locking up her daddy was the best thing she had ever done for both their sex lives. It turned her on so much, her orgasm felt incredible. She gushed all over her panties and wet the sheets with her sweet cum. As her orgasm subsided, she lay panting for several minutes in the delicious afterglow.

“Wow!” she said, wondering if she could get a job locking up men’s cocks after college. People were always saying she should get a job doing something she loved. And now she knew she definitely loved locking up cocks.

But did she need to lock up other men? She already had the most important cock in the world locked inside a tight metal cage. Her daddy differed from other men. His cock was special. He had the cock that had made her. Now she owned it, and with it, his ability to cum. This was the most important rite of passage she had ever taken in her life.

Without bothering to clean herself up, she spent the rest of the evening with wet panties, delicately perfumed with her cum. It made her feel sexy, grown up and powerful. She could cum as much as she liked, while her daddy could only hope she wouldn’t leave him in his cage for too long.

When her daddy got home, he looked thoroughly miserable. She gave him a cuddle and a kiss to cheer him up, but it didn’t seem to help.

“How was your day, Daddy?” she said, resisting the urge to squeeze him below the belt to feel the hard, sexy cage clamped to his cock.

“I had a board meeting today. The boardroom table has a glass top. I knocked it with the cage when I sat down. Everyone looked at me.”

Bea remembered the sound of his cage hitting their wood dining table at breakfast. Glass would have been ten times as loud.

“Oh dear. Well, never mind. You’ll get better at avoiding that with practice.”

“And I had to pee in the foyer restrooms. I couldn’t risk anyone from the office seeing me wearing it. But a man came in while I was peeing. I swear he saw it because he kept glancing at me and smirking as he peed.”

“You sit down and relax, Daddy. They’re only teething problems. I know you’ll feel better about wearing it as the days go by.”

She got him a beer and let him unwind while she prepared dinner. She made tasty macaroni cheese. All he needed was a little comfort food to feel better. Plus, she couldn’t let him out of his cage so soon, not when it was doing wonderful things for her own sex life.

After dinner, they watched television, but she couldn’t concentrate on the program. She was much too distracted by the thought of the hard metal cage clamped to his cock. It was making her feel horny again.

She got out of her chair and went over to sit on his lap. She didn’t ask for permission. As the owner of his manhood, she could do whatever she liked. Looping one arm around his neck, she snuggled in for a cuddle, with her thigh pressed to his crotch so she could feel the hard lump in his pants.

“What are you doing?” he said, with a small wince.

“Having a lovely cuddle with my daddy,” she said. She dotted his cheek with several kisses and watched his nostrils flare. Now they were close, he was aware of the other perfume she was wearing after her naughty fingering session. After all, he had smelled it on her panties enough times to know the scent anywhere.

She saw him swallow like he had a lump in his throat. No doubt his cock was swelling and the cage was making it hurt. She dotted more kisses over his face, so he could feel her hot breath on his neck. Pressing herself closer to his body, so her perky breasts were rubbing his chin, she returned to watching television.

“Um… you should go back to your chair,” he said.

“But why, Daddy? Isn’t this nice? We haven’t had cuddles and special kisses for ages. And I’m a girl who needs lots of love from my daddy,” she replied.

She kissed him again, coming dangerously close to his mouth. It was fun to tease him this way, knowing it would make his poor cock very sore in its tight metal cage. It was making her wet again too, so there was no way she was getting off his knee anytime soon.

Eventually, he complained that he felt tired and wanted to go to bed. He picked her up and set her down on the couch to make his escape. She turned off the television. The excitement she felt about the sexy cage on his manhood consumed all other thoughts. It was becoming an obsession. She had to see him in it again or she wouldn’t be able to sleep.

She raced up to her room and went through her lingerie drawers to find her skimpy white nightdress. It was opaque and much too daring to wear in front of her daddy. That was the reason she wanted to wear it. She also got the other toy she had purchased from the sex shop, a pair of handcuffs. She hadn’t known what she needed them for at the time, but she did now.

She went into his room and heard him breathing deeply. Sliding into bed beside him, she carefully reached over to feel the metal cage on his cock. As soon as she touched it, a fire ignited between her thighs. With her free hand, she reached between her legs to deal with the uncontrollable ache that came with her desperate need to cum.

He stirred, waking from his deep sleep.

“Bea? What are you doing in my bed?”

“I’m giving you chastity therapy, Daddy,” she whispered in his ear. “We both need it. It’s good for us. Don’t worry if you get a sore cock. It’s making me feel good.”

“Are you… touching yourself?” he said.

Of all the people in the world to wear a prudish expression, she never expected it from him. The fact that her display of sexuality shocked him only made the intimate moment even more exciting.

“Yes. I’m fingering my pussy, Daddy. Do you want to lick the juice from my finger?”

She put her finger to his lips and painted her juices over them. Without thinking, he licked them clean.

“Is it sweet, Daddy? Is it making your cock desperate to get out of the cage?”

He nodded. “Can you take it off? Please?”

She nodded. “If you let me put these on you first,” she said, collecting the handcuffs she had brought from her bedroom. “I can’t let you do anything inappropriate to me. I am your daughter, after all.”

He nodded, so eager to free his cock from the cage that he was willing to wear a different set of restraints. She clamped the handcuffs to one wrist, fed it through the bars of the headboard and secured it to the other.

“Thank you,” he said, his voice ragged with desire.

She slipped off her panties and rolled them into a ball. “Don’t thank me yet, Daddy. I told you a naughty fib. I’m not letting you out of your cage. I like it on you too much to take it off.”

“But—”

She stuffed her panties into his mouth. “Seeing as you like my panties so much, Daddy, I’ll let you have a special treat and taste them while I deal with my needs.”

She pulled back the sheets and saw the cage. It looked amazing, jammed full of his cock, which was as hard as possible while clamped in chastity. It wasn’t enough to see or touch it though. She needed more, so she climbed on top of him, straddling him between her thighs so she could grind the cage between her tiny pussy lips.

She planted her hands on his manly chest to apply more pressure with her hips and worked the cage into her aching pussy.

“Oh, Daddy. Grinding on your cage feels so good. It’s just what we both need, don’t you think?”

His head turned in circles, not knowing how to respond.

“Is your cock hurting, Daddy? Shall we see how sore we can make it? I think it would be very sexy if we made it sore for days.”

She rolled her hips faster, building up pressure as her orgasm swelled in her love canal. The hard cage gave just the right amount of friction to make her clitoris throb with delicious pleasure.

“Do you see what you’ve done to me, Daddy? Your naughty cock made me, and now it has made me into a very bad girl. But I like it,” she gasped, as her orgasm neared. “I like being bad. Locking up your cock makes me want to cum.”

He looked at her with a mix of shock, excitement and pain. She knew his cock had a mind of its own. It would try to get hard no matter what. And that would leave him so sore, she could get off just thinking about it.

She ground her hips harder onto his cage, wondering if it was possible to break a man’s cock altogether. After all, he shouldn’t have been having such wicked thoughts about his daughter. This was the most fitting punishment. And if she could take pleasure from it too, then she was addressing both their needs.

“Oh, Daddy!” she moaned, as her orgasm hit her like a wave. She bucked her hips, sustaining the euphoria that flooded her body as she squirted pussy cream all over his imprisoned manhood.

He groaned. Whether it was from pleasure or pain, she didn’t care. She continued to ride him until she knew she couldn’t cum anymore.

She collapsed beside him, breathing hard, feeling amazing in the afterglow of such a powerful series of orgasms. She just wanted to cuddle him for hours and bathe in the pure joy filling her body. Despite his bad behaviour, he was the best daddy a girl could ever want.

She let out a long, satisfied sigh. “Oh, Daddy, putting you in chastity has been the best thing that has ever happened to me.” She kissed him on the cheek. “But for both our sakes, I think it’s necessary to keep you locked up forever.”


Afterword

This book was not sponsored by the fictional chastity cage manufacturer Lock-It™.

Thank you for reading. Ratings, reviews and follows are greatly appreciated.
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